
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Contents

 


Title Page

Copyright

 


Seduced By My Best Friend’s
Dad

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

 


Erotic Love and Carnal Sins: Confessions
of a Priest

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

 


The President and the
Rentboy

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

 


About the Authors

More by Cameron D.
James

More by Sandra
Claire

Indie Erotica Collective

 



 



Forbidden Desires

 


The Complete
Series

 


 


Cameron D. James & Sandra Claire

 



 



Copyright © 2017 by Cameron D. James and Sandra
Claire

 


All characters are age 18 and over.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental.

 


Find more books by Cameron
D. James at http://www.camerondjames.com

Find more books by Sandra
Claire at http://www.sandraclaireerotica.wordpress.com

 



 



Seduced By My Best Friend’s Dad


 


 Chapter One

 


Jay watched the trees zipping past the car
window. He so rarely got out of the city that this camping trip was
the highlight of his summer — and the fact that he was going with
his best friend, Mike, and Mike’s dad, Mr. Carter, only made it
better. “A camping trip to turn you into men,” Mr. Carter had
called it, a celebration of the two of them turning eighteen.

He sat in the back seat, mostly ignoring the
idle chatter between father and son. He looked at the back of Mr.
Carter’s head — there were a number of silver hairs that were
starting to appear in his buzz-cut brown. Mr. Carter had aged over
the years he’d known him — and aged for the better.

“How you doing back there,
Jay?” Mr. Carter asked.

Jay found the man’s gaze in the rear-view
mirror — he’d been caught staring at the back of his head. “Doing
good. How much longer, Mr. Carter?” As he asked that, Mr. Carter
slowed the car and exited off the highway onto a gravel road.

“Not that much further,”
he said, slamming on the brakes as a deer leapt across the road.
When it was clear, he continued forward. “It’s been a number of
years since I’ve been out here — I’m really looking forward to
it.”

Their destination was a secluded piece of
property that one of Mr. Carter’s friends owned. He apparently felt
that it was manlier than a family campground in a public park — out
here, they’d have to scrounge for wood, dig a hole for the
bathroom, and make do with absolutely no link to civilization for
two nights. Jay was looking forward to it — partly for the
challenge, but partly for getting to know Mr. Carter a little
better.

Jay grew up with a single mom — no dad in
the picture — and so he spent a lot of time at Mike’s house while
his mom picked up extra shifts in the evening and weekend. Because
of that, he’d grown to think of Mr. Carter as a father figure of
sorts — he was the one that took Jay to his driver’s test, he came
to all of Jay’s basketball games (even though Mike wasn’t on the
team in grade 12), and he was also the most supportive person when
Jay came out as gay. And over the years, Jay had gotten to know him
as a person, too; Mr. Carter taught him the rules of football and
golf and he often asked Jay to help out with repairs around his
house.

A couple months ago, Jay realised he had a
crush on him — he knew he could never have Mr. Carter as he was
married and also his best friend’s dad ... and there was still that
iffy feeling about his crush since he always looked up to him like
a father. But he couldn’t deny what his cock told him — he always
got hard around Mr. Carter. Jay wanted to be wrapped in his beefy
arms and feel Mr. Carter’s meaty cock push into his ass.

“You want some chilli
fries?” Mike said, snapping Jay out of his erotic thoughts of Mr.
Carter. Mike angled himself around his seat and held out his
plastic container of chilli fries, drenched with cheese and grease,
which they’d picked up just before leaving town. How Mike could
stomach that, Jay would never know.

Jay nudged the “food” back in his direction.
“No, thanks.”

Mike winked at Jay — he knew Jay complained
about his food choices all the time. Jay didn’t think Mike
seriously expected him to take one of the fries; he probably just
wanted to see if Jay would make a face.

Mike and Jay were close — like brothers —
and they even looked kind of alike. Pretty much every teacher had
asked them if they were related at one point or another.

He and his dad returned to their idle
chatter in the front seat and Jay looked out the window again,
watching the trees get thicker and darker. Jay had to get the dirty
thoughts of Mr. Carter out of his mind — after all, this wasn’t a
sex vacation, this was a camping trip. Mr. Carter was obviously
straight given that he’d been married to Mike’s mom for over twenty
years. Besides all that, he would probably just be too weirded out
because he surely saw Jay like a son as much as Jay saw him like a
father.

There was a loud guffaw from the guys in the
front. Jay turned to hear what was so funny, but had missed the
punch line. Mr. Carter caught Jay’s eye in the rear-view mirror.
Jay smiled back, brushing a few strands of hair behind his ear, and
turned back to the window.

 


• • •

 


Another thirty minutes of driving and Mr.
Carter pulled the car off the gravel road and onto one that was
little more than parallel ruts in the dried mud. The trees came in
closer, scraping against the sides of the car. The path angled
around a bend and then ended in a small clearing.

