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Ash leans back in his seat with a groan, the ergonomic office chair his dad got him when he started his Masters creaking under his weight as he rubs his eyes and pauses to take a sip of water. When he glances over, his best—ok, and only—friend Esen is sitting across from him, curled up in one of the kitchen chairs they dragged up the steps, headphones on, probably watching videos on his phone.

Ash has always had more of a head for school than making friends, and it wasn’t until a few months ago that he met Esen just in time for the other man to finish his certification. Ash TAed a math class at the local community college while working on his Masters at Reciprocity Township University, and Esen happened to be finishing up his mechanic training, having put off the math requirement until the last possible minute, which Ash had always told him was ridiculous, because he got near-perfect marks and clearly had the skills needed to do well.

Esen always just shrugged and said, “I just don’t like it.”

Now, Esen glances up at him, as if sensing his gaze, and offers him a lop-sided grin. “Almost done?” he asks, pushing back one ear of his headphones.

Ash’s heart stutters nervously in his chest. Esen is nearly 5’9”, compact and strong with waves of black hair he keeps in a bun and brown eyes so light they’re practically gold. His canines are modded, sharp crowns attached to make them look like fangs, and he’s got a nose ring and two piercings in each ear, the left always with at least one dangly earring.

When they’d first met, they’d argued over which ear was the “gay” ear, Ash of the opinion it was the right, but Esen stalwartly insists it’s the left, because where he grew up it was the left. Every man has to have flaws, Ash supposes.

“Almost ready for a break, anyway,” Ash answers, and Esen hums.

“All right, sport,” he teases. “Just give me a tap when you’re ready to order pizza, I guess.” He slides the headphone back on and turns his eyes back to the phone screen in front of him.

Ash returns to his work and tries to concentrate, but he can’t help but be nervous and excited, distracted by thoughts of putting his arms around the other man and taking him to bed. He’s been trying for months to get Esen to accept an invite to come over to his house, and last week Esen finally accepted, agreeing to hang out, order pizza, watch movies, and stay the night.

It’s obviously a date, and Ash isn’t sure what changed Esen’s mind on it after all this time, but he’s so excited by the concept of finally getting to see Esen naked that he could just about burst.

He’s had about a thousand fantasies of taking Esen’s clothes off and eating him out or fucking him, rubbing their dicks together, frotting between Esen’s thighs, playing with his dick and hole until he squirts, and he’s been flirting pretty much since they met. Even if Esen had always seemed at least receptive, this is the first time he’s been willing to take it any further than hanging out and flirting. They haven’t even kissed yet. Ash just figures Esen’s probably nervous. Maybe he hasn’t been with anyone since he transitioned, or maybe he’s never been with anyone at all. Ash desperately wants to show him how good he can make it, and tonight he finally will.

His dick throbs between his thighs at the train of thought, and he has to turn his attention back to his work to keep from popping an embarrassing boner under his desk over just the idea of intimacy.

He’s not sure how long he spends with his nose in his book, but when he looks up next, Esen is still waiting patiently. He meets Ash’s eyes after a moment and smiles at him again, a flash of his canines that makes Ash’s heart stutter in his chest.

“Pizza time?” Esen asks.

“Pizza time,” Ash agrees.

Esen hums and takes his headphones off, swiping over to a pizza ordering app, already logged into Ash’s account. Ash leans into his space, breathing in the scent of his body wash and shampoo as Esen swipes through the options. They settle on two medium pizzas and a 2L of soda. Being this close to Esen is driving Ash crazy, but when he puts a hand on Esen’s thigh, Esen moves away. He’s so shy.

“Mind if I hop in the shower real quick?” Ash asks, realizing if he’s going to last more than two minutes tonight, he’s going need to take care of himself.

“Sure. Don’t take too long or I’ll eat your pizza,” Esen warns.

“You can only eat my pizza if you promise me something good for dessert,” Ash tells him and Esen busts up laughing.

“Whatever. Go shower.”

Ash grins, heart fluttering in his chest as he grabs a change of comfy, loose clothes and heads into the bathroom. He turns on the shower, humming cheerfully to himself as he strips down and hops under the hot spray, taking his half-hard cock in hand with a quiet groan, hips jumping as his mind near-instantly returns to fantasy.

He imagines Esen standing across from him, smiling as he takes his cock in one of his small hands and strokes along the length of it, twisting his hand around the tip, sliding back down, teasing over his balls just for the way it makes him shudder and gasp.

He’s throbbing within seconds, drooling precum over his own hand as he strokes himself faster, switching from the tamer fantasy to one of Esen leaning against the shower wall, presenting him and looking over his shoulder at Ash, waiting to get fucked.

