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I’m lying in bed, the ceiling fan spinning lazily above me, its hum a steady backdrop to the silence of the night. The room is dim, lit only by the faint glow of the streetlamp outside, casting long shadows on the walls. My girlfriend’s friend, Joey, is supposed to be sleeping on the couch in the living room, but something about the way the front door clicks shut—softly, almost hesitantly—makes my heart skip a beat. I pretend to be asleep, my eyes barely slits as I watch the hallway outside my bedroom door.

Joey’s been here for three days now, and he’s... a lot. Charming, yeah. Funny, definitely. But there’s something about him that feels electric, like he’s always just a little too close, his laughter a little too loud, his touch a little too lingering. I’ve caught him looking at me a few times, his gaze heavy and curious, and it’s made me uncomfortable. Not because I’m not used to attention—I’m a gym bro, after all, and I know I’ve got the kind of body that turns heads—but because there’s something in his eyes that feels like a challenge.

I hear his footsteps padding down the hall, slower than they should be, and my pulse quickens. The door creaks open, just a crack, and I hold my breath. The room is dark, but I can see his silhouette now—broad shoulders, blonde hair catching the faint light. He’s shirtless, his gym shorts hanging low on his hips, and for a second, I wonder if he’s lost his way.

But then he steps inside, closing the door behind him, and I realize he’s not lost at all. He’s here. In my room. My bed.

I stay still, my breathing shallow, as he moves closer. The mattress dips beside me, and I feel the warmth of his body radiating against my side. My muscles tense, every instinct screaming at me to push him away, to tell him to get the hell out. But something stops me. Maybe it’s the way he smells—like soap and something faintly sweet, like coconut—or the way his skin feels, warm and smooth against my arm. Maybe it’s just the thrill of it, the forbidden nature of the moment.

He doesn’t say anything. Neither do I.

Minutes pass, or maybe it’s seconds. Time feels stretched, distorted. I can hear his breathing, slow and steady, and I wonder if he’s pretending to be asleep too. My mind races, trying to make sense of what’s happening. Joey’s bi—he’s never hidden that—and he’s always been flirty, but this feels different. This feels like a line being crossed, and I’m not sure if I want to stop him or not.

His hand brushes against mine, accidental at first, but then he leaves it there, his fingers grazing my knuckles. My stomach twists, a mix of nerves and something else, something I don’t want to name. I don’t pull away. Instead, I let my hand relax, my fingers curling slightly around his. It’s a small gesture, barely noticeable, but it feels like a decision.

He shifts closer, his chest pressing against my side, and I feel his breath on my neck. My skin prickles, every nerve ending alive and buzzing. I can hear the blood rushing in my ears, loud and insistent, drowning out everything else. He’s so close now, his body heat wrapping around me like a blanket, and I realize I’m holding my breath.

Then, his lips brush my shoulder, soft and tentative, like he’s testing the waters. My body freezes, every muscle locked in place. He does it again, this time lingering, his mouth warm against my skin. I can feel the stubble on his jaw, rough against my shoulder, and it sends a shiver down my spine.

I don’t move. I don’t say anything. But I don’t stop him either.

His kisses trail up my neck, slow and deliberate, each one sending a jolt through me. I can feel his breath on my skin, hot and heavy, and my pulse quickens. He’s not rushing, not pushing, just exploring, like he’s mapping out uncharted territory. His lips reach my jawline, and I turn my head slightly, giving him more room.

His hand slides up my chest, his fingers tracing the lines of my muscles, and I bite my lip to stop a sound from escaping. It’s been a long time since anyone’s touched me like this, with such intention, such care. I’m used to my girlfriend’s rough hands and eager mouth, but this... this is different. This feels intimate, even though we’re barely speaking, barely moving.

His lips find mine, soft and questioning, and I hesitate for a fraction of a second before parting them. His tongue slips inside, slow and exploratory, and my body melts into the mattress. It’s a strange sensation, kissing a guy, but it’s not unpleasant. In fact, it’s... nice. More than nice. It’s intoxicating.

