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Disclaimer


This work of fiction is a product of the author’s imagination and is not based on real events, individuals, or organizations. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or deceased, is purely coincidental. 
The views and opinions expressed within this book are those of the fictional characters and do not reflect the beliefs or values of the author. The author does not endorse or condone any of the actions, behaviors, or ideologies depicted in this work.
Readers are encouraged to approach this book with an open mind and a critical perspective. It is important to remember that the events portrayed are entirely fictional and should not be taken as representative of reality.
This book may contain mature themes, including but not limited to violence, adult language, and explicit content. Reader discretion is advised, and this book is intended for adult audiences.
The author is committed to respecting the rights and privacy of all individuals and organizations. Any unintentional use of copyrighted material is purely coincidental and will be rectified upon notification.
Thank you for choosing to read this work of fiction. Your support is greatly appreciated, and the author hopes you enjoy the story.
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Frozen Flames of Memory


Ihave a gift, you see. A real knack for seeing homophobic assholes through a telescopic lens. Don’t ask me how I got this gift. It was one of those strange quirks life decided to bestow upon me. Maybe it was the universe’s way of compensating for the trauma. It’s quite handy, though, when you can spot prejudice and bigotry from a mile away. It’s almost like a sixth sense.
I stand by the window of my penthouse apartment, the city’s twinkling lights stretching out before me like stars fallen to Earth. In my hand, I hold a crystal tumbler, the golden liquid inside catching the warm glow of the cityscape. It’s the good stuff, the kind that burns just right. My phone incessantly buzzes on the coffee table. Rachel is probably going Hulk-smash over her keyboard.
The invitation to the high school reunion lies there too, a pristine envelope that contrasts starkly with the rustic surface of my coffee table. Willowdale Senior High. Just the name sends shivers down my spine. It was a nightmare factory, a place where adolescent cruelties were perfected. Yet, there’s a strange allure this time around. A curiosity, a need to confront the demons I thought I had left behind.
“Good riddance too,” I mutter, then I take a sip of the whisky, the liquid’s warmth spreading through my chest. The reunion invite is adorned with names, and there it is as if taunting me from the page—Blake Bryan. The memories rush back, a whirlwind of emotions I’ve carefully locked away. Blake, the love of my life, or so I thought. Until he decided to rip my heart out and parade it in front of his jock asshat friends. The locker room incident is etched into my mind like a scar. A reminder of betrayal and humiliation.
I’ve changed since those days. At least the alcohol makes me think so.
The scars have healed, but they’ve left behind a different kind of strength. As I gaze at Blake’s name on the list, I can feel a storm brewing within me. It’s not just the past that’s calling; it’s the need to set things right. To face him, to show him that I’m not the same person he could walk all over back then.
I take another sip, the whisky’s warmth mingling with the fire of determination in my chest. This time, things will be different. This time, I won’t be the one who’s left wounded. The invitation is a silent challenge. And as the city’s lights continue to dance outside my window, I make a decision. The nightmare won’t haunt me forever. Now is the time to step back into the fray and rewrite the ending I never got. Blake Bryan, you’re in for a surprise.
My walking wet dream, and the source of my greatest heartache. Blake was my first for everything. But he was also the leader of the hockey team, stuck in his image and what people expected from him. He couldn’t tell his parents about himself, so he let go of me. It’s honestly sad how fear and the need to fit in can squash love.
I take another gulp of my drink, the amber liquid doing a delightful tango on my taste buds, while I casually ogle my chic penthouse apartment. It’s perched on the ninth floor, like a bird’s nest for the elite, boasting enough chrome, ceramic, and steel to make any minimalist’s heart flutter. The walls remain bare, a deliberate choice to keep memories at bay. There are only a few pictures of close friends—those who stuck around when the world turned its back on me. 
My phone buzzes again, and I pick it up to see Rachel Swan’s name flashing on the display.  
“Sup, ho?”  
Her rich laughter is like a comfort that transcends time. “You heartless bitch, I called like ten times.”  
Checking my screen, I realized she had. “Oops, I meant to block you. My mistake.”
“Shut up, Drama Queen,” Rachel retorts, her voice teeming with playful sarcasm. “Ignoring my calls and texts? Did you finally get caught up in a torrid affair with a celebrity chef?"
“If you ever mention that show again, I’ll slap you,” I chuckle, rolling my eyes even though she can’t see me.  
“Then why, pray tell, were you ignoring me? Got some hot guy in your apartment?”
“If I did, I certainly wouldn’t be talking to you,” I quip. “No. It’s just me and my right hand tonight. Sorry to disappoint you, but my love life is about as exciting as a potato exploding in the microwave."
Rachel’s laugh fills my ear again. “True that. So, what’s with the radio silence? I thought you’d be thrilled about the reunion, considering all the juicy drama it promises.”
I sigh, leaning against the window frame. “Oh, I’m thrilled, all right. About as thrilled as I’d be to wrestle an alligator in a swamp. You know how much I loved Willowdale Senior High.”
