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The sun beats down mercilessly, its rays glinting off the crystal-clear water of the resort pool. I adjust my lifeguard hat, the red fabric a stark contrast against my tanned skin. Yeah, I’m Aaron, the guy everyone knows as the cocky frat bro. I’ve got the charm, the looks, and the confidence to back it up. This summer job as a lifeguard? Just another notch on my belt. I’m here to soak up the sun, save a few lives, and maybe flirt with some bikini-clad girls. Easy money, right?

But today, something’s different. My shift partner isn’t one of the usual girls I’ve worked with. Instead, it’s Brandon, this quiet, ripped senior from another college. He’s got this effeminate vibe about him, but his body—holy shit, his body is a work of art. Muscles carved like marble, broad shoulders, and a narrow waist. He’s not my type—I’m straight as an arrow—but there’s something about him that makes me curious. Maybe it’s the way he moves, confident yet reserved, like he’s got secrets he’s not ready to share.

We’re stationed at opposite ends of the pool, but I can’t help stealing glances at him. He’s scanning the water with this intense focus, his dark eyes sharp under the brim of his lifeguard hat. I catch him looking back at me once, and our eyes lock for a second before he looks away. My heart skips a beat, and I laugh it off. What the hell is wrong with me?

The day drags on, the heat making everyone sluggish. By the time our shift ends, I’m drenched in sweat and ready to cool off. Brandon’s already headed to the locker room, and I follow, my flip-flops slapping against the pavement. The locker room is cool and dim, a welcome relief from the blazing sun. I strip off my shirt, tossing it onto a bench, and head for the showers.

Brandon’s already there, his back to me as he rinses off. His skin is glistening under the water, and I can’t help but notice the way his muscles flex as he moves. I clear my throat, trying to shake off the weird thoughts swirling in my head.

“Hot one today, huh?” I say, turning on the shower next to him.

He glances over, a small smile playing on his lips. “Yeah. Feels like the sun’s trying to cook us alive.”

I nod, letting the cool water wash over me. The silence stretches between us, and for a moment, it’s almost uncomfortable. Then, out of nowhere, Brandon splashes me. Water hits my chest, and I laugh, grabbing a handful of water to throw back at him.

“Oh, it’s like that, huh?” I tease, splashing him again.

He grins, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “You started it.”

Before I know it, we’re in a full-blown water fight, laughing and splashing each other like a couple of kids. The tension from earlier is gone, replaced by this easy camaraderie. But as the water flies, something else starts to build—a heat that has nothing to do with the summer sun.

We end up chest to chest, breathless and dripping wet. Brandon’s eyes are locked onto mine, and I feel this strange pull, like I’m being drawn into his orbit. My heart’s pounding in my chest, and for a second, I forget how to breathe.

“Aaron,” he says, his voice low and husky.

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. “Yeah?”

He reaches out, his hand brushing against my chest. My skin tingles where he touches me, and I feel a jolt of something I can’t name. Before I can process it, he’s leaning in, his lips brushing against mine in a breathless, desperate kiss.

My brain short-circuits. This isn’t happening. I’m straight. I don’t do guys. But Brandon’s lips are soft, his kiss hungry, and I can’t bring myself to pull away. My hands come up, resting on his hips as I kiss him back. It’s awkward at first, but then something clicks, and it’s like I’ve been doing this my whole life.

Brandon’s hands are everywhere, tracing the muscles of my chest, sliding down my abs. I feel his hard cock pressing against mine, and a groan escapes my lips. This is wrong. This is so fucking wrong. But it feels so right.

He breaks the kiss, his breath coming in short gasps. “Aaron,” he whispers, his eyes searching mine. “Are you sure?”

I nod, even though I’m not sure of anything anymore. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

He smiles, a wicked glint in his eyes, and drops to his knees. My heart stops as he reaches for the waistband of my swim trunks. I’m rock hard, my cock throbbing with need, and he wastes no time pulling it out. It’s big—eleven inches of pure, uncut meat—and Brandon’s eyes widen as he takes it in his hands.

“Fuck,” he murmurs, stroking it slowly. “You’re huge.”

I let out a shaky breath, my hands tangling in his hair. “Just... do something, man.”

He chuckles, a deep, rumbling sound, and then his mouth is on me. His lips wrap around the head of my cock, and I groan, my head falling back. His tongue swirls, his mouth hot and wet, and I’m already on the edge.

“Brandon,” I gasp, my hands gripping his shoulders. “I’m close.”

He hums, the vibration sending shivers down my spine, and then he’s deepthroating me, his throat muscles working my cock like a pro. I’m losing it, my vision blurring as I teeter on the edge of orgasm.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—”

I don’t even finish the sentence before I’m coming, my cock pulsing as I shoot my load down his throat. Brandon swallows every drop, his eyes never leaving mine. It’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen, and I’m still trembling when he finally pulls away.

But as soon as I come, I’m hard again. My cock throbs with need, and I want more. I want Brandon. I want to feel him wrapped around me, tight and hot.

I grab his hand, pulling him to his feet. “Your turn,” I growl, my voice rough with desire.