His hand moves lower, slipping under the waistband of my boxers, and I suck in a breath. His fingers brush against my skin, light and teasing, and I arch my back slightly, pressing into his touch. He’s not rushing, not demanding, just taking his time, like he’s savoring the moment.

I feel his smile against my lips, and I pull back slightly, my eyes still closed. “You’re hard,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

I don’t respond. I don’t need to.

His hand wraps around me, his grip firm but gentle, and I let out a soft groan. It’s been a while since I’ve been touched like this, and my body reacts eagerly, my cock throbbing in his hand. He strokes me slowly, his thumb brushing the tip, and I press my forehead against his, trying to ground myself.

His kisses become more insistent, his tongue tangling with mine, and I feel his other hand sliding down my chest, over my stomach, until he’s cupping me through my boxers. I’m breathing harder now, my body tense and eager, and I realize I want this. I want him.

He pulls back slightly, his eyes searching mine in the darkness. I can’t see his face, but I can feel his gaze, heavy and questioning. I don’t say anything, just nod slightly, giving him permission.

He smiles, a soft, knowing smile, and leans down, his lips trailing down my chest. I feel his breath on my skin, hot and teasing, and my hands fist in the sheets. He kisses his way lower, his tongue tracing the lines of my abs, and I arch my back, my body on fire.

His mouth hovers over my navel, and I feel his breath on my cock, making me twitch in his hand. Then, he lowers his head, his lips brushing the tip of me, and I let out a sharp gasp. He takes his time, kissing and licking, his tongue swirling around the head, and I’m lost, my body completely at his mercy.

He looks up at me, his eyes dark and hungry, before taking me into his mouth. It’s slow, deliberate, his lips wrapping around me, and I groan, my hands tangling in his hair. He’s good—really good—his mouth warm and wet, his tongue pressing against the underside of me. I’ve never had a guy do this before, and it’s overwhelming, the sensations flooding my senses.

He bobs his head, his pace steady, and I feel my hips start to move, my body instinctively thrusting into his mouth. He hums, the vibration sending shivers through me, and I bite my lip to stop myself from moaning too loud. The room is silent, apart from the sound of his breathing, the wetness of his mouth, and I’m drowning in it, in him.

I’m close, so close, my body coiled tight, and I reach down, gripping his shoulder. “Joey,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

He pulls back, his lips shiny, and looks up at me. “Yeah?”

I hesitate, my mind racing. I’ve never done this before, never even thought about it, but something about this moment, about him, makes it feel right. “I want... I want to try something.”

He raises an eyebrow, his expression curious but not judgmental. “What?”

I take a deep breath, my heart pounding. “I want to... I want to taste you.”

He smiles, slow and wicked, and nods. “Okay.”

The room feels charged, electric, as he shifts off the bed. I sit up, my hands shaking slightly, and watch as he stands in front of me. His gym shorts hang low on his hips, and I feel my mouth go dry. He’s built, his body lean and muscular, every inch of him screaming raw, untamed energy. I can’t help but stare, my gaze tracing the contours of his chest, the V-line dipping below his waistband.

He hooks his thumbs in his shorts and pushes them down, his cock springing free. It’s thick, veins pulsing along the length, and my stomach flips. I’ve never done this before, never even considered it, but I want to. I want to make him feel good, to see him fall apart under my touch.

He steps out of his shorts, completely naked now, and I swallow hard. The air between us crackles with tension. “Come here,” I say, my voice steady despite the chaos in my chest.

He moves closer, his body looming over me, and I reach out, my hands tracing his hips. His skin is warm, smooth, and I feel a surge of desire, raw and primal. I guide him to the edge of the bed, and he sits down, his legs spread slightly. The scent of him—musk and coconut—fills my senses, pulling me in.

I kneel in front of him, my heart pounding, and look up at him. His expression is unreadable, but his eyes are dark, his pupils blown wide. I reach out, my hand wrapping around his thigh, and he shivers, his breath hitching. His skin is electric under my touch, and I feel a rush of power, of want.
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