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I couldn’t remember the name of the man who was currently in my bed, giving me a sex-glazed look.  His whole body was begging me for attention, and really, that was all that mattered.  I crawled over him, trying to look as sexy and predatory as I could.  I took note of the details of his chiseled, masculine face.  He had a natural golden olive glow, and his hair was silky black like ink.  His caramel eyes were ridiculously easy to get lost in.  Was it Enrique?  

I kissed him, trying to ignore the strong taste of alcohol on his lips.  The whole night he had been drinking vodka and orange juice, and the taste still lingered, sharp and sour and sweet.  My own mind floated nicely from the drinks I had that night, though I wasn’t so drunk that I wasn’t enjoying what was happening.  The body under me was toned and muscular.  He definitely worked out.  I couldn’t wait to dive in and get a taste of him.

I began exploring his delicious body with my mouth.  I licked along his smooth collar bone, kissed a path down his sternum, and playfully took a nipple between my lips.  He laid back, just enjoying the view and chuckling whenever I reached a ticklish spot.  He had an amazing smirk.  I would have to get his name and number before he left.  I definitely wouldn't have minded have another round with this amazing piece of man.

I watched in appreciation as my fingers rose and dipped along the muscles of his abdomen.  I gave his belly button a kiss before I decided to focus on the main course.  His dick was impressively long and thick, laying against his abdomen as it waited for some attention.  I took it in my hand and gave it a few teasing strokes, loving the way my current lover smiled at me.  I really had to remember his name.  Estevan?  Oh well.

I took his dick in my mouth, gladly pleasuring him.  The low, guttural moans of approval from him were turning me on like crazy, which made me take even more of him into my mouth.  I sucked him off, moving my head back and forth so fast that it was making my drunken brain a little dizzy.  Just being in this man's presences completely naked was enough to make my mind a little fuzzy.  

I couldn't take any more of the teasing.  I couldn't push it off any longer.  I needed him.  I grabbed my lotion and began to sweetly prep his body for me.  I slide some fingers into his entrance, shivering at the tight warmth.  My mind wandered, imagining what it was going to feel like when my dick was finally inside of him.  When my fingers inside of him brushed past a particularly sweet spot, his moaning became even louder.  I shushed him with a silly grin.  "My roommate's here.  We can't wake him up."  My lover nodded in confirmation, but his eyes were glazed with pleasure, so I wasn't sure if he had comprehended my words.  Stephan was going to kill me if I woke up him at this time of night, but with a man like this in my bed, it was worth the lecture in the morning.

I positioned myself between Estevan's legs.  His muscles had clenched up nicely, making them appear even more carved and cut.  I shook my head, trying to focus on the task at hand.  I pushed his legs forward and apart, giving myself access to his entrance.  I pressed into him, and he began muttering a long string of words under his breath.  I smirked, loving what I did to the man.  I slid some of my length into him, teasing him at first with just a few inches.  He was warm and moist and it made me hiss in pleasure.  I was glad for the alcohol I had drank that night.  If I hadn't had any, I would have probably been done with already.

We were a tangle of limbs moving against each other.  The only reason we were together tonight was to chase after a wonderful, fleeting pleasure.  We didn’t needs any other words or actions to come between us.  We were just here to fuck.  It felt good to have that kind of understanding in this relationship.  I fucked him harder, forgetting in my haze of pleasure that I was attempting to be quiet.  My old bed squeaked and protested, but I couldn’t stop my body.  I just moved my hips faster, slamming them into his eager ass.  

Enrique stopped me, making me groan in protest.  He repositioned himself, getting on all fours and presenting his ass to me.  With that kind of view, I couldn’t say no to his request.  I lined my hips up again, grabbing onto his sides as I began to fuck him.  I got my rhythm and speed back up, and soon I was lost in the pleasure once again.  From the sounds he was making, my partner was getting close as well.  I fucked him faster, losing all control as I could feel my climax quickly approaching.  

I slammed my body into his and watched as he came, his body shaking and his arms collapsing out from under him.  I came not long after him, pulling my dick out to cum over his amazing ass, painting it with my fluid.  I collapsed right next to him, trying to catch my breath and keep from falling asleep instantly.  

After a bit of rest, he stood, using some nearby tissues to clean himself off.  I watched him lazily from my bed, and I couldn’t get the grin to come off my face.  He got dressed and made himself presentable once again before he leaned over and gave me one more hot kiss on the lips.  “That was fun.  We should do it again sometime,” he said.

