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Soft, hushed moans echoed through my dark room. I could hear the distinctive clap of skin hitting skin, though it wasn’t my body being touched. 

For the tenth time that semester, I cursed renting this room with a paper-thin wall separating me from my roommate. It was cheap, the landlords were nice, and the roommate I was introduced to was an attractive college student with a great smile and a perfect body. When I handed over my first month's rent and deposit, I thought I was living the dream. It only took a few nights for me to realize it would be a nightmare. 

The room I was renting turned out to be cheap for a reason. It was in the basement of a nice couple enjoying their retirement. They converted their basement into two rooms that they could rent out for extra money, and possibly for some company.  They were in their sixties and had no children or close family of their own.  I was happy when they seemed to take me on as an unofficial grandchild, inviting me up for dinner every once in awhile and bringing down cookies or pie for me to try out.  They treated my roommate Josh with the same love, and we became our own unique little family.  I tried my best to help them out around the house if they needed it, and sometimes Josh and I would do some repairs for the couple.  It seemed like the perfect situation for the rest of my years in college.  At first, I thought I’d never want to leave.

Things took a turning point the first time I could hear my roommate through the wall.  I noticed a few times that I could hear his voice clearly if he was making a phone call.  I could hear him when he played music.  Overall, he was pretty quiet, though, so I didn’t mind it.  However, one night as I laid in bed, I could hear something a little more embarrassing.  The head of my bed was put right up against the shared wall.  I was in bed trying to get some sleep before an early class one night when I heard a soft clapping noise.  I tried my best to ignore it, but soon quiet moans could be heard as well.  I was hit with the sudden realization that I could hear Josh masturbating just through our cardboard-like wall.

At first I was able to ignore it.  I would clear my throat, or try to make a loud noise to signal that I could hear him, but he didn’t seem to realize it.  I wasn’t sure how it was possible he didn’t realize it, though.  I wondered if he got off on knowing that he was being heard, or if he really was clueless about his noises.  Our relationship was normal otherwise.  He was always friendly to me.  Although he was incredibly good looking and sweet, he was pretty quiet and shy.  I wasn’t sure if we would ever become close enough to where I could tell him as a friend that I could hear him touching himself every other night, and that it was incredibly tempting.  

I closed my eyes, wondering how I was going to make it to the end of the semester.  A soft moan came out from deep in Josh’s chest.  I felt my blood rushing through my body as I began to visualize what he looked like in the next room.  I wondered if he was laying on his bed, completely naked, hand stroking desperately at his needy dick.  Was he just using his imagination to get himself off?  Was he looking through pictures of naked girls?  I didn’t begin to hope that he was jerking off to other men.  I wondered what his face looked like as he edged himself closer and closer to blowing his load.  

I had class the next morning at 8 AM, and I had to be tortured with the sounds of Josh masturbating just inches away from me separated by the thinnest building material I had ever seen.  I slide my own hand under the elastic band of my boxers, grabbing at my standing cock.  I closed my eyes, listening to the faint sounds through the wall.  I stroked hard and fast, desperate for release so I could get some sleep.  I imagined being in there with Josh, being the one to make him moan and hiss with pleasure.  I wanted to take his dick in my mouth and make him moan louder than ever before.  I wanted him to use me to release some of his built up sexual tension.  I could be his dutiful little lover, covering him in attention whenever he needed it.  Instead, I was eavesdropping on him in his most private moment, using him to get myself off as well.  I heard one final grunt from through the wall, followed by deep, desperate breaths.  He came.  I stroked myself harder, faster, until I hit my release, shooting cum into my boxers, making a wet, sticky mess.  I heard the squeaks of his bed as he lifted himself up to go into his bathroom to clean up.  I stood up and removed my underwear, tossing them into my close hamper to deal with in the morning.  I looked to my clock, which now read 2 AM.  I sighed as I got back into bed, dreading waking up for my class in the morning.  I drifted off into a restless sleep, dreaming of Josh writhing under me.

I made it to class the next day and blearily made it through the lecture.  I took notes as best I could, though I wasn’t sure if I would be able to make sense of them whenever it came time to study for the test.  Classes at 8 in the morning are hard enough, and my situation at home just made things even more difficult.  I wasn’t even half way through the semester and I was considering moving again.  

