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      What happens in Cancun stays in Cancun, right? Well, that’s what I expected to happen. Boy was I wrong.

      It all started with the sombrero.

      “Cody…bro…you look like a total dick in that thing,” Tyler laughed.

      We were already half-tanked on margaritas that may have been cheap but potent, with a kind of lemon-juice-meets-rocket-fuel flavor to them. We’d been partying in Cancun for a week now, just the four of us from college and some random British guy we’d met on our first night in town who had proven himself an excellent source of Mexico’s finest weed. The drinking had began on the plane trip down south from Jacksonville, and hadn’t let up since. We’d quickly fallen into a pattern of partying hard all night at the clubs, picking up chicks and getting drunk, then sleeping off our hangovers and one-night-stands the next day before doing it all over again. Occasionally we found ourselves at the beach, and had even found the energy for a game of volleyball one afternoon; it was a great excuse to work off the booze and work on our suntans. After a season of college football we were all looking pretty buff, and the girls on the beach noticed. Matt and Vince had both scored that night. They were sharing a room together in the two-bedroom hotel suite where we were staying. The groans and grunts coming out of their room that night were enough to drive me, Tyler and our new random British friend out of the hotel room and down to the nearest bar. Within minutes our Brit buddy quickly hooked up with his pretty, big-breasted, pot contact and vanished into the crowd of beach bums and party-goers. That’s when Tyler and I ordered a jug of margarita…which came with a free sombrero.

      “What up, amigo? You don’t like my sombrero?” I asked in my best Mexican accent with a smirk on my face.

      “I can think of better uses for it than wearing it on your head,” Tyler said as though he’d just cast a baited line into a lake full of trout.

      I took it, of course. Tyler was my best bud, and his baited comments had led to many a wild and unforgettable night.

      “What are you suggesting?” My smirk widened.

      “Streak down the street with only the sombrero covering your junk and I’ll buy you margaritas and beer for the rest of the trip.”

      “Are you kidding?”

      Tyler took a slurp of his drink and shook his head confidently. He knew I was up for it. Hell, I was always up for an opportunity to get my gear off, especially with this tan.

      Before another word passed between us the sombrero was off and so was my tank top. I glanced around the busy bar, then at the door which led out to the street crowded with tourists and locals alike.

      I shot a look at Tyler once more and a wicked laugh escaped him. “Do it, bro. You know you want to.”

      Without another moment’s hesitation I whipped off my board shorts right then and there in the bar. In the few seconds between Tyler announcing his dare and my daks coming off, my cock had already become semi-hard. Tyler caught sight of my thick, bobbing dick straight away, as did some other guy in the bar who saw me and let out a loud wolf whistle.

      Every head in the place turned to see me standing there buck naked. The whole joint erupted with cheers and applause as I grabbed the sombrero and covered my dick and nuts with it.

      “Grab my stuff,” I told Tyler as I made a sprint for the door.

      I burst out onto the busy street with a loud “Woohoo!” like I needed any more attention. I couldn’t help myself, I’m a whore for the limelight.

      People gawked and cheered and whooped as I cut my way through the crowd. They cupped their mouths in shock and pointed in delight and more than a few of them slapped my bare ass as I bolted down the street. With a quick glance over my shoulder I saw Tyler racing behind me, laughing his ass off the whole way.

      Within minutes I reached the entrance to our hotel, but before I could push my way through the doors, Tyler grabbed my arm and pulled me back.

      “Not that way, dude. They’ll boot us out. Go the back way.”

      Together we raced around the side of the hotel, down a back alley and found a back entrance. We bounded up the fire escape stairs to our floor then sprinted down the corridor to our room, scaring the life out of a maid with a cart stacked with fresh towels.

      Inside our room, Tyler kicked the door shut behind us as I collapsed onto the sofa to catch my breath, tossing the sombrero across the room like a Frisbee.

      “That was epic!” I shouted triumphantly, punching the air with my fists clenched as though I’d just landed the winning touchdown in a game.

      “So is your dick,” Tyler pointed as he headed for the fridge to get beers.

      I looked down and shrugged at the sight of my now raging hard-on. The adrenaline rush had turned my dick into a seven inch flagpole. I didn’t give a shit, there were boners in the locker room all the time. It was just a guy thing. I gave a cocksure grin. “What’s the matter? Does the sight of my incredible manhood make you insecure?”

