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      “God, I can’t get over how much everything has changed,” Lucas said, his voice full of awe.

      Lucas’s eyes were anywhere but on the road in front of him, and Drey would’ve been worried about his driving if they hadn’t been on a mostly-deserted road in rural Pennsylvania. As it was, he just watched Lucas’s face with quiet amusement. Lucas’s mouth was hanging open as he gawked at the scenery around him, and he looked like he was discovering this all for the first time—like he’d never seen a forest or an unincorporated township before.

      “There used to be a lemon-yellow house right there,” Lucas said, pointing, “with big guitar cut-outs on the shutters. It was like a landmark for me—the first sign that we were almost there. I wonder what happened to it.”

      Drey shrugged, but it didn’t seem like Lucas was looking for a response anyway, because he immediately launched into pointing out another landmark. “The post office with the bar upstairs! I remember that! Man, this is so wild.” He shook his head with a small smile as he turned off onto an even smaller side road.

      “How long has it been since you were out here?”

      Lucas’s face screwed up in thought. “At least ten years. Twelve? Yeah, twelve, I think. God, that’s almost half my life.”

      Drey frowned slightly. He was starting to get used to this—the very idea of dating someone so much younger than him—but every once in a while Lucas would say something that highlighted just how young he was, and it would throw Drey for a loop. Twelve years ago when Lucas was a newly-minted teenager on a family vacation, Drey was married and balancing the challenges of having a wife and four-year-old daughter while throwing himself into a brand-new career in the gaming industry.

      As jarring as these thoughts were, they always faded quickly enough. In the grand scheme of things, 16 years wasn’t an insurmountable age difference, and the older they got, the less important it would get.

      He had to admit that was a surprisingly pleasant thought. Growing older together. Drey could really get used to that idea.

      Less than a year ago, Drey had been absolutely convinced he wasn’t looking for a relationship—that he would be alone until he finally shuffled off this mortal coil, probably overworked and angry at everyone about it until the very end.

      Ten months ago, his whole worldview had been rocked when he met Lucas Cho. And that change had been entirely for the better.

      “Oh my god, here it is! I recognize this!” Lucas drummed his hands excitedly on the steering wheel as he slowed, and he eased the car into the end of a slightly overgrown gravel driveway. There was a heavy chain strung between two posts blocking their way, and Lucas threw the car into park and hopped out to unhook it.

      Drey couldn’t help but feel a little relieved when he saw the bounce in Lucas’s step. He’d been a little worried that this vacation was a mistake—that this cabin would hold too many memories for Lucas and he’d end up melancholy and miserable. Lucas just seemed excited, though; he looked positively delighted by everything he saw, and Drey’s heart warmed at the sight of it.

      When they rattled their way around the corner of the pitted gravel drive and the cabin came into view, Lucas took a sharp little breath. “Wow. There it is.”

      The building in front of them was less of a “cabin” and more of a “quaint house,” but Drey had kind of been expecting that, given Lucas’s extremely privileged upbringing. Sometimes the guy was completely oblivious to how different his life had been to that of the average person, but he was never intentionally cruel or snobbish about it. Drey had simply learned to adjust his expectations slightly when Lucas described certain things.

      “It’s in surprisingly good condition for a building left on its own for over a decade,” Drey said. Hell, it was probably in better condition than his own house at the moment—he really needed to get around to repainting before the neighbors started making pointed comments at him.

      “Yeah, someone comes in a few times a year to check up on it,” Lucas said as he parked in front of it. “Dust and clean the windows, check if anything needs maintenance, that sort of thing. I think my dad even used to have the lake stocked with fish every year.”

      Drey glanced out at the lake; it was blue and still, the water lapping gently against the shore no more than a hundred feet from the cabin. A small wooden dock jutted out into the water, the planks looking weathered but sturdy. Drey had a brief mental image of a much younger Lucas, long-limbed and gawky, taking a long leap off the end to splash into the water below. He smiled, mentally shaking his head at himself—he had no idea if that image was accurate, but he loved the thought of Lucas so light and carefree that he could enjoy a simple pleasure like that.

