CHAPTER 3
AWAKENING

“Oops,” said Baize, holding his cock firmly as the last drops of ejaculation dribbled out of it. He’d cum so much that as he repositioned himself, a small amount leaked out the bottom of his pants and onto the beanbag he was sitting in. “I got a bit carried away.”

“I guess we both did,” added Daevon, finally snapped out of his unwanted fixation on his friend and gesturing towards his own stream of juices on the floor in front of him. His powerful spurts reached from just beyond his beanbag seat, almost all the way to the TV itself. The porn actors continued kissing and rubbing against each other as the stallion’s cock softened and the mare’s vagina continued dripping his seed.

“Bloody hell, mate,” said Baize in surprise. “If you’d shot any harder you’d have hit the TV!

“Yeah, I know,” laughed Daevon. “I’m going to have to clean this up before it dries up and stinks or dad sees it.”

“I’ll help you.” Baize pushed his softening dick against his stomach, zipped up his pants and stood up, a thick wad of cum sliding out onto the floor. “Jeez, I made a mess. I’ll need to change before going into town later.”

Daevon focused and forced his softening half-erection to curl up and partially retreat back into his slit, just enough so that his loincloth was able to work as intended. He got up and quietly rushed back into the house to get some paper towels and a bowl of water, hurrying back to the cabin. The two friends quickly got to work, dampening the paper to wipe up their evidence.

“I’m sorry, Daevon,” said Baize with an embarrassed wince. “That was awkward as fuck and I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“That’s okay, Baize,” replied Daevon with a chuckle. “You were horny and had a horny idea. Yes, it was a bit awkward and yes I did’nt expect either of us to see each other’s cocks, but all in all… I have to say it was kind of fun.”

“Really?” Baize paused to look at Daevon, who pushed his taped-up glasses higher onto his snout.

“Yeah,” said Daevon, smiling shyly at his friend. “Like, I’ve heard of friends jacking off to porn together, but never thought of doing it myself. It was a bit of a unique thrill, plus the porn you picked was really fucking hot.”

“Well, you’re welcome, I guess,” Baize went back to wiping up the cum stain on his beanbag. “It was supposed to be a joke gift, by then I got carried away.”

“It was a pretty good ‘joke’ then,” laughed Daevon. “Do you have any more porn like that?” 

He surprised himself with that question. The heat in his cheeks told him that if he didn’t have scales that hid it, he’d have been beetroot red.

“Before I try tracking down more, there’s actually a lot more on that DVD – this mare gets it a second time, and including the one where the dragon gets involved, there’s another two different mares. I’ll have to ask my brother if his old stash is still hiding somewhere.”

The cleanup lasted for another few minutes as Daevon and Baize made sure that all evidence of their early-morning excursion was wiped up. After they were finished, Daevon removed the DVD from the player and put it back in its case, wondering where the best place to hide it would be. Probably under his bed.

Baize stretched his back, his pot-belly sticking out and for a few moments completely escaping the open vest he was wearing.

“Now I’ve gone and made myself all cummy,” he bemoaned. “I reckon I’d best get home so I can take a shower and change my pants before going into town with mum.”

“And I have to get rid of all these cummy papers,” added Daevon. The previously filled with water bowl he was carrying now overflowing with used tissues. 

“Well, bro,” said Baize, extending his arm for a fist-bump that Daevon cheerfully accepted, “enjoy the rest of your birthday and you’re welcome for your presents. Let’s hang out again soon.”

“Totally,” agreed Daevon, opening the door to let Baize out. “See you later, mate.”

Daevon stayed in the cabin for a few moments longer, making sure everything was turned off. Nodding in satisfaction that all was in order, he closed and locked the door, making his way back inside the house.

******

Baize Williams sighed contentedly. It was now Sunday afternoon, and the young stallion was shirtless and going commando, wearing nothing but the black cargo shorts he’d cum in yesterday morning. He couldn’t be bothered doing anything but lounging, thinking about what school would be like from tomorrow now that he had nothing left but a handful of, for him, simple exams.

