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The Video Voyeur




By Friday evening, I wasn’t sure when I’d hear from Sir again after missing the night before. Would we see each other every other night, or would it be random? If only his profile on Kink Me Up could tell me when he’d last been online, but sadly, that was a premium feature.

I still really wanted to see his full face instead of just his hazel eyes and sexy mouth through the spiked, black mask he wore. The mystery was intriguing, like a masked Master, but it was torturous too. After all, he’d seen all of me: a smooth, skinny, and flat-assed twink with dark and fluffy hair who still looked like a total dork at barely eighteen. I didn’t have a big, brown, and uncut cock like many Latino guys had in porn, but he did like my “cocklet” as he called it.

I could still picture him now, though, and his looks (even if masked) turned me on for him being forty-eight. He was huge in a Hulk sort of way, definitely well above six feet. There was almost no hair on his body, just a bit on his limbs and a trimmed, brown bush for his pubic hair. But his monster cock still intimidated me.

Oh, well. I’d see his face soon enough. At least, I’d gotten my Nintendo T-shirt back without having to explain anything.

God, how I missed my brother so much even though I’d been a lot better these days. During our childhood, he’d picked on me all the time, but never in a seriously-hurtful way. We’d grown closer by the time I’d started middle school, mostly through our love of games and other shared interests. This summer was exactly four years since he’d died, right before I’d started high school. Why? Why had the drunk driver been so reckless to take my brother’s life? I hadn’t even gotten to say goodbye.

“You seem distracted,” Jamal King said while sitting to my right on my large bed. He used one of my Nintendo controllers to guide Link across Hyrule, always so focused on every Zelda game he could get his hands on. I’d recently gotten a huge TV for my room as another graduation gift, and it made gaming so much more awesome. I liked watching him play alone more than the two of us playing together because he beat me in almost every game we played, much to my frustration. Since he was spending the night, I let him play all he wanted because he didn’t have a TV in his room, much less any game console because of his overprotective parents and their silly views against video games. Besides, he was my best friend, and I enjoyed spending time with him. Maybe he’d play Animal Crossing next.
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