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The minute I turned onto that final stretch of dirt road, I swear I felt a year of tension slide off my shoulders. My beat-up hatchback rattled over the potholes, trees crowding in on both sides, but all I could think was: freedom. Seven days. No roommates, no family obligations, no polite smiles while my sister Elena prattled on about her perfect boyfriend, Robert.

"Seven days of absolutely fucking nothing," I said aloud, grinning at my own reflection in the rearview mirror. I cranked up the music, letting some trashy pop song blast through the speakers as I navigated the winding path.

The steering wheel hummed against my palms as I thought about what awaited me. Not just solitude—productive solitude. I'd already loaded up my laptop with enough folders to last a month, each carefully categorized: Twinks, Jocks, Daddies, Group, Bareback. My stomach tightened just thinking about it. A week with my hand down my pants and nothing but pine-scented air around me.

I shifted in my seat, my dick already half-hard just imagining it. God, it had been too long since I'd really let go like that. There's something special about jacking off in nature, isn't there? That feeling of the breeze on your balls, that shameless vulnerability with no walls around you. Last summer, I'd even done it on the little deck off the cabin's bedroom, watching the sunset while pumping myself to completion. The memory made me throb.

"Work with nature, not against it," I chuckled to myself, slowing down as the cabin finally came into view. Perfect. Dark. The glow of my headlights against the wood siding.

I parked right up against the porch steps, killed the engine, and just sat there for a moment, breathing it all in. Snow crunched under my boots when I stepped out, fir trees heavy with white all around me. I grabbed my bag—overpacked, of course, but you never know—and approached the front door, fumbling for the key my dad had loaned me.

The key didn't fit.

"What the hell?" I muttered, twisting it again. No go. I tried the handle.

It swung open.

Warmth poured out, smelling faintly of woodsmoke and something else—cologne? Frowning, I stepped inside, dropping my bag silently in the entryway. Motion sensors kicked on, bathing the living room in soft light, and there, sleeping on the couch with a book across his chest, was the last person on earth I wanted to see.

Robert.

My sister's perfect boyfriend.

He shifted in his sleep, the firelight casting shadows across his face, and that's when it hit me—he'd said something about needing to get away for a few days, but Elena never mentioned coming up here. I closed the door quietly, my whole plan for a week of blissful self-indulgence going up in smoke.

Well, mostly. As I watched his chest rise and fall under that thin blanket, I realized this might be a different kind of opportunity altogether. I stood there for a long moment, listening to his soft breathing, before backing silently toward the kitchen. My hand slowly drifted to the front of my jeans.

This was going to be interesting.

***
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The floorboards groaned under my weight as I slipped toward the kitchen. Bad move. Robert's head snapped up from the couch, his eyes wild and unfocused for a second before they locked onto me. He jackknifed into a sitting position, the book tumbling to the floor with a thud.

"Josh? What the hell?" His voice was rough with sleep, a low rumble that vibrated right through the floorboards. He raked a hand through his dark hair, making it stand up in messy tufts. "You scared the shit out of me."

"Sorry," I whispered, holding my hands up in mock surrender. I couldn't help but let my eyes wander. The worn-out grey t-shirt he was sleeping in was pulled tight across his shoulders, showing off the thick muscle of his arms as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes. The blanket had pooled around his waist, leaving his boxer-clad legs and powerful thighs exposed to the firelight. My dick, which had deflated in shock, was starting to take notice again. "Didn't mean to creep in like that."

"What are you doing here?" he grumbled, his brow furrowed. The man built like a brick shithouse looked about as confused as a lost puppy.

"I could ask you the same thing," I shot back, a slow smile spreading across my face. I leaned against the doorframe to the kitchen, crossing my arms. It pushed the fabric of my hoodie tight against my chest, a classic move I knew worked on guys like him. "This is my family's cabin. My getaway-from-reality spot."

Robert just stared, his mouth slightly open. Then, a small flush crept up his neck. "Elena said... she said you weren't coming up until next weekend."

"Change of plans." I shrugged, letting my gaze drop from his face to the book on the floor. Some dense historical novel. Typical Robert. Always trying to prove how smart he was. "Needed to escape. You know how it is." I let the words hang in the air between us, the unspoken question sharp enough to cut.

He shifted on the couch, his jaw tight. "Yeah. Something like that."

