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This story is a raw, filthy, and unapologetically horny dive into college experimentation, power dynamics, and the kind of sexual awakening that comes from letting go of labels and just feeling what’s real. It’s about a big white jock discovering what it means to give in—to be dominated, used, and adored—by a beautiful, confident young Black twink who knows exactly what he wants and how to take it.

This isn't a love story. It’s not about coming out. It’s about two boys, two bodies, and one night where everything changes. It's sweaty, nasty, funny, and hot as hell—just how it should be.

If you're here for skin, sin, and surrender, you’re in the right place.

— S.J. Virelli 🖤
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“I’ve never had my ass eaten, I’ve never eaten ass, and I’ve never had a finger up my ass.”

Landon dropped the bomb like he was ordering a pizza. Straight face. Sweat glistening on his temple from intramural flag football, tank top damp and clinging to his chest like a second skin. He looked over at Micah, who lay sprawled across the twin bed in cutoff shorts and a mesh crop top, phone in hand, one painted nail tapping the screen. His dark skin glistening in the light from coconut oil and perspiration. Micah didn’t look up. “And yet here we are, so close to graduation, and you’ve never lived.”

“I’m just sayin’,” Landon shrugged. “I’ve had head. I’ve fucked. All girls. But... that backdoor shit? Never done it. Never thought I’d want to. Hell, I figure if I ever asked a girl to eat my ass or finger me, she’d look at me like I just told her I sucked dick.” Micah tilted his head, eyes finally meeting Landon’s. Lashes too long for a man, lips too full for reason. “Is this a cry for help, Landon James?”Landon grinned and tossed a throw pillow at him. “I’m not gay, dude. Just cause you’re like my little bro here doesn’t mean I want to touch your dick or anything.”

Micah caught the pillow mid-air like a dancer, hugged it to his chest. “Nobody said you were. You think liking your ass touched makes you grow a pair of pearls and start watching Drag Race?” 

“I just...” Landon scratched the back of his neck, biceps flexing, golden skin sheened in post-workout heat. “I been thinkin’ about it. Like... what it would feel like.”

“Ding ding ding.” Micah sat up, feet bare, toes painted pink. “That’s called curiosity. And you know what they say about curious boys, right?”

“They get their ass eaten by a flaming twink?” Micah’s smile went devil-wide. “Only if they’re lucky.” Something shifted. Air got thick. Heat prickled in Landon’s spine, the base of his cock, deep in his gut. He watched Micah shift closer, legs crossed, the slit of his shorts creeping up and showing a flash of smooth inner thigh. “You serious?” Landon asked.

Micah leaned in, voice velvet-smooth. “You think I haven’t thought about it, big guy? Every time you stretch in front of me? Every time you parade around in compression shorts like the world’s your locker room?”

“I didn’t mean to tease.”

“But you did.” Micah’s palm was on Landon’s knee now. Gentle. Confident. “And now you’re here. And I’m here. And that tight, virgin jock-hole of yours is practically crying for attention.”

Landon’s breath hitched. His cock twitched—half-hard already, straining against mesh shorts. He looked down at Micah’s hand, then back at Micah’s face. “I’m fuckin’ nervous.”

“You’re allowed.” Micah’s voice dropped to a purr. “Just lie back and let me drive.” Landon stood. Peeled his tank off slow. His body was carved from effort—pecs full, lats wide, a faint treasure trail running down from a taut stomach to the waistband of his shorts. His dick, thick and veiny, hung heavy as he pushed them down. He stepped out, completely bare now, cock swinging, ass round and muscled like two bronzed cantaloupes. Micah licked his lips. Landon backed up toward the bed. “You really gonna eat my ass?” 

Micah was already on his knees. “Baby,” he said, eyes glowing, “I’m gonna make you forget you ever liked pussy. Now lay your ass down.” Landon did as ordered. 

Micah reached forward and gripped Landon’s thighs, thumbs sinking into muscle. He eased the jock’s legs apart. Landon lay there stiff at first, arms behind him for support, thick thighs parted just enough to show off that sculpted ass. His cock was half-hard, curving up over his abs, flushed and heavy with blood.

Micah knelt between his legs. Close now. Real close. He could smell the salt of sweat, the deep masculine musk from the day’s workout—ripe and raw, clinging to Landon’s skin. The air was thick with it. His nose caught the sharp, earthy scent of the jock’s crack, that slightly sour, wholly male funk that came from hours of running and flexing and letting that tight ass sweat beneath mesh shorts. It made Micah’s mouth water.

He ran his hands up Landon’s quads, fingers splayed wide, then dug his thumbs into the crease where thigh met glute. Landon tensed. “Relax,” Micah murmured. “I’m not gonna bite. Unless you beg.” That got a nervous chuckle. Landon leaned back on his elbows, chest rising and falling fast. “I feel fuckin’ exposed, man.”