There’s a pause on the other end, and I can practically picture Rachel rolling her eyes. “Kieran, you can’t hide from your past forever. Plus, I’ve heard they’re providing free therapy sessions this time. So, you’re pretty much hitting the jackpot.”
I smirk, shaking my head. “Well, that’s definitely tempting. But I swear, if I see one person from my past doing yoga and talking about ‘finding their inner peace,’ I might just lose it.”
“Fair enough. But come on, Kieran. This might be your chance for closure. Or at least a chance to flash your impressive pet food taster credentials.”
I can’t help but laugh this time. “Oh, you know it. I’m thinking of walking in there with a tiara made of kibble.”
“That’s the spirit,” Rachel replies with a chuckle. “Now, promise me you’ll at least consider going. I’ll be your wing woman, and we can make fun of everyone together.”
I pause, looking out at the city lights once more. Well…insulting people is my area of expertise. “Alright, alright, I’ll go. But only because you promised to be my partner in crime. And if someone starts spouting New Age nonsense at me, I’m blaming you.” 
“Deal, Drama Queen. Now, hurry up and pack your tiara. We’ve got a reunion to conquer.”
As we say our goodbyes, I can’t help but smile. Rachel has a way of making even the most dreaded events sound like a grand adventure. With her by my side, facing the past doesn’t seem so daunting after all. I am struggling to shake the feeling that this reunion might just be the chance to rewrite my story—one hilarious, sarcastic comment at a time. 

      [image: ]The flight is awful, to say the least. Screaming children dressed like adults; battling over overhead compartments and personal space. The baggage claim carousel spins like a twisted merry-go-round of chaos. The whole experience is enough to give me PTSD. As I step off the plane in Willowdale, Michigan, I can’t help but wish I was anywhere else in the universe. 
Rachel is waiting for me at the airport, bundled up in a coat that seems ready to wage war against the biting December winds. Her long dreads dance in the gusts, and her big, soulful brown eyes lock onto mine as if she’s been counting the seconds until my arrival.  
“Kieran! Oh my God, you’re here! Did the flight suck as much as expected? Why do I even ask? It’s always a circus. You look thinner. Have you been eating enough? Wait, don’t answer that. We’re going to the bakery first. I baked your favorites, and you can stuff your face while I fill you in on everything you missed in this godforsaken town.”
I laugh as she drags me into a hug. Rachel’s dreadlocks are meticulously styled into a crown, some locks falling just below her shoulders, causing several people to turn and stare. She’s stunning and her voluptuous figure is enough to give Beyonce a run for her money. “I’m fine, motormouth. God, don’t you need to breathe? How can you talk so much?”
“It’s a gift.”  
Rachel has always been a whirlwind of energy, and it seems like she’s only grown more enthusiastic over the years. I step forward, embracing her in a warm hug. “Rach, you’re going to give me whiplash with that rapid-fire interrogation. And yes, the flight was a special kind of torture. But I’m here, alive and slightly traumatized.”
“Alive is the important part. Traumatized is optional. But hey, let’s turn that trauma into some sugar-infused joy. You remember my bakery, right?”
“How could I forget?” I reply with a smirk. “I’d recognize the scent of your cinnamon rolls anywhere.”
She playfully swats my arm. “Oh, stop buttering me up, Drama Queen. Now let’s get going. You need some serious comfort food, and I’ve got a pastry display that’ll make your heart sing.”
“Now you’re speaking my language.”  
We make our way to her bakery, the familiar scent of freshly baked goods enveloping us as we step inside. The warm ambiance is a stark contrast to the frosty chill outside. Rachel leads me to a cozy corner table, laden with a mouthwatering assortment of pastries and treats. The air is heavy with the rich scent of brewed coffee and macaroons. The sleek pink interior is adorned with an array of confections, from pumpkin spice cupcakes to muffins that Rachel swears are “cream cheese orgasm-inducing.” It’s a sensory overload in the best way possible.
We settle into a corner, the comfortable atmosphere enveloping us like a warm embrace. As I take a bite of a decadent blueberry scone, she finally takes a moment to catch her breath. “Okay, now that your mouth is too full to fire off sarcastic remarks, let’s get you up to speed. Remember Mark, the guy who used to have a crush on you back in high school?”
I nod, my cheeks puffy with a muffin, trying to suppress a grin as I savor the explosion of flavors. Rachel’s dark skin glows like the sun-kissed earth, with a few dreads framing her heart-shaped face. “Girl, you won’t believe what happened!”  
“Tell me, don’t make me beat it out of you.”
She laughs. “Oh, you’re gonna love this.” Rachel leans forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, you know Mark, right? The one with that crazy obsession for artisanal cheese and rollerblading in his underwear?"
“That is disgusting,” I say deadpan. “Please continue.”  
“He’s at the farmer’s market, doing his usual cheese-sampling routine, when he spots this huge wheel of Camembert. Like, it’s practically the size of his head!”
My laughter erupts, and I cover my mouth with my hand, imagining the absurdity of the situation. “No way!”
“Oh, yes way.” Rachel nods, her eyes dancing. “So, he decides he must conquer this Camembert mountain, right? He’s determined to finish the whole thing, like a cheese gladiator. Fucking creep.”