      Lucas got out of the car and stood, gazing up at the cabin with a thoughtful look on his face. Drey followed, stepping around the car to stand behind him. He wound his arms around Lucas’s waist, resting his chin on his shoulder. Lucas gave a little hum in response and leaned back against him.

      “How are you doing?” Drey asked, soft against Lucas’s ear.

      “Good. I’m…really good. Just…a lot of memories, you know?”

      Drey squeezed a little tighter. “Take as much time as you need.”

      “Hmm,” Lucas said, lifting up his bare wrist as if to glance at a watch, “I think that’s enough. Come on, let’s get our stuff inside.”

      They grabbed their bags and Lucas had a brief struggle with the sticky door, but he was eventually victorious. The cabin was spacious and clean inside—someone had definitely been in not all that long ago to tidy up—and Lucas went to drop their bags in a bedroom while Drey unpacked the groceries they’d picked up along the way to sustain them through the long weekend.

      Lucas wandered back out to stand by the sliding glass door that looked out on the lake, rocking gently on the balls of his feet as he gazed out at the water. Suddenly he perked up and whirled around. “Hey, come for a walk with me,” he said, grinning.

      Drey tucked the last of the perishables in the fridge and shrugged. “Sure, I suppose a little nature won’t hurt.”

      “You say that, but I’m pretty sure there are ticks in these woods.” Lucas headed towards the door, and shot Drey a filthy grin over his shoulder. “I guess we’ll just have to strip down and check each other very thoroughly when we get back.”

      Drey rolled his eyes almost out of force of habit, but he had to admit that the idea of Lucas inspecting every square inch of his skin was more than a little arousing. The ticks, less so. At least the thought of them kept him from following Lucas out the door with an annoying hard-on.

      Lucas led him down a little footpath leading away from the lake, and the woods quickly closed in around them. It was almost ridiculously picturesque, all sun-dappled foliage, green and lush. The air here was clear and sweet, and Drey breathed it deep, smelling the faint earthy scent of decomposing leaves underneath a lighter note of what might have been lilacs. He breathed out slowly, a warm calm spreading through him as he watched Lucas walking briskly ahead of him.

      “I used to walk out here all the time,” Lucas said, his voice soft and fond. “Mom and Dad were never interested in walking or hiking, so it was kind of like my secret place. And there was this one tree that—oh my god, there it is!” Lucas pointed excitedly, looking like he was only barely restraining himself from literally jumping up and down.

      The tree he pointed at was an enormous maple with exposed roots that jutted out sharply from the trunk. They started about four feet up and curved out in a tangled sheet, creating a small hollow underneath. It looked like something out of a storybook, all moss-covered and mysterious.

      “Wow, I really thought it was farther out than this,” Lucas mused. “I feel like I used to walk a lot longer to get to it.”

      “You probably did,” Drey said with a chuckle. “Shorter legs.”

      Lucas let out a quiet laugh and dashed off to the tree, crouching down to stick his head in the dark hollow. “This was like my base of operations. I would spend hours out here, just hanging out in this tree. Brought all my toys out here and shit. It was great.”

      “I bet.” Drey reached out to pat the trunk. The bark was thick under his hand, but still felt warm and alive; he never saw trees like this in San Diego, massive and untouched.

      “I wonder if I could still fit in here,” Lucas said, his voice slightly muffled by the roots around his head. Drey’s eyes widened; the hollow looked just about big enough for a young boy to sit inside, if he hunched over a little. A grown man was another matter altogether.

      “Please don’t cram yourself in there. I promise you, I’m not going to cut you out.”

      “You’re such a spoilsport,” Lucas groused. For an instant, Drey wondered if he was going to do it anyway, but he popped back out, something clutched in his hand. “Check this out—I even left a toy out here. God, I had a name for this guy. Wish I could remember it.”