      Tyler just laughed as he pulled two Coronas from the fridge. “Yeah, right.” He tossed one of the beers to me and I caught it with one hand. He opened his own beer and closed the fridge door to see a note stuck to the front of the fridge. He read aloud. “Yo bitches, me and Vince have gone to the Aztec Bar with the girls. Back later…much later. Don’t drink all the beer. Matt.”

      I laughed. “Sorry, I missed that last part. Looks like all the beer is ours. What do you say we get tanked?”

      “Sounds like a great idea to me.”

      Tyler and I chinked our bottles together. I drained half my bottle in one gulp and so did Tyler. I guess we were both thirsty after our sprint.

      He peeled off his tank top and sat his ass next to mine on the sofa, kicking one leg up onto the coffee table. “I’m serious about your dick, bro,” he said, gesturing to my cock with his bottle. “It’s truly epic.”

      I chuckled. “What’s the sudden preoccupation with my dick, dude?”

      “I dunno,” Tyler shrugged. “You’ve gotta agree, it’s a good-looking piece of meat.”

      He said it so seriously that for a moment a long silence fell between us. Then suddenly we both burst out laughing. Perhaps those rocket-fueled margaritas had gone to our heads. “Jesus, bro,” I said, “for a second there I thought you’d turned all gay on me.”

      “Fuck, no,” Tyler said, finishing his beer. “I’m as straight as you.” He paused before adding, “But haven’t you ever wondered what it’s like?”

      “What what’s like?”

      “What it’s like to be with a guy?”

      I shook my head assuredly and took another swig. “Nope. I love chicks too much, man.” The gist of what he was asking sank in. “Are you telling me you wanna get with a guy?”

      “It’s crossed my mind.” He got up casually from the sofa and fetched another couple of beers. “I mean, how different could it be? Sex is sex, right?”

      “Jesus, you are turning gay! Not that I have any issues with that, it’s totally fine by me. I just don’t want you to think⁠—”

      “Cody, I’m not gay. I’m not even hard right now. Look.” He untied the string on his board shorts, pulled them down and stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor. His dick was thick and uncut and hung a few inches between his legs. “You’re the one with the hard-on,” he said. “Not me.”

      He had a point. My erection hadn’t waned at all. In fact, I think it had gotten even harder since we’d began talking about it. I guess it was a whore for attention just like daddy.

      I informed him, “You’re semi-hard, dude.”

      “I can rectify that…if you’re at all curious,” he said with one eyebrow raised.

      He grinned and handed me a beer then sat his ass next to mine on the sofa again, only this time he was as buck naked as I was. I could feel the heat of the day still radiating from his body. I could smell suntan lotion on his bronzed skin. I wondered if these thoughts had been running through his head all day, since I’d rubbed the lotion into his broad back before our beach volleyball game.

      I was suddenly struck with a case of the nerves. I never felt anxious when it came to things of a sexual nature. Hell, I’d been having sex with girls ever since my first hard-on, there was nothing about it that made me nervous. My confidence in my body and my ability to make a woman moan with pleasure were so much of a turn-on, there simply wasn’t any room for nerves. And yet here I was, sitting naked beside my best buddy, and for a moment I thought I was going to start trembling.

      I saw that Tyler’s cock was indeed rectifying its semi-hard status and was now growing in length and girth. Its proud head sprouted from the sheath of foreskin as his dick firmed up, flopping up onto his taut, tanned abs and stretching up past his belly button.

      “So are you?” he asked.

      “Am I what?” My voice broke mid-question and I had to clear my throat.

      He paused a moment. “Are you curious?”

      I shrugged and noticed my belly quivering as I breathed. “Maybe.”

      He moved an inch towards me and I added emphatically, “But I’m not gay. I just…don’t want you to think this makes me gay.”

      “It’s not a gay thing,” he insisted. “It’s just a little fun. No strings attached. No questions asked. Nothing but a couple of buddies messing around. You hear about guys doing this sort of shit all the time.”

      “Not us.”

      Tyler smiled. “Maybe we’re missing out on something.”

      I took a deep breath. “I don’t want anyone to find out about this. It’s just between you and me. Deal?”

      Tyler grinned even wider. “What happens in Cancun, stays in Cancun.”

      Before I could say another word or make a move, Tyler suddenly reached over and took my stiff cock in his hand.

