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I was drunk.  I had lost track of the number of beers I had had that night, but I knew it was more than I should have drank.  I had a test in the morning, after all.  But it was my roommate’s birthday, and I had to celebrate!

I had only been roommates with Alex for one year, but we had quickly become best friends.  He had had problems living in the dorms on campus for the first two year of college with two different roommates.  When those guys found out that Alex was gay, a fact he was never shy about hiding, his previous roommates were disgusted, uncomfortable, and at times even downright aggressive.  It was a miserable environment for him to live in, and so for his third year, he put up an ad online.  I just happened to find that ad after my previous roommate graduated.  Alex had been upfront about the fact that he was gay, and although I was skeptical (as a straight man myself), I gave it a shot.  Alex and I hit it off on our very first meeting, and neither of us ever looked back.

The night of his birthday had started off well.  We invited a few friends over for drinks and food.  Somehow as the night progressed, even more drinking happened, far more drinking than I had initially planned.  But in the midst of the stress of mid-semester tests, it felt great to kick back on a Thursday night.  Of course, out of all the other college students there, I was the only one unlucky enough to have an 8:50 class on a Friday, one that happened to have a test that next day worth 30 percent of our overall grade.  However, as the cheap beers continued flowing, I just couldn’t help myself.

The night went on with plenty of laughs and lots of fun, and then people started to leave.  I had sobered up a bit by that time, but I was still definitely drunk.  I still had control of myself, but all of my inhibitions had disappeared completely.  Only Alex was there to deal with me in that state by the end of the night.  Unfortunately, he was in a similar state of drunkenness.  

It was almost two in the morning, so Alex took it upon himself to lead me to my room and get me into bed.  I don’t think he had planned to get into my bed with me, but I pulled him in.  Both of us were surprised when I hoisted myself up, spreading my body halfway across his, and then leaned down and pressed my lips to his.  It was a probing kiss, one lacking in any emotion or feeling, just a simple request for permission.  My muddled mind couldn’t read the confusion on Alex’s face.  When he made no attempt to stop me, I leaned down again and kissed him with everything I had.  

I don’t know what had come over me.  Up until that point, I had never consciously thought about kissing another man.  Something in my body just made me do this.  I decided to blame it on the alcohol and the loneliness of being single.  However, in the moment, I wasn’t thinking about anything other than the feel of his lips against mine, the warmth of his body under mine, and the sweet spark that was happening between us.

My brain was overcome with a lust like I had never felt before, and before I knew it, I was slithering my body down to the foot of the bed.  I managed to tug off Alex’s pants, and he even helped me despite his repeated murmurs of “What are you doing?  Are you sure you want to do this?  What are you doing?”

Although I couldn’t seem to put it into words, I wanted to do this more than I had ever wanted anything.  I didn’t know why.  All I could understand was the deep drive inside me.  As the fabric of Alex’s underwear was pulled away, I was faced with his dick, standing at full attention, right in front of my face.  I had a moment of hesitation as I stared at it, mesmerized.  I had thought that seeing another man’s dick like this would disgust me, but it wasn’t gross at all.  In fact, there was something undeniably sexy about Alex’s thick cock.  My brain was on autopilot again as I slipped the tip of his dick into my mouth.  It was smooth, soft, and somehow, it felt like it fit just right in my mouth.  As I slipped more of it in, something just clicked.  This felt amazing.  My own cock was already achingly hard in my pants.  I began sucking Alex off, wrapping my arms around his body, sliding my hands all over his smooth skin as I swallowed his cock.  I couldn’t believe the moans that were coming from my throat, though I was happy there was a dick in my mouth to keep them muffled.  My hips began bucking against the bed, my cock desperate for some kind of friction.  I had never been so horny and sexual in my life.

I loved the way Alex’s body jerked under me as he came closer and closer to his peak.  I couldn’t believe that I was just as close to my climax as he was.  I felt hand on my shoulders, holding onto me as it finally hit.  “Ehran, I’m...”  The words got stuck in his throat as he came.  His cum shot into my mouth, and the moment it hit my tongue and I tasted him, it was too much for me.  The warm, bitter, salty fluid and the twitching dick pushed me over the edge, and I came in my pants.  It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life, despite never even having touched my cock at all.