Ash bites down a groan as he imagines shoving himself into Esen’s pussy, feeling him squeeze down, gasping for breath as Ash pounds into his tight, hairy hole, slick and open and needy for it. He imagines Esen moaning his name

He bites his lip hard, a reedy little whimper leaving him as he comes, toes curling against the tile of the shower floor, breathing heavily through his nose as it’s all washed down the drain.

He stands under the spray for a few moments longer before he gets to work actually showering, scrubbing through his hair and over his body, making sure to play special attention to his genitals, ass, and armpits before rinsing off and stepping out of the water.

By the time he’s dried off and dressed, his phone is beeping, a text alert telling him that his pizza is nearly at his door.

He tromps down the steps and into the living room to find Esen and his dad chatting with each other, his poor dad’s expression a little pinched. He always gets nervous around Ash’s friends, desperate to make a good impression on them. He says it’s just the way he is, but Ash is pretty sure he’s worried about scaring off any new friend Ash makes, since he makes them so rarely, more concentrated on studying than anything else. His elementary school teachers called him shy, his middle school teachers called him troubled, and his high school teachers just called him a loner.

“Hey, pops. Hey, Esen. Pizza’s almost here. You got the movie queued up?”

“Ready to go,” Esen agrees. “I’ll meet you back in your room.”

Ash gives the other man a giddy thumbs up and practically skips to the front door as the doorbell rings through the house.

The pizza exchanges hands quickly, Ash handing the guy an extra cash tip with a wink before closing the door and heading back into the now-empty living room and pretty much flying his way back up the stairs.

Esen is sitting in is bed, laptop set down on Ash’s desk chair, which Esen has dragged over to sit beside Ash’s bed. Ash’s mouth waters at the sight of the gorgeous boy chilling in his bed like it’s no big deal, even if he is buried adorably beneath one of Ash’s many blankets. God, Ash needs him so bad. He has to physically restrain himself from jumping into bed and on top of Esen, who he reminds himself has so far been pretty shy, and probably isn’t going to be super receptive to being literally jumped.

Instead, he calmly drags over the other chair in the room to set the pizza boxes down on and then drops himself onto the bed a respectable four inches from Esen, opening the boxes and then leaning over Esen’s body to press play on the movie.

It’s some thriller thing Esen said he thought Ash would like, so Ash does his best to pay attention to the movie and not just think about how pretty Esen is, especially when he yelps and curls up like a freeze-dried shrimp against Ash’s side, death gripping his arm.

“Haven’t you seen this before?” Ash whispers.

“Yeah, and that means I know how scary it is,” Esen hisses back, and Ash chuckles, wrapping an arm around Esen’s shoulders and squeezing. Esen buries his face into Ash’s pecs, and Ash can feel his heart speeding up. He wonders if Esen can hear it, if he realizes he’s making Ash’s heart race, or if he just thinks it’s the movie, which is, admittedly, terrifying. He squeezes Esen in closer and tries not to bury his face in the man’s hair too obviously, but he can just see a light smirk reflected in the dark corners of the laptop screen, and he knows he hasn’t been subtle enough to hide damn near anything from his perceptive friend.

Ash is pretty sure that even with how shy Esen is, he’s aware of how handsome he is, too. Even though he never takes it any further, he’s always been confident and flirty. It’s that confidence that allowed them to become friends in the first place, after all. He’s probably just shy about his body or something. Ash can’t wait to bring him out of his shell and see that confidence in action. He’s sure once Esen sees that Ash accepts him, he’ll bring out that confident side in bed, too.

He imagines Esen pushing him down and sitting on top of him, totally blocking the movie, not that the movie matters when Esen is stripping down and pulling off Ash’s pants.

Ash shakes off the train of thought, then reaches down and puts a hand on Esen’s thigh, heart thudding even faster in his chest. Esen jumps beside him, but it’s clear that it was because of the movie, and not because of the hand, so Ash tries not to be discouraged when Esen otherwise doesn’t react at all.

He snuggles in closer to the smaller man, trying to at least pretend to keep his eyes on the screen even as he gradually gets more and more snuggly with his friend, arms wrapping all the way around him, Esen practically in his lap. There’s a lull in the action on the screen, and Ash figures now or never, so he brushes some of Esen’s hair out of his face and leans in towards him-

Esen turns away, leaning forward, away from him, and then out of his lap completely to grab another piece of pizza.

After that, Esen remains a polite but friendly distance from him, and it’s not
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