      He held out the toy for Drey to see. It was a plastic robot, covered in dirt and done up in primary colors that were almost completely faded with age. It held a little later pistol in one hand, and Lucas raised the arm, aiming the pistol at Drey. “Pew, pew,” he said, grinning madly.

      Seeing Lucas here like this, so radiant and joyful, his eyes dancing and his skin glowing under the yellow-green light filtering through the trees, was just too much for Drey to handle. He stepped in close, chest to chest, and rested his hands on Lucas’s hips as he leaned in to kiss him.

      Lucas made a soft noise against Drey’s lips, and opened his mouth to let Drey inside. His lips were so soft and full, his mouth so hot, that Drey felt his cock stirring in his pants, ticks be damned.

      Drey heard a clattering sound as Lucas tossed the robot back into the hollow. An instant later Lucas’s hands were in his hair, clutching him desperately as his body wriggled against Drey’s and he deepened the kiss. His cock was growing harder against Drey’s hip as Lucas sought more friction with short, jerky motions of his hips.

      Drey hadn’t been angling for sex, but with Lucas so responsive against him, he couldn’t help but want more. He slid his hands around to grab Lucas’s ass, cupping the cheeks gently and rubbing encouraging circles with his thumbs as Lucas rocked against him. He bent his head to kiss along Lucas’s jaw to his neck, leaving small damp patches in the wake of his lips.

      “Oh god,” Lucas groaned as Drey flicked his tongue across his skin, alternating licks and nips so he couldn’t get too used to any one sensation. “I wasn’t—I had more to show you, you know. This path is like a—oh fuck—giant circle, and there’s a big rock that—god, that feels good.”

      “Why don’t you show me tomorrow,” Drey murmured against Lucas’s skin, and Lucas thrust his hips forward in response.

      “Right, yeah,” Lucas gasped. “Fucking now, hiking tomorrow.”

      Drey squeezed Lucas’s ass a little harder, and Lucas moaned shamelessly. They were both fully hard now, clothed cocks rubbing together as Lucas rocked against him and Drey spurred him on with gentle pushes and pulls on his hips.

      “Should we go back to the cabin?” Drey had a hard time finding his voice; his breath was coming in rough pants that weren’t conducive to talking.

      “No way,” Lucas said, fumbling at his belt. “That would make it a whole five minutes at least until I got my mouth on your dick. We’re doing this right here.”

      Lucas wasn’t wasting any time. Drey’s pants and underwear were shoved roughly to his knees, and his back was pressed up against a relatively straight portion of the tree trunk in a matter of seconds. Lucas dropped to his knees—probably staining the hell out of his slim-cut designer pants, but he didn’t seem to care—and wrapped his fingers around the base of Drey’s cock. He licked his lips and gave Drey a little grin before swallowing him down.

      No matter how many times they did this, Drey would never get used to the sensation of Lucas’s mouth, hot and slick and soft, taking him in while Lucas’s deep brown-black eyes locked with his. Every time, he had to struggle to keep his eyes open, to keep from throwing his head back and moaning as the wave of sensation overtook him, and every time, Lucas held his gaze as he slid down Drey’s shaft, until his lips were wrapped around the base. Only then would Lucas let his eyes flutter shut, like the feeling of Drey’s cock in his mouth was just as incredible for him as it was for Drey.

      “Oh, fuck, Lucas,” Drey groaned, his hand stroking through the soft hair on Lucas’s head to rest gently on the back of his neck. Lucas hummed softly, the vibrations making his cock tingle, and started up a gentle rhythm, working his hand and mouth together, slick and sloppy-wet on Drey’s skin. “God, you’re amazing. So fucking gorgeous like this.”

      Lucas pulled off, a thin thread of spit connecting his lip and the head of Drey’s cock, and looked him in the eye again. Without a word, he brought his middle finger to his lips and sucked it in, and Drey felt a shudder go through him at the sight. While Lucas sucked on his own finger, Drey awkwardly shoved his pants a little lower on his legs to let him spread his knees a bit.

