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​***

The morning light filtered softly through the curtains as Eli lay tangled in Ryan’s arms, their breath still mingling in the quiet afterglow.

Ryan shifted slightly, the warmth of his body a comforting weight against Eli’s back.

He pressed a gentle kiss to Eli’s shoulder, then whispered, “Come with me.”

Eli blinked up at him, heart fluttering.

“With you?” he asked, voice thick with sleep and something else — curiosity, hope.

Ryan smiled, that slow, knowing smile that made Eli’s chest tighten. “Yeah. Shower. Warm water. You.”


​***

Eli stepped in, feeling the sudden contrast of the cooler air on his damp skin before the hot water touched him. Ryan was close behind, his body pressing into Eli’s back as the water ran over them both, droplets tracing shimmering paths down skin and muscle.

Eli’s breath caught at the feeling of Ryan’s hands—gentle, steady—moving over his shoulders. The pads of Ryan’s fingers glided along tense muscles, kneading softly with practiced ease. It was the kind of touch that spoke of care without words, grounding Eli when his thoughts threatened to spiral.

Eli closed his eyes, leaning back into Ryan, letting himself be supported, feeling the steady thump of Ryan’s heartbeat through skin and bone.

The water pounded down, warm and insistent, and Ryan’s hands moved lower, tracing slow, deliberate circles along Eli’s ribs, down his sides, the subtle pressure easing tightness that Eli hadn’t even realised was there.

The scent of soap—fresh, clean—mingled with the warmth of their bodies, the sound of water hitting tile echoing softly around them.

Ryan’s breath was hot against the shell of Eli’s ear as he whispered, “You okay?”

Eli nodded, voice small. “Better.”

They moved together, shifting under the spray. Eli reached back hesitantly, fingers curling around Ryan’s forearm, feeling the taut strength beneath. It was familiar now, comforting—the physical connection grounding him in the moment.

Ryan’s hands continued their slow exploration, sliding beneath Eli’s arms to cradle his waist, thumbs brushing over damp skin with gentle patience.

Eli’s pulse fluttered. The steady rhythm of the water, the closeness of their bodies, the soft intimacy of unspoken trust—all of it wrapped around him, making the steam feel electric.

He opened his eyes to meet Ryan’s, warm and steady, and a small smile tugged at the corners of his lips.

Ryan stepped back just enough to lower himself down, knees bending smoothly on the slick tile floor. Eli’s breath hitched, eyes wide as he turned his head slightly to catch the sight of Ryan looking up at him.

Ryan’s gaze was steady and searching—dark, warm, and filled with something Eli had never dared to hope for: patience and care. His lips parted slightly, glistening under the water, and his hands rose to steady themselves on Eli’s thighs, anchoring both of them in the moment.

Eli felt a rush of heat flood through him—his fingers curled tightly around the cool tile behind him, nails digging in as a shiver of anticipation ran down his spine. The warmth of the water mixed with a cool flush spreading across his skin as he realised just how exposed and delicate he was in this moment.

Ryan’s mouth opened slowly, tongue flicking out to wet his lips, his eyes never leaving Eli’s. The water splashed softly around them, droplets pattering onto the tile and down Eli’s legs. The sound—the splash, the soft gasp of breath, the steady pulse of the water—wrapped around Eli like a spell.

A quiet breath escaped Eli’s lips as Ryan’s hand slid up, warm fingers brushing against the sensitive skin just above his knee. Every nerve ending seemed to ignite, a wildfire of sensation spreading outward.

Then Ryan’s mouth was there.

Warm. Wet. Soft.

At the tip of Eli’s cock, lips brushing over sensitive skin with feather-light flicks of his tongue. The water hammered down over them, cascading and mingling with the slick wetness hiss mouth created. The soft suck of Ryan’s lips pulling more of him in, inch by inch.

Ryan’s hand settled firmly at the base, steady and sure, fingers curling around Eli’s length, guiding and cradling as his mouth moved with practiced rhythm. The slick slide of skin against mouth, the gentle pressure, the slow, teasing strokes.

A soft moan escaped Eli’s lips, his hips involuntarily pressing forward, seeking more of the warm, wet contact. Ryan responded, his hand sliding in sync with his mouth, fingers stroking steadily while lips sucked and teased with infinite care.

“Fuck, Ryan...” Eli gasped, voice thick with need. The way Ryan’s mouth slid over him was slow, deliberate, worshipful.

Ryan’s tongue flicked lightly beneath the head, circling the underside, tasting and teasing. Eli’s breath hitched into ragged gasps, his chest rising and falling rapidly as waves of pleasure rolled over him like a tide he couldn’t control.

