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The night was unbearably still.

Tyler lay on his bed, one arm draped over his forehead, his body restless beneath the thin sheet. The ceiling fan spun lazily above him, offering little relief from the warmth pressing into his skin. But it wasn’t the summer heat making his body feel this way.

It was the thoughts. The ones that crept in no matter how much he tried to push them back.

He exhaled slowly, staring at the ceiling. How much longer could he keep pretending?

It wasn’t just about curiosity anymore. That was what he had told himself for years—that it was just passing thoughts, fleeting moments of interest, nothing more. But he knew better now.

Because curiosity didn’t feel like this.

Curiosity didn’t make his heart race when he caught sight of a man with broad shoulders and quiet confidence. It didn’t make his skin prickle with awareness when a deep voice brushed against his ears in conversation. It didn’t leave him breathless in the presence of someone who carried themselves with an authority that sent a shiver through his spine.

And yet, no matter how much he wanted to reach for what he craved, something always held him back.

Fear.

Of what? He wasn’t sure.

Maybe of being wrong. Maybe of wanting too much. Maybe of stepping into a world he wasn’t ready for.

Or maybe... just maybe... of finally finding exactly what he had been looking for.

Tyler turned onto his side, gripping the pillow beneath his head. The room was dim, the glow of the streetlamp outside casting shadows across the walls. It should have been comforting, the familiar silence of the night. But right now, it felt suffocating.

He wanted more.

He wanted to know what it felt like to be wanted. To be chosen. To surrender.

His stomach tightened at the thought, a slow heat curling through him.

He wasn’t naïve. He had spent too many nights lying awake, imagining. What it would feel like. How it would happen. Who it would happen with.

Would it be someone gentle? Someone patient? Or would it be someone who took control without hesitation, someone who knew exactly what to do with him?

He swallowed hard, pressing his face into the pillow.

The worst part?

He already knew what kind of man made his breath hitch.

It wasn’t the boys his age, the ones who fumbled and laughed nervously when things got too close. It wasn’t the casual flirtations at parties or the drunken confessions whispered into his ear.

It was something else entirely.

Something deeper.

Something that made his pulse stutter and his body tense with anticipation.

And he had been so close to giving in before.

There had been moments—fleeting, almost forgettable, except they haunted him in the quiet hours of the night. The time he lingered too long in the presence of a man who carried himself with quiet dominance, his voice low, his gaze steady. The time an older man had placed a firm hand on his shoulder, just for a second, and Tyler had felt his entire body react before he even understood why.

The memory alone sent a shiver down his spine.

He squeezed his eyes shut, frustration curling in his chest.

Maybe that was what scared him the most.

Not the wanting. Not the craving.

But the realization that if the right man whispered the right words in his ear, he wouldn’t hesitate.

Not even for a second.

The thought sent a slow, burning heat through his body, settling deep in his core. He exhaled sharply, his fingers curling into the fabric of his pillow.

He needed to stop thinking like this.

Because once he admitted what he truly wanted, there would be no going back.

And he wasn’t sure if he was ready for that.

Not yet.

But soon.

Very soon.

Tyler was a 21 years old boy. His slim, toned frame was effortlessly seductive, the curve of his hips and the soft dip of his lower back draws the eye like a whispered invitation. His skin gleamed under the soft light, smooth and warm, practically begging to be touched. His lips would give competition to the silkiest sepals ever known.

Tyler was living with his mom, Ava halston, a real state agent and Brian, his stepdad. Who was a banker in a big firm. 

Both were on business trip, but how did it matter, they never had time for him. And money could never replace affection a person needs.

Tyler entered college this year, fresh breath of air which gave him wings, but he had these wings of desire from a long time.

In high school, Tyler often found himself wrestling with feelings that he couldn’t fully understand, feelings that seemed to burst forth unexpectedly and without warning. While his peers casually spoke about their crushes on girls, Tyler’s thoughts were occupied with something else—something he couldn’t share with anyone.

It wasn’t just that he found himself admiring the way certain men moved or spoke—it was deeper than that. It was a reaction that ran through his body, quick and insistent, whenever he was around them. Take Mr. Harris, for instance. The way he carried himself in the classroom, the way his body moved with quiet authority, always drew Tyler in. But there were times, moments when the teacher would lean over to hand out papers or adjust something on his desk, when the fabric of his pants would stretch just slightly, outlining the curve of his thighs. Tyler’s gaze would flicker for just a second—too fast for anyone to notice—but it was enough. He could feel his chest tighten, his stomach flip, and his mind suddenly go hazy, consumed by a desire that was intense and completely outside his control. His body would betray him, a rush of heat flooding him before he could even understand why.

The same thing happened at the community pool. Tyler didn’t just watch the lifeguard; he felt him. Every movement of the older man’s body seemed designed to draw his eyes, but Tyler couldn’t help but notice the way his swim trunks clung to his form, the subtle outline of his bulge beneath the fabric. It wasn’t a fleeting glance—Tyler found himself staring longer than he should, his eyes tracing the shape of it, the way the fabric pulled snugly over muscle and skin. Each time the lifeguard moved, shifting or bending, Tyler’s gaze would follow, and each time, his body responded. His hands would grow clammy, his pulse would quicken, and the restless energy in him would build. The more he tried to look away, the stronger his attraction felt, like a magnetic pull he couldn’t escape.

In the locker room, Tyler’s struggle became even more intense. He couldn’t help but notice the way his classmates moved, how their bodies looked after gym class, the heat rising in the steam-filled air. The brief moments when someone would bend down to pick up something, the way their shorts would shift, subtly revealing the outline of a bulge, would leave Tyler’s mind spinning. His body would react before his mind could process it. He wasn’t sure how to handle the overwhelming rush of desire that would sweep through him, a deep, stirring feeling that made him want to press closer, even though he knew he couldn’t. The closeness of the boys in the locker room, the casual way they moved around each other, was a constant reminder of the power these simple, unspoken moments had over him.

At night, when he was alone in his room, these images would resurface—flashes of men’s bodies, of bulges pressed against fabric, of the quiet intensity that Tyler couldn’t shake. His hands would tremble as he relived those moments, his body aching with an urgency he couldn’t explain, couldn’t control. He wanted to understand what it was that drew him in, what it was about the sight of a man’s body that ignited such a powerful, undeniable reaction in him. But every time he tried to dismiss it, every time he told himself it was just curiosity, his body would remind him that it was so much more than that.

Despite these struggles, Tyler was also known for something else in high school: his exceptional skill at chess. He had always been drawn to the game’s strategy, the way each piece moved and the endless possibilities that unfolded on the board. Chess was his escape, a world where he could control every move, anticipate every counter, and outsmart his opponents. It was where he felt most in control of himself, even when the chaos of his emotions threatened to overwhelm him. Tyler had a natural talent for the game, and it became his refuge, a place where logic reigned, and his mind could focus solely on the battle at hand. But even then, when he’d sit at the chessboard, his mind sometimes wandered—his thoughts drifting to moments from earlier in the day, to the way certain men’s bodies had affected him. It was as if his mind and body were constantly at odds, with his intellect seeking peace while his desires pulled him in a different direction.

High school was a time of self-discovery for Tyler, and every glance, every touch, every flicker of attraction built on something deeper. These moments—these reactions—shaped him in ways he couldn’t articulate. He wasn’t ready to face them, but he felt them stirring within him, growing stronger with every encounter. It was a world he didn’t yet know how to navigate, but it was impossible to ignore.
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TONIGHT HE IS ALONE, burning with desire to become a toy who wanted to be played!, by men, any man, may be many men. He wouldn't care.
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