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This work is not an instruction manual of any kind for relationships, sex acts, or anything else. Relax and enjoy. 

This work contains:

	Moments of anti-fat bias (not rewarded or endorsed by the narrative)

	Cuckolding

	Body modification

	Eggpreg (and barely any egg puns!!! I am so strong)


To see more from me and get notified of new releases, check out my Patreon, find me on Bluesky, or sign up for my newsletter.
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There’s Something About Kevin
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Colby doesn’t know how he ended up here. What started out as a hookup of convenience has morphed into something more, and now he spends most of his free time thinking about Kevin’s ass and mouth.

He and Kevin first met when Colby was a TA for a persuasive writing course. Kevin’s a senior who should’ve taken this class way earlier but managed to skip it since his degree is something math-heavy. Or maybe chemistry—Colby doesn’t remember.

Colby usually prefers jocks and twinky otters, not plump guy-next-door types. And Kevin had a way of looking at him, when they were alone during office hours. Colby had seen that lingering look on a lot of guys who were trying to gauge if he was queer.

He’d found it annoying at first. He didn’t need or want attention from basic-looking guys. So he’d tried to put Kevin off with pointedly raunchy jokes, but Kevin didn’t flinch or wilt one bit. 

In fact—

By the time finals were approaching, Kevin was the only one still coming to office hours. Colby could grade short answer questions just fine, but when it came to explaining things to freshmen, he had better things to do. So he referred them to the other TA, Naomi, or the tutoring services, until finally he had his office hours to himself each week. 

Or would have, if not for Kevin.

Kevin showed up with questions about the final essay close to finals week. Colby gave half-assed answers, focused on messing with a gambling app on his phone that he’d been blowing his allowance on for the past week. 

But Kevin wasn’t taking the hint.

“What do I have to do to get you to pay attention to me?” Kevin asked, light and joking.

“Blow me,” he replied with a snort. He spun his chair around behind his desk, putting his back to Kevin, and bet another ten bucks.

His phone made a discordant chime—he’d lost.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

A shadow fell over him. For less than a second, there was a sense of pressure in the air, like something big and menacing was in the room with them, but when he jerked his head up, the shadow was just Kevin, standing in front of him. 

He opened his mouth to tell the guy to fuck off for real, but before he could get the words out, Kevin sank to his knees. 

Kevin looked up at him with dark eyes and a mischievous smile. “If this is what it takes...”

Colby stared. “Yeah, whatever,” he sputtered, and made a show of going back to his game. 

He spread his knees a little wider when Kevin shuffled forward between them. He glanced over his shoulder as Kevin unbuttoned his jeans—the door wasn’t locked, and anyone who walked in would see. But Colby wasn’t a loser. He could win at gay chicken any day of the week. And this was the least Kevin could do after bothering him all semester.

He didn’t think quiet, mousy Kevin would actually do it, but then Kevin was taking him out of his underwear. There was hot breath on his soft cock, and a hand around the base, and a tongue laving around the head in slow sweeps. 

Kevin made an encouraging sound as Colby started to harden.

Colby kept his gaze locked on his phone, but he tapped at the screen on autopilot. He didn’t know how much he bet. If he won or lost. He didn’t register the game sound effects at all—just the wet sounds of Kevin sucking him. 

The slowness of it should’ve been annoying, but getting hard in someone’s mouth felt crazy good. And Kevin didn’t seem at all worried about someone walking in on them. It was like he was savoring every inch of Colby’s dick. 

After a few minutes of trying to hold still, Colby gave up and dropped a hand to Kevin’s hair. 

Kevin looked up at him for a second, mouth full of cock, and for a second Colby swore he looked smug.

Then Kevin was deepthroating him and moaning like having a cock stuffed down his throat felt good. And that was kind of hot, so Colby started moving Kevin’s head. 

In the end, he came so hard his vision whited out for a second.

When he returned to his body, his softening cock was still enveloped in wet heat.

Kevin looked hazily up at him, cheeks flushed, swollen lips stretched around him. He gave one last, gentle suck as he pulled off of it, and licked his lips. Then he got up, stretched, and wrote down his number on Colby’s notebook.

“In case you want to do that again,” he said, then left.

When Colby checked the betting app hours later, he’d lost $200.

* * *
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He tells himself there’s no way he’ll text Kevin. He saves the number in his phone but doesn’t use it. 

But then the semester ends and it’s winter break, and with a lot of students away for the break, the apps don’t have a lot of options.

So he texts Kevin. 

Turns out, Kevin’s somehow always available and always eager to suck him off, so by the time winter break ends, Colby hasn’t opened the apps in a while.

Kevin seems to genuinely get off on blowing Colby, and it makes Colby feel like a god. Colby’s offered return the favor a couple of times lately, but Kevin always waves him off, and Colby hasn’t pushed the issue. They’ve even hung out, before or after Kevin blows him. Kevin listens when Colby talks and doesn’t complain when Colby hits his vape pen indoors. He also doesn’t seem to expect Colby to do more than nod and make affirmative sounds when he talks about stuff Colby doesn’t care that much about.

They haven’t gotten naked yet. Kevin is probably insecure about his body, even though his mouth more than makes up for it. When Colby told his buddy Bryce about the stuff they’ve done together, Bryce gave him a look that made Colby feel like a selfish asshole, even though Kevin seems more than happy with how things are going.

So Colby figures it’s time to take things to the next level, both to prove his friend wrong and to show Kevin a good time. After all, if Kevin likes blowing him so much, it stands to reason he’ll like getting fucked even more.

* * *
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They’ve never spent the night together. That changes tonight. Kevin has an overnight bag and everything, and Colby’s roommate is going to be out late, so they have the place to themselves.

They’re watching an action movie in Colby’s bed, Kevin nestled into his side under his arm. Colby suggested a movie so that Kevin wouldn’t be too skittish once the clothes start coming off.

It’s just getting to the part with the most explosions when Kevin’s hand trails down from Colby’s chest to the waistband of his sweatpants. 

“Can I?” He murmurs against Colby’s neck. “I prepped, if you wanna...”

Colby forgets his initial protests about how this is right when the special forces team steals the superdiamonds back. 

“Oh, fuck yeah. Want me to turn the lights off?” he offers, trying to be sensitive.

“No, I’m good.” Kevin kisses his neck and slides his hand into Colby’s sweatpants. 

Kevin gets him hard and then sits up, stripping off his own shirt and kicking off his pants. He settles in Colby’s lap, straddling Colby’s hips with his soft thighs. 

Colby reaches for Kevin’s (frankly, amazing) ass and squeezes Kevin’s generous cheeks, then dips between them as a tease. His fingers slip: Kevin even pre-lubed himself, apparently.

Kevin makes an encouraging noise, so Colby sticks a fingertip inside. 

Kevin’s body opens so easily: hot and slick, eagerly swallowing up one finger and then two. Kevin rubs up against Colby shamelessly the whole time, riding his fingers and moaning. His cock—a good size, but a little smaller than Colby’s, probably—leaves wet smears of pre on Colby’s stomach. 

It’s not long before he’s eager to take a seat on Colby’s cock, and who is Colby to deny him?

Kevin takes him in one smooth thrust, and he’s so wet inside that they don’t need extra lube, and the way he squeezes up around Colby’s cock is the better than anything Colby’s ever felt.

Colby fucks up into him, holding Kevin’s hips, and they find a rhythm together. It doesn’t seem to matter if Colby hits Kevin’s prostate or not—Kevin grunts and pants over him, his
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