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The sun was beating down on the back of my neck as I hammered the last tent stake into the hard-packed earth. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto my hands, making the rubber grip of the mallet slippery. I could hear Sophia and Blake laughing somewhere behind me, probably taking selfies or whatever the hell they do when I'm doing all the actual work.

"Zack, you're such a good provider," Sophia called out, her voice dripping with that saccharine sweetness that usually made me melt. Today, it just made my jaw clench harder.

"Yeah, Zack's basically a caveman," Blake added with a little giggle that made my stomach turn. "All masculine and useful."

I didn't turn around. Just kept hammering. Provider? Caveman? How about just the guy who actually knew how to set up a damn tent? I'd been looking forward to this camping trip for weeks – just me and Sophia, away from the city, away from her phone constantly buzzing with work notifications. Then she'd dropped the bombshell that Blake was coming too.

"It'll be so much fun!" she'd said. "Blake's never been camping!"

Right. Because what every romantic camping trip needs is a third wheel. And not just any third wheel, but Sophia's flamboyantly gay best friend who looked at me like I was some sort of fascinating heterosexual specimen to be studied.

Not that I had anything against gay people. Live and let live, that's my motto. But Blake... Blake was different. He was always touching Sophia, always whispering in her ear, always looking at me with those knowing eyes that seemed to say, "I know things about your girlfriend that you'll never understand."

I finally got the tent set up and moved on to the fire pit. Sophia and Blake had settled on a log nearby, sharing a bottle of wine and giggling about something or other. I tried not to watch as Blake's hand lingered a little too long on Sophia's knee. Tried not to notice the way his eyes kept flicking toward me, assessing.

God, I loved Sophia. Loved everything about her – her long brown hair that smelled like vanilla, her soft curves, the way she laughed with her whole body. I loved her tits, perfectly round and responsive to my touch. I loved her ass, especially when she wore those tight yoga pants she knew drove me crazy. Most of all, I loved that she chose me. Me, Zack, just a regular guy who worked in construction and liked beer and football.

"Need any help, caveman?" Blake called out, and I could hear the smirk in his voice.

"I've got it," I grunted, arranging the kindling. I'd been building fires with my dad since I was old enough to hold a match. Blake probably thought you just threw logs together and hoped for the best.

Sophia came up behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pressing her breasts against my back. "Don't be so grumpy," she murmured into my ear. "This is supposed to be fun."

I turned in her arms and kissed her, letting my hands slide down to cup her ass through those tiny denim shorts. "It will be once he goes to bed," I whispered, nipping at her earlobe.

She giggled and pushed me away playfully. "Behave yourself! Blake's right there."

"So? He knows we have sex, right?" I said, maybe a little too loudly.

Blake didn't even flinch. Just took a sip of wine and said, "Oh honey, I know ALL about your sex life. Sophia shares everything."

That's when I noticed it – the way Blake was looking at me. Not just amusement, but something else. Something that looked a lot like... appraisal. Like he was checking me out.

I shook my head. Nah. Must be the heat getting to me. Blake was gay. Even if he did have decent taste in men – which, as a straight guy who appreciated aesthetics, I could objectively admit I wasn't bad looking – he wouldn't be interested in me.

"Fire's ready," I announced, standing up and brushing the dirt from my knees. "Who wants hot dogs?"

Sophia clapped her hands. "Me! Me! Me!"

Blake just smiled at me, that same knowing smile that made me feel like I was missing some crucial piece of information. "I'll pass on the processed meat, but thanks."

"Of course you will," I muttered under my breath as I walked to the cooler.

As I rummaged through the ice, I could hear them talking behind me, their voices low and intimate. Something about a guy named Tyler that Blake had been seeing. Something about how it wasn't working out. I tried not to listen, tried not to care, but it was impossible to ignore the easy intimacy between them.