There was a long silence after we both came.  My intense arousal disappeared, and reality hit me once again.  I had just given my roommate a blow job.  I still didn’t have a specific emotion to assign to that fact.  I wasn’t sure if I was happy it had happened or if I had just made the biggest mistake of my life.  I was too exhausted to figure it out.  I climbed up next to Alex and managed to cover us both up with a blanket.  “Ehran, is everything okay?” he asked as my head hit my pillow.  As I was formulating an answer in my mind, I drifted off to sleep, ignoring the sound of Alex’s voice in the distance.

The walk all the way across campus to get back to my apartment felt longer than ever before.  Maybe that had something to do with me dragging my feet the whole way.  I still hadn’t faced Alex after what had happened that night, and I still wasn’t sure if I was even ready to talk about it with him.

That morning, I was awoken by the shrill screech of my alarm clock.  Of course, I was confused to find another man in bed with me.  Alex had sprawled over me during the night, wrapping both his leg and arm around me in search of warmth.  When I woke up, the weight of him kept me from bolting out of bed.  I had managed to remove myself from his limbs and stop my alarm clock, but that had woken Alex up in the process.  Luckily, he was groggy and not quite prepared to get up, so he just went back to sleep.  I stood in the middle of my room for a long while, staring at him as the memories of the previous night popped up in my head.

I couldn’t stand there in angst for too long, though.  My test was in less than an hour, and I seriously needed a shower after everything that had happened the previous night.  My test went pretty well despite the pounding headache and the sudden thoughts about Alex that would enter my mind at random times.  After that class, I went to the school cafeteria and had a late breakfast to buy myself some more time alone just to think.

Despite that time alone, my aching head would only go around and around in circles.  I didn't know what I wanted, and I wasn't sure if any amount of thinking it through was going to lead me to the answer.  I decided that I had to face the problem by talking it out with someone.  The best option for that task was, of course, Alex.  So I made the trip home.

My stomach was in knots by the time I made it to my apartment.  I opened the door and snooped around quietly, partially hoping that Alex wasn't even home.  I went to my bedroom, relieved that he wasn't still asleep in my bed.  However, when I stepped back out into the living room, he was leaving his own bedroom.  He looked at me, eyes wide and nervous, and we both knew what was on the other's mind.  I took a deep breath, bracing myself for the potentially awkward conversation I was about to endure.

"Hey," Alex said.  He stood in front of his bedroom door, not wanting to move, as though it might scare me away.  I walked into the living room and took a seat on the couch.  I patted the cushion next to me as I returned his greeting.  Alex heaved a sigh as he sat next to me.  "Are you mad?" he asked.

"No," I said emphatically.  "If anything you should be the one who's mad.  I practically forced myself on you."  

Alex was surprised.  He bit his bottom lip slightly in thought, and for the first time ever, I really noticed how plump and smooth they were.  No wonder they had felt so nice against mine.  "You definitely weren't forcing me.  It was one of the hottest moments of my life," he said with a chuckle, before he stopped himself suddenly.  He looked at me, worried he had said the wrong thing.

I sat for a moment in thought.  Was it hot?  In the moment, it truly was one of the most exciting sexual experiences I had ever had.  I had never felt so full of raw desire.  I had always admired Alex for his good looks, but it had always been in a hetero way.  But then why did I suddenly blow him?  My mind was racing again.

"Is there something you want to tell me?" Alex asked.  His brows furrowed in concern.  "Look, if you're gay, you can tell me.  You know you have nothing to worry about with me."

"I'm not gay!" I responded, a little too quickly and aggressively.  I was being too defensive.  "I'm definitely not gay.  I don't know what came over me last night.  I'm sorry I involved you, and it won't ever happen again."

"Never again?" he asked.  I stared at him.  Why did he sound so disappointed?  

"Of course not.  I'm really not gay, Alex," I said.

He nodded slightly, and I ignored his look of disappointment.  I had thought that that would be the end of that awkward conversation and we would never have to speak about it again.  Alex had other ideas, though.

"Ehran?" he said just as I was about to stand up and run away to hide.  I turned and looked at him.  "It doesn't have to be the last time if you don't want it to be."

"What?"

He stood, rubbing the back of his hair.  "I just think the idea of doing things with a straight guy is really hot.  If you're ever up for more experimenting, just come to me and ask.  I'd definitely be up for it."

I stood speechless for
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