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Frat House Lights Off
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The frat house is eerily quiet, the once-throbbing bass reduced to a faint hum in the walls. Beer cans and red solo cups litter the floor, a testament to the night’s debauchery. I, Aaron, am stuck on clean-up duty, just like every other party. Beside me, Gino moves silently, his broad shoulders hunched as he scoops up a pile of discarded cups. The rest of the brothers have already bailed, leaving us alone in the dimly lit living room. The only light comes from the flickering TV, casting long shadows across the room.

I can’t help but notice how Gino’s muscles flex under his tight frat tee as he bends down. His jeans hug his thighs, and for a moment, I catch myself staring. I shake it off, focusing on the trash bag in my hands. But the tension is there, thick and heavy, like the smoke that lingers after a fire. Every time I glance over, Gino’s eyes dart away, but I can feel him watching me when I’m not looking.

Finally, I drop the trash bag with a thud and turn to face him. “What’s up, man? You’ve been staring at me all night.” My voice sounds steady, but my heart is pounding. Gino hesitates, his cheeks flushing slightly under the dim light. He runs a hand through his dark hair, the gesture nervous and familiar.

“I... I was just thinking,” he mumbles, his deep voice rough around the edges. I step closer, my curiosity getting the better of me. “About what?” I press, my tone casual, though my pulse quickens. Gino’s gaze flickers to my lips before meeting my eyes again. “About... us,” he admits, his voice barely above a whisper.

My chest tightens. Us? I’ve thought about it too—more than I care to admit. The way Gino’s laugh fills the room, the scent of his cologne that lingers after he passes, the way his biceps strain against his sleeves when he lifts weights. I’ve imagined what it would be like, but I’ve always pushed the thoughts away. We’re straight guys. Frat brothers. This isn’t supposed to happen.

But now, standing here in the dimly lit room, the air between us crackles with something undeniable. Before either of us can say another word, I close the distance, my lips pressing firmly against his. Gino freezes for a moment, his body rigid, before he melts into the kiss. His hands grip my shoulders, his touch both hesitant and hungry. The taste of beer and sweat mingles between us as our tongues tangle, the tension breaking like a dam.

I pull back slightly, my breath ragged. “You sure about this, man?” Gino nods, his eyes dark with desire. “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he confesses, his voice thick with need. I smirk, my confidence returning. “Good. Because I’m not stopping now.”

I push him back toward the couch, our kisses growing more desperate as we fall onto the cushions. My hands roam his body, pulling off his shirt and tracing the contours of his chest. Gino moans softly, his head tilting back as my lips trail down his neck. His skin is warm under my mouth, and I can feel his pulse racing against my tongue.

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long,” I murmur, my breath hot against his skin. Gino’s hands fumble with my belt, his fingers trembling as he undoes it. “Me too,” he gasps, his voice hoarse. The frat house is still dark, the only sound our heavy breathing and the occasional creak of the couch. But in this moment, nothing else matters.

I sit back, pulling my shirt over my head, and watch as Gino’s eyes roam my chest. His gaze lingers on the muscles I’ve worked so hard to build, and I feel a surge of pride mixed with something else—something hotter, more primal. I lean forward, capturing his lips again, our kisses deepening as our bodies press together.

Gino’s hands move to my jeans, his fingers working the button loose. I lift my hips, helping him slide them down my legs, and kick them aside. I’m hard, my eleven inches throbbing with anticipation. Gino’s eyes widen as he takes in the sight, his breath catching in his throat.

“Fuck,” he whispers, reaching out to touch me. His hand wraps around my shaft, his grip firm but gentle. I groan, my head falling back as he strokes me slowly, his thumb brushing the sensitive head. “You’re so big,” he murmurs, his voice filled with awe.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” I reply, my voice low and rough. I reach for his jeans, pulling them down his legs, revealing his boxer briefs straining against his own arousal. I hook my fingers into the waistband and slide them down, freeing his cock. It’s thick and hard, veins pulsing beneath the skin, and I can’t resist leaning down to take it in my mouth.

Gino gasps, his hands tangling in my hair as I suck him deep, my tongue swirling around the head. “Shit, Aaron,” he moans, his hips bucking slightly. I hum around his length, the vibration sending shivers through him. I take my time, teasing him with slow, deliberate movements, savoring the taste of him, the way he squirms under my mouth.

“Fuck, stop,” he pants, his voice strained. “I don’t want to come yet.” I pull back, licking my lips slowly. “Too late, man. You’re already halfway there.” Gino laughs, a rough, breathless sound, and pulls me up to kiss him. Our lips collide hungrily, our tongues dueling as our bodies press together.

I push him back onto the couch, kneeling between his spread legs. His cock is leaking pre-cum, glistening in the faint light, and I can’t resist giving it one more lick before I move lower. Gino’s breath hitches as my mouth hovers over his entrance, his hands gripping the cushions.

