

    
        
          Blunt Seduction

        

        
        
          Holiday Heat, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Alexander Grant

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLUNT SEDUCTION

    

    
      First edition. June 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Alexander Grant.

    

    
    
      Written by Alexander Grant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Epilogue

Further Reading: Virgin Heat: The Complete Collection

Also By Alexander Grant

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


The sun was beating down on Max's backyard like a bitch, and I was already feeling it. Third beer in, and the party was just getting started. Chicks everywhere, man. It was gonna be a good day.

"Yo, Tony! Another cold one?" Max shouted from the patio door, holding up a couple of bottles.

"Hell yeah, bro!" I yelled back, flexing my abs a little as I sat up on the lounge chair. Been hitting the gym hard, and it was paying off. Could feel the eyes on me, even with my sunglasses on. Knew exactly what I was doing.

Max tossed me a beer and plopped down on the chair next to mine. "Glad you could make it, dude. Sarah couldn't?"

"Nah, man, she's got that family thing. Bummer, but what can you do?" I cracked the beer open and took a long swallow. "I'm holding down the fort for both of us, though."

Max laughed. "I can see that. You're like a peacock showing off for all the ladies."

"Hey, gotta work with what you got, right?" I grinned, looking around at the pool. Water shimmering, girls in bikinis, perfect fucking day. "Besides, someone's gotta represent our relationship. Can't have people thinking I'm not getting any."

Max just shook his head, but I could see he was amused. That's what I liked about him. He was gay as hell, but he never gave me shit about being straight. We just vibed.

Hours passed, party in full swing. I was feeling good, buzzed from the beer and sun. Played some volleyball, talked to a few chicks, but honestly, my mind was kind of elsewhere. Kept catching myself watching Max. The way he moved, the way his trunks hung low on his hips. Shook that shit off, though. Not my thing. Never has been.

Eventually, people started leaving. The sun was going down, casting that golden glow over everything. Before I knew it, it was just me and Max sitting by the pool, empty beer bottles scattered around us.

"Damn, good party," I said, stretching my arms over my head.

"Yeah, man. Always better when you're here," Max replied, his voice lower than usual.

He pulled out a blunt and a lighter, raising an eyebrow at me. "Wanna?"

"Fuck yeah," I said immediately. "Let's get this night started proper."

We smoked in silence for a while, the smoke curling up into the twilight. I was feeling it now, relaxed in that way only good weed can make you. The water lapped against the pool edges, a steady rhythm that was making me sleepy.

"So how's the dating life, man?" I asked, blowing out a cloud of smoke. "Still crushing it out there?"

Max didn't answer right away. Just took another hit, then let it out slow. "Not really, dude."

"What? Why not?" I leaned forward, genuinely curious. Max was a good-looking guy. Funny, smart. Should have been drowning in dudes.

He didn't say anything. Just looked at me with this weird expression in his eyes. Then he stood up, walked over to my chair, and knelt down in front of me.

"Max, what the fuck?" I started to say, but then he leaned in.

And then his tongue was on me. Right through my swim trunks, pressing against my dick. And fuck if it didn't twitch. Just a little, but enough for me to notice. Enough for me to know this was about to get complicated.

My first instinct was to shove him away, to yell "what the fuck" and bounce. But my hands didn't move. They just gripped the arms of the lounge chair like they were welded there. All I could do was watch, my breath caught in my throat, as Max's tongue dragged slowly over the thin fabric of my trunks.

He was tracing the shape of it, the length of me getting harder with every wet pass of his tongue. The chlorine smell of the pool was mixing with the sweet, acrid scent of the blunt smoke, and underneath it all was just... him. His breath was hot against the wet fabric, and my hips betrayed me, pushing up just a fraction of an inch.

"Max... dude, what are you doing?" My voice came out rough, cracked. It was supposed to be a protest, but it sounded more like a goddamn invitation.

He looked up, his eyes dark and locked on mine. "You asked why it's not going well," he murmured, his voice vibrating right through the soaked material and into my dick. "It's because I don't want them, Tony. I want this."