      Lucas smiled around his finger, then removed it from his mouth and reached behind Drey’s balls to circle the puckered skin of his hole. Drey let out a soft sound close to a whine and tried so spread his legs wider as Lucas wrapped his lips around his cock again, using his mouth and hand in tandem to draw pleasure out of Drey’s body with every stroke.

      Drey’s head rested heavily against the tree, the rough bark digging uncomfortably into the back of his head. He looked up at the sunlight filtering through the leaves, because the alternative was watching Lucas sucking his cock, and that would lead to him coming embarrassingly quickly.

      A low moan rattled up from his chest as Lucas’s fingertip pressed slowly into him, and he moved his hips in tiny circles to work it in. It wasn’t quite wet enough, wasn’t going deep enough for what he wanted, and he groaned in frustration as Lucas pulled it out and slid off his cock again.

      But instead of stopping, Lucas just dug out his wallet and pulled out the packet of lube he kept in there (always prepared, that boy). Drey sighed with relief as a thoroughly slicked finger slid inside him and Lucas got back to the important work of sucking him off.

      This was perfect, the slide and press of Lucas’s finger moving in a steady rhythm with his mouth, bobbing up and down on Drey’s cock. Lucas shifted, angled his finger a little differently, and Drey drew in a sharp breath at the sudden wave of pleasure that rolled through him. “Fuck, Lucas—oh, fuck yes—”

      He was feeling loose and warm as Lucas’s finger steadily pumped into him, and it didn’t take long for the heat to turn into something different, a vague ache of desire that made words bubble up from his chest. “More. Give me another.”

      He could feel the shiver that went through Lucas at the words, but Lucas recovered quickly, and another finger pressed slowly in alongside the first. Lucas’s fingers were slim and skilled, and he kept the pace steady and manageable while Drey’s body slowly relaxed to let him in. He never took his mouth off Drey’s cock; he worked his tongue around the head, flicking across the tip and making Drey’s knees shake.

      The insistent press of Lucas’s fingers was maddening; once again he felt himself wanting more. Wanting to feel the stretch and burn of Lucas opening him wide and claiming him. “God, Lucas, I want—I want—”

      Lucas pulled off his cock with a soft pop, his fingers still pumping in and out of Drey’s body. “Want what?” he asked, his voice husky.

      “I want you to fuck me.”

      “Fucking hell, Drey,” Lucas gasped, and then the fingers were gone. Drey almost whined at their loss, but Lucas scrambled to his feet in a rush and crashed their lips together, full of needy desperation. Drey responded in kind, reduced to nothing but a bundle of nerves and desire.

      It wasn’t something he was usually into—on the one-to-ten scale of bottom-to-top, he was about a 9.5—but Lucas was a lot more flexible, and it’d come up a while ago in their lazy post-coital conversations that Lucas had some very particular unrealized fantasies regarding Drey’s ass. And Drey was finding that the longer the idea sat there, just percolating in the back of his mind, the more the concept appealed to him.

      “You sure?” Lucas asked, eyes searching his face. “We really don’t have—”

      Drey cut him off with another kiss. “Yes, Lucas. I am one hundred percent sure I want your dick in me.”

      For Lucas, apparently, he could be into a lot of things.

      “Maybe we should go back to the cabin after all,” Lucas murmured against his lips. “I want to make sure this is good for you.”

      The tenderness in Lucas’s voice did ridiculous fluttery things to Drey’s heart, and he nodded mutely, not trusting his voice to give a coherent response.

      The trip back to the cabin took far less than five minutes, probably because they were both rushing about as fast as they could through the uneven forest path. As soon as they were in the door, Lucas was dragging Drey by the front of the shirt into the bedroom, nearly stumbling because he was focused on never letting their lips come apart in the process. Drey chuckled and let himself be pulled, enjoying this more dominant side of Lucas.