Mr. Carter shut off the car. “Here we
are!”

Jay looked around and tried to mask his
disappointment. He had been told of beautiful hiking paths along
cliffs, a pristine lake with a sandy beach, and all of nature at
its finest. So far, none of those seemed apparent.

“This is it?” Mike asked,
with the same incredulity that Jay felt. “It’s just a clearing in
the woods, dad.”

Mr. Carter looked at his son, then back at
Jay. “Cheer up, boys! This spot is better than you think it is. A
two minute walk through those trees,” he pointed out Mike’s window,
“takes you down to the beach. It’s sandy, the water is clear, and
there’s almost never another soul there. And through the trees over
here,” he pointed straight ahead, “is a hiking path that takes you
along the lake’s edge, up the cliffs and everything. And this
clearing offers the best view of the stars you’ll find anywhere
within fifty miles.”

Mike and Jay looked in each of the
directions that Mr. Carter had pointed.

“All right,” Mike said, “I
believe you.”

Jay smiled to himself — it seemed this trip
was still going to be as amazing as he’d hoped.

Mr. Carter got out of the car and Mike and
Jay followed. They unloaded the supplies from the trunk — the tent,
sleeping bags, and food. Mike and his dad seemed to know what they
were doing, so Jay just helped when needed in setting up the tent.
Though Jay had gone camping before, it was a far rarer experience
for him than it seemed to be for Mike and Mr. Carter.

With the tent erected — a small thing that
would just barely accommodate the three of them — Jay grabbed their
sleeping bags and laid them out in the tent for everyone, while the
other guys set up lawn chairs to rest for a few minutes. Jay wanted
to put his sleeping bag in the middle, so he could still be
buddy-buddy with Mike, but so that he could also press himself
tight against Mr. Carter in the cold of the night. He figured,
though, that the others might find that layout a little odd, so
Mike’s sleeping bag went in the middle. Jay’s attraction to Mr.
Carter would have to remain a distant and unacknowledged one.

With that task done, Jay clambered out of
the tent and walked over to the remaining lawn chair, beside
Mike.

“I can hear the water,”
Mike said, looking toward where his father had earlier indicated
the beach was.

Jay strained to hear it — and could just
barely make out the lapping of waves. He also heard the calls of an
assortment of birds and the buzz of different insects. What he
didn’t hear, though, was any sign of human life other than
themselves. Maybe this was as secluded as Mr. Carter had said.

“Mike ... are you feeling
okay?” Mr. Carter said.

Jay looked at Mike — his skin had a sheen to
it that didn’t seem to be sweat. His colour looked a little off,
too.

“I’m okay. I think. The
chilli fries probably weren’t the best choice,” he said, putting a
hand on his stomach. Mike grimaced in a way that told Jay his
friend was feeling a lot worse than he was letting on. He knew Mike
well and knew when he was telling a white lie.

“Do you want some water?”
Mr. Carter asked, getting up and heading to the cooler. He grabbed
a bottle for everyone.

Jay took a deep swig of the water, enjoying
the cool liquid in the heat of the day. He looked over at Mike and
saw how he tentatively took a sip — something was definitely off
with his friend’s stomach. But his attention was diverted from Mike
to Mr. Carter when he saw the man kick his head back for a deep
gulp of water — only to have some of it roll down his jaw and
sweaty neck, soaking into the collar of his shirt. Jay had to take
another sip of water just to cool himself down.

Mike suddenly bolted from his chair, running
across the clearing to the stand of trees on the other side of the
tent. He bent over behind a tree and retched. The sound was loud
and it went on and on. Mr. Carter and Jay got up and walked over to
Mike.

“You okay, son?” Mr.
Carter said, putting a hand on Mike’s back. He had stopped
vomiting, but was now coughing, settling his stomach.

“I will be,” he said,
wiping his hand across his lips.

“Maybe a walk will help
you feel better — get some air into your lungs. What do you say?”
asked Mr. Carter.

“Sure,” Mike said. “Let me
put on some better shoes.”

Mr. Carter tossed a few water bottles and
granola bars in a backpack and threw it over his shoulder. By the
time he was done, Mike had swapped out his flip-flops for sneakers
and came up to them. Richard led Mike and Jay across their little
campsite to the wall of trees beyond.

“I told you the fries were
a bad idea,” Jay said, with an elbow in Mike’s ribs.

“Next time, I’ll listen to
you, I swear.”

“Come on, boys — I mean,
come on, men. Just through here. We’ll find the path in a moment,”
Mr. Carter said. Jay watched him lead the way, trying not to make
it too obvious to Mike that he was staring at his dad’s ass. Mr.
Carter wore a baggy pair of black basketball shorts, a light blue
t-shirt that hugged him in all the right places, and a pair of
worn-in sneakers. He had the older man body that Jay craved — the
bulk of muscle from a life of manual labour with just the slightest
padding of a life of good living and good eating. And he was taller
and thicker than Jay — exactly what he liked in his men.

