Brotherly Love

by Allen Baker

We were a strange family: emotionally close, but geographically dispersed.  That(s why I hadn(t seen Joel for nearly twelve years.  I was in third grade when he left for college clear across country.  Because of the distance, he stayed there summers and worked.  He married a college classmate over the weekend I had the mumps and was left at home.  He even stayed on the West coast for his first employment.  And so, he just wasn(t here when I informed my parents I was gay.  I(m sure he was told about it, but we(d just never had an opportunity to talk, ya know?

So when I came home afer summer school right before my junior year at college, we were practically strangers.  He was there because his marriage evaporated about the same time as his job in silicone valley.  He was thirty years old, out of work, dumped by his woman, depressed, and adorably hunky.

I just had to cheer him up.  I felt it was my duty, ya know?

At first I could tell he just didn(t know what to make of me.  I(m not feminine by any means.  Definitely not his stereotyped image of homo.  Actually, I(m more of a bear type.  More ruff and tumble than swish.  But I also make no bones about being gay.  I had been out of the closet for nearly five years, so I was very at ease in my skin.  But he must not have had much opportunity to be in gay company before.  He didn(t quite know where to look or put his hands.  Inwardly, I was amused at his struggle of how to act around me.

And since we were to share a room for those couple of weeks, he quickly learned much about me.  Like the facts that I never wear underwear and don(t own pajamas.  That my nipples are pierced and so is my dick.  Boy was that hard for Joel not to stand with his jaw dropped open.  And he managed not to stare directly, but his eyes kept coming back for another look.  It took him a full week to finally ask, (Didn(t that hurt?(
So at last we talked about my orientation.  We weren(t three minutes into the discussion before I knew he was also gay.  And I also could tell he didn(t know it yet.  I chuckled at the realization, and he gave me a questioning look that I ignored.  But his inquiries and eager attitude shrieked of latency.  I figured this sexy man would be mine before the fortnight was out.  My mission was to seduce my older bother.  I was certain I would rise to the challenge.

Once the lights were out that night, I lay still until I was sure that he was relaxed and on the verge of sleep but still attuned to sound.  That(s when I began to stroke myself.  Nothing obvious.  Just a gentle, trying-to-keep-the-noise-down hand job.  But of course, the closer I got the more labored and loud my breathing.  And the more excited I became the less heedful I was of the noise level.  The covers crumpled, the bedsprings squeaked, and there was the unmistakable slippery sound of skin against moist skin.

I didn(t cry out with the climax.  But the restrained grunts and spastic movements had to tell him what was going on.  And I could tell he was listening because his breathing had totally stopped.  He was holding his breath to restrain himself.  I flooded my sheets and contentedly drifted off knowing full well that he wouldn(t be able to go to sleep right away after listening to that.  I wouldn(t make a move yet.  Just let him think about it, ya know?.

The next weekend our parents were away -- the opportunity was just too good to pass up.  I knew about when to expect him and had Carl drop over shortly before.   Joel walked into our bedroom and stopped dead in his tracks.  Carl was mid-stride with pumping his magnificent cock into my ass and never missed a beat.  I was kneeling on the bed and looked back over my shoulder into Joel(s shocked face.  They(d never met, so Carl had no idea who Joel was.  But that didn(t stop him.  He just grinned and told Joel to shed the duds and join right in.

Joel didn(t say a word, just blushed, shook his head a little and backed out into the hallway.  I nearly broke up laughing.  It was just the reaction I(d expected.  Boy was I able to predict my brother.  I heard him move downstairs and into the kitchen.

After our shower, Carl left, and I sauntered into the kitchen wrapped in a towel.  He was sitting at the table with a cup of coffee.  I just grabbed a mug and poured myself some.  I straddled a backwards chair and let myself dangle into sight.  He fought staring at my exposed crotch and crossed his legs to hide the condition of his own.

It was time to make my move.  (You shouldn(t have been so shy, Joel.  Carl would have loved for you to join us.(
(I ... ah ... no.  I never did ... I mean, with a guy ... ah, no.  No.(
I let him mumble himself to an awkward stop and then allowed the silence to accumulate.  I let it drag on between us until he couldn(t stand it any more.