I grinned and handed him my phone, ordering to put his number in it.  I glanced at his contact information as he was leaving my room and smirked.  “Good night, Antonio,” I said.

The next morning, I planned to spend my day in front of the TV with a grin on my face.  I didn’t have any school to go to and no work to do.  The only thing that would ruin my day was if my roommate Caleb was around to interrupt me.

I had known Caleb for a long time.  He lived on the same street as me growing up.  We played on the same sports teams as kids.  We went to the same schools and hung out in the same social groups.  It was an easy transition to become roommates in college when we both decided on the same university.  Overall, Caleb was a great roommate.  He was tidy and quiet most of the time.  The only problem came when he had an entire day with no plans.  Unlike me, who was happy to fill my down time with binge watching my favorite show, Caleb sought human interaction when he was bored.  Most of the time, I was the easy target for his boredom.  

That morning, just as I had feared, Caleb came out of his room and sat beside me on the couch.  However, he sat their quietly, keeping his eyes on the TV screen.  That was unusual.  I tried to ignore him and focus on the show, but from the corner of my eye, I could tell that he was looking at me.  I glanced over at him, and he immediately looked away, pretending that he was watching TV.  The same thing happened a couple more times before I broke down and risked losing my whole day.

“Is there something wrong?” I asked.

Caleb focused his attention on my.  He was like a ball of nervous energy, and he was about to unload on me.  “I ran into that guy you had over from last night.”

I let my mind wander to the previous night’s events.  I had to stop myself before a huge smirk came to my face.  “Oh,” I said.  I wasn’t embarrassed that he had met my one night stand, but I never tried to rub my sexuality in Caleb’s face.  “Sorry about that.  I thought you would be asleep.”

“I heard you guys, I guess,” he said.  “You seemed to really be, uh...enjoying yourselves.”

I wasn’t sure whether to feel proud or awkward.  “Yeah,” I said slowly.  “Really, sorry about that.  I’ll try to be quieter next time.”

“Will there be a next time?” he asked, his voice a little too curious.  “I mean...are you close with that guy?”

I chuckled.  “He’s not a boyfriend or anything.”  Caleb seemed surprised by my answer, but he stopped talking, looking back at the television.  I watched him and quickly realized he wasn’t really watching, though.  He still had something on his mind.  I sighed and waited for the next interruption.

“So you don’t have a boyfriend?” he asked suddenly.  “Or anything like that.”

“No,” I replied.  I wasn’t sure what he was getting at.  “Why do you ask?”

“No reason,” he answered a bit too quickly, and then seemed to regret his answer.  “Well, there is a reason.”

I turned all my attention to him, giving up my idea for an easy, lazy day.  “What’s the reason?” I asked.

The words looked to be stuck in his mouth for a long time.  Finally, he got up the courage to ask.  “Can I ask you a favor?”

I chuckled.  “What is it?”  It was a lot of drama just to ask for a favor.

“It’s kind of a big one,” he warned.  My curiosity was beginning to take over.  Maybe this would be better than a day in front of the TV.

“What is it?  Tell me,” I urged.  I was actually beginning to catch some of his nervousness.

He looked at me, wide-eyed and hesitant, before he finally blurted out, “Have sex with me.”

My mouth fell open in shock at his request.  Was this some kind of prank?  I never would have expected that kind of joke from Caleb, but he couldn’t have been serious.  “What?” I managed to choke out.

He was absolutely ashamed and embarrassed, but he didn’t back down.  “I’m serious.  I’ve been having these thoughts lately, and I want to have sex with a man.  I was going to find a stranger to do it with, but...it would be a lot better to do it with a friend, right?”

I listened to his words, but I couldn’t manage to comprehend what he was saying.  I was still in shock.  However, the most basic of my instincts flared up.  My straight friend Caleb wanted me to have sex with him.  Something about that was undeniably sexy.  However, I still had to maintain a relationship with him after the act.  We had to live together.  It would be a huge risk to have sex with him.  Although my rational mind understood that, I still wanted to do it.

“You really want this?  You really don’t think it would get weird between us?” I asked.  I began laughing, probably from the huge amount of tension between us.

Caleb joined in my nervous laughter.  “Well, it would definitely be a little weird.  You don’t have to, though.  Don’t feel pressured.  I can find someone else to do this with.”

“No, don’t go after some random stranger,” I said.  I suddenly felt as though I had a duty to make this a pleasurable experience for him.  “When do you want to do it?” I asked.

“Tonight?” he answered quickly.  I was surprised and impressed by his enthusiasm.  

“Alright.  We’ll see how you feel about it tonight,” I agreed, letting
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