I'd never had that with anyone but Sophia. That effortless connection where you could say anything and know you'd be understood. With my buddies, it was all sports and work and women. With Blake... well, with Blake, I was just Sophia's straight boyfriend. The caveman who knew how to build fires and set up tents.

"Everything okay over there?" Sophia called out.

"Fine," I called back, grabbing the package of hot dogs and the buns. "Just admiring the scenery."

The scenery was pretty incredible, I had to admit. Tall pines reaching for the sky, a crystal-clear lake just beyond our campsite, the mountains rising in the distance. It would have been perfect if it had been just me and Sophia.

As I cooked the hot dogs over the fire, I found myself watching Blake out of the corner of my eye. He was handsome, I guess, in a delicate sort of way – sharp features, dark hair that fell across his forehead, slim build. He moved with a certain grace that I, all muscle and bulk, could never achieve.

"You're staring," Sophia whispered, nudging me with her elbow.

"Was just thinking how different this all is from the city," I lied, handing her a hot dog.

Blake caught my eye over the flames and smiled. "Don't worry, Zack. I won't bite. Unless you ask nicely."

Sophia laughed like it was the funniest thing she'd ever heard. I just forced a smile and turned my attention back to the fire.

The sun was beginning to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. Soon it would be dark. Soon Sophia would be tired. Soon Blake and I would be alone together by the dying embers of the fire.

I told myself I didn't care. Told myself I'd just go to bed too. But as I watched Blake laugh at something Sophia said, his head tilted back, his throat exposed in the firelight, I couldn't shake the feeling that this weekend was going to change everything.
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The fire crackled, casting dancing shadows across Blake's face as he took another sip of wine. I couldn't stop watching the way his lips wrapped around the rim of the glass, the slight parting of his mouth as he set it down. It was weird, this fixation. I'd never noticed another guy's mouth before, not really. But Blake's was... different. Sharp, defined, with a bottom lip that was just a little fuller than the top.

"Earth to Zack," Sophia said, waving a hand in front of my face. "You're a million miles away."

"Just thinking about work," I lied, tearing my eyes away from Blake. "Big project starting next week."

Blake's eyes met mine across the fire, and there was that look again – that knowing, appraising gaze that made me feel like he could see right through my bullshit. "Must be some project," he said, taking another sip of wine. "You've been staring into space for five minutes straight."

Sophia yawned, stretching her arms above her head. "I'm exhausted. All this fresh air is making me sleepy."

"Me too," Blake said, standing up and brushing off his pants. "I'm going to turn in. Don't do anything I wouldn't do." He winked at Sophia, then let his gaze linger on me for a moment too long before heading to his tent.

"Goodnight, Blake," Sophia called after him, then turned to me with a mischievous grin. "I guess it's just us now."

I watched Blake zip up his tent, the sound echoing in the quiet night. Part of me wanted to follow him, to keep talking around the fire. The other part of me wanted to prove something – to Blake, to myself, to Sophia.

"Let's go to bed," I said, taking Sophia's hand and pulling her toward our tent.

Inside, the air was already warm and close. Sophia lay back on the sleeping bags, her hair fanning out around her face. God, she was beautiful. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, the nipples already hard points beneath her thin tank top.

"I've been waiting for this all day," she murmured as I leaned down to kiss her.

Our lips met, soft at first, then harder, more demanding. I could taste the wine on her tongue, sweet and tangy. My hands roamed her body, memorizing every curve, every dip. This was what I loved – this intimacy, this connection between a man and a woman. This was right.

My mouth moved to her neck, then lower, to the swell of her breasts. I pulled her tank top up, exposing them to the dim light filtering through the tent fabric. They were perfect – round, full, with dusky pink nipples that puckered as my breath ghosted over them.

I took one in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the peak, feeling it tighten against my tongue. Sophia gasped, arching her back, her fingers tangling in my hair. I worshipped her breasts, moving from one to the other, sucking and nibbling until she was writhing
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