

Leaving Her For Him

“I can’t,” I mutter, his strong hand squeezing my crotch. My best friend, Nate, slid his hand up my chest, my back pressed against the wall.

“Why not?” Nate asked, pinning my arms over my head. I can hear the party upstairs, the rest of the world unaware of the two of us down here. My girlfriend is equally unaware. She’s probably drunk and flirting with some guy she just met, just like last time, and as I shake that image from my mind all I can see is Nate’s thirsty eyes looking into mine. Could I do this? My girlfriend clearly had no respect for relationships, why should I? But… this is Nate… my best friend… another man. Could I? Should I?

“Because,” I said, looking away, “I’m not… I’m not gay.” I dropped my arms, waiting for him to respond.

“It’s not about being gay,” said Nate, “It’s about what feels good.” Nate rubbed his hand once again between my legs. “And feeling how hard you are, I’d say it must feel pretty damn good.”

I swallowed, bracing myself, it did feel good, I couldn’t lie about that. My cock throbbed with desire each time he ran his fingers across my trousers, there was no hiding that. But that didn’t have to mean anything, did it?

“I don’t know, I just-”

Nate let go of me, and in some way, I wish he didn’t. Wishing he would just go for it, and take me, but he had too much respect for me to do that, he would wait until I said ‘do it.’ Nate took a step back, giving me my space, space that deep down I wanted him to occupy.

“When are you going to realize these girls your chasing… they don’t care about you, have never been there for you, not like…. We’ve remained by each other’s side through it all, it just makes sense we… doesn’t it?”

Nate waited for my response. My cock twitching, stiff pointing directly at Nate, directing me towards who I knew I should be with but had such a hard time accepting was right.

“I don’t know,” I said, “What if… what if this changes things.” I didn’t want our relationship to change, I loved the way things were between us.

“It won’t change anything, not really. The only difference is… more sex than you could ever imagine.”

Sure that sounded great. I knew if it was him and I, we wouldn’t hold anything back. We knew all about each other’s preferences, experiences, everything… really there was nothing to hide.

“What if we start small, just a handjob,” Nate took a step closer, “nothing romantic, nothing serious… just a little massage. And if it doesn’t work for you, we can forget it ever happened.”

The voice inside my head screamed ‘yes,’ but getting the word out wasn’t exactly easy. But if I continued to say nothing the moment would pass and I had to wonder if I would ever get this opportunity again.

“Close your eyes if you want, pretend it isn’t me if that helps. But aren’t you dying to know…”

“I- I am,” I said, admitting my true feelings.

“Do it,” I said, taking hold of Nate’s wrist and placing his hand back between my legs, “I want this,” I exhaled, relaxing.

Nate fiddled with the button on my jeans, unzipping my pants. I closed my eyes as he shimmied my boxers down my legs, my hard cock jumping out. I could hear him spit into the palm of his hand. His wet palm gripping my shaft, sliding his fingers around my tip.

“Oh fuck,” I sighed, his hand feeling so good on my cock.

“Doesn’t that feel nice,” said Nate, his sloppy fingers stroking my shaft.

“Fuck, it does,” I groaned, eyes tightly shut, my breathing growing heavier. I could feel his spit dripping down onto my cock, coating me, making it sloppy wet. Nate slid his hands on and off, one after the other. My body tensing, I clutched my fists holding in the need to cum. For whatever reason, I just couldn’t allow myself that release, I just couldn’t.

Nate took notice of how tense I became, bringing me right on the edge as I struggled against it.

“Come on,” said Nate, working the tip of my cock faster and faster, giving his all to force the cum out of me. “Blow that load, let yourself feel good.”

Harder and harder he stroked my dick, the pleasure so overwhelming, no matter how hard I fought it, I knew I wouldn’t win, I wanted this… wanted to blow my sticky load all over and let it all come spilling out of me.

“Fuck, I’m gonna…”

Cum erupted out of my cock, pulsating out in thick sticky streams. I hunched forward, my teeth clenched, growling as I released myself. I opened my eyes for the first time, Nate standing before me, a self-satisfied smile etched across his face.

“So how was that?” He asked.

“So fucking good,” I said, trying to catch my breath, pulling my boxers back up.

“See, I told you, you would enjoy it. Nothing to worry about. Whenever you want more, just let me know,” said Nate.