I can barely breathe through my laughter, envisioning Mark in a cheese-eating battle of epic proportions.
“But here’s the kicker.” Rachel leans in. “Turns out that Camembert was like... super potent. The stinkiest cheese known to humankind and I mean rancid.” 
Fuck, this is too funny. I burst into another fit of laughter, imagining poor Mark unwittingly subjecting himself to the cheese equivalent of a taste bud assault.
“And there he is,” Rachel continues, “cheeks flushed, eyes watering, as he tries to conquer this cheese monster. People are giving him a wide berth like he’s a ticking time bomb of cheese-induced aroma.”
“This story is sick, Rach, and I bet you watched it all, you bastard!” I’m laughing so hard, my stomach hurts.
“Damn right, I did. Long story short,” Rachel concludes, “he didn’t conquer the Camembert. The Camembert conquered him. He ended up running away, defeated by dairy.”
“I think I just threw up in my mouth.”  
“Me too!”  
We both dissolve into giggles, our sides aching and tears streaming down our faces. This crazy bitch! It’s moments like these when Rachel’s storytelling prowess meets my penchant for ridiculous scenarios that remind me why her friendship is worth more than all the cheese wheels in the world. Our laughter dies down, and I sigh through my nose, taking her hand in mine. “How are you, really? You never visit me here in Willowdale. How are your parents?”
The smile on my face fades. “They’re around…” Fuck if I know where. “I haven’t spoken to them in almost a year.”  
Rachel knows better than anyone how hard Shane’s suicide was on my family. My mother closed herself off completely and my father retreated deeper into his work. It got to the point where we barely spoke, and I was spending more time at Rachel’s and Blake’s houses than my own.
“Are you going to be okay seeing him?” Rachel asks, with a melancholic stare.
Fuck. She always knows what to say to make my eyes burn. I nod, but don’t respond to that. It’s in the past. Blake and I are different people, though. Since high school, I’ve had several relationships and it’s been five years since we broke up. I’m sure he’s moved on. “Besides, I’m almost positive he’s fat and bald by now anyway, with nine kids, jerking off to gay porn every night.”
She gives me a pitying smile and squeezes my hand. 
And as I sit there, surrounded by the sweet scent of baked goods and the warmth of Rachel’s friendship, I realize that maybe, just maybe, this reunion won’t be the nightmare I anticipated. With Rachel by my side, even the darkest corners of my past seem a little less daunting.
She brushes a few stray strands of my thick, brown, curly hair away from my eyes, her touch soothing in its familiarity. My gaze drifts to the TV mounted in the corner where a hockey game is playing. My face lights up immediately, drawn to the sight of the sport I’ve always loved.
“Speaking of him…guess who’s making waves in the NHL?”
I blink at her. “Who?”
“Blake Bryan."
I frown, my excitement faltering for a moment. “So, he’s not fat and bald?”  
“He’s not fat and bald, Kieran,” she replies, chuckling. “He’s actually the best defenseman for the Detroit Red Wings. Can you believe it?”
My jaw drops, and I nearly choke on the bite of the muffin I was about to take. Shit. I feel my face flushing as thoughts of Blake resurface like a ghost from the past. Damn. I thought I’d get revenge on him by turning up looking smoking hot, but I can’t do that if he’s also a stud. Would he remember me? Does it matter? I remind myself that I’m not that same vulnerable teenager anymore. I’m a successful, confident, capable, independent man, dammit!
I snort, pretending nonchalance even as my heart races. “Well, well, look at him go. From closeted jock to NHL superstar closeted jock. Good for him.”
Rachel, the villain, laughs at my theatrics. “Oh, Kieran, your act could win you an Oscar. Just admit it, the thought of him stirs something in you.”
“Yeah, my indigestion,” I mutter. 
“Bitch please, I can practically see your hard-on underneath the table.”
I narrow my eyes at her, half-tempted to stick my tongue out like a child. “Frankly, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Blake Bryan is ancient history. I’ve got better things to do than think about him.” 
She leans back in her chair. “Sure, Kieran. Whatever you say.”
“Say that again and I’ll beat you to death with my blueberry muffin.”  

      [image: ]“Seriously?” Rachel clings to my arms like an octopus as I struggle to hail a cab. “Just stay at my place. Why are you making things so complicated?”  
“Your entire family from Michigan is descending upon you,” I chuckle. “And as much as I adore your parents, you know how those ‘are you sure you’re not gay’ comments tend to pile up during the holidays. I don’t think I have enough patience for the interrogation this year.”
“Kieran,” she whines, pouting her lips. “Please. I need you with me.”  
“For God’s sake, pull yourself together, woman!” I say, pinching her cheek. “You’ll be fine without me.”  
Rachel’s earnest eyes plead with me to stay at her place, a plea she’s delivered countless times before. But the solitude of my own space calls to me. I offer her a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry, Rach. I’ll be okay at the cabin. You know how much I value my alone time.”
She pouts playfully, but there’s genuine concern in her gaze. “Alright, just promise me you’ll text me if you need anything, okay?”