      In that moment I didn’t know what to do. I could have punched him, but I didn’t. I could have jumped up from the sofa and run, but I didn’t. I could have laughed and told him to get his hand off my junk, but I didn’t.

      I didn’t do anything but hold my breath and let him touch me.

      It was approval enough for Tyler to do with me whatever he wanted. He began gently stroking my rod with his fist, squeezing it at the base and sliding all the way up to the bulging head of my cock. The up and down motion continued, gaining speed and pressure, and within seconds my best buddy was jerking me off.

      When I couldn’t hold my breath any longer, I let out a huge rush of air. It was followed by short gasps. I panicked for a moment. “We can’t be doing this,” I whispered, swallowing back the pleasure that was quickly rising in me. “We’d better…stop.”

      “Are you sure?” Tyler whispered back, his other hand now taking hold on his own stiff dick as he began to stroke it.

      I hesitated a moment—then shook my head.

      Tyler asked, “Do you want me to stop?”

      He increased the intensity of his strokes, rubbing my cock even harder.

      “No,” was all I could gasp. “Don’t stop.”

      To my surprise, Tyler did stop. But it was only the beginning of something even better. He took his hands off both our cocks and stood from the sofa.

      His dick was stiff and bobbing up and down in front of my face. I noticed a bow in the shaft, a slight bend to the left. I had never considered cocks to be sexy before, except mine of course. I had never considered them attractive or something to be desired. But all of a sudden I wanted to take my best friend’s dick in my hand and slide it into my mouth and taste it.

      I leaned forward.

      But before I could get my hands on that cock, Tyler dropped to his knees.

      He ran his hands up the insides of my thighs, urging me to spread my legs as wide as I could.

      He lowered his face between my thighs.

      With his tongue moist and warm, he began to lick my aching balls.

      He lapped up my testicles.

      He sucked on my ball sack.

      He ventured lower and teasingly flicked his tongue in and out of my ass. I gasped loudly. No woman had ever done that. My ass was my own. And yet there I was with my bro’s tongue rimming my anus…and it felt great.

      I let out a groan, a sound that told him I wanted more. He obeyed my guttural command and pushed his tongue as far into my ass as it could reach. He lapped at the flexing and tensing muscles of my rectum. He slid his tongue out and licked at the curls of hair that ringed my hole. And when he was done he ran his tongue all the way up my balls, up the length of my shaft’s main vein, until he reached the crown of my cock…and devoured it whole.

      I took Tyler’s head in both my hands as he slid my cock all the way into his mouth.

      I squeezed the short locks of his hair.

      Some women I had been with hated this, they felt threatened or dominated when I took their head in my hands. But Tyler seemed to love it. We were two college footballers, we knew how to play rough. I squeezed his hair tight and rammed his head onto my shaft. I tool control and steered him up and down my yearning rod.

      Tyler sucked hard and groaned with animalistic desire. The sound of his groan reverberated up and down the length of my dick as his head bobbed up and down in a sucking frenzy.

      It wasn’t long before I could feel the pressure and pleasure building. I felt my balls ascending, about to unleash their load. I panted by way of warning, “I’m gonna come… I’m gonna…”

      But before I could finish the sentence, the first explosion of cum filled Tyler’s mouth.

      The suction on my cock was so intense I let out a loud cry.

      I felt the first blast of cum fill his mouth.

      He swallowed hard, then quickly pulled my cock from his throat and pumped the saliva-wet shaft hard with his fist. He aimed my dick straight at his face and let the second eruption of cum splash over his lips and chin.

      The sight of it launched a third and fourth flood of white fluid, spooling over his cheeks, his nose, his forehead, until soon my heart-thumping orgasm slowed to a spurt and ooze that dripped over his neck and chest.

      I panted for air, gasping over and over, “Oh Christ…Oh fuck…Oh Jesus…”

      Tyler simply rose from between my legs with a huge grin on his cum-covered face and said, “They’re not gonna save you now. You’re going to hell, dude. Wanna taste your own cum?”

      I laughed while still heaving for oxygen. “Sure.”

      Tyler lowered his face to mine and I licked his cum-smeared chin and cheeks. His stubble was like sandpaper, something I wasn’t used to, but I kinda like it. I must have moaned with satisfaction.

      “Taste good?” Tyler asked, his face so close to mine all I could smell was the cocktail of cum, margaritas and beer on his breath. “We’re not done yet.”

      He pulled his face away and stood before me, his legs spread wide and his rock-hard cock bobbing in front of me.