Ryan inhaled through his nose, relaxed his jaw, and pushed forward with steady, practiced control.

Eli gasped—his fingers scrabbling at the slick tile behind him—as Ryan took him deeper, past the  back of his throat, inching down his neck. The pressure increased, surrounding him in tight, wet heat. It was unlike anything he’d ever imagined—hot and smooth and impossibly soft, the rhythmic glide of Ryan’s throat muscles pulsing around him.

Ryan’s lips reached the base, his nose brushing against the damp skin of Eli’s lower stomach, and a low, involuntary groan vibrated from Ryan’s chest as he held Eli deep in his throat.

The sound of it—that deep, muffled moan with his cock buried in Ryan’s mouth—sent lightning shooting through Eli’s spine.

“Oh—oh fuck,” Eli choked out, legs trembling.

He could feel the contraction of Ryan’s throat as he swallowed around him, adjusting to the shape, holding him there like he wanted every inch. The vibration of that groan around the sensitive head of his cock was almost too much. It wasn’t just pleasure—it was reverence.

Ryan pulled back slowly, letting Eli slip from his throat with a slick, wet drag that made him gasp all over again. His lips tightened around the head on the way up, tongue curling for one last lick before descending again.

Each motion was unhurried but deliberate, full of skill and affection. He built a rhythm, taking Eli deeper each time, until the wet sounds of suction and the gentle slap of skin filled the space between their ragged breaths and the constant rush of water.

Eli looked down through the steam, heart hammering at the sight of Ryan on his knees before him, mouth stretched wide, eyes closed like he was lost in it. He’d never seen anything so erotic in his life.

The slick of water ran down Ryan’s cheek, down his neck, over the swell of his chest, but he didn’t stop. He looked up again, just for a second, and when their eyes met, Eli felt like he might come undone right there.

“I—I can’t hold it,” Eli gasped.

Ryan didn’t pull away. He moaned again around him—deeper, longer this time—and sank down until Eli was once more buried completely in the tight heat of his throat.

That was it.

Eli came with a cry that was half-moan, half-sob, body locking up as the orgasm tore through him. His legs nearly gave out, and Ryan held him with both hands as he swallowed, slow and steady, taking every last drop.

He thought he’d already spent everything last night and this morning. Thought there was no way he had anything left to give.

But Ryan proved him wrong.

Somehow, impossibly, he had more to give. And Ryan took it all.

Eli slumped against the tile, barely able to hold himself upright, panting hard, dizzy from the intensity of it all. His legs were weak, trembling beneath him, and his vision swam with heat and euphoria.

Ryan rose slowly, steam clinging to the angles of his face, his lips slick and parted. He looked at Eli like he was something sacred—like he'd just given him a gift.

Eli tried to say something—*thank you*, or *Jesus*, or maybe just *wow*—but Ryan stepped forward and silenced him with a kiss.

It was slow, soft, and deliberate.

And Eli tasted it instantly—himself.

Warm and salty, slick on Ryan’s tongue, his own release passed back into his mouth as Ryan kissed him deeply, unashamed, almost proud. The heat between them flared anew, not from friction but from intimacy—something filthy, honest, and unflinchingly real.

Eli made a sound in the back of his throat, a mixture of shock and surrender, and kissed back harder. His fingers fumbled up Ryan’s chest, needing to anchor himself, needing to feel him.

Their tongues slid together slowly, tasting, sharing, claiming.

When Ryan finally pulled away, his hand came up to brush the hair from Eli’s flushed forehead.

Eli blinked at him, dazed and warm and half-drunk on the moment. “That was...” He couldn’t finish the sentence. There wasn’t a word for it.

Ryan leaned in and kissed him again, a little gentler this time. 

The heat of the moment lingered between them, not as fire now, but as a glowing warmth. Eli leaned into Ryan’s chest, head resting just under his collarbone, arms loosely wrapped around his waist. The sound of the water filled the space around them—a steady, comforting hum.


​***

Eli blinked at him, dazed and warm and half-drunk on the moment. “That was...” He couldn’t finish the sentence. There wasn’t a word for it.

Ryan leaned in and kissed him again, a little gentler this time. 

The heat of the moment lingered between them, not as fire now, but as a glowing warmth. Eli leaned into Ryan’s chest, head resting just under his collarbone, arms loosely wrapped around his waist. The sound of the water filled the space around them—a steady, comforting hum.

​***

The sound of the water filled the space around them—a steady, comforting hum.

Neither of them said anything for a while.

There was no need to.

Ryan reached for the soap with one hand, the other never leaving Eli
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