Beside him, Mike groaned. Fearing he’d been
caught staring at Mr. Carter’s ass, he looked at Mike. But it
wasn’t a groan over his wandering eyes — it was a groan over Mike’s
stomach. He held an arm across his gut and groaned again, slowing
his pace to a crawl.

“Uh, Mr. Carter, hang on a
moment,” Jay called ahead.

Mr. Carter turned around just in time to see
Mike lean against a tree and vomit again. He rested his forehead
against the bark and groaned, visibly holding back another
retch.

“Mike,” Mr. Carter said,
coming over and putting a hand on his son’s shoulder, “maybe we
should just go home. You’ve probably got food
poisoning.”

Jay saw the look of panic in Mike’s eyes —
and knew that his own eyes probably reflected the same thing. Both
of them had been looking forward to this trip for months — though
they could always do it again, this “camping trip to become men”
had been built up so much that neither one of them wanted to head
back early.

“No, I’ll be okay,” Mike
said. “But I think I should go lie down in the tent.”

Jay tried not to let his face fall; he’d
been looking forward to the hike, to grunting and sweating with Mr.
Carter. Mike seemed to catch Jay’s crestfallen expression, though
likely not the true reason why.

“You guys go ahead. I’ll
rest and we can have a campfire when you get back.”

Mr. Carter looked at Jay. “What do you
think? Still up for a hike?”

Jay’s heart thudded
against his ribs. While he had been looking forward to spending
bonding time with Mr. Carter, he hadn’t considered such time
happening without Mike coming along. Maybe
we’ll kiss in the woods or he’ll demand I suck his cock or
something, Jay thought, but then he
chastised himself. He’s married, he’s
straight, and he’s Mike’s dad. I’ve got to get over this
crush!

Jay nodded. “Sure! I’d
love to.” I hope I didn’t sound too
eager.

Mr. Carter gave Mike a quick fatherly hug
and patted him on the back as Mike turned and walked back to camp.
Jay watched his friend retreat through the trees. Once he was
safely back in the clearing, he turned around to face Mr.
Carter.

“Well,” Mr. Carter said,
“we should head on.”

“Sounds great, Mr.
Carter.”

The corners of his lips curled up in a small
smile. “I think it’s time you called me Richard. Mr. Carter is so
formal and now that you’re no longer a kid, well, it seems out of
place.”

“Okay ... Richard.
Thanks.” Using his first name felt so strange after calling him Mr.
Carter for as long as Jay could remember. To be allowed to use his
first name all of a sudden felt so ... so intimate.

“Great,” Mr. Carter —
Richard — said, and slapped Jay on the back. “I think it’s just
through here.” He led the way through another tight stand of trees
and Jay followed, squeezing past a tight copse, and they suddenly
found themselves on a well-trodden path. “The lake is public
property, so there are some great hiking paths around its
perimeter.”

“I think I can see the
lake through there,” Jay said, pointing at the trees on the other
side of the path. Though they were thick, he could see glimpses of
sparkling blue water. The water was still, almost glass-like, and
there didn’t seem to be anybody swimming or boating across its
surface that he could see.

“Yeah, but just wait until
we climb the cliff — the view from there is spectacular.” He tore
his eyes from the narrow view of the lake to look down at Jay — and
in any other circumstance, Jay would have wondered if Richard was
appraising him, like he was measuring if he was a good fuck or
something. Suddenly, Richard looked away and started up the
path.

That was odd,
Jay thought. But it’s
just my hormones misreading everything — I’m sure of it.
He followed Richard, staying a few paces behind
as the path was a little too narrow here to walk side by side.
While the narrow glimpses of the lake were calling to him,
Richard’s ass, clad in those basketball shorts, were the real siren
call. Jay watched those two muscular globes shift side to side as
Richard’s determined walk ate up the distances ahead of
them.

I wonder what his ass
looks like ... hairy? Smooth? Tan? Pale? This guessing game kept Jay occupied as they walked on in
silence. But as his mind moved on from the questions to actually
visualizing what his ass might look like, he gave his head a
shake. Fuck, I have to get over this real
quick, or this weekend is going to be a disaster.

Suddenly, the line of trees broke and fell
away behind them. Richard slowed to a stop and Jay came up beside
him.

“Wow...” Jay said. The
path had taken them on a slight incline, so that they were now a
good fifty feet above the water. And with the trees now behind
them, he had an uninterrupted view of the lake — it was huge and
potato-shaped, filled with placid blue water that reflected the sun
and clouds above.

