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My Brother’s Best Friend
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I couldn’t stop noticing the way they looked at each other—my brother, Ryan, and his best friend from college, Jake. They were both straight, or so I thought, but there was something in their glances, a spark I couldn’t ignore. Maybe it was the way Jake’s hand lingered a little too long on Ryan’s shoulder when they laughed, or how Ryan’s eyes seemed to follow Jake whenever he moved. I was the gay one, the outsider in their world of bro talk and beer, but I couldn’t help but find Jake insanely hot. His broad shoulders, the way he moved with confidence, and that smirk—it all drew me in like a magnet.

The camping trip had been Ryan’s idea. “Just the three of us, bro,” he’d said. “No girls, no distractions. Just nature and good times.” I’d agreed, mostly because I wanted to spend time with them, even if it meant enduring their endless jokes about “manly stuff.” But now, as we set up our tents by the edge of the lake, I felt a strange tension in the air. Jake kept glancing at me, his eyes curious, almost hungry. I tried to brush it off, telling myself I was imagining things.

After the tents were up, Jake suggested we collect firewood. “Come on, Alex,” he said, his voice low. “You can help me carry the heavy stuff.” I followed him into the woods, the crunch of leaves under our boots the only sound. We walked in silence for a while, the sun filtering through the trees, casting dappled shadows on the ground.

When we reached the water’s edge, I pulled out a joint from my pocket. “Mind if I smoke?” I asked, though I already knew the answer. Jake grinned, his eyes sparkling. “Hell no. Pass it here.” I lit it and took a hit, then handed it to him. As our fingers brushed, a jolt of electricity shot through me. I glanced at him, and he was already looking at me, his gaze intense, almost probing.

“Wanna hotbox?” he murmured, leaning closer. My heart skipped a beat. I nodded, and he cupped his hands around mine, his breath warm on my lips as he blew the smoke into my mouth. Our lips brushed, accidental at first, but then intentional. I kissed him back, tentative but hungry, and he responded with a groan, his hands tangling in my hair.

It felt like the world had stopped. The only sounds were our ragged breaths and the gentle lapping of the water against the shore. Jake pulled back slightly, his eyes searching mine. “What the hell are we doing?” he whispered, but his hands were still on me, his body pressed against mine.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice shaking. “But I’m not stopping.”

He didn’t argue. Instead, his hands moved down to my belt, undoing it with practiced ease. My heart was pounding in my chest as he pulled me closer, his lips trailing down my neck. “You’re so fucking hot,” he muttered, his breath hot against my skin.

Before I knew it, his jeans were undone, and his cock was in my mouth. He tasted like salt and smoke, his skin flushed and warm under my lips. I sucked him deep, my hands gripping his hips, and he moaned my name, a sound that made my heart race. “Alex... fuck...”

I took my time, savoring the way he shuddered against me, his hands threading through my hair as he thrust gently into my mouth. When he came, it was with a sharp cry, his body tensing as he spilled into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the way he tasted, the way he felt against me.

“Shit,” he breathed, pulling away slightly, his chest heaving. “I’ve never... I mean, I didn’t think...”

I smiled, pressing a kiss to his jaw. “Doesn’t matter. Just us here.”

We sat by the water for a while longer, the joint forgotten, our bodies still humming with the aftermath of what had just happened. But the peace was short-lived. Back at the campsite, Ryan and my brother were swapping stories about the chicks they’d been fucking, their laughter loud and obnoxious. I tried to act casual, but my mind was reeling from what had just happened with Jake.

Jake kept stealing glances at me, his eyes dark with desire, and I knew we weren’t done. The tension between us was palpable, electric, and I couldn’t stop thinking about his lips, his hands, the way he’d felt against me.

As the night wore on, Ryan and Jake got drunker, their voices slurring as they talked about their conquests. I sat quietly, nursing my beer, while Jake sat beside me, his thigh pressing against mine. It was a small touch, but it sent shivers down my spine.

When my brother finally passed out, Jake leaned closer, his voice a whisper. “Let’s get out of here.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. We snuck off into the woods, drawn to the water’s edge again. The moonlight cast a silver glow over everything, making it feel surreal, like we were in our own little world.

Jake pushed me against a tree, his hands rough as he ripped at my clothes. “I’ve never done this before,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Doesn’t matter,” I whispered, pulling him closer. “Just fuck me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He spat into his hand and slicked himself, then pressed against my entrance, teasing me until I was begging for more. “Please, Jake...”

He thrust in, slow at first, then faster, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me. The sounds of the water and our moans filled the air, and I felt like I was on fire. He was rough, urgent, his body moving against mine with a desperation that matched my own.

“Fuck, Alex... you feel so good,” he groaned, his breath hot against my ear.

I cried out, my nails digging into his shoulders as he hit a spot deep inside me that made my knees weak. He fucked me rough, driving me wild, and I came hard, my release coating his hand and the ground. He followed soon after, filling me up, his cum spilling out as he kissed me deeply, his taste mixing with mine.

We collapsed on the ground, breathless, the moonlight bathing us in its glow. Jake pulled me into his arms, his heart pounding against my chest. “What the fuck just happened?” he murmured, his voice laced with wonder.

I smiled, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “I don’t know. But I’m not complaining.”

We lay there for a while longer, the world around us quiet, the only sound our ragged breaths. I knew this was just the beginning, and I couldn’t wait to see where it would take us. Jake’s hand tightened around me, and I felt a sense of peace, of belonging, that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

As we made our way back to the campsite, the first light of dawn breaking over the horizon, I knew one thing for certain: this camping trip had just become a whole lot more interesting. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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My Straight Coworker
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I couldn’t believe my eyes when my phone lit up with a text from Matt. “Wanna come over?” it read. My heart skipped a beat, and my fingers fumbled over the screen as I typed back, “Sure, be there in 20.” I’d been crushing on him for months, ever since we started working together at the hospital coffee shop. He was straight, of course, but he was different from the other guys. He never flinched when I mentioned my ex-boyfriends or talked about going to the gay bar downtown. He just listened, his green eyes warm and curious, like my being gay was just another fact about me, nothing to shy away from.

I rushed home, changed into something casual but not too casual, and headed to his place. When I arrived, Matt greeted me at the door with that easy smile of his. “Hey, man, come on in,” he said, stepping aside to let me pass. The house smelled like pizza and laundry detergent, a familiar mix of college-aged guys living together. He introduced me to his roommates, who were lounging on the couch, controllers in hand, eyes glued to the TV. They nodded in my direction, barely pausing their game.
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