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Frat Boy Nights
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The house was finally quiet. No more pounding bass, no more drunken chants echoing through the halls — just the creak of the old floorboards and the occasional snore bleeding through the walls. Most of the brothers had passed out in their rooms, dead to the world after another Friday-night party.

I lay back in my bed, staring at the ceiling, the faint glow of the streetlamp cutting a line across the room I shared with Nate. My roommate. My frat brother. He was sprawled on his mattress a few feet away, one arm thrown over his head, chest rising and falling slow.

Except he wasn’t asleep. I knew because I wasn’t either.

“Can’t crash?” I muttered, my voice low, careful not to carry down the hall.

Nate chuckled under his breath. “Too wired. Beer’s still buzzing.”

I turned my head, and in the dim light I could make out the shape of him: shirt off, just in boxers, the lines of his abs catching the glow. He shifted, scratching his chest, and my stomach tightened in a way I didn’t want to think about.

“Same,” I said quickly, trying to cover it. “Feels weird when the house is this quiet.”

“Yeah,” he agreed, turning his head to look at me. His grin flashed faintly. “Almost feels like we shouldn’t be up. Like we’re breaking some rule.”

He stretched, arms folding behind his head, and the move pulled his pits wide open. I caught the dark tuft of hair, the faint sheen of sweat still clinging there. It shouldn’t have mattered. I shouldn’t have even noticed. But something about it snagged me, a strange heat twisting low in my gut. I looked away too quickly, confused by the pull.

Nate grinned in the dark. “Wild night, dude. Kelly was all over me upstairs. You hear her moaning?”

I smirked, shaking my head. “Bro, I was busy. Jenna wouldn’t get off me. Girl rode me like she was trying to break the mattress.”

He laughed, running a hand through his messy hair. “Frat life, man. Can’t beat it.” His eyes caught mine for a second too long before he added, almost casually, “Still half hard from it though, not gonna lie.”

I tried to laugh it off. “Yeah... same. It’s like we just got laid but it wasn’t enough, you know?”

The silence stretched between us. I shifted under the blanket, the heat still burning through me. My hand drifted lower before I realized it, pressing down just to relieve the ache.

Nate’s voice dropped, cocky but edged with something else. “Kelly was tight, bro. Every time I pushed in, she squeezed harder, like she didn’t want me pulling out.” His breath hitched just enough that I noticed.

I swallowed, throat dry. “Jenna was the same. Clawing at me, begging me to go deeper. I thought the whole house could hear her.”

The air grew heavier. I shifted again under the covers, the friction sending a shiver through me. Across the room, Nate’s arm was moving slow, rhythmic, under his blanket.

That’s when I realized.

He was doing it too.

My chest tightened, my pulse hammering. I froze mid-motion, my hand still pressed low. Nate glanced over, caught me in it, and his grin widened in the dim light.

“You too, huh?” he murmured.

I should’ve stopped. Should’ve pulled my hand away and laughed it off. But I didn’t. Neither of us did. The room was silent except for our breathing, heavier now, sharp in the dark. I kept my eyes on Nate, and he kept his on me. Neither of us stopped. Neither of us said a word.

The air grew hotter, thicker, every second wound tighter than the last. My chest heaved, my hand moving with a rhythm I couldn’t slow. Nate’s blanket shifted in the same steady beat, his jaw tight, teeth catching his lip.

For a split second it felt like the whole frat house had vanished — no brothers, no pledges, no rules. Just two guys in the dark, caught in the same secret.

And then it hit.

The pressure that had been building inside me snapped all at once, ripping through me in a wave I couldn’t fight. My teeth clenched, my body jerking hard against the mattress, vision blurring in the thin line of streetlamp glow across the ceiling. Heat pulsed through me, shaking every muscle.

Across the room, Nate let out a groan — low, raw, bitten back into his pillow. The sound alone nearly undid me again. His shoulders tensed, his chest heaved, his blanket shifting with each stifled tremor until finally he stilled.

The silence after was deafening. Only the thunder of my pulse filled my ears, loud enough I swore the whole house could hear it. I sank back into the mattress, spent, chest rising and falling fast, my mind racing with what we’d just done.

Slowly, Nate rolled his head toward me. His grin was faint, shaky, like he didn’t quite believe it himself. “Never happened, bro,” he whispered, voice rough.

“Yeah,” I muttered back, my throat raw, words sticking. “Never.”

But even as I said it, I knew the truth. The quiet between us wasn’t the end. It was the beginning.

