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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.

Aaron’s eyes lock onto mine, his expression a mix of disbelief and something darker, hungrier. “You sure about this?” he asks, his voice rough.

I nod, my throat too dry to speak.

He doesn’t need more encouragement. His hand tangles in my hair, guiding my head down. I take him in my mouth, slow at first, my lips brushing the sensitive skin of his shaft. He tastes salty, musky, and I groan around him, the sound vibrating against his cock.

Aaron’s grip tightens in my hair, his other hand bracing against the floor. “Fuck,” he hisses, his hips twitching as I take him deeper. “You’ve got no idea how long I’ve wanted to feel that.”

His words send a spike of heat through me. I hollow my cheeks, sucking him down to the hilt, my nose pressing into his coarse pubic hair. He’s thick, stretching my mouth, and I can feel every vein, every ridge of his cock against my tongue. I moan again, the sound muffled, and he groans, thrusting shallowly into my mouth.

“Shit, Andrew, you’re good at that,” he pants, his voice strained. “But if you keep that up, I’m gonna blow.”

I pull off with a wet pop, my lips swollen and slick. Aaron’s chest rises and falls rapidly, his eyes glazed with lust. He doesn’t give me time to catch my breath. With a swift motion, he flips me onto my stomach, my face pressed into the carpet.

“What—” I start to protest, but he cuts me off with a sharp smack to my ass.

“Shut up and take it,” he growls, his voice commanding in a way that makes my dick twitch.

Before I can process what’s happening, his hands are on my hips, pulling my ass up. I feel his hot breath against my hole, and then his tongue is there, licking slow and deliberate. I gasp, my hands clawing at the carpet as he sucks my rim into his mouth, his tongue fucking me deep.

“Fuck, Aaron,” I moan, my voice hoarse. “What are you doing to me?”

“What you’ve been wanting,” he murmurs against my skin, his words sending shivers down my spine.

He eats my ass like he’s starving, his tongue relentless, his beard scraping my sensitive skin. I’m a mess, my dick leaking pre-cum onto the carpet, my body trembling with need. But Aaron’s not done. He pulls away, leaving me whimpering, and I feel his hands spread my cheeks apart.

“Ready for me?” he asks, his voice dark and dangerous.

I can’t form words, so I nod, my heart pounding in my ears.

The head of his cock presses against my hole, and I tense, my body instinctively resisting. “Relax,” he commands, his hand gripping my hip. “I’ve got you.”

He pushes in slowly, his thickness stretching me wide. I hiss, my nails digging into the carpet, but he doesn’t stop. Inch by inch, he fills me, his cock invading me in a way that feels both wrong and impossibly right. When he’s buried to the hilt, he pauses, his breath hot against my neck.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, his voice raw with need.

Then he starts to move, pulling out slowly before slamming back in. I cry out, my body adjusting to the intrusion, the pleasure building with every thrust. Aaron’s hands grip my hips brutally, his rhythm steady and relentless. I can feel every inch of his cock, the way it stretches me, fills me, owns me.

“You like that, huh?” he pants, his voice laced with satisfaction. “Like having my dick in your ass?”

I can’t speak, so I nod, my face pressed into the carpet, my body on fire.

He speeds up, his thrusts harder, deeper. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, mixed with our ragged breaths and moans. I’m a mess, my dick throbbing, my hole aching in the best possible way.

“Gonna cum,” I warn, my voice barely audible.

“Not yet,” Aaron growls, reaching around to grip my leaking cock. “Cum when I tell you to.”

His words send me over the edge. I’m helpless, my body at his mercy, and I love it. He fucks me with abandon, his cock pounding into me, his balls slapping against my ass. I’m close, so close, but I hold on, waiting for his command.

“Now,” he snarls, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Cum for me, Andrew.”

That’s all it takes. My orgasm rips through me, my dick pulsing as I spill onto the carpet. Aaron follows a second later, his cock twitching inside me as he fills me with his hot seed.

We collapse in a sweaty, panting heap, our bodies tangled, our breaths syncing. Aaron rolls off me, but his arm stays draped over my waist, his hand resting possessively on my hip.

“Shit,” I mutter, my voice thick with disbelief. “What the hell just happened?”

Aaron laughs, low and rough. “You crossed the line, that’s what.”

I turn to look at him, my heart pounding for a different reason now. “And now what?”

He meets my gaze, his expression unreadable. “Now? Now we figure it out.”

The room is silent, save for our heavy breathing and the distant hum of the TV. I don’t know what this means for us, but one thing’s certain: things will never be the same. And for the first time in my life, I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.

But as Aaron’s hand tightens on my hip, pulling me closer, I realize I don’t care. Right now, all I know is that I’ve never felt more alive.
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Ishift my weight on the couch, the familiar Friday night ritual playing out like clockwork. The doorbell rings, and my heart quickens, not from anticipation of the food, but from the knowledge of who’s on the other side. I smooth my shirt, though I know it’s pointless—he’s not here for me, just the tip. I take a deep breath and open the door.

There he is, Patrick, the delivery guy. Nineteen years old, with a swimmer’s build that’s lean and defined, his sweatpants hanging low on his hips, the outline of his cock unmistakable. It’s always the same—no underwear, just that thick, uncut length pressing against the fabric. My eyes dart down, then back up to his face, trying to play it cool. But he catches me, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Hey,” he says, his voice low and casual, like he doesn’t notice my staring. He hands me the bag, our fingers brushing for a moment longer than necessary. “Same order again, huh?”

I nod, my throat dry. “Yeah. It’s... good.”

He steps closer, his gaze intense now, and my heart hammers in my chest. “You’re my last delivery of the night,” he says, his voice dropping an octave. “You want some company?”

I freeze, my brain short-circuiting. This is it. The moment I’ve fantasized about every Friday night. I nod, unable to speak, and he steps inside, closing the door behind him
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