He was. A naked, muscle-bound jock laid out on his back, legs spread, hole on display, while Micah—still fully dressed—remained poised, in control, untouched. The difference crackled in the air. Landon’s skin buzzed with it. “You are. That’s the point.”

Micah ran a finger along the crease of Landon’s ass, then spread the cheeks wide. His heart skipped. Landon’s hole was tight, dark pink, slightly puckered—surrounded by a soft halo of dark hair. Not too much. Not jungle-thick. Just enough to remind you this was a man. A real man. The scent coming off it was primal, slightly sour, musk and sweat and something more intimate, private. Micah groaned under his breath. It drove him crazy.

“You smell fuckin’ amazing,” he murmured, more to himself than to Landon “Don’t say shit like that,” Landon mumbled, cheeks flushing. Micah grinned. “You like that I like it. Now, don’t talk back unless you’re telling me how amazing it feels.”

Then he leaned in and licked. The first swipe of his tongue was slow. Experimental. He licked from taint to hole, broad and wet. Landon flinched.

“Fuck—”

Micah didn’t stop. He licked again, slower this time, pressing the flat of his tongue into the tight ring, savoring the way it twitched. Landon groaned, his abs tightening. His cock twitched against his belly, thickening.

Micah spit, then went back in. He licked in circles now, working the rim, getting it wet and loose. His hands gripped Landon’s thighs tighter. He buried his face deeper, letting the tip of his tongue jab inside. The hair scratched at his cheeks, the scent thick in his nose. His nose was nudging into Landon’s sack. The balls hitting him in the face. He popped both of them into his mouth, sucked gently, then spit them out and let them slap back against Landon’s taint. He hummed against the hole.

Landon’s moans started coming low and steady. “Shit... dude...” Micah pulled back, lips slick, eyes shining. “Still think you’re not into this?” “Fuck you. “That’s next.”

Micah stood, grinning. He peeled off his crop top, then his shorts—no underwear. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, pointing down slightly from the weight of it. His body was lean, defined, smooth and obsidian, a small tuft above his cock, tight abs beneath his pecs. He stepped over Landon and climbed onto the bed, straddling the jock’s chest.

“You ever eaten ass, golden boy?” Landon stared up at him, lips parted. “No. Micah crouched. “Good. You’re about to learn.”

He turned around, faced the foot of the bed, and squatted over Landon’s face. His cheeks were round and firm, hole already glistening from anticipation amd arousal. He lowered slowly, letting the heat of his body hover just an inch from Landon’s mouth. “Open up.”

Landon opened. Micah lowered his hips until his hole was pressed right to Landon’s lips. “Eat it,” Micah ordered. “Lick me clean, straight boy.”

Landon licked. Hesitant at first. Then deeper, more confident. Micah moaned low, grinding down, rotating his hips, forcing more contact. “That’s it... fuck yeah... tongue-fuck me, jockboy.” Micah took over. He rocked his ass back and forth over Landon’s face, using his mouth like a toy. Landon gripped his thighs, held him in place, tongue working harder, faster, sloppier. “You like that hole?” Micah growled, grinding down. “You like how it tastes? This is what control feels like, baby. This is how a man fucks with his ass. I’m going to ride you so hard. My hole is going to use you up and spit you out” Micah leaned over and ran his hands over Landon’s muscular chest. Then his fingers found Landon’s tight nipples. He squeezed and twisted until Landon moaned in pain and pleasure. 

He ground down harder, riding Landon’s tongue, making the jock squirm under him. Landon’s cock throbbed untouched, leaking onto his abs. His hands trembled as he clutched Micah’s flexing hips.

“We both win,” Micah panted. “You learn what it’s like to be with a man who knows exactly how to give you the greatest orgasm of your life. And I...” He glanced over his shoulder, grinning. “I get to check you off my ‘fucked straight boys’ card.”

Landon’s breath hitched. “How many straight guys you done this with?” “Dime a dozen,” Micah said with a shrug, grinding again. “College and a six-pack makes a man try things. Either he likes it... or he never tries again. You’re not special, baby boy. Just another hard dick for me to own.”

Micah leaned forward, hole still pressed to Landon’s lips. “And you? You’re gonna love every second of it.”

Micah climbed off Landon’s face slow, grinding the last smear of slick across his lips. He looked back, pleased at what he saw—Landon’s mouth red and wet, eyes dazed, lips parted like he couldn’t believe what just happened.

“You taste good,” Landon muttered, almost in awe. Micah turned and straddled his chest, cock hanging hard above Landon’s face. “Damn right I do. And you’re gonna taste more.” Micah leaned down, kissed him—deep, filthy, tongue probing. He tasted his own funk on Landon’s lips and groaned into his mouth, grinding cock against the jock’s pecs.

Landon kissed back. Hesitant first, then hungry. His hands moved up Micah’s sides, over his hips, then down again, cupping his ass like he needed to feel the place
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