“Aaron, what—” I cut him off with a kiss, my tongue pressing against his hole, teasing the tight ring of muscle. Gino shudders, his body tensing as I lick and nip at him, preparing him for what’s to come. “Trust me,” I murmur, my breath ghosting over his skin.

I reach for the lube on the coffee table—leftover from some other night’s antics—and coat my fingers, slicking them before pressing one against his entrance. Gino hisses, his body arching slightly as I push inside. “Relax,” I whisper, my voice soothing. “It’ll feel good, I promise.”

Slowly, he relaxes, his muscles loosening as I add a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him. Gino moans, his head falling back, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “Fuck, Aaron,” he groans. “I need you. Now.”

I smirk, pulling my fingers free and positioning myself at his entrance. My cock twitches, eager to be inside him. “Ready?” I ask, my voice hoarse with need. Gino nods, his eyes locked on mine. “Do it.”

I thrust forward, burying myself in him inch by inch. Gino cries out, his body tightening around me, his nails digging into my shoulders. I pause, giving him a moment to adjust, my forehead resting against his. “You okay?” I ask, my voice soft.

“Yeah,” he pants, his hands gripping my arms. “Just... fuck me already.”

I don’t need to be told twice. I pull back slowly before slamming forward, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Gino moans, his hips lifting to meet my thrusts, his body moving in rhythm with mine. The couch creaks beneath us, the cushions shifting as we fuck, our breaths coming in short, ragged gasps.

“Fuck, Gino,” I groan, my voice rough. “You feel so good.” He laughs, a breathless, delirious sound. “You too, man. So fucking good.”

I lean down, capturing his lips in a bruising kiss as I pound into him, our bodies slick with sweat. Gino’s hands roam my back, his fingers digging into my skin, leaving marks that will bruise tomorrow. But right now, I don’t care. All I care about is the way he feels wrapped around me, the way his body moves beneath mine, the way his moans fill the air.

“Close,” he pants, his voice strained. “Fuck, Aaron, I’m close.” I smirk, speeding up my thrusts, my balls tightening as I near the edge myself. “Come for me, Gino,” I command, my voice low and dominant. “Let me feel it.”

His body trembles, his hole clenching around me as he cries out, his cum spilling over his stomach in thick, white streaks. I follow soon after, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm, my cock pulsing as I fill him, my groans muffled against his neck.

We collapse onto the couch, our bodies tangled, our breaths slowly evening out. I pull out, my cock slipping free with a wet sound, and lie beside him, my arm draped over his chest. Gino turns his head, meeting my eyes, a soft smile playing on his lips.

“Well,” he says, his voice laced with amusement. “That was... unexpected.”

I laugh, a low, rumbling sound. “Yeah. But not unwelcome.”

He chuckles, his hand resting on my hip. “Definitely not unwelcome.”

We lie there in silence, the only sound our steady breathing and the faint hum of the TV. The frat house is still a mess, but for now, we don’t care. In this moment, with our bodies still buzzing from what just happened, nothing else matters.

But as I look at Gino, his chest rising and falling under the faint light, I know this isn’t the end. It’s only the beginning. And I can’t wait to see where it takes us.
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Stepbro’s New Friend

[image: ]




I’m standing in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, when the front door slams shut. It’s Zack, my stepbrother’s college buddy, here for spring break. I’ve seen him a few times before, but never like this—tanned from days spent on the beach, his dark hair tousled, and a loose tank top clinging to his broad shoulders. He’s got that carefree college vibe, and for a second, I catch myself staring.

“Hey, Andrew,” he says, tossing his bag onto the couch. His voice is deeper than I remember, rougher, like he’s been shouting over music or laughter for days. “Your stepbro around?”

“Nah, he’s out with his girlfriend,” I reply, shrugging. “Place is all yours.”

Zack grins, his eyes scanning the room. “Mind if I grab a beer?”

“Go ahead,” I say, nodding toward the fridge. I watch as he pulls out a cold one, popping the cap with a twist of his wrist. His arms are toned, veins faintly visible under his skin. I look away, feeling stupid for noticing.

We small talk for a bit—how’s college, what’s new, the usual. But there’s something in the air, a tension I can’t quite place. Maybe it’s the heat, or the way Zack keeps glancing at me like he’s trying to figure something out. I shift uncomfortably, crossing my arms.

“So, uh, you got any plans for spring break?” Zack asks, leaning against the counter next to me.

“Not really,” I admit. “Just hanging around, I guess.”

He nods, taking a long pull from his beer. “Same. Figured I’d crash here, save some cash.”

The silence stretches between us, thick and heavy. I can feel his presence, the warmth of his body so close to mine. It’s stupid, but my heart starts pounding. I’m not into guys—I’ve never even thought about it—but there’s something about Zack, something that makes my skin tingle.
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