      Willingly I sat forward on the sofa and seized that fat dick in my fist. I opened my mouth wide, hungry and desperate for something I had never tasted before in my life: a man’s cock.

      I had had my own cock sucked a thousand times over, and I knew what I liked. As I slid his dick into my mouth, I teased the slit of Tyler’s cock open with the tip of my tongue, tasting the sweet gems of pre-cum that were already spilling out and pleasuring my tastebuds.

      I took him in even further, opening my throat to accommodate the full length of his shaft. At first I thought I might gag on that fat, brimming dick, the head of it so big it filled my throat completely. But as I began to slide it in and out, I quickly got the hang of sucking a man off. His balls slapped against my bristle-bearded chin as I gained speed and momentum. I sucked hard as more and more sweet pre-cum filled my mouth. And when he took my hair in his fists and began ramming his cock into my throat just as I had down with him, I knew he was close to coming. I reached around and took his firm ass cheeks in both hands and squeezed them tight, feeling the muscles tense and tremor. I wanted him to come so bad I couldn’t help but drag my teeth on his immense, meaty cock.

      “Oh fuck!!” he cried out so loudly I was certain the guests in the adjoining rooms could hear him. “Suck it, Cody! Suck my fat dick!”

      And with that, he erupted into my mouth.

      His cum was sugary yet sour at the same time, not unlike a thick, syrupy margarita. I gulped it down fast, at first not sure if I liked it or whether I could take his entire load. But the more I sucked, the more I enjoyed the rich, intoxicating flavors of his masculinity.

      I drank him faster than I can drink beer.

      I swallowed every gush of cum.

      I drained my best friend’s balls and filled my belly with his hot, swirling cum.

      Tyler’s body jerked and jolted as I milked him.

      And when every last molecule of cum had left his body and entered mine, I slid his glistening dick from my lips and looked up at him.

      “So did I quench your curiosity?” I asked.

      Tyler smiled and wiped his still cum-sticky face with the back of his hand and licked it. “You quenched it, bro. You quenched it with every last drop.”
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      Our trip to Cancun lasted another two days before we had to say adios to Mexico and head back home to Jacksonville. Tyler and I spent the last two nights in separate beds in the room we shared, though I must confess that for me they were sleepless nights. For the most part I would lay there and just watch him, my eyes fixed on his tent pole hard-on as it jerked and bobbed beneath the sheets while he slept on his back, snoring. And when I did manage to get some sleep, my dreams were filled with visions of Tyler sitting hard and naked on the sofa.

      Of course, that night in Cancun wasn’t our one and only night together. Guys have urges, and sometimes a straight guy just needs to release those urges with another straight guy.

      No strings attached.

      No questions asked.

      Nothing but a couple of buddies messing around.

      I have a girlfriend now. It’s not exactly serious, but who knows, maybe someday she and I will fall in love. Until then, whenever I just need a good, hard fuck…

      

      …Tyler’s my man.
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      The gravel crunched under the tires of Jack Summers' beat-up pickup as he pushed the pedal harder on the winding back road, the kind that snaked through forgotten cornfields for miles.

      Dust devils swirled in the rearview mirror, chasing him like playful ghosts, but Jack wasn't running from anything specific—just the monotony of small-town life that clung to him like sweat on a summer afternoon.

      His muscular frame leaned into the wheel, arms flexing with each twist, his handsome face split by a cocky grin—reckless, nineteen, and absolutely convinced he was bulletproof.

      The radio blared some outlaw country tune about breaking free, and he cranked it louder, feeling invincible until the flash of red and blue lights pierced the haze behind him.

      “Ahh, fuck.”

      Sheriff Logan Tate eased his cruiser up close, the engine's low growl matching the authority in his broad shoulders. At 42, Logan was the kind of man who commanded respect without raising his voice—tall, muscular, with a jawline sharp enough to cut glass and eyes that could pin you in place.

      His uniform stretched taut over his chest, the badge glinting like a promise of order in this rural sprawl.

      He didn't bother with sirens; he simply pulled Jack over at a spot where the road dipped into a shallow gulch, surrounded by nothing but whispering weeds and the distant hum of cicadas.

      Jack killed the engine and stepped out, hands loose at his sides, not bothering to hide the smirk. "Evening, Sheriff. Guessing I was going a tad over?"