      They stripped each other quickly—or as quickly as they could while still pausing to grope and kiss and lick and nip everything that was being uncovered—and Drey had a moment of hesitation as he looked at the bed, suddenly not sure how to proceed. Not that he was unsure what to do, exactly—he was very well-versed in the mechanics, thank you very much—but he wasn’t entirely sure what he wanted to do. He’d only done this a couple of times before, and it hadn’t been particularly amazing either time.

      Lucas, always an expert in what Drey wanted even if he didn’t know himself, said, “Hands and knees, maybe. Probably be easier that way.” He climbed up on the bed and held out a hand for Drey to follow.

      Drey got into position, feeling faintly silly as he did, the position awkward and unfamiliar. Lucas didn’t seem to find it awkward at all, though; he hummed appreciatively, sliding a hand over the curve of Drey’s ass. Drey dropped his weight to his elbows and rested his forehead on the bed, conveniently hiding his face as Lucas leaned away, presumably to grab supplies from one of his bags.

      A moment later, there was a cool, slick finger at his entrance again, slowly working its way inside, and Drey let out a quiet sigh as the sensation soothed some of the churning want inside him. Lucas took his time, twisting and flexing, teasing his prostate with a single finger while slowly jacking him with his other hand. Drey’s whole body went warm and liquid, and he barely felt the change when Lucas added a second finger.

      “Goddamn,” Lucas breathed, still pumping in and out with almost infuriating care. “You are so fucking hot. Feel so good around my fingers. You have no idea how badly I want you.”

      “Give me more, then,” Drey growled, pushing back slightly against Lucas’s fingers. “I can take it.”

      Lucas groaned, a helpless, ragged sound, but he relented, sliding a third finger inside.

      Drey lost track of time for a while, caught between the sensations of Lucas’s fingers in his ass and Lucas’s hand on his cock. He drifted, aware of nothing but the pressure inside and around him, rocking gently back and forth, pressing into one and then the other.

      He only came back to himself when Lucas eased his fingers out with a soft groan, and Drey bit back a whine at their loss. He felt a hand smoothing over the curve of his ass again, and Lucas asked, “Condom or no condom?”

      Drey pinched his eyes shut, his cock jerking between his legs. They’d both been tested a couple of months ago and had mostly dispensed with condoms, but they still used them from time to time just for easier cleanup. Still, convenience was only a minor consideration when his blood was thrumming through his veins like this, his nerves lit up by Lucas’s attention.

      “No condom,” he rasped, his breath surprisingly short. “I want to feel you.”

      “Fuck, I love you,” Lucas murmured, and pressed a kiss to Drey’s lower back. Drey shivered as the air cooled the wet patch on his skin.

      “I love you too,” Drey said, his heart feeling like it was going to burst out of his chest.

      He heard Lucas using the lube again, and the slick, blunt head of Lucas’s cock was teasing at his hole, rubbing against it but not slipping inside. “Just let me know if you need me to slow down, okay?”

      “If you don’t get on with it, I swear I’ll get up and leave.”

      Lucas let out a soft laugh. “Sorry, just…I wanted to be sure.”

      Then there was sweet, delicious pressure, the hot length of Lucas’s cock pressing against his hole and then sliding in as his body gave way. Lucas was slow and painstakingly careful, easing in with tiny, rocking thrusts that opened him slightly more with every stroke. Drey felt a creeping panic welling up inside him, like it was too much, like his body wouldn’t be able to take it, but he sucked in a slow, deep breath and let it out, willing his muscles to relax and his mind to still. The panic faded, replaced by a strange, overwhelming fullness as Lucas sank inside him to the hilt.

      Lucas groaned, clinging to Drey’s hips like a life preserver, his cock jerking inside Drey’s ass. “God, that’s good,” Lucas said, reverent.

      “More,” Drey demanded, the desire he’d felt earlier surging in him again, that need for something just out of reach. “Fuck me.”