After sluggishly making it through two classes of boring old men talking about some topic or another, I met up with Kim, a good friend that I had met freshman year.  We went to the campus dining hall and got lunch, taking it to a secluded corner so that we could discuss my current problem with Josh.  As I explained it, a smile came to her face with every new detail.  I sighed, realizing she was enjoying my agony.

“So what should I do?” I asked desperately.  “I don’t want to embarrass him or make things awkward between us.  But I can’t go on living like this.”

Kim stabbed at a cherry tomato in her salad, pursing her lips as she considered my problem.  She slipped the tomato in her mouth, buying more time to think of a solution.  I could always go to her with problems, and she usually had pretty good answers for me, but I wasn’t sure if this time would be the same.

“Well, the way I see it is,” she began, putting down her fork and leaning closer to me over the small table.  “You could ignore it.  You could buy some ear plugs and make it through the semester, maybe.  You might even be able to do that until you graduate.”

“Uh huh,” I said.  I wasn’t sure if that would really work very well.  I didn’t want to have to jam things in my ear every night just to be able to sleep.  I had a hard enough time waking up to my alarm, anyway.  “Or?” I said, hoping she had a better option.

“You could take advantage of the situation,” she said, pink lips curving into a devilish smirk.

“What do you mean?” I asked, afraid of where she was going with this.  

“Go in there and have some fun with him.  You’re obviously both horny.”  I stared at her for a few moments before I broke into laughter.  

“You really think that would work?  He’s not even gay,” I reminded her.

“Oh, those small details don’t matter,” she said, continuing to munch on her salad.  I sighed, leaning back in my seat and considering the idea.  It’s not like I hadn’t thought of doing that before.  That had been a constant fantasy running through my mind as I daydreamed.  If only I could actually get up the nerve to do it, I thought.
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I groaned as I stared at the book on the desk below me.  I had been studying all afternoon and into the night for my first midterm of the semester that I had the next day.  All the classes spent listening in a sleepy daze were catching up to me now as I struggled to understand the contents of the textbook.  And to make things worse, I began to hear the sounds against.  Skin stroking skin, labored breathing.  

I squirmed in my chair and tried harder to focus on the text.  I had made it half way through the semester listening to those deliciously tempting noises.  I could get through this, I thought.  I picked up a pen, taking down an important note.  Before I was even finished with the sentence, though, my mind was elsewhere.  I glanced over to our shared wall and began imagining Josh.  It just wasn’t fair.  There was a sweet, attractive, horny man in the next room, and he was straight.  That didn’t really help me to calm down, though.  It was becoming hard to ignore the growing bulge inside my pants.  

I considered what Kim had told me to do.  I imagined myself walking in there, just busting the door down and crawling onto his bed and taking him right there.  When we had talked about it over lunch a month earlier, it had seemed like a ridiculous idea.  But as time went on, the temptation grew.  Suddenly, it seemed like the best thing to do to finally release some of the tension that had built up in my mind this semester.

I tried one more time to focus on studying, but I knew my mind was made up.  I was going to take the risk.  Things might have become horrible and awkward, but they wouldn’t be worse that what I was currently going through.  I got up from my desk, trying my best to cover up the erection that had formed between my legs from hearing Josh, and went to my door.  This was it, I thought as I opened it and walked the couple feet down the hallway to Josh’s door.  There was only silence now.  I couldn’t hear the soft rustles of him pleasuring himself from outside his door.  The walls must have been thicker there.

I took a deep breath, calming myself and trying to think of what I should say to him.  I raised my hand to knock, but froze before my knuckle made contact with the door.  Shaking my head at my stupid actions, I knocked on his door.  I realized that I was already in this pretty deep, so I decided for whatever reason that I should just go right inside.  I turned the knob and opened the door to find Josh staring at me with eyes full of horror and shame.  He yanked off his headphones and slammed his laptop shut as he grabbed at his blanket to cover up his thick erection.  He was completely naked in his bed, and he looked really mad.  I wasn’t focused on his anger, though.  I was too busy reveling in his amazing body.  He was athletic, with smooth planes of muscle all over his body.  His dick was a great size, thick and hard and dying for attention.  And god, how I wanted to give it some attention.