“I know, eh? I love coming
out here.” He put his arm around Jay’s shoulder in a fatherly
gesture. “I just wish that Mike were with us, too.”

The heady scent of Richard’s body odour and
deodorant, along with the sheer warmth and weight of his arm,
almost made Jay’s knees buckle. He took a deep breath to steady
himself, but only inhaled more of that luxurious smell. He let his
breath out slowly through his mouth and inhaled again. The haze
clouding his brain began to fade and he could look at the lake with
clarity again.

“We can come back
tomorrow,” Jay said. “I’m sure Mike will be better by
then.”

Richard gave Jay’s shoulder a squeeze.
“You’re right. I just wish I could’ve brought both of you here at
the same time — with how breathtaking the view of the lake is, it
would’ve been a special moment for the three of us.” Jay didn’t
know what to say, but then Richard smiled and squeezed his shoulder
again, then added, “But it’ll be a special moment for just you and
me, then.”

Jay felt his heart
flutter. He meant that in a fatherly way,
not a romantic way. Calm down.

“Thank you for inviting me
on this trip, Mr. Cart — Richard. It means a lot.” Jay looked up at
Richard and found the man smiling down at him, beaming like he was
proud of him.

“Your mother’s done an
amazing job raising you all on her own — I’m just glad that Mike
and my wife and I were able to be that support there for you
whenever you needed it. In a way ... I’ve come to almost think of
you as my own son.” His eyes became misty, but before it could form
into tears, Richard pulled Jay in for a firm hug.

All the air in Jay’s lungs fled him as
Richard embraced him. It wasn’t the force of the hug that cleared
the air out of him, it was the immense heat and lust that had
suddenly flared in Jay. Richard was muscular, firm, tall, and warm.
And it didn’t escape Jay’s notice that he could feel Richard’s
bulge pressing against his hip. Jay’s cock stiffened in
response.

Oh my fucking God — this crush is going to
destroy me and my relationship with Mike and his family. If I don’t
get over this, I’m going to have to stop hanging out with Mike.

Thankfully, Richard broke the hug after a
few moments — it was far sooner than Jay would have liked, but in
the rational part of his mind, the part that didn’t want his world
to implode on him, he knew the hug needed to end there, if not
sooner.

Richard patted Jay’s arm. “Well ... just a
little bit further. I hope you’re up for a little climbing — the
view is more than worth it.” His voice was wistful — perhaps he was
as moved for Jay turning eighteen as he was for his son.

“I’m up for
anything.”

Richard smiled, then turned around and
proceeded up the path again. They reached a fork in the path after
a few more minutes of walking — the path was intended to go left,
but there was a slightly-trod path across a small patch of grass,
leading to a rocky hill that bordered the lake. Richard led Jay up
that hiker-made path, to the rocky foot of the hill.

“There’s nothing loose,”
Richard said as Jay came up beside him. The heat of the sun and the
exertion of their hike had made Richard sweat — it beaded on his
forehead and dampened the pits on his t-shirt. “It’s a bit rocky
and a bit steep in places, but totally safe. Just don’t get too
close to the edge, I guess — a little further up and the hill falls
away in a sheer cliff down to the lake.”

“Lead the way,” Jay said.
“I’ll follow right behind.”

Richard nodded and proceeded up the hill.
The first dozen yards or so was just like a steep walking path that
looped around a few rocky outcroppings. After that, the slope
inclined dramatically and Richard used his hands and feet to
clamber over the rocks and rises in the terrain.

Jay copied him, using his hands to help
stabilize his climb as he stretched his legs from rock to rock. It
was no more than a forty-five degree incline, but it wasn’t
something accomplished without using his hands. He looked up ahead
at Richard to see where to step next — and his new view of
Richard’s ass almost made Jay lose his grip and tumble down. A few
rocks scrabbled down the slope, clattering loudly in the silence of
nature.

“You okay?” Richard asked,
pausing to look back at him.

“I’m fine — just a few
loose rocks.” He cleared his throat, trying to sound more confident
and less lust-struck. “Keep going. I’m right behind
you.”

Richard nodded, then hiked up the bottom of
his shorts — presumably so it restricted less for climbing the
slope — and exposed his thick, hairy thighs.

Good God ... Fuck, I want
those thighs wrapped around my head, forcing me to choke down on
his cock. Jay did his best to push the
lust aside and continue on with climbing, but when he looked up at
Richard again, with his shorts hiked up, he could see in the man’s
shorts. And under his shorts he wore loose-fitting boxers — all of
which gave Jay a view of the man’s heavy cock and balls. Because of
the material, his view was darkened and unclear, but he could
distinctly make out a low-hanging sack and the head of his sausage
poking down alongside it.