      Logan approached slow, boots thudding on the dirt, his gaze raking over Jack like he was sizing up a stray dog that might bite. "Tad? Boy, you were flying like the devil himself was on your tail. License and registration."

      His voice was gravelly, laced with that southern drawl that made every word sound like a command.

      Jack fished out the papers, handing them over with a wink. "Name's Jack Summers. Just blowing off steam. No harm in that, right?"

      “I know who you are,” the sheriff exhaled. “Given your reputation, I’m surprised we haven’t met earlier.”

      “Guess I’m lucky,” Jack smirked.

      “Luck always runs out, kid.” Logan scanned the ID, his lips twitching into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Jack Summers. Nineteen and already got a record for petty shit. Speeding's the least of it tonight."

      He handed back the documents but didn't step away, towering over Jack with an ease that screamed control.

      The air hung heavy, thick with the scent of dry earth and Logan's faint cologne—something woodsy and authoritative.

      "I could slap you with a ticket that'd make your wallet weep. Or..." He paused, eyes locking onto Jack's, testing the waters. "We could work out something else. Back at the station. Private-like."

      Jack's pulse kicked up a notch, not from fear but from the spark in Logan's stare. Truth be told he’d always had a thing for the sheriff. Hell, he’d wanted to be caught for as long as he could remember. He'd heard whispers about the sheriff, the way he handled ‘trouble’ in ways that didn't always involve paperwork. The rebel in him thrilled at the edge. "Something else? Like what, Sheriff? Community service?"

      Logan's chuckle was low, rumbling. "Punishment. My way. You game?"

      Jack held the gaze, heat building in his gut. "Yeah. I'm in."
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      The drive to the jailhouse was silent, the cruiser leading the way through empty streets lined with sagging porches and flickering neon from the single diner.

      The jailhouse itself squatted on the edge of town, a brick building with bars on the windows and a flagpole that creaked in the breeze. Inside, the air was cooler, laced with the tang of old coffee and metal.

      Logan locked the door behind them and gestured to a holding cell at the back—more of a reinforced room than a cage, with a sturdy bench and dim overhead lights that cast long shadows.

      "Strip," Logan ordered, leaning against the bars, arms crossed over his uniform shirt. His voice brooked no argument, but there was a glint in his eye that said this was no ordinary booking.

      Jack raised an eyebrow, but his body was already responding, a slow burn igniting low.

      He peeled off his faded t-shirt, revealing the chiseled planes of his chest, muscles honed from farm work and late-night brawls. Boots and jeans followed, until he stood in nothing but boxers, the fabric tenting slightly from the tension.

      "All of it," Logan said, his tone firmer, stepping into the cell and closing the gate with a metallic clang.

      He didn't touch Jack yet, just watched, the uniform's crisp lines emphasizing his dominance.

      Jack hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and shoved them down, kicking them aside.

      His cock sprang free, half-hard already, thick and veined, curving slightly upward. The cool air hit his skin, raising goosebumps, but it was Logan's stare that made him throb.

      "Good boy," Logan murmured, circling him like a wolf assessing prey. "Now… on your knees."

      Jack dropped, the concrete biting into his skin, but he didn't care. The authority in Logan's voice sent jolts straight to Jack’s dick.

      Logan unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, the leather whispering through the loops, then unzipped his pants.

      His own erection strained against the fabric of his briefs, impressive even confined.

      He tugged them down just enough to free it—long, girthy, the head already glistening with promise.

      He stepped close in front of Jack, who dry-gulped as though he’d been stranded in the desert for a week, as though he couldn’t wait to drink what was before him.

      "Open your mouth," Logan commanded, gripping the base and guiding it to Jack's lips. "Show me how sorry you are for breaking the law."

      Jack's mouth watered even more at the sight, the musky scent filling his senses.

      He parted his lips, tongue flicking out to taste the salt on the tip.

      Logan groaned low as Jack took him in, inch by inch, the sheriff's hand tangling in his hair to control the pace. "That's it, fuck, just like that. Suck the sheriff's cock like you mean it."

      Jack hollowed his cheeks, bobbing deeper, the stretch burning his jaw in the best way.

      Logan's hips rocked forward, fucking the younger man’s mouth with steady thrusts, the uniform pants chafing against Jack's cheeks.

      Spit slicked down Jack's chin, and he reached down to stroke himself, but Logan leaned down and slapped his hand away. "No touching. This is punishment, remember? Hands behind your back."