***
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SUNLIGHT CUT THROUGH the blinds, too bright for the hangover pounding in my head. I groaned, rolling over, and the memories of last night hit like a flash I couldn’t shake — the quiet, the tension, the way we’d both... yeah.

I sat up slowly, every muscle heavy, my throat dry. Nate was still in bed across the room, flat on his back, one arm thrown over his eyes. His chest rose and fell steady, his abs taut even in rest, the sheet bunched low on his hips.

I froze.

It should’ve been normal — I’d seen him like this a hundred times, crashing after parties, sprawled out without a care. But now my eyes lingered where they shouldn’t. The curve of his stomach, the trail of hair dipping under the sheet, the way his lips parted as he breathed.

Heat curled low in my gut, sharp and confusing. I shifted on my mattress, willing my body to calm down, but it didn’t listen. Instead, I found myself staring longer, noticing details I’d never let myself notice before — the faint sweat still clinging to his skin, the dark stubble along his jaw, the way his boxers barely clung to his hips.

Nate stirred, his arm sliding away from his face. His eyes cracked open, hazy with sleep, and he caught me looking. For a second neither of us said anything, the air between us thick all over again.

Then he smirked — groggy but knowing. “Morning, bro.”

My chest tightened, my pulse quickening all over again. “Morning,” I muttered, trying to play it cool.

But deep down I knew nothing about this morning was normal. Not anymore.

The smell of burnt toast and old coffee hit me as soon as I stepped into the kitchen. A couple of brothers were already slumped around the table, half-awake, scrolling their phones or nursing red cups like they’d never put them down.

Nate followed right behind me, running a hand through his messy hair. He grabbed a mug, filled it with coffee, then leaned against the counter like he owned the place. Just another Saturday morning in the frat house — except it wasn’t.

I slid into a chair, pretending to scroll my phone while sneaking glances at him. The sunlight caught the edge of his jaw, the veins in his forearm as he lifted the mug, the way his boxers still peeked out from under his sweats. None of this should’ve mattered. But it did.

“Rough night, huh?” one of the guys mumbled across the table, not even looking up.

“Yeah,” Nate answered easily, his voice casual, steady. “Good party though.” His eyes flicked to mine, holding there just a second too long.

I swallowed hard, forcing a smirk. “Yeah, real good.”

It was nothing — a throwaway exchange. But the weight behind it was enough to make my pulse pick up.

Nate pushed off the counter and dropped into the chair next to mine, closer than he needed to be. His knee brushed mine under the table, just barely, just enough. My breath hitched, but no one else noticed. The kitchen was too full of groggy chatter, clattering spoons, and yawns.

He leaned in slightly, his voice low, almost drowned out by the noise. “We good, bro?”

I nodded, keeping my eyes on my phone. “Yeah. We’re good.”

But my body betrayed me. The warmth of his leg against mine, the sound of his voice so close, the ghost of last night still replaying in my head — it was all too much. I shifted in my chair, hoping no one else noticed the way my body reacted.

Nate smirked, sipping his coffee like nothing was happening. “Cool,” he said, his voice calm. But the look in his eyes told me different. He knew. He remembered. And maybe, just maybe, he wanted more.

***
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THE HOUSE WAS QUIETER than usual that night. Most of the brothers had gone out again — hitting the bars, crashing at their girlfriends’ places, or passed out early from day drinking. The halls felt empty, too empty for a Saturday.

I was in the laundry room, tossing a load into the washer, trying to keep busy. The hum of the machines filled the air, warm and steady, the smell of detergent sharp. I didn’t even hear Nate come in until the door creaked shut behind him.

“Place is dead tonight,” he said, his voice low, casual.

I turned, heart kicking a little too fast. “Yeah. Weird for a Saturday.”

He leaned against the dryer, arms crossed, watching me. Just like he had the night before, his grin was faint but knowing, like we both remembered every detail.

I tried to focus on the laundry, but it didn’t work. The room was too small, the air too thick, and Nate was standing too close.

“You avoiding me, bro?” he asked finally.

I swallowed, forcing a laugh. “Nah, dude. Just busy.”

He stepped closer, close enough that the heat from his body pushed against mine. “Sure about that?” His eyes dragged down me and back up, slow, deliberate.

The hum of the machines filled the silence between us. My pulse thudded in my ears.

“I mean,” he added, voice dropping lower, “you remember last night, right? Wasn’t just me.”

I froze, every muscle tight. “Yeah,” I admitted, barely above a whisper.