He was home alone – his brother had taken their parents to meet his fiancé for the first time and Baize had already met her a few days ago, after they’d moved back home from America earlier in the week. He wanted to be a bit lazy and unwind before exams, whilst his parents had been dying to meet her now that work and prior arrangements were out of the way. It was the perfect excuse to have time alone with his thoughts. He was leaned up against the large apple tree in the backyard, three beer bottles beside him; one open and half empty, the other two still sealed. The shade and the booze were the perfect naughty combination for a hot and sunny afternoon.
In the shade of the tree, with the heat of the day warming his hooves and the cold beer trickling down his throat, Baize couldn’t help but reflect on the gifts he’d given Daevon the day before. He was thrilled that his dragon friend had enjoyed his presents, even the more unorthodox one… but he also felt a bit guilty about that one in particular.

What had he been thinking, giving his best friend porn? Horse porn, even? He’s a dragon, not a horse! he thought. He’d felt so awkward, up until he had lost himself in his wanking… what if Daevon had been feeling even more awkward and had been playing it up? Baize was worried about their friendship. What if it was over? He finished off the first beer and cracked open the second one.

Baize suddenly felt a bit daft, wearing the same pants as yesterday and having not washed them after filling them up with his juices. He was probably stinking of dry cum. He shrugged. Oh well, there was nothing he could do about it now except take a shower later.

Suddenly the second beer bottle was empty. Whoops. He’d drunk it much faster than he’d planned to. There were so many thoughts buzzing through his head that he had gotten distracted… Why did his cock feel so confined?

He looked down at his bulge, pondering. His parents and brother wouldn’t be home until after dinner in a few hours, so he had time. With him being in the back of a fully fenced yard with no one else home… who would notice or care if he let his cock out? He unbuttoned and unzipped his shorts, moving the flaps of fabric out of the way and pulling his growing member out so it was comfortably resting on his stomach, everything on display.

Baize liked his dark, mottled coat. He liked that his dark mane and tail worked well with most dyes, such as the blonde he had in them now. He didn’t care that whenever he didn’t put in product, his long mane covered half of his face like he was a bit of an emo… But the fact that his penis was bright pink with small mottled black spots… that he’d always had an issue with.

Why was it pink, of all colours?! Every naughty photo he’d seen, every pornographic video he’d watched… the stallion’s dick always matched his coat: light-coated stallions had pink dicks, dark-coated stallions had brown or black… why was his one pink? He was happy with its size, but he was certain that the girlfriend he’d eventually get would just take one look at it and dump him on the spot.

Why was he feeling so horny at all this dick thinking? His penis was starting to extend from his sheath. Maybe him drinking so fast, coupled with all of these thoughts, were the culprits? Baize shrugged again. He hadn’t a clue, but at this stage, better out than in.
As his cock continued growing, Baize let some drool pool into the palm of his left hand. He quickly reached down and slathered it onto his shaft. Mmmm, that felt good – nice and slippery. Baize was now fully erect, his tip nearly touching his abs. He'd read that most stallions' lengths just barely reached past their belly buttons... he was a full four inches longer, a fact he was proud of. He’d please any mare.
Fuck, he was so horny. He'd barely been stroking for thirty seconds and he could already feel the buildup. His cock was just beginning to flare when he suddenly had another thought and stopped. He wasn’t sure if it was hormones or beer talking to him, but he had just had a huge realization.

I'm probably long enough to be able to reach myself with my own mouth! he thought excitedly.

Why had he never tried this before? Was it because, in all the porn he looked at, whenever he wasn’t envious of the stallion’s cock colour matching its coat, he was only ever interested in the mare’s pussy? Probably, but equally likely at this stage was the fact that he was currently both tipsy and horny. Suddenly, the idea of doing what most men could only dream of doing, giving himself a blowjob, was incredibly arousing. He gazed at his barely-flared tip, a small bead of pre coming out of it. He let go and moved his hand down to gently grab the base of his member, so that it would be held in place for what was to come. He bent forward, his tongue reaching out first.
His expression a steaming picture of pure arousal, Baize found that yes, his tongue on his tip was amazing and yes, he could easily reach it. He swirled his tongue around across his flare and quivered in pleasure. He had to go further. 