      Jack obeyed, the denial making his cock ache harder.

      Logan's dirty talk poured out, rough and unrelenting. "Look at you, rebel boy, on your knees for the law. Bet you've been dreaming of this—getting put in your place by a real man."

      He thrust deeper, hitting the back of Jack's throat, making him gag but not pull away.

      Tears pricked Jack's eyes, but the humiliation twisted into pure heat, his own dick leaking pre-cum onto the floor.

      Suddenly Logan pulled out abruptly, strings of saliva connecting them, and hauled Jack up by the arm. "Not yet. Bend over the bench."

      Jack complied, his perfect young ass presented, muscles tensing in anticipation.

      Logan rummaged in a drawer, pulling out cuffs and a bottle of lube. "Ever been cuffed before, Summers?"

      "Once or twice, back in Nashville and New Orleans," Jack said, voice husky, "but not by someone who looks this good doing it."

      Logan smirked, snapping the cuffs around Jack's wrists, securing them to a ring in the bench.

      The metal was cold, immobilizing him perfectly.

      Logan stripped off his shirt then, revealing a torso sculpted from years of patrols and gym sessions—broad pecs dusted with hair, abs that rippled as he moved.

      The uniform pants stayed on, half-unzipped, adding to the fantasy. He slicked his fingers with lube, pressing one against Jack's hole without warning.

      "Fuck," Jack hissed, pushing back instinctively.

      "Quiet," Logan growled, circling the rim teasingly. "You take what I give you."

      He pushed two fingers in slow, the intrusion burning, then crooking to hit that spot that made Jack's vision blur. A third finger joined, scissoring, stretching him open while Logan's free hand roamed Jack's back, nails scraping lightly. "Tight little ass. Apologies in advance, but I’m gonna ruin you for anyone else."

      Jack moaned, the words fueling the fire. Logan's fingers fucked him relentlessly, adding a fourth, curling just right to make Jack's cock drip steadily. "Please, Sheriff⁠—"

      "Please what? Use your words, boy."

      "Fuck me. I need your dick inside me."

      Logan chuckled darkly, withdrawing his fingers and lining up his cock. He teased the head against Jack's entrance, pushing just the tip inside before pulling back. "Beg for it."

      Jack's pride cracked under the need. "Please, Sheriff Tate, fuck my ass. Punish me hard."

      With a grunt, Logan slammed home, burying himself to the hilt.

      Jack cried out, the fullness overwhelming, stretching him wide.

      Logan didn't give him time to adjust, gripping Jack's hips and pounding in, the bench creaking under the force. "Take it, you little speed demon. This what you wanted? Sheriff's cock owning your hole?"

      "Yes, fuck yes," Jack gasped, the cuffs rattling as he tried to push back.

      Each thrust hit deep, Logan's balls slapping against him, the uniform's rough fabric brushing Jack's thighs.

      Sweat slicked their skin, the room filling with the obscene sounds of flesh on flesh.

      Logan reached around, finally wrapping a firm hand around Jack's cock, stroking in time with his thrusts. "Gonna make you come like this, cuffed and begging. Come for the law, Summers."

      The dual assault shattered Jack—prostate hammered, fist pumping his leaking dick.

      He came with a shout, gushes of cum splattering the bench, his body clenching around Logan like a vice.

      Logan followed seconds later, burying deep and filling Jack with hot pulses, groaning Jack's name like a curse.

      “Fuck! Oh fuck yeah! Take this, Summers!”

      He rode it out, slapping Jack’s ass, grinding slow before pulling out with a wet pop.

      They stayed like that a moment, breaths ragged, until Logan uncuffed him.

      Jack slumped, sated, but Logan wasn't quiet done.

      He wiped them both down with a towel from the drawer, then pulled Jack into a rough kiss—tasting of authority and satisfaction.

      Jack’s lips lapped him up, heart beating fast, already wanting more.

      But it would have to wait till next time.

      Pulling out of the kiss, Logan threw Jack his clothes.

      “Get decent,” the sheriff told him. “Ticket's off the table. But next time you speed, Summers, the punishment doubles."

      Jack grinned, zipping up. "Looking forward to it already, Sheriff Tate."

      Logan shoved his huge cock back into his pants, then winked. He straightened his uniform, badge shining.

      The next morning, Jack cruised that same back road, slow at first… before pushing the metal to the floor.