(I never dreamed guys would ... well, you know ...  I just thought they would, I don(t know, masturbate or ... or maybe a blow job ...(
Again he stumbled over his tongue and let his voice go to nothing as he stared at the table top.  (You liked what he did?(
(Oh, Joel, (liked( doesn(t even come close to it.  You just don(t know the half.  You(ve never had sex until you(d had an experienced guy make love to you.  He knows just how it feels and just what to do to give the ultimate experience.  You(re missing out, bro.(
He looked up, but couldn(t look me in the eye.  He focused on the ring in my left nipple.  (Do you ... did you ever ... well, do the same thing to him?(
(You mean, fuck his ass?(  I believe in calling a spade a spade.  (Naw, Carl(s a total top.  But I do fuck other guys.  I like getting fucked better, but I(m willing to reciprocate if the scene(s right.(
He didn(t respond.  He just stared at the shiny jewelry on my chest.  Slowly I reached up and nonchalantly fingered it.  His mouth parted a bit and his breathing got heavier.  I let my hand slowly move down to tickle the hair around my navel.  His eyes followed.

(How long has it been since you got laid, Joel?  I bet you(re really horny, aren(t ya?  I bet those nuts of yours are full of spunk.  You need to unload (em, I bet.(
He didn(t answer, but he placed both feet on the floor and spread his knees.  He was getting hypnotized by the caressing hand on my abdomen and the gentle lull of my speech.

I let my hand dip down to the towel line.  The tips of my fingers slipped under the edge.  (It(s wonderful, Joel.  Having a guy(s lips wrap around your hard cock.  A great mouth is better than any cunt.  That tongue swirls around the rim of your dickhead and excites all those sensitive nerve endings, sets them tingling.  Ever had a tongue graze across your asshole?  It makes me quiver just to think about it.(
My entire hand was beneath the towel.   I grasped myself and rubbed the head of my prick across the underside of the towel.  His eyes followed the path of the bulge in my towel as he licked his dry upper lip.  I pulled out my hand and loosened the towel.  (Why don(t we go back upstairs, Joel?  There(s a lot this younger brother can teach you.(
I reached over and took hold of his arm and stood up.  The towel came undone and started to slip off.  I grabbed it and flung it over my shoulder.  Joel couldn(t help himself.  He had to stare at my very hard, bobbing cock.  It(s angry red appearance mesmerized him, charmed him  He didn(t comment, just let me pull him from the chair and escort him up to our bedroom.  There, I stood close and stared into his eyes as I began to unbutton his shirt.  My hard cock left lines of moisture across the front of his jeans as it grazed against his front.  I pulled his shirt back over his shoulders and lowered my lips to his chest.  There was a sharp intake of breath when I gently nipped at his nipple.  I tongued it and sucked it to erection.  It aroused nicely to a quarter-inch depth.  By then he was beginning to breath hard.

(That feels great, doesn(t it, Joel?  Bet you didn(t know your tits were such a turn on, did ya?  That(s nothin( to what(s comin(, bro.(  Slowly I slipped my tongue through his chest hair and down to his innie.  I pushed my tongue in to clean out the lint.  Then I began to fuck his deep navel with the tip of my tongue as I sucked his belly.  That elicited his first pleasurable moan.  In it I heard the last bit of his resistance slide away.

I knelt to unbuckle his belt and slide his jeans down his thighs.  He shuddered when his boxer-covered pole flipped up to slap my chin.  That was the first indication I had of his massive size.  Without even seeing it, I could tell it had to be at least ten inches of very thick manhood.  Then it was my turn to shiver.  He didn(t resist as I sat him on the edge of the bed and pulled off his loafers and jeans.  Then I pushed him back and lay down beside him.  Looking deep in his slightly dazed eyes, I leaned in to give him a man-kiss.  For the first time, he felt a whisker-stubbled face against his own, a masculine tongue slither past his lips and graze his teeth.  His response was delayed, but suddenly passionate.  For the first time his arms became active and wrapped themselves around my torso.  Our tongues dueled and both were victors.  His earlier moans became insistent groans and urgent guttural pleas.  His fingernails scraped my back and came to rest on my butt cheeks.  There, his hands began to knead into my ass muscles as he pulled me on top of him and ground his fabric-coated groin into mine.

He went nuts when my mouth found his ear tongued saliva into his canal.  I felt his dick lurch against mine.  It was time to ditch the boxers.  I didn(t move off him, just reached down and grabbed the waist band.  With a mighty tug, they ripped free.  We felt each other(s lap skins touch, and things got sticky.  We smeared dick snot against each other and slithered our bodies through the mingled slime.  I finally pulled my mouth away from his face and slid down his body.  The closer my mouth got to his pubes, the louder he moaned.