Jay’s cock turned rock hard as he watched
the cock and balls shift side to side until his view was obscured
by Richard shifting his stance. And as Jay pictured all the filthy
things he’d like to do to Richard’s meat, his cock twitched.
Looking down at his own shorts, Jay saw the tell-tale wet stain of
precum on the front of his shorts.

“You coming?” Richard
called over his shoulder. He’d already climbed several yards ahead
and above Jay.

“Yes, yes, sorry — I’m
coming!” Jay scrambled up the hill, closing the distance between
himself and Richard in just a few short moments. “Sorry about
that,” he said as he caught up. “I was distracted by ... by the
view.”

Richard looked over the rocks to his right,
to where a section of the lake was visible. “It’s amazing isn’t it?
But just wait — it gets better at the top.”

Oblivious. He’s oblivious of what’s going on
in my head. And that’s all this is — stuff in my head. Maybe if I
just sneak away and jack off this afternoon I’ll burn off enough
lust to make it through the weekend without making a fool of
myself.

Jay followed Richard up the last stretch of
the hill. The slope lessened and then evened out as they finally
reached the top. Richard put his hands on his hips and caught his
breath, his chest heaving up and down and his shirt plastered to
his body, waiting for Jay to make the final few yards of ascent.
When Jay reached the top, Richard pulled him into another fatherly
hug, this one much shorter than the earlier one.

“I’m sorry for all the
hugs,” Richard said. “I just love you and Mike so much and I’m so
proud of all the two of you have accomplished. You’re both
outstanding young men. I’m going to miss you both when you go off
to college.”

“Thank you,” Jay said,
softly. “Your support over the years has meant a lot to
me.”

Richard stared at him for a long moment and
Jay was certain he was going to say more, but then he turned toward
the lake. “Now, what about that view?”

Jay hadn’t looked to his right, but now that
he did, his jaw nearly dropped. He walked closer to the edge of the
hill — and he noticed that, like Richard had said, it ended in a
sheer drop down to the lake — and the view was more picturesque
than a postcard. From here, he could see the lake in its entirety,
as well as the forests that surrounded it. Here and there, he could
spot a small clearing with the shingled peak of a small cottage.
But despite the occasional cottage, this didn’t seem to be a
popular weekend destination — he didn’t see anybody swimming or
canoeing or fishing on the lake. If there was anybody within a
couple miles of them, Jay didn’t see any indication.

“That’s unbelievable,” Jay
said, awe filling his voice.

“I know,” Richard said,
from just behind Jay’s left shoulder. “I can’t wait to bring Mike
up here tomorrow and show it to him, too.”

They stared at the placidity of the lake for
several moments, with Jay being increasingly aware of the closeness
of Richard. If Jay would just wobble on his feet, sway back an
inch, he wondered if he’d brush up against Richard’s solid form, if
the man might put his arms around Jay and hold him close, kissing
his neck.

Jacking off. I need to
jack off as soon as I’m back at the campsite. Only that will cure
my need ... well, not for sure, but at least put my lust at bay for
the weekend. Jay had jacked off that
morning, before being picked up by Mike and Richard, but he
normally pulled his meat twice a day, minimum, so he was already
back at full sexual charge.

He couldn’t recall ever needing or wanting a
man as bad as he did Richard. He’d had a few rushed and clumsy
hook-ups with a couple of his gay classmates when he was a teen —
and as soon as he turned eighteen and was legal, he had downloaded
a couple gay apps and got himself good and fucked a few times. But
none of those experiences — the clumsy teenage experimentations or
the seedy cum-and-go hook-ups — had ever really satisfied him. But,
somehow, he knew that Richard would be able to scratch that itch
that no one else had been able to reach thus far.

I’m going to do it — just
briefly, just because I can’t stop myself — I’m going to lean back
and brush against him “accidentally.” But
just before Jay could follow through, he heard Richard rustling
through his backpack and walking a few steps away.

“Here, have some water,”
he said, handing a bottle to Jay.

“Thanks,” he said, taking
it. They walked over to a couple large boulders that previous
hikers had somehow pushed forward to form a make-shift bench
overlooking the lake. Jay sat on one and Richard sat on the other.
He took a swig of the water, hoping that the coolness would quell
the fires burning deep within him. It didn’t work. His cock was
still stiff and his mind was still wandering all over the place —
circling around Richard.

“Want a granola bar?”
Richard said, holding one out for him.

“Sure.” The granola bar
was tasty, though too small of a snack. However, it did manage to
break his one-track-mind from Richard, even if only for a few
moments. He handed the wrapper back to Richard and he put it in his
backpack.

“So ... how’s the dating
life?” Richard asked. “Any hot prospects lately?”

Jay blushed. This was a conversation he
didn’t really want to have with Richard right now — but it was
something they talked about now and then, so he couldn’t just brush
the man off. “Not really,” he said, “just enjoying being single
right now.”

