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I looked over at Kyle with a smirk on my face.  I could tell that he was uncomfortable with the way I was looking him over.  He was after all the typical college jock who belonged to a prominent fraternity known for its debauchery with the opposite sex.  This of course was all new for him.  He would have never imagined in a million years that he was going to fuck another man, his alpha male mind would have never let that thought into his head.  But of course on that night, the cards were not exactly in Kyles favor.

He’d been driving through the desert on his way to Las Vegas to meet up with a bunch of his fraternity brothers to engage in the aforementioned debauchery.  Unfortunately for him his Jeep broke down just outside of my small town of Desert Crossroads.  

Desert Crossroads has a population of under a dozen, a motel called the oasis, which I happen to own, and a service station just across the street.  When Kyle walked into town he was tired, he’d just walked twelve miles through the desert in a pair of Nike blazers that no longer had that box fresh appearance they supposedly had when he’d been forced to abandon his jeep.  His jeans and t shirt were dirty from a fall he’d taken down a sandy embankment when he had lost his footing.  His baseball cap had been lost somewhere along the way.

When Kyle reached town the service station had already been closed for hours, and its owner Gus lived far out of town.  That was when he entered my lobby.  I would be lying if I didn’t say that I was immediately attracted to him.  His hair was a mess, which I could tell was not the norm.  His tall athletic form had been well kept by many hours at the gym.

He wanted a room, but he became dismayed when I told him that we were a cash only establishment.  Of course that wasn’t the case, but being the thoroughly modern male that he thought he was, I knew he wouldn’t have any cash on him.  I told him that I’d make him a deal, that I’d give him a room if he gave me his clothes.  Naturally he looked at me with a funny expression but I stood firm.  For a moment I think he thought I was joking, but then I heard him mutter a quiet “fuck” before saying “if I give you my clothes what am I supposed to wear”?     

I told him that when his car was towed into town he could retrieve his luggage, and that he’d never have to leave his room before then.  He shook his head and breathed heavily “This has got to be a fucking joke” he paused “do I have to take them off here or can I do it in my room”?

I told him that it didn’t matter to me, because I was going to be with him regardless.  He sighed again and asked me to take him to his room.  Excited I grabbed a key from behind the desk and led him through a dimly lit corridor to his room, once inside he sat down on the edge of the bed “I can’t believe I’m doing this” he said as he removed his t-shirt to reveal his well-defined chest “this is the creepiest thing that’s ever happened to me”.  

I could only imagine what he would have said if he knew what was going on in my mind.  As I watched him unlace his Nike’s I could tell he was uneasy, once his size 10 feet were liberated he stood up and unzipped his jeans, which quickly dropped to his ankles.  Suddenly he was standing there in a pair of crew socks and Calvin Klein underwear.  “You have my clothes” he said with an irritated tone “now will you please get the hell out of here”.

“What about the socks and underwear” I said coolly “when I said clothes I meant all of them”.

“You can have the socks, but there’s no fucking way I’m giving you my underwear” he said fiercely “do you really think I’m going to let you see my dick, do you think I’m fucking gay or something”.

“No underwear, no room” I said “you’re free to walk if you want, but if want to stay here you are going to have to pay my price, and that happens to be me seeing that little dick you’re hiding”.

“This can’t be fucking happening to me” he said as he bent over and started to push down his socks “fine if you want to see me naked you’ll get to see me naked, it’s not like I’m ever going to see your weird ass again”.

A moment later his underwear dropped to my carpeted floor and I had my first look at the jewel he’d been trying to hide.  It was of course about average in size, though naturally his ego led him to believe he was in the top 1%.  His face became all the more irritated when he could tell from my facial expression that I was unimpressed “What is that look about” he said with an angered expression “you act like you’ve seen better”.

“I have” I replied.  It was at that moment I noticed something, Kyle was becoming hard “I can tell that you’re not completely unhappy about your situation”.

“You act like I’m fucking turned on or something”.

“Your dick doesn’t lie, after all you’re a simple creature Kyle, your brain is in your dick, and I hate to break it to you but you’re as hard as a rock”.

“This is so fucking embarrassing” he muttered “I’m not gay, I fuck a different girl every weekend at the frat house so I know for a fact that I’m not gay”.

“Perhaps you’re just doing what’s expected of you” I said as I stepped closer “don’t you think you’d be happier if you had a teacher like me to help free you and open up your mind a little”?

“Look I don’t know why I’m so hard, but I know for a fact that it has nothing to do with you” he replied with an irritated tone “don’t you think I’d be the first one to know if I were gay”?

“You mean you’ve never had feelings for one of your fraternity brothers” I said in a seductive tone “you’ve never looked at one of them and thought about what you could do with him if he was willing, or perhaps a little too drunk”.

He paused for a moment, I could tell he was lost in a thought.  Perhaps it was a roommate, or some other jock on campus that attracted him in a way he couldn’t understand.  Kyle's eyes darted away, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his face. "I... I don't know what you're talking about," he mumbled, but his voice lacked conviction.

I took another step closer, now just inches from his naked form. "It's okay, Kyle. You're safe here. No one has to know." I reached out slowly, giving him time to pull away if he wanted. But he didn't move as my fingers grazed his muscular chest.

A shudder ran through him at my touch. "This isn't right," he whispered, but I noticed he didn't stop me.

"Says who?" I murmured, trailing my hand lower. "Your frat brothers? Your family? Society? None of them are here now. It's just you and me."

Kyle's breathing quickened as my hand moved lower still. His eyes met mine, filled with a mixture of fear and undeniable desire. I could see the internal struggle playing out across his face - the part of him conditioned to reject this warring with the part that craved it.

"I've never..." he started, his voice barely audible.

"I know," I soothed. "Let me show you."

My hand found its target, wrapping gently around his hardness. Kyle let out a strangled gasp, his hips involuntarily bucking forward.

"Oh god," he groaned, eyes squeezing shut.

I began to stroke him slowly, reveling in the way his body responded so eagerly despite his mind's protests. His breathing grew ragged as I worked him expertly.

"Look at me, Kyle," I commanded softly.

His eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine. The vulnerability I saw there nearly took my breath away. His eyes seemed to be filled with a mix of fear, confusion, and unmistakable desire. His breath came in short, ragged gasps as I continued to stroke him.

"I... I can't..." he stammered, but made no move to stop me.

"Shh," I soothed, my free hand caressing his cheek. "Just
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