Silence stretched. The fire crackled. I could feel the flush rising on my own skin, but I held his gaze, letting the smirk play on my lips. The air thickened, charged. He was all hard lines and guarded energy, while I was making myself as soft and welcoming as possible.

"Well," I said, pushing off the doorframe. "This is awkward. But there's no way I'm driving back in that snow. Guess we're cabin mates." I walked over to the hearth, pretending to stoke the fire, but really giving him a perfect view of my ass in my tight jeans. I could feel his eyes on me, a physical weight. "Want some coffee? Or something stronger?"

"Just coffee," he muttered, but his voice had lost some of its edge. He was watching me now, really watching me. I could feel it in the way the fine hairs on my arms stood up.

"No problem," I said brightly, turning to face him again. I knew I should have looked away, but I didn't. I held his gaze and let my smile turn just a little bit wicked. "You know, it's kind of nice not being alone after all. As long as you're not a snorer."

A ghost of a smile flickered on Robert's lips, so quick I almost missed it. It was the first crack in his gruff armor. "I don't snore."

"Good to know," I purred, turning back to the kitchen. "I guess we'll find out what else you don't do."

The coffee maker sputtered and hissed as I spooned grounds into the filter, aware of every sound Robert made behind me. I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, tracking my movements as I grabbed mugs from the cupboard. When I turned around, he was watching me, his elbows on his knees, his forearms resting on powerful thighs.

I walked over slowly, letting my hips sway just enough. I bent at the waist to place his mug on the coffee table, giving him a deliberate eyeful. The hem of my hoodie rose up, exposing the small of my back. From this angle, I could see right down his t-shirt. My breath caught. His nipples were hard, pushing against the thin grey cotton like beacons. And just below, straining against the fabric of his boxers, was the distinct outline of his dick. Not just a bulge, but a shape. A thick, heavy shape that made my mouth water.

"Here you go," I said, my voice a little lower now, huskier. I didn't straighten up right away, lingering just a second longer than necessary. When I did, our eyes met, and the air in the room crackled. The thought flashed through my mind: He sees me looking.

"Thanks," he grunted, grabbing the mug and draining half of it in one go. He gestured around the cabin. "Elena said there's only one bedroom. I can take the couch."

I almost laughed. "Oh, I don't think so. You're her guest. You get the bed. I'll crash out here."

Robert's jaw tightened. "I'm not letting you sleep on the couch in your own family's cabin."

"It's a big couch," I countered, taking a sip of my own coffee. I sat down in the armchair opposite him, tucking my legs under me. "And I'm a younger brother. I'm genetically programmed to sleep in weird places. You're not."

We went back and forth like that, a ridiculous argument over who was more deserving of the bed, but the subtext was everything. It was a dance of consideration that was really about territory, about who was in charge. I finally "relented," letting him win the argument, knowing that him sleeping in my bed, surrounded by my family's things, was its own kind of victory. We finished our coffee in a charged silence, the unspoken tension buzzing between us. Eventually, we both stood, our choreography of avoiding eye contact almost comical.

"Well, 'night," he said, his voice gruff again, turning toward the bedroom. He walked away before I could respond, and I got one last look at his ass, high and tight and perfect in those boxer briefs.

"'Night, Robert," I whispered to the empty room.

I waited until I heard the bedroom door click shut. I stood there for a full minute, my heart hammering against my ribs, my dick rock-hard and aching. My original plan for the week—my laptop, my meticulously organized porn, my week of lonely pleasure—was ashes in my mouth. I didn't need any of it. I had him.

I grabbed my bag and retreated to the couch. I didn't even bother undressing fully, just shucked my jeans and hoodie, leaving me in just my briefs. I lay back on the cool leather, my hands roaming over my own chest. My nipples were hard pebbles, and I pinched them, twisting them hard, just the way I imagined he might like it. I brought my fingers to my nose, sniffing the scent of my own sweat, but in my mind, it was his. It was the earthy, masculine musk I'd caught whiffs of all evening.

I needed more. I spit in my palm, the slick sound obscene in the













































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
OFF LIMITS

I KNEW WHAT HE WAS BEFORE HE DID... AND I WASN'T GOING
TO LET HIM WALK AWA

[ A BES

ALEXANDER GRANT





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





