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I noticed Alex before he ever spoke to me.

He sat two rows down in the lecture hall, legs stretched out like he didn’t quite fit the space, shoulders relaxed in a way that made everyone around him seem stiff by comparison. When he laughed—quiet, under his breath—it turned heads. Mine included.

The accent came later.

“Sorry, mate—this yours?”

I turned to find him holding my notebook, his fingers already smudging the corner like he’d owned it for years. Australian. Warm. Easy. The kind of voice that didn’t ask permission before settling into your head.

“Yeah. Thanks.”

“No worries.”

That should’ve been it. Just another classmate. Another semester. But when he sat beside me instead of handing the notebook back and moving on, something shifted. He leaned close enough that I caught the clean, sun-warmed scent of his skin. Soap. Something sharper underneath.

Alex smiled like he already knew me.

We were both twenty-one. He mentioned it casually a few minutes later, like age was just another checkbox on the exchange paperwork. He was here for the semester. Business program. Beach back home. No expectations.

I told myself I didn’t have any either.

We got to know each other after that and become friends. We started studying together because it made sense. Same class, same schedule, same tendency to procrastinate until coffee became beer and beer became staying longer than planned. Alex was easy to be around in a way that felt unfair. He laughed with his whole body. He touched without thinking—my arm, my shoulder, my knee under the table—never lingering, never apologizing.

I noticed it. I just didn’t say anything.

Somewhere along the way, I learned he was a virgin.

It came out one night when we were half-drunk on cheap beer in his temporary apartment, the walls still bare, his suitcase still sitting open like he hadn’t committed to being here yet. He said it lightly, like it wasn’t a big deal, like it was just another difference between home and here.

“I’ve never actually... done anything,” he said, shrugging. “Kinda figured I’d wait. Or not. Didn’t really plan it.”

I laughed, because that felt safer than reacting honestly. He smiled back, unbothered, curious, eyes lingering on my mouth a second too long before he looked away.

We drank more than we should have. Talked about nothing. Everything. Music back home. Parties here. The weird intimacy that comes from knowing something temporary has an expiration date.

At some point we ended up standing instead of sitting, close without realizing how it happened. He was saying something—half a joke, half a confession—and I leaned in to hear him better. He leaned too.

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t brave. It was just... there.

Our mouths brushed. Soft. Surprising. A mistake that lasted a heartbeat too long.

“Sorry mate,” he started, at the same time I did.

Then we both laughed, breath mingling, the space between us suddenly charged and fragile. I should have stepped back. Instead, I stayed. So did he.

Alex’s hand came up, hesitant, resting against my side like he was checking the reality of me. I could feel the warmth of his palm through my shirt. I tilted my head without deciding to.

This time, when we kissed, it wasn’t an accident.

His lips were warm, slightly parted, unsure for just a second before he followed my lead. When his tongue brushed mine—tentative, curious—I felt it everywhere. The kiss deepened slowly, clumsy in the way first kisses are, breaths uneven, mouths learning each other in real time.

Alex made a soft sound against my mouth, surprised, like he hadn’t expected it to feel like that. His fingers curled into my shirt, grounding himself. The taste of beer, heat, and something new flooded my senses.

I stood there, breathless and dazed, the air thick with unspoken tension as my lips parted from Alex’s. The taste of beer mingled with something hotter, hungrier—desire. My chest rose and fell rapidly, my heart pounding in my ears. Alex’s eyes met mine, his irises dark with want, and I couldn’t look away. My dick, already rock-hard, pressed insistently against my jeans, the fabric doing nothing to ease the ache. I shifted, but it’s useless—the denim felt like a cage, and I was acutely aware of the bulge in Alex’s pants. His thick Aussie cock was throbbing, pre-cum already staining the fabric. Fuck, he was hard.

His gaze flickered down to my crotch, and a flush crept up his neck. I smirked, knowing we were both thinking the same filthy thing. This wasn’t how I expected the night to go, but fuck if it wasn’t exactly where I wanted it to be. The room felt electric, charged with raw, unfiltered lust.

“Fuck,” Alex muttered, his voice rough and unsteady. That single word was enough to send a jolt through me. I mirrored the sentiment, reaching out to grip his waist, pulling him closer. His body was warm against mine; his muscles tensed under my fingertips. His hand slid up my chest, fingers tracing the outline of my pecs before tugging at my shirt. I didn’t hesitate. I lifted it over my head, tossing it aside like it was nothing, and he did the same, revealing his lean, muscular frame. His nipples were tight with arousal, and I fought the urge to lean down and take one into my mouth.

