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Beep

Okay. So I'm here. Atlanta. The flight was a nightmare, sat on the tarmac in Chicago for an hour. My back is killing me. All I wanted was to get to this stupid sales conference, check into my room, and call Sarah. Maybe jerk off and fall asleep. Simple. Right?

Wrong. It all started with the booking form. The company's being cheap this year, told us we could either get a standard room on our own, or we could "share a double occupancy for a cheaper rate." I'm not an idiot. I'm trying to save for a down payment on a house with Sarah, so I opted for the cheaper rate. They just assign you some other sales guy from another branch. You don't even know their name. Just a name on a form. "M. Chen." Great. I figured I'd get there, we'd nod, we'd stay out of each other's way, and we'd each have our own bed. Simple.

That was my first mistake.

I get to the front desk, give them my name. Jason Wright. They hand me the keycard for room 1412. I get up there, swipe the card, walk in... and there's one bed. One. King-sized. Fucking. Bed.

I go back down to the desk, trying to be the reasonable adult. "Excuse me," I say, "there's been a mistake. I'm sharing a room. We need two beds."

The woman just gives me this practiced, apologetic smile. "I'm sorry, sir. The hotel is completely booked due to the convention. There are no other rooms available."

I'm standing there, my patience wearing thin. "So what am I supposed to do? Sleep in the bathtub?"

She suggests I talk to my roommate and "figure it out." Figure it out. Right.

So I go back to the room, ready to have it out with "M. Chen." I open the door, and there he is. Max. He couldn't be more than twenty-three, twenty-four. Slender build, wearing a t-shirt that's a size too small. He's got these sharp, fierce eyes that seem to take in everything, and these... lips. Full lips. He sticks out his hand. "Hi, I'm Max."

And that's when it hit me. This guy is gay. I mean, textbook. The voice, the handshake, the way he looked me up and down. It was a 1-2-3 punch. And now I'm stuck in a room with him. And one bed. For the next five nights. All because I wanted to save a couple hundred bucks.

I have a girlfriend. A serious girlfriend. I'm straight. I don't have anything against... his lifestyle. Whatever. To each their own. But I don't want to be... I don't know. Scrutinized. Or hit on. Or whatever it is gay guys do when they're trapped in a room with a straight guy.

He's already claimed the bathroom. Said he needs to 'do his skincare routine.' What the fuck does that even mean? My routine is a bar of Irish Spring and calling it a day.

I'm supposed to be networking tomorrow. Making connections. Selling software. Instead, I'm going to be worried about... I don't know. Accidental touching in the night? God.

This is a disaster. An absolute disaster. I just wanted to come here, do my job, and go home to my girlfriend. Now I have to navigate this. This is not what I signed up for. Next time, Sarah's just gonna have to deal with a slightly smaller down payment. I'm getting my own damn room.
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Beep

Okay. Update. So I'm laying here. On my side of the bed. Yes, I drew an imaginary line down the middle. I'm pressed right up to the edge, feeling like I could fall off at any second. 

Max took forever in the bathroom. I could hear everything. The water running, him humming some tune I didn't recognize, a little bottle squirting, and then... silence. I swear, I was holding my breath the whole time. I was so horny from the flight and the stress, I was planning on taking care of business in the bathroom before bed. But there's no fan in there. You can hear a pin drop. No way I'm doing that with him right outside the door. I'd die of embarrassment.

So I'm just laying here, wide awake, my dick half-hard and completely frustrated. I had to do something. So I reached into my bag and pulled out my emergency flask. The one I fill with good whiskey for situations just like this. I poured myself a healthy glass in a plastic cup, downed half of it in one go, and started pretending to go over my sales materials for tomorrow. Just to look busy. To have a reason to be awake.

And of course, that's when he decides to emerge from the bathroom. He's changed into a pair of loose pajama pants and a soft-looking t-shirt. He smells... clean. Like coconut and something else. He walks over to the edge of the bed, and I just kind of grunt, not looking up from my folder.

"Long day?" he asks. His voice is soft. Not high-pitched or anything, just... quiet.

I just nod. "Yeah. Something like that."

He stands there for a second, then his eyes drift to my cup. "That smells good."

I should have just said thanks and left it at that. But the whiskey was warming me up, and the silence was deafening. And honestly, I felt like a dick for how I was thinking about him earlier. So I sighed, and gestured with the bottle. "Want some?"

A slow smile spread across his face. "I'd love some. Thanks."

He sat on the edge of his side of the bed, and I poured him a glass. We didn't say anything for a minute, just sipped our drinks. It was... less awkward than I thought it would be.

"So," he started, "how long have you been with the company?"

And just like that, we started talking. Turns out he's 23, just like I figured. He's only been with the company for a year, out in the California branch. He's single, which, yeah, wasn't a huge shock. He actually seems to really like the job. Likes the challenge of it. I told him I'm 25, been with the company for three years, and I've got a girlfriend, Sarah. He asked about her, seemed genuinely interested. I found myself telling him she's a nurse, that we've been together three years, that we're saving up for a house. It was weirdly... normal.

We talked about the conference, about the shitty keynote speaker we have to sit through tomorrow morning, about our managers. He's funny. He's got this dry, sarcastic wit that caught me off guard. He made a joke about the company's new software update, and I actually laughed out loud. A real laugh.

And now... I don't know. We've been talking for like an hour. The whiskey's gone. I'm on my side, he's on his, and we're just talking in the dark. He seems like a genuinely good guy. He's smart, he's not pushy, and he hasn't checked out my ass once. At least, I don't think he has.

Maybe this won't be so bad after all. Maybe I can actually survive this.

Click

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Voice Memo #3
October 27th, 7:15 AM
[image: ]


Beep

Oh my God. What the fuck is wrong with me?

I'm in the bathroom. The shower's running so he can't hear me. I'm just sitting here on the toilet with the lid down, my head in my hands. I feel like I'm going to be sick. I didn't sleep. Not really. I kept waking up every time I got too close to the imaginary line in the middle of the bed.

And then... the dream.

It started out normal enough. I was in a bed, but it wasn't this one. It was bigger, softer. And Sarah was there... except it wasn't Sarah. It was Max. He was leaning over me, and he was... God. His lips. I was thinking about his lips yesterday, how full they were. In the dream, they were wrapped around my dick. And it felt... fuck. It felt incredible. So much better than... well. Better than it has any right to feel in a dream. He was looking up at me with those fierce eyes while he was doing it, and I just... I let him.

That would have been bad enough. A weird, stressful-dream-fueled gay panic moment. I could have woken up, shaken it off, been freaked out for a few hours, and moved on. But that's not what happened.

The dream... it changed. I flipped him over. I don't know why, it was like my body was just... doing it. And I was behind him, and I was... eating his ass. I was
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