I nodded silently, I had so much to think about. And even after exploding, with my mind clear and the horniness no longer in control, I still felt this was the right choice.

I was beginning to worry that the two of us might have been down here too long. That someone upstairs might be looking for us, wondering where we were, growing suspicious. This, of course, I’m sure, was all in my mind. I asked around if anyone saw Lisa, my girlfriend. My question however was met only with shrugs.

That’s when I found her, on her back, some guy I didn’t know on top of her, driving his cock in and out of her pussy. I said nothing, neither one of them aware that I had opened the door. I simply backed away and left them to it. What did it matter, I knew this would happen, it happened before. Perhaps that’s why I let Nate do what he did. Maybe I wasn’t really into him or wanted his touch, maybe I just wanted to get back at Lisa… maybe…

After the party, life went on as usual. I ignored Lisa’s calls, knowing there was no point in interacting with her, there was nothing to salvage nothing there that I cared for. It wasn’t losing Lisa that kept me up at night. It was thoughts of Nate, of that moment we shared. I couldn’t shake it from my mind. I would replay it over and over again, and each time I pictured it in my head, my cock throbbed. I tried looking at porn, thinking maybe pictures of stunningly beautiful women would help me get over it. But they did absolutely nothing for me. It wasn’t until I gave up in frustration and played with myself, eyes closed, pretending it was Nate touching me that I would finally feel that sweet orgasmic release.

I hadn’t talked with Nate since the party. This technically isn’t anything too out of the ordinary, we sometimes go days without talking, knowing that the moment we talk again, it’s like nothing’s changed. That’s what I liked most about our relationship, we knew, in the end, the other was always there. We didn’t need to be in constant communication to know that.

That’s when I got a call from Nate. I quickly answered the phone, not having anything else to do.

“What’s up?” I answered.

“Nothing, I’m bored. Want to come over?” Asked Nate. I took pause, probably thinking way too much into what he was asking.

“You still not talking to Lisa?” He asked before I had a chance to say anything else.

“That is correct,” I said.

“So come over, what else you’ve got to do?”

“I suppose nothing… I’ll be over in a bit,” I said.

Usually, I would just grab my keys and head out the door, it was Nate after all. This time, I found myself heading into the shower, shaving, all that jazz before leaving. I knew why I was doing it, of course, I just didn’t want to say it out loud. Even if this was going to be more than just the two of us hanging out like normal, I knew Nate couldn’t care less how I looked or dressed, but still, I wanted to look nice, I just did.

Nate always left his door open for me, and today wasn’t any different. I let myself in, not seeing any sign of Nate. I shrugged it off and headed into his kitchen. For the first time in forever,  I was feeling nervous about being in his house. I needed something to occupy myself with, so I scoured his cabinets for a snack.

“There you are,” said Nate, his hand placed on my shoulder, catching me off guard, the bag of potato chips flying out of my hands. “Whoa, why so jumpy?”

“Huh? Oh, no reason… just didn’t see you there is all,” I said.

Nate raised a suspicious eyebrow, “well alright,” his hand slinking away from my shoulder.

I shook my head. I was lying of course. I had so much on my mind. All of it because of him. Because of how he made me feel. How good it felt to have him touching me. Why did I even come over? I knew why, deep down I knew the reason, I wanted more of what we did that night at the party.

“No,” I said, “it’s not alright.”

“What is it? Tell me, did I-”

“No no, you did nothing wrong. I- I came here because I want you,” I said, blurting the words out. A wave of relief rushing over me. “I. Want. You.” I said once more, looking him in the eyes, not turning away from what I felt inside, for the first time in forever trying to embrace who I truly am, what I truly want.

Nate nodded, smiling, “I’m okay with that, you know I’m okay with that.”

“I do, of course I do… but… Lisa, I-”

“I thought you were finished with her,” said Nate, picking the bag of chips off the floor.

I was finished with her, well internally that is. “I never officially ended it, too painful. I just… I want to get back at her… that wasn’t the first time she cheated on me, I want to stick it to her. Does that make me a bad person?”

Nate shrugged his shoulders, casually popping a potato chip into his mouth, “I don’t know, probably. But to hell with it, if you want to get back at her, let’s do it.”

“What? You mean, you and I?”

“Yeah,” said Nate, rolling the bag of chips up, putting them back in the cupboard, “Me and you, together.” He placed a hand on my cheek, his thumb caressing, “Together.”