I bypassed his prick and ran my tongue down the crease between his thigh and his ballsack.  The pouch crinkled and pulled away in response.  I used my oral cavity to suction his nuts back to the bottom of his bag while he caressed the back of my head.  I trapped his nuts behind my teeth and pulled my head back, stretching the tether that connected them to his body.  The pouch thinned and stretched.  I nibbled on his scrotum as he bucked in new-found pleasure.

I finally let them slip out with a plop and headed for his main male item.  I slide my mouth to the base of his magnificent prick and began to wet it down.  I worked my way up his dick, following well-bloated veins.  Joel(s prod presented a new challenge.  I slipped its massive uncut head into my mouth and held still.  His cock bucked and throbbed.  He cried out in disbelief at the sensations.  I let it marinate in my saliva as he adjusted to the new feeling.  Then I gently slipped my tongue into the puckered opening of his foreskin and flicked at his head.  I was rewarded with a gush of precum and the taste of his cheesy rim.  He whimpered in delight.

Slowly my mouth began to adjust to his proportions, and I began to motion myself up and down, lower and lower onto his shaft.  Soon I had planted my nose in his crotch hair.  His prick throbbed way past my tonsils.  His hands found the back of my head and his hips began an unconscious movement beneath me.  I held still and let him pleasure himself.  I figured it wouldn(t take long, and it didn(t.  I felt his nuts pull away from my palm and tighten themselves close to his root.  His dick went from rigid to steel.  One last push and he stopped pumping his hips.  He shouted out and flooded my gullet, feeding my stomach with his creamy jism.

As he lay still in recovery, I felt his dick loose the rock but remain rigid.  That had only been round one.  Round two was on its way.

When his breathing returned to normal, I took his hand and placed it on my fuckstick.  He didn(t resist, but was obviously uneasy.  I slowly guided his fist up and down my pole a few times until he decided he liked the feel, then I eased my hand away.  I let him stroke a few minutes, then pulled his face to my chest.  I wanted him to get used to using his mouth on a man.  Soon he was slurping and gnawing at my nips.  I placed my hands on his shoulders and applied gentle downward pressure.  Immediately Joel sensed my intent and tensed in resistance.  I knew his mind was reluctant to accepting the idea of being a cocksucker.  But I increased the pressure on his shoulders, and he slowly caved to his natural urges to let my dick explore his mouth.

Actually, once his face was at a level with my crotch, I don(t think I could have stopped him, ya know?  He switched allegiances dramatically and began giving my groin a tongue lashing.  The rough surface licked out at my ball sack and grazed against the underside of my dick.  I moaned in grateful response, encouraging him to continue.  He did.  He slurped my nuts into his mouth and mashed them about.  He sucked them deep and nearly gagged as my low hangers filled the back of his mouth and cut off his air supply.

I finally had to retrieve them and set him on to his next goal.  He lodged his lips behind the rim of my dick and used his tongue to taste my nectar.  I felt him probe into my slit and swirl around the edge of my flange and suck on the ring in my prince albert.  I shivered in delight.  He made it feel so good.  I placed my hands on the back of his head and encouraged him to continue his exploration downward.  He took a full mouthful, but I didn(t press for deeper.  There would be another day for that.  All in good time.

When I was at the whimper stage, I suddenly extracted myself and abruptly rolled Joel onto his stomach.  I used my knees to insinuate my body between his legs and dropped my face to his crack.  His genuine shock immediately turned to delight as he felt a mouth on his virgin hole for the very first time.  He was soon groaning and mashing his crotch into the bed sheets.

He actually verbalized regret when I withdrew my magic tongue.  His ass followed me up into the air, begging for more.  He was about to get more than he expected.  I spat on my cock and rubbed the slobber around to slick it up some more.  I placed the head of my prong at his ass opening, and suddenly he appeared to change his mind.  His hips tried to disappear into the bed.  I paid no attention.  I forced his face into the pillow to muffle his protests and screams as I popped my end cap into his casing.  I was compassionate enough to hold still for a bit and give him a chance to adjust.  But soon my libido overrode my brain, and I gave way to lust.  I buried myself into him and he cried out into the pillow.  I could no longer contain my desire.  I fucked my brother(s cherry away forever.  I fucked with a mindless drive that had concern for a partner.  And soon he was responding like a sleazy bitch in heat.  We bucked and moaned and screwed to a fantastic mutual climax.  I flooded his ass, and he flooded the sheets.

And so it was that Joel and I finally became very close brothers.  Ya know, I sometimes wonder who seduced who that day.  Oh sure, I showed him the ropes of male sex, but it was my bro(s body that enticed me to action.    I guess it doesn(t really matter.  The only thing of consequence is that it happened, ya know?