“Understandable — plus,
you’re about to go off to college. That’s a great time to be
single.” Richard chuckled and elbowed Jay in the ribs.

Jay chuckled, playing along. Though, in the
past, he had always appreciated the honest interest in his love
life, without the discomfort other people often expressed, he
silently wished Richard hadn’t brought it up.

“What about Mike?” Richard
asked. “He doesn’t talk to me about this stuff like you do — has he
got his eye on any girl in particular?”

Grateful to have moved on to a different
topic, Jay thought over the past few months of hangouts with Mike.
“No, he hasn’t mentioned anyone. I think he’s also looking forward
to single life at college.”

Richard chuckled. When their mirth died
down, Richard stretched his left leg out in front of him, pressing
his fingers into the thigh. He brought his leg back in, then
stretched it out again, massaging the muscle. “I think I’m not as
young as I used to be.”

“Oh?” Jay was entranced by
the rippling muscle, the tan skin, and the dark hairs that lined
his thigh.

“My leg started cramping
halfway up the slope. I thought I’d be okay, but now it’s killing
me.” He pressed harder with his fingers, digging in
deep.

Jay looked back the way they came, along the
curve of the lake, and if he guessed right, he could see a very
small opening in the trees that likely marked the clearing where
their tent was located — where Mike was currently resting. It
looked to be a distance of a few miles; Jay hadn’t realized they
had come so far.

“Are you going to be able
to make it back?” Jay asked.

“Oh, yeah, I will. Don’t
worry about me,” Richard said. “Just give me a few more minutes. I
need to work out this kink here.”

Jay watched the water as Richard massaged
his thigh, occasionally letting out a grunt that sounded almost
sexual in nature. He did his best to keep his erection at bay by
forcing his mind to think of non-sexual things, like the roadkill
they’d seen on their way up here. But every time he successfully
got to thinking of something different, Richard would grunt and
immediately Jay’s mind would go back to an image of the both of
them naked, limbs tangled together, sweat coursing down their
bodies, grunting in exertion—

Roadkill,
Jay thought, putting his mind on something
completely non-sexual. There was that
skunk — it was pretty gruesome. Richard
grunted again and Jay’s cock twitched. He didn’t have to look down
to know that a precum stain was growing across the top of his
tented erection.

“Damn, it’s hot,” Richard
said. Jay looked over to see the man pull his shirt off over his
head.

Jay’s heart went into overdrive, pounding
hard and fast, as he looked over the man’s broad, furry chest and
the slight paunch that gave him one of the hottest bodies he’d seen
in an older man. He quickly diverted his eyes back to the lake.

After the skunk there was ... what was it
... oh, yes, there was a fox. At least, that was our best
guess.

“Aren’t you hot?” Richard
asked.

“It’s suddenly scorching
out here,” Jay admitted, but it was the heat of his loins that was
making the day unbearable, not the heat of the sun.

“You should take off your
shirt — it’ll help.”

Jay looked at Richard
again, wondering if he was again misreading the man — it sounded
like he wanted Jay to be shirtless, that he wanted to see Jay half-naked. But,
no, Richard was back to staring at his thigh as he massaged the
muscles there. It was just an innocent, friendly statement, nothing
more. Jay didn’t want to take off his shirt, as it would only make
his bulge more obvious without the hem of his shirt partly covering
it. But at the same time, he didn’t want to suddenly seem weird
around Richard. So, reluctantly, he lifted his shirt over his head
and laid it across his lap, covering his tented shorts. There was a
small breeze that he hadn’t noticed before that now brushed over
his body, teasing his nipples to full hardness.

He looked out at the lake again — he needed
a dip in the cold water. That would cool him off. Maybe he could go
swimming as soon as they got back, and if he got a moment of
privacy, he could jack off and come against a tree somewhere.

“Jay,” Richard said,
calling his attention back, “could you help me here? My thigh’s in
such a knot that I don’t know if I can stand up now.”

God, he wants me to touch him. Roadkill. I
need to think of roadkill. After the fox there was—

“Jay?” Richard said again,
after Jay hadn’t answered.

“Yeah, sorry, was
distracted by ... the view ... again.” Jay pushed himself to his
feet and stepped over the few feet to Richard, squatting down in
front of him. He reached for the man’s thigh, but stopped before
touching him, his hands hovering an inch above Richard’s
skin. Just do it. He lowered his hands that final inch and it was like touching
fire — like having sex through his fingertips. Hormones surged
through his body and he felt lightheaded. He began to massage
Richard’s thigh. “Like this?”

Richard let out a sigh. “Exactly like that.
Don’t be afraid to press harder.” He propped his hands behind him
and leaned back, eyes closed, face up to the sun.