He grins, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Bossy, aren’t we?”

I don’t answer. Instead, I flip him around, pushing him against the shower wall. He’s bent forward, his ass in the air, and I can see his hole, tight and begging to be filled. My mouth waters, and I spit on my hand, using the saliva to lube up my cock.

Brandon looks back at me, his eyes dark with anticipation. “You sure about this?”

I don’t hesitate. “Fuck yeah.”

I line up my cock with his hole and push in, slow and steady. He’s tight, so fucking tight, and I groan as I sink into him, inch by inch, until I’m balls deep.

“Oh fuck,” Brandon moans, his head falling forward. “You feel amazing.”

I start to move, pulling out slowly before slamming back in. The sound of our flesh meeting fills the locker room, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. Brandon’s hands grip the edge of the pool, his body trembling as I fuck him hard and fast.

I reach around, grabbing his cock and stroking it in time with my thrusts. It’s too much, and I can feel myself losing control.

“Brandon, I’m—”

I don’t even finish the sentence before I’m coming, my cock pulsing as I fill his ass with my cum. Brandon comes a moment later, his cock spurting hot cum onto the shower’s wall and floor.

We collapse against the wall, our bodies slick with sweat and water. I’m breathless, my heart pounding in my chest. I’ve never felt anything like this, and I know this is just the beginning.

Brandon turns to me, a lazy smile on his lips. “Well, that was a hell of a first shift.”

I laugh, running a hand through my hair. “Yeah. Guess we’re gonna have to do this again.”

He winks. “Oh, we will. Many, many times.”

And as we lie there, the locker room quiet around us, I realize something. This summer just got a whole lot more interesting.
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The air is thick, heavy with the kind of humidity that clings to your skin like a second layer. The off-campus apartment we’re subletting for the summer feels like a sauna, the only relief coming from the ancient window unit AC that rattles like it’s about to give up. Billy and I are sprawled on the couch, a couple of empty beer bottles rolling on the floor between us. The TV flickers, casting an eerie glow across the room, but neither of us is really watching the movie. It’s just background noise, something to fill the silence that’s been building between us all night.

We’re both sweating, shirts sticking to our chests, but it’s not just the heat. There’s this tension, this unspoken thing that’s been simmering since we moved in together. We’re straight, both of us. We’ve got girlfriends back home, girls we’ve been with for years. But tonight, after too many beers and too much time cooped up in this tiny apartment, something’s shifted. I can feel it in the way Billy’s leg brushes against mine, in the way his eyes keep lingering on me when he thinks I’m not looking.

“Dude, this heat is killing me,” Billy mutters, cracking open another beer. His bicep flexes as he lifts the bottle to his lips, and I can’t help but notice how defined he is. He’s always been the athletic one, the guy who hits the gym every day while I’m buried in textbooks. His skin glistens with a thin layer of sweat, and for a second, I catch myself staring.

“Yeah, tell me about it,” I reply, taking a swig of my own beer. My throat’s dry, but it’s not just from the heat. There’s this nervous energy buzzing through me, like I’m standing on the edge of something I’m not sure I’m ready for.

The movie’s some action flick, explosions and gunshots filling the room, but I’m barely paying attention. My hand’s resting on the cushion between us, and I can feel Billy’s thigh pressing against mine. It’s casual, nothing out of the ordinary, but my heart’s pounding like I’ve just run a marathon.

“Bro, you good?” Billy asks, his voice low. He’s looking at me now, his green eyes intense in the dim light. There’s something in his gaze, something I can’t quite read.

I nod, but my voice comes out hoarse. “Yeah, just... hot, I guess.”

He shrugs, but his hand moves, just a little, until his fingers are brushing against mine. It’s accidental, probably, but my skin tingles where we touch. I don’t pull away. Instead, I let my fingers curl around his, just for a second, before letting go. The room feels even hotter now, the air charged with something I can’t name.

“This movie’s shit,” Billy says, breaking the silence. He reaches for the remote, but his hand pauses halfway, hovering in the air between us. His knuckles brush against my wrist, and this time, it’s not an accident. I can see it in the way his eyes flick to mine, in the way his breath hitches just a little.

“Yeah, it’s... not great,” I agree, my voice barely above a whisper. My heart’s racing now, my chest tight with anticipation. I’ve never felt this way around another guy, never even thought about it. But there’s something about Billy, something about the way he’s looking at me right now, that’s making my head spin.

His hand moves again, this time intentionally. His fingers trace the back of my hand, slow and deliberate, sending shivers up my arm. “Aiden,” he murmurs, his voice rough. “What are we doing?”

I don’t have an answer. I don’t even know what we’re doing. All I know is that I don’t want him to stop. “I don’t know, Billy,” I reply, my voice cracking. “But... it feels good.”

He nods, a small smirk playing on his lips. “Fuck if I know, bro. But yeah... it does.”

His hand slides up my arm, his touch sending sparks through my body. I’m hyperaware of every inch of him, the heat of his skin, the scent of his cologne mixed with sweat. My hand moves without my brain telling it
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