I took a big gulp of nothing. I didn’t have the balls to do anything drastic. I wanted to, but that just wasn’t me, at least I never saw myself that way. Nate reached into my pocket, fiddling around for something.

“Whoa, what are you doing,” I smirked, giving him the eye.

“There it is,” Nate pulled out my cellphone.

“Oh, you were only looking for my… ahem… right, of course.”

“Don’t you worry,” Nate pursed my lips together, “I’ll be searching for this,” he give my crotch a squeeze, in just a minute. But first, call her,” Nate tossed the phone at me.

“What? No, I can’t… what do I even say?”

“Don’t worry about that, just dial, I’ll give you all the confidence you need. You want to stick it to her right? Well, what better way than by sticking it to me,” Nate winked, slinking down onto his knees. Nate let out a heavy exhale, his fingers nimbly working my belt off, sliding it through the loops, the buckle clanking against the kitchen tile as the belt slipped from his hands. Nate shimmied my boxers off, my cock already hard for him.

“You can do this,” said Nate, pressing his lips to my tip. A shiver of pleasure ran up my spine. Fuck, I can do this. Fuck, I’m really going to do this. Before I knew it I had the cellphone resting between my head and shoulder, my fingers gripping the counter, legs buckling as Nate’s fingers teased the underside of my cock.

“Hello? Hello?” It was Lisa’s voice. I bit my lip, Nate popping his wet mouth off my cock.

“Say something,” said Nate, diving back in for another taste of my cock. A moan of pleasure escaped my lips, as Nate wrapped his mouth around my shaft.

“What’s that noise? Why did you call me?”

Nate nodded at me, my cock still in his mouth, moving up and down along with him, his way of telling me to speak. Nate forced himself deeper down my shaft, taking my cock down his throat.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, “that feels good.”

“What the hell is going?” Asked Lisa, starting to sound rather agitated. “Are- are you with another girl, if you’re with someone else I swear-”

“Fuck, I’m- No, I’m not with another girl,” I said.

“Good,” said Lisa, “Cause you’d be lost without me.”

“I’m with Nate,” I said as Nate cupped my balls giving them a gentle squeeze, “And he gives better head than you do,” I tried to stifle my laughter but couldn’t manage. I buried my face in the crook of my elbow. Nate was equally as delighted with my comeback, giving me a thumbs-up, spit drooling over his lips and down my shaft.

“He what? What are you talking about. You need to come over right now,” demanded Lisa.

“Sorry, can you wait until after I cum? Fuck… he’s really good,” I reached down, stroking Nates hair, lifting his chin so his eyes met mine.

“I don’t believe you, get over here now,” continued Lisa.

“I’ll send you a picture,” I said.

Nate bit his lip trying to keep himself quiet, not wanting to ruin the surprise. “Do it,” Nate whispered, sticking his tongue out, holding it against my throbbing cock, positioning it for me to take a perfect picture.

“Alright, you should get it in just a-”

“What the fuck! You perv! So what are you gay now?”

“Better gay than with you,” I laughed.

“I don’t believe this,” shouted Lisa.

“You don’t? Should I send another picture.”

After that, Nate and I couldn’t hold our laughter in any longer. The two of us madly cackling like mischievous teenagers. I ended the call and tossed the phone onto the counter. Fuck, I felt like I was on top of the world, like I could do anything. And what I wanted to do more than anything, was Nate.

“That was fucking awesome,” said Nate, giving me a high five, “fuck that bitch, right?”

“Right,” I nodded in agreement.

“Come on,” Nate gave my cock another tug, “let’s go to my room.”

I grabbed my phone from off the counter, picked up my trousers, and followed behind Nate. I felt like I did the first time a woman ever invited me into my room. Hell, I felt even better than that. This wasn’t just some woman. This was my best friend, the man I knew for years and years.

“Get over here,” Nate pulled me in, kissing my lips. The moment our lips touched, my head filled with intensity. Our first kiss, and just like my very first, I savored that moment, savored the taste of him. My heart happily beating in my chest for the first time in what felt like an eternity. This was what I had been missing my whole life. Trying to fill that hole with women and other pointless distractions, realizing now how mistaken I had been. That what I wanted, what I truly wanted has always been right there in front of me. Possibly even waiting for me, how long I wondered, how long did Nate want this. However long it was, his patience was about to pay off because he had me, fully and completely I was going to be his.