As Jay massaged Richard’s thigh, he followed
a bead of sweat from Richard’s face, as it rolled down his neck,
over his Adam’s apple and the ridge of his collar bone, then into
the forest of hair on Richard’s chest. Though he could no longer
see the drop of sweat, Jay imagined it circling that dark nipple,
then down over his stomach, and into the waistband of his
shorts.

Jay halted in his ministrations when he saw
the bulge in Richard’s shorts. The man was big and thick, from what
he’d seen in that brief glimpse while clambering up the hill, but
the solid line under the fabric of Richard’s shorts told Jay the
man was growing hard. He resumed massaging before Richard could
open his eyes or ask if anything was wrong, but kept his eyes on
only Richard’s bulge.

What the fuck is going on? Is he ... trying
to seduce me? He doesn’t need me to do this — shouldn’t have me
doing this if it’s making him hard — yet he’s clearly enjoying it.
I wonder if...

Jay moved his fingers higher up on Richard’s
thigh, still massaging. His fingertips teased the hem of Richard’s
shorts. Richard let out another groan as Jay pressed harder, pushed
deeper into the muscle, then moved even further up on Richard’s
thigh, until his hand was under Richard’s shorts and he could feel
the hem of his boxers.

Richard suddenly stirred and Jay was
devastated that the moment was about to be shattered. But, instead,
Richard looked at him with hooded eyes and an inscrutable
expression. Jay kept massaging, not knowing if Richard wanted him
to stop or continue. Richard brought one hand down on Jay’s wrist
and held it for a moment.

Damn it — I’ve ruined the weekend.
Everything will be awkward now and I’ll have to avoid Mike until
this all goes away, if it ever does.

But instead of lifting Jay’s hand off his
thigh, Richard released his hold on him and instead pulled the leg
of his shorts and boxers higher, until Jay could see a patch of
skin of Richard’s balls. Jay didn’t move his hands, instead looking
up at Richard, trying to figure out what the man wanted. Anybody
else in any other situation, Jay would go for it — start massaging
the guy’s balls and dick. But this was Richard ... this was Mr.
Carter ... Mike’s dad.

Richard didn’t flinch,
didn’t break out into a teasing laugh — nothing. He just stared
back at Jay, as if daring him to make the next move.
Maybe he’s in the same situation I am — he wants
this just as bad but is terrified that if he pushes for it, I’ll
freak and his life will collapse around him.

Jay licked his lips
nervously. I’m gonna do this. I have to do
this.

Still not breaking eye contact with Richard,
Jay willed his fingers back to life, massaging Richard’s upper
thigh. With every squeeze of his fingers, he moved his hand half an
inch closer to that patch of ball skin. With every passing moment,
he felt the tension build in both of them, like he was waiting for
Richard to call him a pervert or Richard was waiting for Jay to
burst out laughing at the prank. But then his fingertips brushed
against that warm, soft, wrinkled, hairy skin, and the tension
deflated from both of them.

“Jay...” Richard said, his
voice a mere whisper. It was filled with lust and need, happiness
and contentment. He wanted this — needed this.

Jay brushed the skin, rubbing his fingers
back and forth, then carefully worked his hand under Richard’s
shorts and boxers. Soon he had one meaty ball rolling between his
fingers. It was almost plum-sized, firm and round. He squeezed the
ball lightly, tugged it gently, and Richard let out a low moan,
falling back on his elbows on the rock, head cast back. Jay eased
his other hand in the other pant leg and grabbed Richard’s other
ball, giving it the same massage treatment. He rubbed both balls,
smoothing out the skin, holding them firm in his grasp. The long
bulge in the middle of the pile of fabric at Richard’s crotch
twitched.

Shifting to grasp both balls in one hand,
Jay slid his fingers reverently up the length of Richard’s cock,
watching the man’s face for any reaction that this was going too
far. But Richard was too far gone, too lost in the heat of the
moment to ever say no — Jay knew he had Richard, that the man was
putty in his hands, but that he had willingly and knowingly put
himself there.

He still didn’t understand it — Richard was
straight and married and the very fact that Jay was his son’s best
friend should have put up some immediate boundaries, placed him off
limits. But those boundaries were obviously being ignored. The
almost father-son relationship they’d developed over the years also
wasn’t a boundary that could stop them. If anything, that closeness
only added to the intimacy of the moment. Jay was giving pleasure
to the man he’d looked up to all these years.

Richard’s cock was long, but eventually
Jay’s fingertips reached the head of it, wreathed in a generous
cloak of foreskin. He crooked his index finger, folding it over the
loose skin, and brushed against the slit on the head of Richard’s
dick. There was a fat gob of precum waiting for him. Jay smeared it
around the head of Richard’s cock and deep into the crevice between
foreskin and head, then pulled his finger back. He gripped his hand
around Richard’s shaft and stroked up and down, tugging his balls
with every upstroke.