“Promise,” I assure her, giving her a quick hug before waving goodbye. With that, I head towards the waiting cab that will take me to my parents’ cabin up in the woods. The drive is serene, winding through snow-dusted trees and rolling hills. There are so many memories here, both good and bad, but I heave a deep sigh, relaxing in my seat. The cab drops me off at a quaint bungalow perched on a hilltop, with large windows that offer a panoramic view of the surrounding forest. The air is crisp and invigorating, and the scent of pine fills my senses. The cottage itself is a cozy haven, furnished with simple elegance, everything covered in white blankets as if to preserve everything from the past.
As I step inside, a sense of nostalgia washes over me. This was our refuge, mine and my brother Shane’s hideout. We used to love it here, spending hours exploring the woods, playing by the fireplace, and pretending we were kings of our own little kingdom. But after his death, my parents never returned, leaving this place frozen in time.
Shane. I lift a photograph from the dresser, my gaze locked onto it as a cascade of memories resurfaces. In the picture, Shane and I stand shoulder to shoulder, both of us navigating the delicate art of ice skating. He flashes a radiant grin, donning a hockey jersey as though it were a badge of honor.
Shane had big dreams. He wanted to be a hockey star like the famous legends Gretzky, Lemieux, Orr, and Howe. I wanted to be great at skating too, to make a name for myself. We both had these dreams and shared them back then when we were young. But all of those dreams fell apart when Shane took his own life. We were like two peas in a pod, so similar in height, age, and what we wanted. We were supposed to achieve our dreams together. But now those dreams are shattered and gone. The heaviness of Shane not being here is something I’ve carried with me. It’s like a scar on my heart. 
In the picture, we look so innocent, like close brothers. It’s strange to think about that happy smile and then what actually happened later. About a year before he left us, Shane changed. He became distant, his laughs disappearing. He tried to hide his anger and sadness behind a fake smile.
I shake my head as if attempting to erase the heartrending memories etched into my mind. The night he left, I returned home to the anguished cries of my mother, a sound that still echoes in the corridors of my soul. Shane had hung himself in his room.
“Fuck,” I whisper, putting the picture back down.
Some days, the pain feels as strong as when it all happened. On other days, it’s a constant ache that never really goes away. I often wonder if we missed any signs or subtle hints that we didn’t catch because we were so busy.
But regrets just make things worse. So, I take a deep breath and start doing things around the cabin. I light up the fireplace, and the crackling fire makes the room feel cozy. I check what food I have and make a mental list of what to buy. I’m not staying for too long, just a weekend maybe before I have to go back to my busy life in Los Angeles.
Just as I’m settling in, there’s a knock on the door. I open it to find Jason, the groundsman, standing there dressed in sturdy winter clothes. His friendly smile is a welcome sight as we shake hands. He’s an older gentleman with light blonde hair streaked with white. His eyes twinkle as he wipes the fallen snow off his broad shoulders. “Hey, Kieran. It’s been a while.”
“Yeah, it has,” I reply, genuinely glad to see him. “How’s the family?”
Jason’s pale blue eyes brighten. “They’re good. The kids are growing up fast, you know how it is. Everything’s taken care of around here, just like you wanted. I just came by to see if you need anything else for your stay here this weekend.”
I nod, a small weight lifting off my shoulders. “Thanks, Jason. I appreciate it, but I’m good for now.”
“No problem at all. You enjoy your time here,” he says before heading off.
With the cabin in good hands, I text Rachel, asking her to bring over some groceries and sending her the money through an e-transfer. I pour myself another shot of whisky, not because I’m an alcoholic, but because the anticipation of seeing Blake has my stomach tied in knots.
I switch on the TV to ESPN just as the hockey game is about the begin—the Boston Bruins against the New York Rangers. I’m by no means a superfan, but there’s something about the sport that draws me in. Slinking down onto the couch, I try to let go of all my thoughts and relax, but suddenly, I’m transported back in time to the days when Blake taught me how to skate, his patience and laughter echoing in my memory. The game becomes a bridge to the past, reminding me of who I used to be before everything changed.

      [image: ]Skating on ice turns out to be my personal slapstick comedy. My knees and elbows seem to think they’re doing some kind of ice dance routine – just not the one I had in mind. Blake’s laughter echoes across the frozen landscape, like background music to my hilarious misadventures.
“Kieran, you’re a natural,” he quips, clearly enjoying the show.
I give him my best mock glare, huffing as I pick myself up, again. “Yeah, right. I’m the undisputed king of icy acrobatics.”
In comes Blake, skating over like he’s auditioning for a figure skating championship. “Let me show you how the pros do it,” he declares, swooping in to rescue me from my own clumsiness. His gloved hand steadies me, providing a warm contrast to the frosty chaos.
As he guides me – or rather, drags me – across the rink, something shifts. The world slows down, and for a moment, it feels like a scene from a romantic movie. Not a very graceful one, mind you. More like a rom-com blooper reel.
And then, the universe decides to throw us an ice curveball. My feet decide to dance a jig of their own, and Blake, in a heroic act of solidarity, joins me in a synchronized slip-and-slide. We land in a heap of tangled limbs, laughing and yelping like kids on a playground. Our eyes meet, and I can’t help but laugh even harder.