He leaned forward that tiny bit further and found that he could also easily kiss his tip, right on the glans. Oh god, yes, he thought as a wave of pure pleasure shuddered through him. His lips were so soft and warm… he had to go further. He opened his mouth and engulfed the head of his cock.

Yes... YES!!! Baize's hormones overcame him. This was everything he thought a blowjob would be and more… and he was able to do it to himself. He opened wide to get his teeth out of the way and started vigorously shoving as much of his length as he could into and out of his gullet in rhythm.

Baize’s slippery shaft slid in and out, rubbing along his supple, soft tongue and the lightly ridged roof of his mouth. He breathed heavily, feeling and tasting precum as it started to flow out of him and his flare started engorging bigger and bigger in the back of his throat… He was right on the edge.

Shuddering and shaking, with a series of pleasured gasps and moans muffled by his own cock, Baize could feel his climax coming. But there was no way he was going to swallow cum today, nuh-uh, especially not his own. With that telltale tightening in his testicles and the tensing of his anus, Baize plunged his cock into his throat deep, one last time, when he was overcome by a vision in the back of his mind.

There was Daevon, completely naked without any loincloth, his dark blue scales glittering in the afternoon sun. That narrow, purple, tapered tip of penis that Baize had glimpsed the day before was waving about just out of its slit, just as tantalizingly as any pornographic mare’s breasts could ever jiggle.

“Cum for me,” said vision-Daevon. “Please.” 

Then the vision was gone.

Baize quickly pulled his cock out of his throat, right at the exact second he came. Thick white seed erupted out of him, the first pulse landing far beyond his hooves onto the grass, the second going straight up and landing in his mane, making it stick to the side of his head. A third pulse landed on his abs and the remaining five dribbled down his dick and into his pants. He couldn't stop moaning or shivering from the pleasure he’d just felt; it was the most intense orgasm he'd ever had. 
But… what had just happened? He hadn’t envisioned a hot girl from school, nor a mare from any porn he’d ever seen. It hadn’t even been a girl… it had been Daevon, his best friend. A boy. As he sat in ecstasy, he tried to process his thoughts. There had been numerous times over the years that Daevon’s loincloth hadn’t been as all-covering as the dragon had believed; Baize had seen it multiple times out the corner of his eye… What had been different this time?
He eventually decided that it was either his current tipsiness or that yesterday’s mutual porn watching had simply been a lot more exciting and invigorating than his embarrassment had let him feel at the time... Maybe it was both. But despite the thick, white explosion that had just left him, his hormones had not died down in the slightest. They wanted more. No. They needed more.

Cracking open the third beer, Baize had a dumb thought. A stupid thought… A hot thought. He reached past his slowly retreating shaft, now resting in a pool of cum on his stomach, and extracted his phone from his equally cummy pants, beginning to text. What was he doing?

hey daevon wondering if maybe you might be interested in a repeat of yesterday

Uh oh… What had he just sent? What if Daevon told him that their friendship was over because of it? What if he’d never see his bro again?

But then, his phone vibrated. A reply. He was shocked, not entirely at the fact Daevon had actually replied, but that he’d replied so quickly.
I’d thought that you felt too embarrassed by what happened. Kinda glad to see I was wrong. Sure, why not :) You can show me the part with the dragon this time lol 

Baize could hardly believe it. His friendship wasn’t ruined and he’d not made an ass of himself by texting while tipsy! This could be a new, unorthodox way for him and Daevon to hang out… plus he could show Daev all the hot chicks in his favourite porn. 

ill have a quick shower and see you soon

Finishing the last of his beer as he stood and dripping cum onto the grass, Baize picked up the empty bottles and made his way back inside, putting them into the recycling bin as he passed. He had to get presentable again; he couldn’t let Daevon know he’d started without him.
