Simon Seville sighed as he entered his brother’s college one quiet evening. Alvin, it seemed, would always be full of surprises. First, dissatisfied by his skill as a high school senior, the red-clad, young munk had chosen the arts over football. Around the same time, the bespectacled genius had confessed his true feelings and was stunned to find them reciprocated. Now, a year later, the rambunctious redhead had invited him to a public painting class his college was hosting, even though his major was music.

Perhaps, Simon considered, his brother just wanted someone to come with him. Alvin was never that shy, though; it had to be something else. As he entered the spacious classroom, the blue-clad brainiac eyed the event’s other participants, who sat on stools arranged in a wide circle. Easels had been set up by each seat, along with brushes and a supply of oil paint. The only thing missing, it seemed, was…

Alvin.

The young chemist swallowed hard as he took his seat; his brother entering the room beside a woman whose appearance screamed ‘art enthusiast’. She spoke with, unsurprisingly, a European accent.

“Ladies and gentlemen, your model for this evening, one of our own students: Alvin Seville!”

Alvin stepped out from behind her, letting a long, red robe slip slowly off his body. Simon’s breath caught in his throat, and his pulse quickly reached a crescendo. Never in his wildest dreams had he expected Alvin to be so fit, muscular and toned. His thick, flaccid cock, while shorter than expected, tempted him as it hung openly, front and center. And above it all sat that ever-present ballcap, bright red and backwards as usual. A ripe cherry atop a tall, hot munk sundae.

Any further introduction was drowned out by the sound of his own pulse. Simon tried desperately to calm himself; his own member already at half-mast. He struggled to breathe as the class continued, doing his best to compose a presentable painting. Thirty minutes seemed an eternity, but eventually, mercifully, the class concluded. Alvin beckoned him to the back, where a set of clothes lay waiting.

“So, you’ve seen my masterpiece. Show me yours,” he teased, starting to dress. Simon hesitated, his brother donning a red t-shirt and white briefs in the intervening time. The taller boy tensed at the sight; the soft undergarments clinging tightly to his boyfriend’s frame. They were, admittedly, his favorite.

“Well, I doubt it does the source material justice, but…” Simon stammered, turning over the painting. Alvin examined it briefly, pulling on a pair of socks

“Not bad for your first time,” he toyed, “But you have a dirty mind. My phallus is more detailed than my face.” Simon blushed hotly; had he really stared so much?

“W-Well, I-!”

Alvin pressed a finger to his brother’s lips.

“Relax, Si,” he smiled, “It was a joke.” How, Simon wondered, could the redhead calm him with a single touch? Perhaps, he considered, he craved the shorter boy far more than he’d thought. Speaking of Alvin, the mischievous model had now pulled on a pair of sneakers, stuffing his jeans into a school bag.

“W-What are you planning now?” Simon stammered, eyes glued to the shorter munk’s crotch.

“Oh, just making sure you’re good and hard by the time we get home,” Alvin purred, slinging his back over one shoulder. His brother was clearly quite apprehensive.

“What if someone sees you?” he asked, nervous. Alvin rolled his eyes.

“I just posed naked for a group of strangers,” he pointed out, “Besides, it’s like half a block away. Come on.” Simon blushed as his brother led the way outside; soft, white cotton on full display. The blue-clad brainiac was in over his head; his own pants completely tented. Traffic of all kinds was sparse once they left campus, the edge of which sat only a few yards from the building. Suddenly, Alvin slowed and pulled his brother into a nearby alley; wrapping his arms around the tall, handsome drink of water.

“W-What are you doing?” Simon stammered. It was his turn to be ogled.

“You look so pent up in those jeans; it’s almost painful to watch,” Alvin spoke, his voice dripping with faux concern, “I think you need some breathing room.” The shorter boy grasped his brother’s pants, fiddling with the button, and was pleasantly surprised by the lack of resistance. His brother, likely frozen in shock, watched almost helplessly as his jeans were quickly removed. Stuffing the garment in his its owner’s bag, Alvin grasped the front of his boyfriend’s briefs and smiled.

“See, these are much more flexible,” he smiled. Simon blushed hotly; his brother was incredibly forward.

“And indecent,” he countered, “We could get arrested!” Alvin wrapped an arm around his boyfriend and pulled him close, leading him towards their home.

“That’s the fun of it,” he smiled, “Besides, our apartment’s just around the corner.” Simon swallowed hard as they neared the complex; perhaps his brother was right. They entered from the side, avoiding unnecessary attention, and quickly arrived at their unit. Once inside, Alvin tossed his bag on the sofa and quickly slipped out of his clothes. Left in only his sneakers, he turned and gasped in shock.

Clearly pent up, Simon had also stripped naked; his tall, dreamy physique on full display. He boasted a surprising amount of muscle, though- save for a stunning six pack- it wasn’t entirely defined. Even more impressive, however, was the mammoth hunk of manliness hanging between the nerdy munk’s legs. It was not quite so thick as its stubby sibling but stood proudly at almost twice the size.

“You’ve been asking for a pounding all night,” Simon growled, stepping forward, “I hope you’re ready.” Alvin inhaled sharply, his pulse accelerating as he backed slowly away.

“I-I’m not so sure…” he stammered, the tables turned. His bespectacled brother smirked.

“Not so cocky when there’s a bigger man in the room, huh?” he toyed, pushing his brother against the wall. Alvin shook his head, and- though he was almost terrified- his cock throbbed eagerly before him.

“Just try and relax,” Simon smiled, “I’m sure you can take it...” Alvin gasped as he was lifted by both legs and pinned against the drywall. Simon’s hard, throbbing cock sat below, waiting to penetrate his tight, virgin ass. The red-clad munk gasped as he was first prodded by the large hunk of meat; the small ring of muscles spread forcefully apart. After a moment, his brother slid inside, slowly pushing until, for the first time, the genius had hilted inside his sibling. Alvin gasped in shock; never had he been so full!

Suddenly, it started; the genius sliding out and slamming back inside. Alvin cried out in shock; the sensation beyond his wildest dreams. Simon grinned and pounded the same spot, slamming it over and over to his brother’s delight. They moaned together throughout it all, their voices harmonizing as they had in many a song. Initially reluctant, Alvin became insistent that his partner continue.

“Don’t stop, Si! Oh! Harder! Harder!” he cried, overcome with pleasure. The pace grew faster, the thrusts rougher, and for a moment, Simon wondered if the wall might give out. This, however, was forgotten as the brothers became lost in the sheer ecstasy of their orgasms.

“S-SIMON!” Alvin cried, squirting long, thick ropes of cum all over himself. Simon moaned and, with one final thrust, echoed his brother’s performance.

“A-ALVINNN!!!” he exclaimed, filling his brother with warm, gooey seed. Finally, as their senses returned, the two lovers collapsed onto the sofa. Lost in the afterglow of their most pleasurable act, the two snuggled lovingly together. Simon smiled, messing with his brother’s cap.

“I can’t believe it…” he panted, “Nude modeling… a half-naked walk home… and vigorous sex… and you never lost that damn hat…” The brothers locked eyes for a moment and then devolved into laughter.