Nate’s smirk deepened. He reached out and gave my shoulder a quick pat — the kind of casual move he’d done a hundred times before. But this time his hand didn’t pull away. His fingers lingered, pressing lightly, sliding over the curve of my arm like he was testing the excuse of the gesture. Friendly turned into something else, something heavier, before I even realized it.

For a moment we just stood there, the air buzzing, our eyes locked. Then he leaned in, so close I could feel his breath against my cheek.

“Tell me you don’t want this, bro,” he murmured.

I couldn’t. I didn’t.

Before I could second-guess it, I leaned in too. Our mouths collided — rough, clumsy, desperate. His hand tangled in my shirt, pulling me closer, pressing me against the warm metal of the dryer. The vibration buzzed up my back, mixing with the heat of his body against mine.

We kissed harder, teeth scraping, breath harsh, like we’d both been holding it back too long. His hips ground into mine, the friction making me gasp into his mouth.

The hum of the machines kept going, steady and loud, covering the sounds we were making — but all I could think about was how close the rest of the house was, how easily someone could walk in. That danger only made it hotter.

I feel Nate’s hand tighten around my hip, his grip firm and insistent, pulling me closer to him. The laundry room is dim, the fluorescent light flickering weakly, casting long shadows across the piles of clothes and the worn linoleum floor. It’s a mundane setting, but in this moment, it feels like the center of the universe.

Our bodies press together, the rough fabric of our clothes creating a friction that heightens every sensation. I can feel the coarse cotton of his shirt against my chest, the denim of his jeans brushing against my thighs. The air between us crackles with electricity, a spark that ignites a fire deep within my core. Every point of contact, every inch of skin that touches his, sends a jolt through me. It’s raw, primal, and utterly consuming.

Our kisses deepen, mouths hungry and desperate. His tongue tangles with mine, tasting of mint and something distinctly him—a flavor that makes my head spin. Our breaths mingle in quick, ragged gasps, fueling the flames of our passion. I can feel his heart racing against my chest, matching the frantic beat of my own. The world narrows to this—his lips, his touch, the overwhelming need that pulses between us.

As we kiss, I become acutely aware of the bulge in his shorts, his erection thick and heavy, brushing against my own through the layers of clothing. The sensation is overwhelming, a jolt of electricity that shoots straight to my core. My cock twitches in response, trapped within the confines of my shorts, throbbing with a need that’s both urgent and desperate. The fabric of our clothes does little to dull the intensity; if anything, it heightens it, the roughness of denim and cotton adding a raw edge to every brush, every grind.

The smell of detergent and sweat mingles in the air, a raw, masculine aroma that heightens our arousal. It’s a scent that speaks to our primal desires, a reminder of the animalistic nature of our passion. I breathe it in deeply, letting it fuel the fire that’s raging within me. The hum of the dryer, the flicker of the light, the faint scent of fabric softener—it all fades into the background as the only thing that matters is the heat building between us.

Nate’s hand moves down, gripping my hip possessively as he grinds against me. The rhythm intensifies, our hips moving in sync, the fabric of our shorts tightening around our throbbing cocks. My fingers dig into his shirt, anchoring myself to him as the heat builds, unstoppable. I can feel the muscles in his back tense as he presses against me, his need mirroring my own.

Our breaths grow ragged, the tension coiling tighter with each passing moment. I’m lost in the sensation, the overwhelming pleasure that threatens to consume me. Nate’s lips trail down my neck, his teeth grazing my skin as he nips and sucks, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. I shudder, my head falling back as I expose my neck to him, a silent plea for more. His hand moves down, cupping my ass as he pulls me closer, our erections grinding together through the thin fabric of our clothes.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Nate growls against my skin, his voice rough and needy.

“You have no idea,” I pant, my voice hoarse with desire.

Our hips move in a frantic rhythm, the friction between our bodies sending sparks of pleasure through my veins. I’m teetering on the edge, my body poised for release, when Nate’s mouth finds mine again. Our tongues clash as we surrender to the moment. The tension snaps, the coil unwinding as we both climax, the release explosive and messy. I can feel the hot spurts of cum soaking into my shorts, the sensation overwhelming as my body shakes with the force of my orgasm. Nate’s body jerks against mine, his own release mirroring my own; our cum mingling as it soaks into our clothes.

We stay locked together, breathless, foreheads pressed against each other as the hum of the dryer fills the silence. Our bodies sag, spent and heavy, the weight of what just happened settling between us. I can feel the stickiness of my cum, a reminder of
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