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Laundry Day

Also By Alexander Grant

About the Author


I’ve been waiting for this moment for what feels like an eternity. Not that I’ve been counting the days or anything—okay, maybe I have—but there’s just something about Jake, my straight roommate, that’s had me hooked since the day he moved in. His easy smile, the way his muscles flex when he carries groceries, the deep rumble of his laugh—it’s all been fuel for my fantasies. And today, today is the day I finally get a good look at what I’ve been dreaming about.

It’s a lazy Saturday afternoon, and I’m sprawled on the couch, pretending to read a book but really just waiting for Jake to emerge from his room. The shower turns off, and my heart skips a beat. This is it. Any minute now, he’ll come out, and I’ll get my chance.

Sure enough, a few moments later, Jake steps into the hallway, nothing but a towel wrapped low around his waist. His hair is wet, clinging to his forehead, and droplets of water trail down his chest, highlighting the contours of his abs. My mouth goes dry, and I swallow hard, trying to play it cool, but my eyes are glued to him.

“Hey,” he says, catching me staring. “What’s up?”

“Oh, uh, nothing,” I stammer, closing my book and setting it aside. “Just, you know, chilling.”

He smirks, that easy, confident smirk that makes my knees weak. “You’re blushing,” he teases, walking past me toward the laundry room.

“I am not,” I lie, but I can feel the heat creeping up my neck.

Jake laughs, a deep, rumbling sound that sends shivers down my spine. “Sure, whatever you say.”

I watch him disappear into the laundry room, my mind racing. This is my chance. I have to do something, say something, anything to get closer to him. But what? I’m not exactly smooth when it comes to guys, especially not straight guys who have no idea how much I want them.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. Maybe I can just offer to help him with the laundry. Yeah, that’s it. Innocent, friendly, and totally not suspicious.

I stand up, smoothing out my shirt, and head toward the laundry room. The air feels charged as I approach, the hum of the washing machine and the faint scent of detergent filling the space. My heart pounds in my chest as I push open the door.

There he is, standing by the dryer, his towel-clad body on full display. He’s folding a shirt, his arms flexing with each movement, and I can’t help but stare. He turns, a quizzical look on his face. “Need any help with that?”

“Uh, sure, I guess. If you want,” he replies, his voice casual, but I detect a hint of curiosity.

I step inside, closing the door behind me. The room is small, the air thick with the scent of fabric softener and damp clothes. I’m hyperaware of how close we are, the heat radiating off his body. “So, what are we folding first?” I ask, trying to sound nonchalant.

He gestures to a pile of clothes on the dryer. “Whatever you want. I’m not picky.”

I pick up a pair of his boxers, my fingers brushing against his as I do. My skin tingles at the contact, and I wonder if he feels it too. “You know, you’re pretty good at this,” I say, trying to keep the conversation going.

He shrugs, a flush creeping up his neck. “I’ve had practice. My mom made me do my own laundry since I was like, twelve.”

I smile, folding the boxers neatly. “Impressive. My mom still does mine when I visit home.”

He laughs, a warm, genuine sound that makes my chest tighten. “Well, maybe you should start practicing. You know, for when you’re all grown up and living on your own.”

I snort, setting the boxers aside. “Yeah, right. I’ll stick to ordering clean clothes online.”

He rolls his eyes, but there’s a smile playing on his lips. “Whatever works for you, I guess.”

We fall into an easy rhythm, folding clothes and chatting about nothing in particular. But with every passing minute, the tension in the room grows thicker. I can feel it, a charged energy that makes my skin buzz. I’m acutely aware of his body, the way his towel hangs dangerously low on his hips, threatening to slip at any moment.

And then, it happens. As he reaches for a shirt on the top shelf, the towel shifts, revealing a sliver of skin just above his hip bone. My breath catches in my throat, and I freeze, my eyes locked on that tiny patch of exposed flesh.

He notices my stare and turns, a questioning look on his face. “What?”

I tear my eyes away, feeling my face flush. “Nothing. Just, uh, admiring your folding technique.”

He raises an eyebrow, but before he can say anything, I blurt out, “Hey, your shoulders look tense. Want a back rub?”

