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My Brother’s Best Friend
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I had always known that Ethan was attractive, but I never thought I'd end up in this situation. It was one of those hot summer nights, the kind where the air is thick with anticipation and desire. I was 28, and my older brother's best friend, Ethan, was visiting for the weekend. He was 25, a few years older, and had always been the cool, confident guy I looked up to. His muscular build, tall stature, and charming smile had caught my attention since I was a teenager.

The night started innocently enough. My brother had gone out with his girlfriend, leaving me and Ethan alone at the house. We decided to crack open a few beers and play some video games, just like old times. As the drinks flowed, the atmosphere between us shifted. I felt a warmth spreading through my body, not just from the alcohol but from the intense gaze Ethan fixed on me.

"You know, Billy," he said, his voice low and slightly slurred, "you've grown into a fine-looking man." His words startled me, and I felt my face flush. I wasn't used to such direct compliments, especially from him. I mumbled a shy 'thanks' and took a long swig of my beer, hoping to hide my sudden nervousness.

Ethan leaned closer, his scent—a mix of cologne and sweat from the humid night—invading my senses. "You're not like other guys your age. There's something special about you." I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, and I wondered if he could hear it too.

As I looked into his deep brown eyes, something inside me stirred. It was a feeling I had suppressed for years, a secret desire I thought I'd never act on. But the alcohol had loosened my inhibitions, and I found myself leaning in, closing the distance between us. Our lips met in a soft, tentative kiss. It was my first kiss with a man, and the rush of excitement and fear was overwhelming.

Ethan pulled back slightly, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. "You've been wanting this for a while, haven't you?" he whispered. I could only nod, my mouth suddenly dry. He took my silence as confirmation and pulled me closer, his strong arms wrapping around me. His kiss became more demanding, his tongue teasingly exploring my mouth. I responded eagerly, my hands gripping his broad shoulders, feeling the hard muscles beneath his t-shirt.

The kiss seemed to last an eternity, and yet it ended too soon. Ethan broke away, leaving me breathless and wanting more. "Let's take this upstairs," he suggested, his voice husky with desire. I nodded, my legs feeling weak as I stood up, following him to my brother's bedroom.

As we entered the dimly lit room, Ethan wasted no time. He pushed me gently onto the bed, his hands already working on my shirt buttons. I lay back, my heart racing, as he exposed my chest, his fingers trailing down, making me shiver. He paused, looking into my eyes, and I saw a mixture of lust and tenderness in his gaze.

"You're so beautiful, Billy," he murmured, leaning down to kiss my neck, his warm breath sending tingles down my spine. His hands roamed freely, exploring my body as if claiming what was rightfully his. I moaned softly, encouraging him to continue. He unbuckled my belt, sliding my pants down my legs, leaving me in just my boxers.

Ethan's eyes darkened as he took in the bulge in my underwear. He knelt between my legs, his hands gently caressing my thighs. "I want to taste you," he said, his voice hoarse. I felt a surge of pleasure at his words, and I nodded eagerly, my cock straining against the fabric.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband of my boxers and slowly pulled them down, freeing my hard dick. I was exposed to him, vulnerable and excited. Ethan's warm breath brushed against the head of my cock, making me twitch with anticipation. He looked up at me, his eyes full of hunger, and then took me into his mouth.

The sensation of his wet, hot mouth engulfing me was incredible. He sucked gently at first, his tongue swirling around the tip, driving me wild. I ran my hands through his hair, holding him to me as he took more of me into his mouth. His pace quickened, and he moaned around my shaft, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through my body. I had never felt anything like it.

I was close to the edge, and I didn't want it to end. But Ethan seemed to sense my impending orgasm and pulled away, leaving me whimpering with need. He climbed up my body, his hard cock pressing against my thigh. "I want to feel you," he said, his voice rough.

I nodded, eager to please him, and reached for the lube on the bedside table. I coated my fingers and tentatively reached behind me, sliding one finger into my tight hole. It was a new sensation, and I gasped as I stretched to accommodate my finger. Ethan watched me, his eyes burning with desire.

"You're doing great, baby," he encouraged, his hand replacing mine, adding a second finger and stretching me further. I moaned, a mix of pleasure and discomfort, as he prepared me for what was to come. His fingers worked their magic, and soon I was thrusting back onto his hand, desperate for more.

Ethan removed his fingers and positioned himself at my entrance. I felt the broad head of his cock pressing against me, and I held my breath, anticipating the pain I'd heard so much about. But as he slowly pushed into me, it was a strange mix of sensations—discomfort giving way to intense pleasure. I felt so full, so connected to him.

He paused, giving me a moment to adjust, before starting a slow, rhythmic thrusting. His movements were deliberate, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through my body. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him to take me harder. Ethan complied, his pace increasing, his breath coming in sharp gasps.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he grunted, his voice strained. I could feel his muscles flexing as he drove into me, his thick cock hitting my prostate with each thrust. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body responding to his every move. I reached down, gripping my own cock, and started stroking in time with his thrusts.

"Yeah, that's it, Billy," he encouraged, his voice thick with desire. "Stroke that cock for me." I was close, so close, and I could see Ethan was too. His eyes were closed, his face a mask of concentration as he pounded into me.

"I'm gonna breed you, baby," he growled, his voice sending a jolt through me. I felt his cock twitch inside me, and then the hot rush of his cum filling me up. It was the most intimate feeling, knowing he was emptying himself deep within me. I cried out, my own orgasm tearing through me, my cum shooting onto my chest and his abs.

We lay there, entangled in each other's arms, our hearts racing and our bodies glistening with sweat. I turned my head to look at him, and he smiled, a satisfied, contented smile. "That was amazing," I whispered, still processing what had just happened.

Ethan leaned in and kissed me softly. "It was, wasn't it?" He pulled out of me slowly, and I winced at the sudden emptiness. He rolled onto his back, pulling me with him so that I lay on his chest, my head resting on his shoulder.

"You know, I've always thought you were special, Billy," he said, his fingers tracing circles on my back. "But I never imagined this. It's been a long time since I felt this way about someone." I listened, my heart pounding for a different reason now.

As the night wore on, we talked and explored each other's bodies further. I discovered the pleasure of sucking his thick cock, the taste of him driving me wild. We shared intimate moments, kissing and touching, our tongues entwined as we exchanged the taste of our cum in a passionate kiss.

The night was a blur of passion and discovery. I had crossed a line, and I knew there was no going back. As I fell asleep in Ethan's arms, I wondered what the morning would bring and how my brother would react to the new, intimate connection between his best friend and his little brother.

But for now, I was content to let the night's events sink in, my body still buzzing with the afterglow of my first sexual encounter with a man—and it was everything I'd hoped for and more.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Locker Room Confessions
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Max, a shy and slender nineteen-year-old, had recently joined the college swim team, hoping to find his place in the athletic world. His delicate frame and soft features made him stand out among the team's more muscular members, earning him the affectionate nickname 'Twink' from his teammates. Despite his initial reservations, he quickly found solace in the rhythm of the laps, his body gliding effortlessly through the water.
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