With a classic comedic twist, Blake positions himself above me, his hair falling in his eyes like a rebellious curtain. I can feel the warmth of his proximity, and my face heats up faster than a microwave burrito. “Yeah, I might have missed my calling as an ice dancer,” I joke, trying to keep my cool amidst the frosty situation.
Then, in a plot twist I definitely didn’t see coming, Blake inches closer. His lips, thankfully not frozen to the touch, press against mine. It’s like a scene from a cheesy romance movie, except we’re on ice and I’m pretty sure my nose is bright red from the cold.
But before I can process what’s happening, he pulls away, his words tripping over each other in a hurry. His face looks like a tomato that just found out it’s in a salad. And naturally, my face must match the tomato’s color chart.
“You—You suck so much I had to kiss you to make you feel better,” Blake stutters.
“Yeah. Right.” 
I’m shocked into silence, my mouth still tingling. Blake and I lock eyes and before either of us can blink, we are both surging forward again.
I’m not sure when exactly we fell in love, but I fell hard and couldn’t stop it. Blake means everything to me. Because my parents ignore me, Blake and Rachel are the only ones in my life. When he kisses me for the first time, it feels like everything shakes and breaks into pieces. The first time we’re together intimately, it’s so intense that I think my heart might explode. Blake is so gentle, and being with him makes me sure that he’s the one I want to be with for life. Even when things are crazy, he’s the steady thing. I really want to be in his arms forever. 
Senior year is a whirlwind. We have moments like this where we talk about secrets and dreams, and when it’s just us and the ice, the world feels small. Back then, I only imagined a future with Blake.
But one night changes everything. The crowd is loud and excited, and I’m focused on every move of the game. Blake’s energy is electric, and when he scores the winning goal, everyone goes wild.
I’m eager to get to him, my heart beating fast. I burst into the locker room, my face wet with happy tears. He’s there, surrounded by friends, his jersey half off.
“Blake!” I’m shaky, but bold with pride and excitement. I try to hug him, wrapping my arms around him. He’s sweaty, still in his gear, breathing heavily. I’m pouring out my love and happiness.
He turns to me, surprise turning into discomfort. His friends exchange looks, and he moves away from my touch. Then he says something that bursts my happiness.
“I know you have feelings for me, but is this really the time?” His tone is mocking, his laughter cruel as he looks at me like I’m a joke. “Goddamn fag.” 
I freeze. Everything around me feels off. My face is hot, and his words hit me hard. I feel like everyone’s staring like I’m on display. I can’t breathe or think. All I can do is get away.
Tears fill my eyes, and I can’t see well. Feeling embarrassed and broken, I leave the locker room without a word, leaving behind the person who broke my heart.

      [image: ]The bitter memories are like an open wound, refusing to heal. They are a constant reminder, like a tattoo etched in my mind. Seriously, thanks a lot, Blake. You’ve earned a prime spot in my gallery of painful experiences. Bravo.
Shifting in my seat, I clutch my glass as if it holds all the answers. Well, it contains whiskey, which is pretty close, right? The alcohol burns going down, but not as much as the memory of that night. I have Blake to thank for making me wary of trusting anyone who hasn’t fully embraced their true selves. Closeted asshole.
Glaring at the TV, the hockey game plays on, completely unaware that it’s the backdrop to my brewing plan for revenge. Skate your hearts out, while I hatch a scheme that could rival those from spy novels.
The plan had been hatched over a drink, or three, a few weeks ago when Rachel and I had decided that Blake’s closet doors needed some vigorous opening. Metaphorically, of course. Although a part of me was tempted to fly in there with a rainbow cape and some confetti cannons.  
But I digress.
I smirk into my empty glass. Not this time, Blake. This time, it’s me with the upper hand, or, well, the touchscreen. Because in this digital age, I am going to hit you where it hurts—your carefully curated public image.
With a devious grin, I place the goblet down with a bit more force than necessary. I mean, I wasn’t in a movie, but if I were, this would be my ‘villain plotting’ scene.  
I grab my phone, thumbs flying across the screen like a pianist possessed by Beethoven. Or in my case, possessed by sheer determination to get sweet, sweet payback. The text message to Rachel is simple and direct, though humorously cryptic: Operation: Un-Closet the Closet. Are you in? I laugh remembering the day she came to visit me and we put everything together.

      [image: ]“So, Rachel, here’s the master plan.” I hiccup, bending down to sip my fifth Mojito for the night. “I think it’s about time my high school sweetheart comes out of the closet. But, we’ll do it with flair.”
"That sounds unnecessarily complicated, but please continue." Rachel raises an eyebrow. “I’m listening. What’s the first step?”
“Well, step one is all about the art of infiltration,” I said, trying to hold back a mischievous grin. “We’ll reach out through an alias that’s so convincing, Blake won’t suspect a thing. Alternatively, we can use our network of mutual friends who are blissfully unaware of our past.”
Rachel nods, getting into the spirit of the plan. “And what’s next?”