Then he did it again. Longer this time. His mouth opened wider, and he sealed his lips around the head of my cock, still trapped behind the trunks, and sucked. A hard, wet pull that shot straight up my spine. My head fell back, a groan tearing out of my throat before I could stop it. Sarah. My girlfriend. The word flashed in my brain like a warning light, but it was distant, muffled by the roaring in my ears.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my trunks. This was it. The point of no return. All I had to do was say stop. All I had to do was be a good boyfriend, a straight dude.

Instead, I lifted my hips.

He peeled the wet fabric down, slow, and my dick sprang out, hard and leaking. The cool night air hit it, making me shudder. Max just stared for a second, his lips slightly parted, before he leaned in and licked the bead of pre-come right off the tip. It was the most intimate, filthiest thing anyone had ever done to me, and my whole body jerked.

"Fuck," I breathed out, my eyes squeezing shut. "Max..."

"Shhh, bro," he whispered, and then his mouth was on me. No more fabric. Just wet, perfect heat. He took me in, sliding down until I hit the back of his throat, and I swear to God I saw stars. My hand flew to his head, my fingers tangling in his damp hair, not to push him away, but to hold him there.

It was nothing like getting head from a chick. This was different. Max knew exactly what felt good because he had one himself. He knew when to use his tongue, when to suck hard, when to ease off. He found that sensitive spot right under the head and worked it with his tongue until my thighs were shaking.

I was fucking his mouth, my hips rolling up in a rhythm I couldn't control. The sounds were obscene—wet sucking, my ragged breathing, the slap of my balls against his chin. I looked down and watched my dick disappear into his mouth, his lips stretched around me, his eyes closed in what looked like fucking ecstasy.

The thought of Sarah tried to surface again, but this time it was easier to push away. This was just... this was just Max. My best friend. Helping me out. Bro stuff. The lie was so thin it was pathetic, but I clung to it as I felt my balls start to draw up.

"Max," I gasped, my grip tightening in his hair. "I'm gonna... you gotta..."

He just moaned around my dick and went faster, his hand coming up to cup my balls, rolling them gently. That was it. That was all it took. I came with a hoarse shout, pumping my load down his throat as he swallowed every last drop.

When I was done, I collapsed back against the chair, boneless and shaking. Max sat back on his heels, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He just looked at me, his chest heaving, his own trunks tented obscenely.

I stared at the sky, the stars spinning above me. I had just crossed a line. A big one. And the terrifying part wasn't that I'd done it. It was that all I could think about was what we were going to do next.

The silence stretched, thick and heavy, broken only by the lapping of the pool water and the sound of my own heart trying to beat its way out of my chest. I kept my eyes on the stars, tracing constellations I didn't know, hoping the cold light up there could burn the shame and the residual pleasure right out of my system.

Max shifted on his knees, the sound of it cutting through the night. "Tony?"

I couldn't look at him. If I looked at him, this whole fucked-up situation would become real. "Dude, I... I gotta go."

My voice was hoarse, alien. I pushed myself up, my movements clumsy, and yanked my trunks back into place. The fabric was still damp, clinging to me, a sticky reminder of what had just happened. I didn't look at Max as I stood. I just started grabbing my shit—my phone, my keys, my shirt from the back of the chair.

"Wait, don't go like this," he said, his voice cracking. "We need to talk."

"Talk about what, Max?" I finally turned, and the look on his face—raw, hopeful, devastated—almost broke me. "That you just... that we just... fuck, man. I gotta go."

"Tony, please. Just—"

"I'm sorry," I cut him off, the words tasting like ash. "I'm so sorry." I wasn't even sure what I was apologizing for. For letting it happen? For leaving? For the fact that my dick was already twitching at the memory of it?

I practically ran out of his backyard, not even looking back. I fumbled with my keys, my hands shaking so bad it took three tries to get the door unlocked. The whole drive home was a blur of streetlights and self-loathing. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw him on his knees. Felt his mouth. The memory was so vivid it was like he was still in the car with me.

Sarah was asleep when I let myself in, curled up on her side of the bed. The air conditioning was blasting, a stark contrast to the humid summer night I'd just left. I stood there for a minute, just watching her breathe. My girlfriend. My good, normal, heterosexual life. This was what I wanted. This was what I was supposed to want.

I stripped down and slid into bed, trying to be quiet. But as I settled in, she stirred, rolling over to face me.

"Tony? You're
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