Richard gasped and his elbows wobbled,
almost losing stability, but recomposing himself. He pushed himself
to sit upright, then rested a hand on Jay’s curly hair, running his
fingers through the brown rings on his head. Richard’s eyes were
half-lidded and he parted his lips, letting out another sigh of
pleasure. Then he slid his fingers behind Jay’s head and pulled him
close, pressing his lips against Jay’s.

Jay whimpered into the kiss, overwrought
with desire. He opened his lips when he felt Richard’s tongue push
against them, demanding entry. The man’s tongue felt rough, thick,
hot. He could taste the coffee Richard had drank on the car ride,
and this close, he could smell the man’s deodorant. A chill went
down Jay’s spine, a threat that he was on the brink of orgasm
already — just being this close to Richard, just having the man
touch him, was almost enough to make him blow his load in his
shorts.

Richard broke the kiss and
watched Jay, heavy lids still drooping over his eyes. He seemed to
be waiting for Jay to make the next move, to lead the way.
Am I his first guy? Maybe he doesn’t know what to
do.

Jay let go of Richard’s balls and brought
that hand out of his shorts. He laid it on Richard’s stomach,
feeling the fur there, the heated skin, and roamed up to his large
pecs and dark nipples. He grasped a nipple, pinched it lightly,
teasing the hard nub between his fingers. Richard gasped as he
squeezed his fingers together, making his cock twitch in Jay’s
other hand.

Jay brought both of his hands to the
waistband of Richard’s shorts and hooked his fingers over the edge.
Before he pulled them down, he looked up at Richard, making sure
once again that he truly wanted this. The look of lust on Richard’s
face was all Jay needed to see.

He pulled Richard’s shorts and boxers down,
his thick cock getting caught in the folds of the fabric and
angling down. The waistband slid down his length until his head
finally popped free and sprung up. As it slapped against Richard’s
stomach, it sent a drop of precum splattering against Richard’s
navel. With the clothes piled at Richard’s ankles, he grasped the
man’s cock and started stroking up and down again. He pulled his
cock away from his stomach and bent closer, extending his tongue to
pick up the drop of precum that had dropped into his navel. Jay
probed Richard’s belly button, digging deep for every last morsel
of sweet precum. And from this close, Jay could smell the heady
musk of Richard’s crotch, making his mouth water.

Jay’s heart thudded hard
in his chest and his blood rushed in his ears as he opened his
mouth and neared the head of Richard’s cock. Months of wet dreams
and masturbation fantasies were about to come true — he was going
to have Richard’s cock inside
of him. And when the head of Richard’s dick
pressed against his tongue, they both let out a long sigh, with
Jay’s ending in a tremble.

He closed his lips over Richard’s cock and
slowly took it as deep as he could. It was thick and long; he
stretched his mouth wide but could only take half of it in. He
pressed forward, relentlessly, the head of Richard’s dick pressed
hard against the back of Jay’s throat — but he wanted as much as he
could take, he wanted to impress Richard. If this were to never
happen again, he wanted to at least have the every last second
committed to memory.

Jay bobbed his head up and down, pleasuring
Richard’s cock with his tongue. His precum tasted sweet and his
skin tasted lightly salty from the sweat under this hot summer sun.
He felt Richard’s hands on him again, running through his hair,
massaging his head, neck, and shoulders, and caressing his cheeks.
The touches were tender gestures, loving.

Jay released the cock from his mouth,
catching his breath after having it shoved so far back. Richard
took the moment’s reprieve to hook his hands under Jay’s armpits
and pull him to his feet. Jay stood in front of him, enjoying the
man’s appreciative gaze as it drank in his body. Jay was the
quintessential twink — skinny, light-skinned, a hint of muscle —
and it seemed Richard enjoyed it.

Tentatively, Richard
reached out for the fly on Jay’s shorts, hesitating a moment before
finally making contact, as if some small part of him still wondered
if this was going too far. We’re already
long past “too far,” Jay knew. There was
no turning back now, for either one of them. We can’t undo what just happened, so why not take it
further?

Richard’s thick fingers made quick work of
the button at the top of Jay’s shorts and the zipper fly, opening
both. His shorts fell immediately to the ground, leaving Jay
standing there in only a skimpy pair of grey briefs. His bulge was
long and hard — though nowhere near the size Richard’s had been —
and the end of it had a blooming wet stain from his leaking
precum.

Richard touched the bulge, the heat of his
fingers soaking through the fabric and into Jay’s cock. This was
intense, overwhelming, but Jay didn’t want it to end. He ground his
hips forward, driving his bulge against Richard’s palm, encouraging
him to rub it, to stroke his hand along the ridge and back.
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