“Now, here’s where it gets really interesting,” I continued. “We’ll subtly manipulate our conversations and craft situations that’ll make Blake question his choices. Think of it as a gentle nudge in the right direction. Plus, we’ll sprinkle in hints about LGBTQ+ individuals living their best lives to create a bit of internal turmoil.”
Rachel chuckles. “You’re devious. What’s the grand finale?”
“Then, I’ll orchestrate a public reveal, exposing Blake's secret to a wider audience. He’ll have no choice but to come out—”
“And you’ve lost me.”
“It’s the perfect plan!” I finish enthusiastically.
“Yeah, if you want to cause irreversible damage,” Rachel responds with a hint of concern.
“But Rach—” I whine.
“Alright, no more Mojitos for you. Can we get the bill, please?” Rachel signals to the waiter, clearly deciding it’s time to wrap up our conversation.
“Then what should I do?” I pout, feeling a little deflated.
Rachel looks at me, her big brown eyes softening. “Look, if you want Blake to come out, just tell him how you feel. You might be surprised by the outcome.”
I doubt it. No, I can’t abandon Operation: Un-Closet the Closet entirely. 
I just need to modify it a bit.

      [image: ]My cellphone beeps with her enthusiastic response and a parade of emojis that includes rainbows, magnifying glasses, and a sparkly thumbs-up. My partner in crime is locked and loaded. Our payback-fueled quest is a go.
As I lean back, the TV still blaring, I realize this was my moment. Revenge was a dish best served cold, and right now I am an iceberg in the Arctic. With a confident grin, I raise an imaginary toast to Blake’s inevitable exposure, watching the hockey game with newfound interest.
The game is about to change. And I am the one holding the joystick.
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Thawing Walls, Rising Heat


Istep into the familiar halls of my old high school, dressed to the nines in a crisp black suit that’s as sharp as a freshly minted banknote. My black slacks and shirt create a sleek silhouette, while my carefully styled brown hair flops over my brow with a hint of gel-enhanced nonchalance. Okay fine. I might have indulged in a drink or five before coming in, but who’s keeping count? The fact that the floor seems to have decided it wants to play spin-the-world isn’t exactly a priority right now. Besides, is that SpongeBob over there? Oh, wait, no, it’s just my gym teacher, Mr. Grains. Note to self: Perhaps cutting off at drink number four would have been wise. 
The theme is “Winter Wonderland,” but my enthusiasm for the icy extravaganza hit a frosty wall the moment Rachel revealed her dress. Ice blue and sparkling, it’s like she’s single-handedly trying to turn herself into an ice sculpture. Seriously, there’s so much ice on that dress it could blind an astronaut in outer space. But hey, it’s Rachel, and she owns every glittering sequin of it. So, arm in arm, we saunter into the building, my stylish façade slightly swaying but still holding strong.
My main bitch and I make a beeline for the fruit punch table, eyes scanning the room as we approach. Faces from the past and the present blend together, some recognizable, others transformed by the cruel march of time. It’s like a living yearbook, complete with wrinkles and graying hair. I catch glimpses of people who once filled these hallways with laughter and drama, now gathered for this grand reunion.
“So, who do you see in the crowd, Kieran?” Rachel nudges me, a twinkle in her eye as she holds her cup of punch. Her dress might be blinding, but her smile is infectious.
I take another sip of the punch, the sugar rush and a hint of nostalgia hitting me all at once. “Oh, you know, the usual suspects. There’s Mark Stillman, looking like he’s about to give a TED Talk, and Jenny Simmons, who seems to have swapped her cheerleader uniform for a power suit. And then, of course, there’s Mr. Grains, who I could’ve sworn was SpongeBob for a second there.”
Rachel chuckles, shaking her head. “Leave it to you to turn our reunion into a sitcom. But hey, at least you’re keeping things entertaining.”
I raise an eyebrow at her playfully. “Entertaining? Me? Never.”
As I glance around, I can’t help but smile. The years might have changed us, but the essence of those high school days—full of dreams, insecurities, and a touch of teenage angst—still lingers.
“Fuck, times have changed,” I mumble. Most of the cheerleaders who used to turn heads now seem to have turned into walking sacks of potatoes. I mean, I’m all for embracing a comfort-first fashion approach, but these folks are channeling the humble spud a bit too literally. Trying to contain my snickers, I’m silently judging their transformation. Who knew a “Winter Wonderland” theme could lead to such starchy fashion choices?
Just as I’m thoroughly entertaining myself with the potato parade, a hand the size of a baseball mitt lands a congratulatory thump on my back. “Kieran? Kieran Hunter?” The voice is hearty, the familiarity jolting me from my amusement. I pivot, and there he stands, all hulking presence and contagious grin. Miles Butterbutt—scratch that—Miles the Mountain. Seriously, he’s morphed into a Dwayne “The Rock” Johnson look-alike. Delicious. I could climb him like a fucking tree.
“Miles?” I greet, my voice half an octave too high thanks to my surprise.
His grin widens, and he gives me a firm handshake that feels like I’m being introduced to a steel vise. “Well, look who’s all dressed up and causing a commotion.”
