

    
        
          Crossing Lines

        

        
        
          Virgin Temptation, Volume 8

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CROSSING LINES

    

    
      First edition. June 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Epilogue

Further Reading: Daddy Knows Best: A Collection of Gay Erotica

Also By Alexander Grant

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The doorbell chimed at exactly 2:17 PM on Saturday. I knew because I'd been glancing at the clock every five minutes since noon, a nervous energy thrumming through me that I hadn't experienced in years.

"Can you get that, honey?" Claire called from the kitchen. "My hands are covered in flour."

"Got it," I replied, wiping my suddenly damp palms on my jeans before heading to the door.

When I opened it, there he was—my son Ethan, grinning that familiar lopsided smile. And beside him stood Ryan, his best friend from college. My first impression was purely fatherly; here was my boy, home for a weekend. But then my eyes shifted to his friend.

Ryan was taller than Ethan, with a lean, athletic build that his simple t-shirt and jeans did little to hide. He carried himself with an easy confidence, a relaxed posture that spoke of a comfort in his own skin that I hadn't felt at twenty since I was twenty. He had sandy blond hair that fell across his forehead and striking sea-green eyes that met mine without hesitation.

"Hey, Dad!" Ethan pulled me into a quick hug. "This is Ryan, the guy I've been telling you about."

"Nice to finally meet you, Ryan." I extended my hand, trying to appear casual.

"Mr. Grant," Ryan said, his voice deeper than I expected. "Ethan's told me a lot about you." His grip was firm, his palm warm against mine, and I felt an unexpected jolt that traveled straight up my arm.

"Please, call me Robert," I said, holding his gaze a moment longer than socially appropriate.

As I led them inside, Claire greeted them with her usual warmth, enveloping Ethan in a flour-dusted hug before turning to Ryan. "It's so lovely to finally meet you, Ryan! My goodness, you're even more handsome than in Ethan's photos. The girls at school must be all over you."

An unexpected, unwelcome pang of jealousy hit me, sharp and sour. I quickly buried it, attributing it to some misplaced paternal protectiveness. I was a forty-five-year-old married man. This was my son's friend. There was no room for any other reaction.

Ryan just laughed, a charming, easy sound. "I'm too busy with school for all that," he said, but I noticed a flicker of something in his eyes—uncertainty, perhaps, or discomfort.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of unpacking, catching up, and settling in. But I couldn't shake the initial impact of seeing him. Every time I looked over, I found myself noticing things I shouldn't. The way his t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders when he reached for his bag. The confident set of his jaw as he talked to Claire about his major. The easy, magnetic way he moved through my house.

By dinner, I was on edge. We were all seated around the large oak table on the deck, the conversation flowing easily, but my focus was narrowed to one point. Ryan. I watched him laugh at one of Ethan's stories, his head thrown back, his throat a long, tempting line. I watched him listen intently as Claire talked about her garden, his sea-green eyes focused and sincere. He wasn't just a kid; there was a depth to him, an intelligence that went beyond his years.

I felt a stirring in my gut, a low hum of awareness that was both unsettling and undeniably alive. It was a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long, long time—not since before Claire, before the mortgage and the minivan and the comfortable, predictable life I had built. It was the feeling of possibility. And it scared the hell out of me.

Later that evening, the house was silent. Claire's breathing was soft and even beside me, a sound I usually found comforting but tonight felt like an accusation. Each steady inhale and exhale was a marker of her peaceful slumber, a stark contrast to the war raging in my own mind. Sleep was a distant country I had no hope of visiting.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw him. Not just Ryan's face, but the details. The way his t-shirt had clung to the sweat on his chest as he'd leaned over the grill. The thick, promising veins on his forearms. The confident, knowing look in his sea-green eyes. My body, which had been a placid, predictable vessel for years, was now a traitor, humming with a low-grade arousal that refused to subside.

I shifted in bed, the sheets suddenly too hot, too confining. This was madness. I was a forty-five-year-old man. A husband. A father. I had built a life on a foundation of stability and good decisions. Yet here I was, tossing and turning over a twenty-year-old boy who had looked at me with an intensity that had unraveled something deep inside me.

My thoughts, unbidden, drifted back. Way back. To my own college days, to a time when life was a sprawling, uncharted territory instead of a neatly organized map. I remembered the dorm rooms that smelled of stale beer and cheap incense, the fumbling, secret encounters in the dark. I had told myself it was just a phase, an experiment. A way to blow off steam. And it had been... different. The raw, urgent energy of it, the sharp angles of a man's body against mine, the taste of another man on my lips. It had been exciting, a thrill.

But I had always come back to women. I had told myself, and eventually Claire, that I preferred it. The softness, the curves, the familiar scent and feel of a woman. That was the truth. Mostly.

Lying there in the dark, the memories weren't vague, nostalgic feelings anymore. They were vivid, carnal, and razor-sharp. I recalled the specific feeling of a hard, flat stomach under my palm. The surprising strength in a guy's grip as he pulled me closer. The guttural, desperate sounds made in the back of a throat. My cock, which had been merely interested before, now was fully, insistently hard, pressing against the fabric of my pajama pants. I felt a flush of shame creep up my neck. I was lying next to my wife, getting hard over memories of anonymous men from twenty-five years ago.

But the worst part, the part that made my chest ache with a mixture of guilt and a terrifying excitement, was that the faceless bodies from my past were beginning to blur. They were being replaced. The sweat-slicked skin I was remembering wasn't some nameless boy from a dorm. It was Ryan's. The sea-green eyes looking up at me in my mind's eye weren't a memory; they were a fantasy, constructed from this afternoon.

I couldn't stay here. I couldn't lie in this bed next to my sleeping wife and have these thoughts. It was a sacrilege.

Carefully, I slipped out from under the covers, my movements slow and deliberate to avoid waking Claire. I padded silently out of the bedroom and down the hall to the guest bathroom, closing the door quietly behind me. I didn't turn on the light, just leaned against the cool wood of the door, my body thrumming.

My hand moved of its own accord, slipping beneath the waistband of my pajama pants and wrapping around my hard cock. I hissed in a breath at the contact. I was so sensitive, so desperate for release it was almost painful. I closed my eyes, giving in to the fantasy.

I tried to summon a face from the past, any one of the men I'd been with, to make this feel less like a betrayal. But it was no use. All I could see was Ryan. I saw him leaning against the patio railing, his eyes locked on mine. I imagined him here, in this small dark room with me. I imagined him dropping to his knees, that confident, knowing look in his eyes as he reached for my belt.

My strokes grew faster, more urgent. I pictured his mouth, the full bottom lip I'd been staring at all afternoon. I imagined him looking up at me as he took me in, his sea-green eyes dark with desire. The thought was so powerful, so intoxicating, that my hips jerked forward involuntarily. My free hand braced against the wall as I worked myself, the image of Ryan's mouth on me, his hands on my hips, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

It didn't take long. The pressure that had been building all day, all night, finally released in a sharp, shuddering wave. I muffled my groan against my forearm as I came, my release hot and slick over my own hand. I stood there for a long moment, panting in the dark, the aftershocks rippling through me.

And then the horror set in.

I turned on the faucet, the sound of the rushing water loud in the silence. As I washed my hands, I caught my reflection in the small mirror over the sink. I looked at the man staring back at me—at the lines around my eyes, at the silver in my hair at my temples. He looked like a respectable husband. A father. He didn't look like a man who had just jerked off in the bathroom to the thought of his son's twenty-year-old best friend.

I was horrified. I was electrified. And I knew, with a certainty that chilled me to the bone, that this wasn't going away. This was just the beginning.
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