Nate shoved me onto his bed, my body sinking into his soft bed sheets. Nate straddled on top of me, lifting my shirt off over my head and then removed his own. I glided my hands across his strong chest, pressing my fingers into those muscles. His strength, so securing, so comforting. There was no guessing with Nate, no wonder whose side he was on, he looked out for me and I him. Nothing like the women I dated in the past, like all those forgetful faces that came before him.

The two of us rolled around in his sheets, stripping down for each other bit by bit, until the two of us were fully naked, naked and alone together, the rest of the outside world nothing more than a blur, a memory, easily forgotten and no longer required for my happiness. All that I required now was Nate, this man who filled my body and mind with pleasure unlike any other.

“I want,” Nate whispered the words, his breath tickling my ears, “I want you inside me.”

My eyes went wide, not with shock or fear but with delight and wonder. There was nothing left for me to question and everything for me to take, and Nate willingly handed it all over.

I nodded, “Fuck.. Please,” I tossed my head back. Nate’s slick fingers sloshing up and down over my sloppy cock. He hovered above my cock, teasing my dripping cock against his tight hole and then… my phone rang.

“It’s Lisa,” I laughed, “she’s calling again.” I shoved the phone underneath the pillow, deciding to ignore it.

“She’s just jealous I get this hard cock all to myself,” said Nate, stretching his hole open, just a little, working the tip of my cock in and then pulling it out.

“Mmhmm,” I moaned, my cock pulsating with pleasure each time he went to press it inside, teasingly removing it at the last second, right before sinking all the way down.

The phone rang another three times. I never saw Lisa this desperate before, somehow I actually managed to get to her. But I didn’t care about that anymore. Why would I? I had Nate, I was inches away from being inside of him.

“Answer it,” said Nate, “You know she won’t stop until you do.”

And so I answered, “What now?” I asked, biting down on my lip, my spit covered cock sinking into Nate. “Oh fuck, that’s good,” I growled, Nate lowering down my thick shaft, taking me inch by inch until my cock pressed its way all the way inside.

“I’m trying to talk to you here, like an adult,” said Lisa, I put her on speaker so the both of us could enjoy her desperation.

“Sorry but I’m a bit busy fucking Nate at the moment… fuck yes,” I cried out, Nate bouncing himself up and down my shaft, his strong hands pinning my shoulders to the mattress.

“Give me that fucking cock,” Nate growled, my thick shaft stretching out his tight hole.

“Fuck, he’s so much tighter than you ever were,” I clutched the bed sheets, holding the pleasure in. Nate worked my dick like no woman before, rode me like a champ. His body slapping against mine each time he lifted himself up and came slamming back down. The sounds of our love echoing off his walls, filling our ears, and surely Lisa’s as well.

“Stop calling,” I said, “Or do you wanna hear me finish,” I nodded to Nate, letting him know how close to erupting I was.

I stopped paying attention to the phone call, I had no idea whether Lisa remained on the line or not. My focus directed itself solely onto the pleasure given to me by Nate.

“Cum inside me,” said Nate, gripping my shoulders, riding me faster and harder, his hole tightening around my cock, ready to milk every drop out of me.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I lurched up, wrapping my arms around Nat’es strong back, holding tightly to him as I released myself, streams of cum pulsating out of my spent cock, filling his ass up.

Nate slid himself off my cock, nestling up into me. He grabbed the phone, “Goodbye,” and like that tossed it off the bed. Cum continued to drip out of my twitching cock, cum leaking down Nates thighs, the two of us basking in the afterglow of our naughty behavior.

“I want this forever,” I said.

“Good, because I can do this forever,” added Nate.

“Mmm, that’s right, you haven’t cum yet.”

Nate shook his head.

“Bring that cock over here, let me finish you off.”

It didn’t take much to get Nate to cum for me. Taking my cock had already brought him so close to release. I stroked his hard dick over my chest, begging for him to spill his load. And Nate graciously did, blowing his cum onto my chest, covering me in his sticky white cream.

“You hungry?” Asked Nate.

“Hell yeah.”

“What do you say we go to the bar for some burgers and beer?”

“I can go for a nice meaty hamburger,” I said, giving his cock a yank.
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