I glance down at my suit, feeling a touch self-conscious despite the fact that I look like a GQ model had a love child with James Bond’s wardrobe. “Well, I figured if I was going to subject myself to this madness, I might as well do it in style.”
“You’ve always had a way with words, Kieran.” Miles lets out a hearty laugh that probably resonates through the building. Fuck, it goes straight through my spine. If I wasn’t hard before, I’m certainly half-hard now.  
I clear my throat. “Do you remember Rachel—”
“Swan,” Miles drawls, and they shake hands. “How could I forget? Didn’t you stomp on Taylor’s balls for trying to grope you in the cafeteria?” 
Rachel grins wickedly. “One of my finest moments, if I do say so myself.”  
“I’m pretty sure he had to have testicle reconstruction surgery,” Miles mused. “Damn, that shit was crazy.”  
I’m blinded by his pearly white teeth, and I’m about to tell Rachel to get lost so I can have my way with this NFL God when she beats me to it. “Oh, look, it’s Shelia—she owes me for beating up her neighbor for trying to harass her, excuse me.” Then she’s off, shoving through the crowd.
I laugh as my eyes trail after her, shaking my head.
“Some things never change,” Miles says, dragging his large thumb over his plump bottom lip.  
“Man, catching up like this brings back memories,” I say, taking a sip of my drink.
Miles nods, a grin spreading across his face. “No kidding. Remember the unholy trinity—me, you, and Rachel?”
I chuckle, shaking my head. “Oh, how could I forget? We were quite the trio.”
Miles leans in, his voice dropping to a seductive tone. “And look at us now. Who would’ve thought? From being the target of bullies to me becoming an NFL linebacker for the Detroit Pistons.”
Take me to church, Daddy. Heat flares over my cheeks. I raise an eyebrow, playfully incredulous. “Seriously? It’s like a sports movie, just with way more protein shakes.” 
Miles laughs, his eyes wrinkling. His tall nose is straight, followed by phoenix eyes and pink lips. His skin is fairer than Rachel’s, smooth like a crisp autumn leaf. I’m sure his cock is just as pretty.
“So, what have you been up to?” Miles asks, his grin equal parts charming and mischievous.
I take a sip of punch, avoiding the temptation to spill it in surprise. “Oh, you know, the usual. I’ve become a professional pet food taster.”
“No way, you’re kidding!” Miles snorts. “How the hell did you get into that?”
“I entered a ‘Guess the Mystery Flavor’ contest for pet treats and won four times in a row. At that point, I knew I had a talent for deciphering flavors that even dogs and cats couldn’t resist. My friends suggested I put my taste buds to good use.”
Miles blinks at me. “Are you serious?”
I laugh. “Fuck no, I just did it because they pay me a lot of money.”  
He laughs so hard that I’m half-convinced he’s going to need medical attention. “Kieran Hunter, the pet food connoisseur. That’s a good one.”
I’m just about to respond when the doors swing open, and there he is, walking in with an air of quiet confidence that commands attention. Blake Bryan. My history, my heartbreak, my personal vendetta. The boy who crushed my soul.  

      [image: ]Damn, there he goes, striding into the room like he owns it. Blake Bryan, or should I say Mr. Heartthrob Extraordinaire, like a charismatic movie star, effortlessly stealing the spotlight. He’s not fat or bald. I want to scream to the heavens. Blake’s broad shoulders, accentuated by a well-fitted three-piece tux, seem to belong on a runway more than in a high school reunion. A trail of his former jock minions follows behind him, in awe and worship. Seriously, I think a few hearts just palpitated out of sync. His lip ring glitters in the strobe lights, the piercing green eyes and that rebellious thick wavy black hair adding extra exclamation marks. My knees decide they have a newfound penchant for being jelly, and I’m pretty sure I just invented a shade of red that’s never existed as my face burns up.  
Oh, joy. He and I lock eyes, and it’s like the universe is playing a cosmic prank on me.  
My survival instincts kick in, and I take a fortifying sip from my drink, hoping it will magically transform into a shield of invisibility. Operation: Un-Closet the Closet? Yeah, it’s officially underway.
Just as I’m about to drift away into the conversation Miles is having about gym routines and biceps, my gaze swerves back like a rubber band pulled taut. Blake is surrounded, a gravitational force drawing on every curious onlooker and eager fan. A cascade of admirers all but beg for autographs, their adoration in stark contrast to my internal eye-roll.
“Hey, big fan here! Can I get an autograph?” A starry-eyed individual swoops in, thrusting a pen and paper toward Miles. Apparently, being an NFL linebacker has its perks, even at a high school reunion.
Miles shoots me an apologetic look. “Duty calls,” he says and turns to the fan.
As they chat away, I attempt to distract myself with the allure of my drink. Unfortunately, distraction levels are at an all-time low when I feel a warm hand glide down my back, meaty fingers settling on my hip. A shiver races down my spine, and I’m pretty sure my drink just turned into the world’s least effective fire extinguisher.
“Hey there, remember me?” a low voice whispers in my ear, brushing hot against my earlobe.