“What...what the hell are you doing?” Josh said.  Regret washed over me.  What the hell was I doing?

“Look,” I said, trying to remain cool and casual.  “I’ve been listening to you jerk off every other night or so for the entire semester,” I said.  His face immediately lost all cover, and he slumped back in his bed.  He seemed like he’d be fine with crawling into a hole and disappearing from the world forever.  I knew it was going to be an embarrassing topic, but I tried to breeze past it as fast as I could.  “And it really fucking turns me on,” I admitted.  His confusion and embarrassment was slowly replaced by disgust.  

“I’m not...” he began, but the shock seemed to take his words from him.  “I’m not gay!”

I stood there for a few moments.  Oh, there was that “small detail” that Kim had mentioned.  Apparently Josh had thought it was pretty important.  I felt completely foolish in this moment.  I had to figure out how to make it work now.  

“I’m not either,” I lied.  I’m not sure why that lie came out of my mouth, but I thought it might help the situation somehow.  “Just shut up and let me blow you,” I said.  Once again, shock crosses his face.  

I suddenly felt like some alpha male, demanding sex from innocent young men.  The silly thought fueled my confidence, and I crawled onto the bed until I was hovering over him.  He had gone speechless, and his eyes were wide with indecision and fear.  I moved the blanket away from his hips, and he did nothing to resist.  I took this as a sign.  He wanted it.  My own cock twitched in happiness at the thought of sweet, straight Josh moaning as I sucked him off.  I had had this fantasy for so long, and it was finally coming true.  

His cock was hard still, and I gave it a few admiring strokes.  If I had known he was packing such a delicious-looking cock, I probably would have jumped him a lot sooner.  I wanted to just take his cock into my mouth and blow him until he came, but I wanted to impress him first.  I had to tease him, to make him realize how much he wanted this, even from a man.  I gave the head a few soft licks, swirling around the pink head and tonguing the slit.  Josh did nothing to push me away.  I began licking him with long strokes from base to tip, which elicited strained cries from the back of his throat.  I looked up at him to gauge his reaction so far.  He was leaning back against our shared wall, eyes tightly shut.  The look on his face read pure ecstasy.  I smirked, giving his weeping cock more attention.  From the way he was reacting to my touches, I wondered if this was the first blow job he had ever had.  The thought turned me on even more.

I could tell that my slow, teasing strokes were beginning to feel like torture for him, so I slid his cock into my mouth, taking as much as I could in without choking.  The action caused him to moan once again.  I smirked around his dick.  I love the vocal ones, I thought.  Wanting to hear more of virgin Josh’s cries, I began sucking him off, bobbing my head at a quick pace, ready to push him over the edge.  I was surprised when I felt his fingers slip into my hair, silently begging me to give him more.  I had been with a few men in my life, but something about blowing this guy was driving me crazy.  I could almost have cum just from the thought of it.

His soft moans and face twisted with pleasure pushed me.  I needed his release almost as much as he did.  I sucked him off harder, my head bouncing on his cock like I was crazed and desperate.  With one final strangled cry, he came in my mouth, shooting ropes of hot cum into the back of my throat.  I sucked it all down happily, proud of myself for making him come that hard.  It was clear that his body loved every second of it, but as I let his softening cock slip from my mouth, I was afraid of the reaction from his brain.  

Josh sat flushed and trying to catch his breath.  His eyes were glazed over and unseeing as he came down from his high.  He crashed pretty quickly, though, and his brows furrowed as he looked at me.  A wave of shame hit him, and he looked at me without any words.  I felt bad for causing him some sort of internal crisis.  I wanted to back off now and let him think things through on his own.  I wiped at my mouth and cleared my throat.

“Look, don’t overthink this,” I said, standing up.  I knew my erection was obvious by the way his eyes darted towards it for just a fraction of a second before he looked over at his desk.  “If you ever wanna do it again, just ask,” I said with a shrug.  “It’s better than hearing you moan in here by yourself.”

He looked at me, embarrassed again, but he said nothing.  I said goodbye and walked out of his room to return back to mine.  I sat back down at my desk, but I didn’t get much studying done for the rest of that night.