His eyes widen, just for a second, before he recovers. “Uh, sure. I guess. If you want.”

I step closer, my heart pounding in my ears. This is it. This is my chance. I place my hands on his shoulders, feeling the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of his shirt. He’s solid, muscular, and I can’t help but imagine what it would feel like to run my hands over his bare chest.

“That feels good,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

I smile, my fingers digging into the knots in his shoulders. “Glad to hear it.”

As I work, I let my hands wander, tracing the contours of his back, feeling the tension melt away under my touch. I’m hyperaware of his body, the way he leans into my touch, the way his breath hitches just slightly.

And then, without thinking, I let my hands drift lower, skimming the waistband of his towel. My heart stops as my fingers brush against his bare skin, the warmth of him searing into my fingertips.

He freezes, his body stiffening under my touch. “What are you doing?” he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I swallow hard, my throat dry. “I—I just...”

Before I can finish, he turns, his eyes locking onto mine. For a moment, we just stand there, inches apart, the air crackling with unspoken desire. And then, slowly, he reaches out, his hand cupping my cheek.

“You want me, don’t you?” he says, his voice rough with need.

I nod, unable to speak, my throat tight with emotion.

He smiles, a slow, wicked smile that sends a jolt of desire straight to my core. “Good. Because I’ve been wanting you too.”

My breath catches as he pulls me closer, his lips brushing against mine. It’s soft, tentative, but it’s enough to set my nerves on fire. I wrap my arms around him, pulling him tighter, our bodies pressing together.

He tastes like mint and something distinctly him, something that makes my head spin. I moan into his mouth, my hands roaming over his back, desperate to feel more of him.

He breaks the kiss, his forehead resting against mine. “Let’s get this towel off,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin.

I nod, my hands trembling as I reach for the edge of the towel. With a swift motion, I pull it away, letting it fall to the floor. He stands before me, naked and beautiful, his body a work of art.

I drink him in, my eyes tracing every inch of him, from the broad shoulders to the narrow waist, down to the thick cock jutting out from a nest of dark curls. My mouth waters, and I reach out, my fingers wrapping around his shaft.

He hisses, his head falling back as I stroke him slowly, my touch firm but gentle. “Fuck, you feel good,” he groans, his hands tangling in my hair.

I smile, my lips brushing against his ear. “Wanna feel even better?”

He nods, his body trembling with anticipation. “Yeah. Yeah, I do.”

I drop to my knees, my hands still wrapped around his cock. I look up at him, my eyes locking onto his, and slowly, I lean in, my lips brushing against the head of his cock.

He gasps, his hands tightening in my hair. “Oh fuck, what are you—”

I don’t let him finish. With a swift motion, I take him into my mouth, my lips closing around him, my tongue swirling around the tip.

“Fuck!” he cries, his hips bucking forward. “Holy shit, that’s—”

I hum, the vibration sending shivers down his spine. I take my time, savoring the taste of him, the feel of him filling my mouth. I lick and suck, my hands gripping his thighs to steady him as I work.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” he pants, his voice hoarse with need. “So fucking good.”

I smile around his cock, my eyes flicking up to meet his. He’s watching me, his eyes dark with desire, his chest heaving with each ragged breath.

I let him slip from my mouth, my tongue tracing a path up his shaft. “Wanna show you something else,” I murmur, standing up.

He nods, his hands reaching for me, pulling me closer. “Anything. Anything you want.”

I press my body against his, feeling his cock twitch against my stomach. “Turn around,” I whisper, my lips brushing against his ear.

He does as I say, his back to me, his hands braced against the dryer. I step closer, my hands roaming over his chest, down his sides, teasing the sensitive skin of his hips.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmur, my lips pressing kisses along his shoulder blades. “So fucking perfect.”

He shivers, his body trembling with anticipation. “Please. Please, just—”

I don’t let him finish. I reach for the lube on the shelf, squeezing a generous amount onto my fingers. His eyes widen as I press a lubricated finger against his entrance, teasing the tight ring of muscle.

“Relax,” I whisper, my lips brushing against his ear. “Just let me in.”

He nods, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps as I push my finger inside him, slowly stretching him. I
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