I ran my hands down his sides, feeling the warmth of his skin, the faint dusting of hair on his abs. He shivered, his breath hitching as my thumb brushed over his hip bone. His skin was electric, and I wanted to map every inch of him. My fingers lingered, tracing the lines of his body, feeling the heat radiating from him.

“Take ’em off,” I growled, nodding at his pants. My voice was hoarse, thick with need. He didn’t hesitate, unbuttoning them quickly, letting them fall to the floor. My eyes widened at the sight of his uncut cock. It was fucking massive—thick and veiny, pre-cum glistening at the tip. My mouth watered, and I couldn’t wait to get my hands on it. I kicked off my own jeans, my hard dick slapping against my stomach as I stepped out of them. We stood there, naked and panting, the room charged with raw, unfiltered lust.

Alex reached out, his fingers wrapping around my shaft, squeezing gently. I groaned, my head falling back as he stroked me slow and steady. His touch was firm but tender, and I could feel my balls tightening already. I returned the favor, gripping his cock tightly, feeling the soft foreskin slide over the head as I pumped my fist up and down. His breath quickened, his lips parting in a silent moan, and I leant in, kissing him deeply.

Our tongues tangled, hungry and desperate, as our hands worked in sync. His taste was intoxicating—a mix of beer and something uniquely him. “Fuck, mate,” he gasped against my mouth, “You feel so good.” I smirked, nipping at his lip, and he moaned, his hips jerking slightly as he fucked my hand.

I pressed him back against the wall, our bodies flush against each other, chest to chest, cock to cock. The friction sent sparks through my veins, and I could feel his heartbeat racing against mine. His skin was hot, his muscles trembling under my touch. I kissed him harder, swallowing his moans, our hands moving faster, pre-cum slicking our shafts.

“Cum for me, Alex,” I demanded, my voice hoarse and commanding. He whimpered, his eyes rolling back as his body tightened. I kissed him deeper, our breaths mingling, our hands working in perfect rhythm. His cock twitched in my grip, and I felt his hot load explode, ropes of cum splattering across my chest and stomach. It was fucking beautiful, and I groaned into his mouth, my dick pulsing in his hand as I followed, shooting my own load, hot and thick, onto his abs and mine.

We stood there, breathless and covered in each other’s mess, hearts pounding, the room heavy with the scent of sweat and cum. Alex laughed softly, shaking his head, and I pulled him into a tight embrace, kissing his forehead.

“Fuck,” he said again, smiling, “That was... unexpected.”
“Best kind of unexpected,” I replied, grinning, and he nodded, leaning into me.
We stayed like that, sticky and satisfied, the temporary nature of this moment feeling less like an expiration date and more like a secret we would carry with us. I ran my hand down his back, feeling the rise and fall of his breath, the warmth of his skin still tingling under my touch. His hair smelt like the ocean, salty and fresh, and I buried my face in it, inhaling deeply.

“You’re a mess,” he teased, his voice soft, and I laughed, pulling back to look at him. We were both covered in cum, our bodies glistening in the dim light. It was fucking perfect.

“You’re not exactly clean yourself,” I shot back, tracing the trail of cum down his chest with my finger. He shivered, his eyes fluttering closed, and I smirked, leaning in to kiss the spot where my finger was. His skin tasted salty, and I licked it slowly, savoring the flavor of him.

The quiet didn’t soften this time. It sharpened.

We stood there, close enough that stepping back felt deliberate. I watched Alex breathe, watched the way his eyes stayed on me like he wasn’t done, like his body hadn’t caught up to the moment ending. The heat between us hadn’t faded—it had just gone still, coiled and waiting.

I reached for my clothes first.

Getting dressed felt wrong somehow, like I was putting space where there hadn’t been any seconds ago. Alex stayed where he was, bare and flushed, weight shifted slightly forward like he might close the distance again if I gave him a reason. He didn’t stop me. He didn’t look away either.

At the door, I paused. Not long. Just long enough to feel how unfinished this was. How easily it could happen again.

“Night,” I said, because it was the safest word I had.

He smiled, slow and
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