For nearly a month, things between me and Josh became cold.  I stopped hearing his pleasured moans during the night, and he seemed to be avoiding me at all costs.  I began to wonder if he had stopped masturbating completely because of me.  I wondered if he had even secretly moved out.  Every few days, though, if I was paying enough attention, I could hear him entering or exiting his room.  Other than that, there was mostly silence.

A part of me was relieved that I had solved my roommate problem.  I didn’t have to hear him jacking off anymore.  But soon a strange emptiness filled me.  I had definitely been hoping that Josh would take me up on my offer of more pleasure.  I began to miss his cute little moans through the wall.  Still, I thought it best to give up on Josh and any hope for a relationship between the two of us, be it platonic or sexual.

That is, until the week before our fall break.  We had a week off from school because of Thanksgiving, and I was headed home for the holiday.  I let my landlord know, and the sweet older lady had insisted that we have a dinner together before I left.  So, after backing up a small suitcase to take back with me, I went upstairs the night before I left and was greeted to an amazing feast.  Mrs. Bales had made turkey, ham, tons of side dishes, and had lovingly displayed them on the table.  I was surprised when I was led into the dining room to see Josh sitting at the table already.  I could tell from his face that he was just as surprised as I was.

The four of us sat down for our dinner.  There was certainly a tension between me and Josh, as this was the first extended period of time that we were together since that glorious night one month before.  And to make things even more awkward, there was an older couple there with us.  I found Josh’s embarrassment to be funny and even endearing, but I could tell that he was suffering from my presence.  Throughout the night, I kept catching his eyes on me.  I would just give him a smile, and he would look away as fast as he possibly could.  Luckily, Mr. and Mrs. Bales had no shortage of conversation to keep the awkward silences at bay.  The two told stories of their youth, their work, their travels, and Josh and I mostly just sat listening, giving a smile or a nod whenever it was necessary.

After dinner, Mrs. Bales gave me a tight hug with her thin, surprisingly strong arms, and told me to have a safe trip back home.  I thanked her, and she gave Josh similar treatment.  She insisted that we come back for another dinner after the break, and we agreed to it.  Despite Josh, I went to my room with my spirits high.
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I laid in bed staring at the ceiling that night.  It was already late, just past midnight, but I couldn’t sleep.  There was a lot on my mind keeping me awake.  I was soon very glad that I wasn’t sleeping yet when I heard a low creak, from the hallway, followed by a quiet tap at my door.  It was Josh.  I shot up in my bed, heart quickening its beat, wondering what he could be doing here at this time of night.  My hopes were instantly high, of course.  I got to my feet and tried to fix my hair and make myself as presentable as I could before I opened the door.  Josh stood on the other side of the threshold.  Despite the dimness of my lamp light, I could see that there was hesitation written on his face.  We stood there unmoving for a few moments, both of us in shock.

“Josh,” I said finally, regaining my usual composure.  He squeaked out a weak “Hi.”  Silence came over us again for a few moments as we waited for the other to continue the conversation.

“Want to come in?” I said with a smirk.  He hesitated just a second before he stepped into my room closing the door behind him.  My cockiness was shooting through the roof at this point.  I knew sweet little Josh was finally accepting that he was ready for more of my skilled mouth.  What a good way to kick off my autumn vacation, I thought.

Just as I was about to make another comment, Josh had closed the distance between us, pulling me closer by my shirt and slamming his lips against mine in the most desperate kiss anyone had ever given me.  My eyes widened in surprised before they closed tight and I melted into his fiery kiss.  His tongue was in my mouth, aching to taste and explore every inch he possibly could.  I groaned at his ferocity, turned on more than I ever thought was possibly from a single kiss alone.  I wasn’t sure how long the kiss lasted.  I had lost the ability to keep track of the time and space around me.  All I was focused on was Josh’s lips, his tongue, his mouth.  