      Word around town was the sheriff had a soft spot for rebels who knew how to take their licks—and Jack was already plotting his next infraction.
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      The spin cycle’s relentless thrum vibrated through the dorm’s basement laundry room like a cheap motel bed frame being banged against the wall of the next room.

      “Jesus, you having a good time there?” Jonah asked the machine, before he hip-checked the next available washer open and dumped in a messy avalanche of clothes. The place smelled like warm cotton, detergent, and—God help him—habit. The good kind. The kind that made his stomach tighten and his pulse pick up.

      Because Thursday nights in the dorm room laundry meant one thing now.

      Him.

      Jonah pinged the machine to life with the press of a few buttons, rolling his shoulders as he tried—and failed—to look casual.

      At eighteen, he was all muscle from hours at the campus basketball courts, a little sunburned from refusing to wear sunscreen, and hopelessly transparent whenever he got excited. Which… yeah. His shorts were already betraying him, riding a little lower on his hips than necessary and already starting to tentpole at the front.

      The door swung open with its familiar hydraulic sigh.

      Tyler Reece stepped inside like he’d been cast in the role of “guy who ruins your GPA and your good intentions.”

      He was nineteen and tall enough that he had to duck under the low ceiling pipes, his shoulders broad beneath his faded band tee, that hint of chest hair just visible at the collar like a deliberate invitation.

      Tyler dropped his laundry bag with a soft thud, took one look at Jonah, and his grin curved slow and certain. “You came. I thought maybe you’d chicken out on me this week, what with finals around the corner.”

      Jonah scoffed. “Me? Chicken out? And miss your weekly color-coding sock session?”

      Tyler shrugged, unapologetic. “I’m a man of order.”

      “You’re a menace,” Jonah corrected, stepping closer. The heat from the dryers mixed with Tyler’s warmth, and suddenly the laundry room felt too small for the both of them. “Besides, I think you secretly like it when things get messy and out-of-order.”

      Tyler’s gaze dragged down Jonah’s body—lazy, deliberate, appreciative in that way that made Jonah’s knees consider failing. “I like it when you get messy.”

      They were close now—close enough for their arms to brush, close enough that Jonah could smell Tyler’s cologne mixing with fabric softener, close enough that it felt downright rude to not touch him.

      But Jonah held himself back, letting the tension stretch just a little tighter, like pulling taut elastic before the snap.

      “You know,” Tyler said, voice dipping, “half of campus is cramming for those finals right now.”

      “And the other half is out getting shit-faced at Paddy Malone’s because they just don’t give a damn,” Jonah replied.

      “And us?”

      Jonah lifted a brow. “We do laundry.”

      Tyler huffed a laugh, stepping even closer. “Is that what we’re calling it?”

      “I mean… it is laundry night.”

      “Jonah.”

      The way Tyler said his name—low, certain, warm—made Jonah’s stomach flip. “What?” he asked, too innocently.

      “You know exactly what.”

      Jonah pretended to inspect the washer display, like his blood wasn’t thrumming. “Uh-huh. Just trying to get these delicates clean.”

      “You don’t own delicates.”

      “Maybe I bought some,” Jonah said, eyes flicking toward Tyler’s. “In case someone ever wanted to rip them off me.”

      Tyler’s jaw flexed. “Bold.”

      “Confident.”

      “Cocky.”

      “Only a little.”

      Tyler took the bait—always did—closing the remaining inch between them. His fingers brushed Jonah’s wrist, feather-light but enough to light Jonah up like a struck match.

      “You folding your laundry tonight?” Jonah murmured.

      Tyler shook his head once, slow. “Not planning on finishing much laundry at all.”

      Their breath mingled.

      The dryers hummed.

      Somewhere above them, a group of students hooted, muffled shouts like ‘beer pong’ and ‘fuck finals’ filtering through the ceiling.

      But down here, it was just the two of them—like it had been every Thursday since that first accidental meeting when Jonah asked if a red sock could ruin his whites and Tyler answered by kissing him against the machines.

      Jonah swallowed. “So… what’s the plan?”

      Tyler’s fingers hooked casually—dangerously—into the waistband of Jonah’s shorts. “I was thinking…” He tugged Jonah closer. “…less talking.”

      Jonah grinned. “More skin?”

      “Wow, you didn’t tell me you were a mind-reader.”

      “Only when the thoughts are as dirty as the laundry.”

      Tyler grabbed
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