      And Lucas did. He started slow at first, but rapidly gave in to what they both clearly wanted and snapped his hips forward, burying himself deep inside Drey with a soft grunt. Drey pushed back and met his thrusts, the feeling of Lucas’s cock inside him at once too much and not enough. Lucas was filling him, and it was perfect—exactly what he’d wanted—but it wasn’t hard enough. No, it just wasn’t enough.

      “I want to see you,” Drey gasped. “Let me—I want to—”

      “Fuck, yes.” Lucas pulled out and let Drey roll over. He settle between Drey’s spread legs, dragging his warm palms down Drey’s belly and over his thighs. “You look incredible like this,” Lucas said, his eyes wide and deep.

      “So do you,” Drey said. “You’re perfect.”

      And he really was—flushed and glistening with sweat, his full lips parted, soft hair disheveled. He was possibly the most gorgeous thing Drey had ever seen, so much so that the sight of him made Drey’s heart ache with want.

      Lucas lined himself up and pressed inside again, one arm hooked under Drey’s leg. He rocked his hips in short, shallow thrusts, and Drey was two seconds from demanding more when he shifted the angle and Drey let out a sharp cry as pleasure spiked through his body. His hand flew up to his cock, his balls aching with the need to come, but Lucas pushed it away and replaced it with his own, stroking in time with every careful movement of his hips.

      “God, I’m close,” Drey hissed, his fingers flexing in the bedspread. “I’m so—fuck, you feel good. You’re gonna make me come.”

      Lucas’s hips stuttered, his eyes fluttering shut for an instant. “Oh yeah—please, Drey. I want to see it—come for me.”

      Drey couldn’t have stopped it if he wanted to—not with Lucas’s hand so perfectly tight and hot on him, Lucas’s cock buried deep inside him, Lucas’s piercing dark eyes locked on him. Lucas swiped his thumb over the head of Drey’s cock and he was gone, hips lifting off the bed as his back arched and his cock pulsed in Lucas’s hand.

      Hot ropes of cum spilled from him, covering Lucas’s hand, and his body shuddered and convulsed, Lucas’s cock still a relentless pressure on his prostate. Lucas let out a loud groan and thrust harder, his hand still stroking Drey’s cock through his orgasm. “God, fuck—I can feel it—feel you coming. So fucking good, so—”

      With a ragged shout, Lucas buried himself deep inside Drey and stilled; Drey could feel his cock twitching and jerking, and a strange unfamiliar heat filling him as Lucas spent himself.

      Lucas seemed to collapse on top of him then, kissing and stroking him like he just couldn’t stop. “God, I love you,” he murmured against Drey’s skin between feverish kisses. “I love you. I love you.”

      Drey buried his hand in Lucas’s hair and pulled him in for a kiss, trying to pour every ounce of what he was feeling into the meeting of their lips. I love you. I need you. I want you, always.

      Later, when they had caught their breath and cleaned up a bit, Lucas lay with his head pillowed on Drey’s shoulder and his fingers tracing paths through the hair on Drey’s chest. He glanced up into Drey’s eyes, catching his lower lip between his teeth in a hesitant gesture. “So was that…okay? It wasn’t uncomfortable or…or too much or anything? I know you don’t really like—”

      Drey couldn’t help but laugh, planting a kiss on the top of his head. “Lucas, that was fucking incredible.” He dragged his fingers through Lucas’s soft hair, considering. “It’s not something I want to do all the time, but if you want it, I’m more than happy to accommodate. Letting you fuck me is about the furthest thing I can think of from a hardship.”

      Lucas relaxed against him, his body releasing tension Drey hadn’t realized he was holding. “Okay, that’s—that’s great. I’m glad. For what it’s worth, it’s not something I want all the time either. I’m, uh…pretty fond of it the other way.”

      Drey let out a low chuckle and kissed his forehead. “Me too.”

      As it turned out, Drey was fond of pretty damn near everything, as long as it involved Lucas.
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