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Just the Tip, Bro
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The air in the living room is thick with the kind of tension that comes from years of unspoken thoughts. Aaron and I are sprawled on the couch, the kind of worn leather piece that’s seen better days but still feels like home. We’re watching some action movie, but neither of us is paying attention. Instead, we’re locked in our usual banter, the kind that’s laced with jokes and jabs that only best friends can get away with.

“Dude, you’re still weaker than me,” Aaron says, smirking as he shoves my shoulder. His bicep flexes under his tight t-shirt, and I can’t help but notice how his body has filled out since high school. He’s always been athletic, but now he’s just... solid. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, and legs that look like they could crush a watermelon. And then there’s that—the thing we’ve joked about for years. His dick. Eleven inches of pure, unapologetic masculinity.

“Whatever,” I shoot back, shoving him in return. “You’re all muscle and no brains. I’d still outsmart you in a fight.”

He laughs, that deep, rumbling sound that always makes my chest tighten in a way I don’t like to think about. Before I know it, we’re on the floor, wrestling like we used to when we were teenagers. Aaron’s stronger than me, no question, but I’m scrappy. I manage to twist out of his grip once, twice, but then he’s on top of me, his weight pressing me into the carpet.

His face is inches from mine, his breath warm and heavy. I can smell his sweat—musky, ripe, and undeniably him. It’s a scent that’s always been there, in the locker room after gym, during our late-night gaming sessions, but tonight it hits me differently. My heart hammers in my chest, and I feel my dick twitch against his thigh.

Aaron’s eyes narrow, and his smirk fades. “What’s up with you?” he asks, his voice low. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

I try to play it off, but my face must give me away. “Shut up,” I mutter, but my voice cracks.

He doesn’t shut up. Instead, he leans closer, his lips brushing my ear. “What if I just put in the tip? That doesn’t count, right?”

The words send a jolt through me. I should laugh. I should push him off and tell him to stop. But I don’t. My hands tremble as I reach for the waistband of his jeans. His breath hitches, and for a moment, we’re frozen, caught in the gravity of what’s about to happen.

“Andrew,” he warns, but it’s not a stop. It’s a question.

I don’t answer. Instead, I unbutton his jeans, my fingers clumsy with nerves. His cock springs free, thick and heavy, the head already glistening with pre-cum. It’s just as massive as I’ve always imagined, the kind of size that’s made me both envious and uncomfortable for years. Tonight, it makes me hungry.
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