He pulled away from me just a few inches, breaking the kiss to take in deep lungfuls of air.  His eyes were full of light, but there was still confusion there somewhere.  I didn’t want to let that confusion take hold, so I pulled him in for another kiss.  This time, it was me who was in control.  I dominated his mouth, needing to show him that I was the alpha male around here.  There was no way I was going to bend over for some cute little virgin.  Josh fought me for dominance, though, tongue unwilling to be subdued.  My hands took advantage of Josh’s proximity, roaming over his clothed body, feeling every inch they possibly could.  I grew frustrated with the lack of skin on skin contact very quickly, however, so I began to fumble with getting his clothes off.  We broke apart, and though no words were spoken between us, we clawed at each other’s clothes, yanking them off.  Josh was crazed for more, and he didn’t seem to have an ounce of insecurity left in him.  I watched him when I could, trying to understand exactly what his motives were.  My best guess was that he was just a horny, lonely college student, much like myself.

After we were both naked, panting from the exertion, Josh looked at me with resolution in his eyes.  I waited for him to speak, knowing he wanted something.  “Can you...” he began.  He chuckled as he lost his nerve.  His previous bravado seemed to retreat a little.  I smirked at him, understanding instantly what he needed.

“You want another blow job?” I asked.  

His eyes darted down, and he began muttering, “Well, I mean, I don’t wanna...”

“How about you fuck me in the ass?”  I suggested.  He was shocked by my request, of course.  But even through the shock, I knew he wanted it.  The lonely nights had definitely gotten to him.  I didn’t wait for his answer.  Instead, I opened a drawer to hand him my trusty bottle of lube before I got on my hands and knees on the bed.  Josh hesitated, probably staring at my ass hoping for some answers.  Luckily, his horniness took over.  I felt his weight shift the mattress under my legs as he got on beside him.

“Um, look,” he said, voice almost shaking.  “I’m not gay, okay.”

“Yeah, Josh.  I know,” I said, trying not to laugh.  

“Are you sure you’re not gay?” he asked.  I was confused for a moment until I remembered our last encounter.

“Fuck me and we’ll find out,” I said.  

I could hear him sigh.  He probably couldn’t believe what he was doing.  I waited for him for what felt like hours to prepare himself both physically and emotionally.  Finally, I felt the sweet feeling of something pressing against the entrance of my hole.  I tried to relax my muscles, though there was an excited tension running through me.  It had been far too long since I had last gotten laid, and Josh was a unique lover for me.  He began pressing his hard member into me, and I pushed back against him, eager to have his cock fill me.  

Josh entered me to the base of his cock and then leaned against my back, groaning from the feel.  “That feels...” he began, but his words were lost.  His hips began to twitch, almost involuntarily, so he grabbed onto my hips and began fucking me.  His thrusts were slow, smooth, like he was trying to enjoy every single little sensation on his hard dick.  I reached behind me to grab onto his ass, hoping to make him move faster.  He seemed to understand, as he began slamming his hips into my ass.  His initial curiosity was replaced by raw need.  

I groaned at the feeling of his slicked virgin cock.  I had been fantasizing about this moment for months, and the details of the actual thing were so much better.  I wrapped my free hand around my dick and began stroking it, feeling my climax fast approaching.  From the way his hips were bucking into me wildly, I could tell he was about to come, too.  I smirked.  For a straight guy, he seemed to be loving the ass of another man.  I decided I wouldn’t bring up that point, though.  

Josh’s sexy moans were growing louder.  It was nice to be hearing them in the same room and not through a wall.  His breathing was ragged, and he was chasing his orgasm with furious thrusts.  I had never been fucked like this before with suck reckless desperation.  Josh’s own immense sexual frustration was affecting me, and I began jerking my cock even faster.  My climax it me, powerfully like a wave, and I came, long ropes of cum shooting over my sheets.  I gasped and my vision turned nearly white from the overwhelming sensations.  I barely registered that Josh had reached his peak as well, spilling his hot cum into me.  His twitching cock just gave me a few more jolts of pleasure.  

Josh wasted little time in pulling his still firm dick out of me.  I didn’t want to stay there with my used ass up in the air, so I flopped down onto the bed and watched him.  I wondered if he was about to have some sort of mental crisis over losing his virginity to a man.  He just sat back on the bed, seemingly unseeing, catching his breath.  My eyes were growing heavy with exhaustion.  I had a big
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