Blake. My heart rate kicks up to a NASCAR-worthy speed. Sexual harassment much? My body jerks away from the warmth of his touch, the sensation setting off an internal alarm. I pivot, perhaps a bit too sharply, to face him. His gaze remains steady, and I can practically feel my cheeks burning with a blush that betrays my momentary vulnerability. I’m not short by any means, but Blake towers over my 5’11 frame. He’s 6’1 and built like an Ford F-150. 
“You’ll have to jog my memory,” I lie smoothly. “The reunion is playing havoc with my recollections, you know.”
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you,” he offers, his voice carrying a note of sincere apology.
I manage to conjure a semblance of a smile, my efforts to play it cool practically visible in the air. “No big deal. Just a bit jumpy tonight, I guess. How’ve you been?”
His eyes, cool and searching, seem to dissect me layer by layer, causing a warmth that has nothing to do with embarrassment to flood my cheeks. “Good,” he replies, his voice carrying a hint of something I can’t quite place. “I’m good.”
I nod, attempting to mask my lingering discomfort with a casual demeanor. “So, you made it to the NFL. Congratulations.”
Blake snorts, a genuine smile crossing his face. “Yeah, bro. It’s been quite the ride.” As he licks his lips, his tongue circles his lip ring in a nervous gesture. My brain short-circuits. Fuck me. I clear my throat, my thoughts running a marathon without my permission. “Hey, do you want to get out of here?”
“Now?” I asked incredulously. He just got here. But his eyes are heavy-lidded and his gaze pierces mine. Oh. Oh. His proposal is swift, and it takes a second for my brain to catch up. So fast? At least buy me a drink before sweeping me off my feet. My heart races, and before I can assess the pros and cons of the situation, I find myself saying yes. Nice job, Kieran. You’re apparently cheaper than a four-dollar hooker. He doesn’t wait for a response. 
With a subtle touch, Blake’s fingers graze my elbow, and he guides me towards the exit. I catch Rachel’s disapproving glance, a silent ‘Hoes before bros’ that makes me internally groan. Sorry! I shoot back with a helpless glance, mentally promising her a play-by-play later.

      [image: ]The wintry air outside greets us with a bruising slap, a stark contrast to the lingering warmth of the reunion hall. Blake guides me to a corner, and the intensity in his eyes is impossible to ignore. Something’s different about him. He steps closer, and it’s in that proximity that I detect the tremor in his usually confident demeanor. Nervous, really nervous. The hand on my arm burns and I feel a shiver roll through me as I gaze up at him.
Blake’s messy black waves cascade effortlessly over his forehead, a tempting curtain that frames his face. His green eyes are like shards of glass, locked onto mine. God damn, that piercing. I remember sucking on it for hours, pulling his pink yet soft lips, and rolling them between my teeth. 
I couldn’t deny the magnetic pull, even if I wanted to. Blake looks down at me, his breath a wispy fog between us, and he chuckles, his deep baritone voice making me shudder.
“Now that I’ve seen you again, I don’t know what to say.”
Neither do I, but I can’t speak. Instead, I swallow around the blockage in my throat.  
“Look.” He steps closer, and a base note of the rich sandalwood of his aftershave clings to the air like it had a personal invitation. Fuck, it’s making my dick hard. “I’ve been wanting to say this for years, but I never had the chance to.”  
“Say what?” I breathe, practically dizzy from how close he is.  
“I’m sorry. For how I treated you back then. I was an asshole, and I regret it every day—”
He starts speaking, and for a moment, his words sound like a foreign language I can’t decipher. And then I can’t help it. A laugh escapes my lips. It has to be a joke, right? Blake Bryan, the guy who once made my life a living hell, is apologizing? No way. 
“It’s cool, man,” I reply, my attempt at nonchalance more successful than I feel. “High school, right? Water under the bridge.”
“Really? You’re not harboring some secret vendetta to suffocate me in my sleep? Because if it’ll make you feel better, I’ll totally let you.” His raised eyebrow questions my response.
“Well... it would make for an interesting headline. ‘Man Suffocates Former Bully with Pillow, Claims Nostalgia as Motive.”
We both laugh. “Nah, seriously, man. I’m good. It was so long ago, I’d forgotten it.”
Not really. And if I stayed up every single night for the last five years plotting his death, he doesn’t need to know.
Blake’s face lights up, and he takes a step closer, his fingers brushing mine. “Good. Great. I’m not that guy anymore, I promise, Kieran.”
Whatever. I hope that the closet is big enough for all of Narnia.  
I’ve changed? Yeah right. It’s a bold statement, and I want to challenge it. The ghosts of the past are too fresh to ignore, but Operation: Un-Closet the Closet is still very much the main act here. So, I hold my tongue, my insides churning like a blender on overdrive. This conversation is painful, and I’m itching to change the subject. Why couldn’t he have changed back then? I turn my face away, unwilling to go down that path. Time to put him to the test. I purse my lips and then lean forward. Blake’s throat bobs, his green eyes tracking the long pale column of my throat. A place he used to suck on for hours.
“Really?” I drawl, closing the space between us just a tad. “Well, I’m staying at my parents’ cabin. How about you swing by? Maybe after this? We can catch up like old times…and you can show me just how much you’ve changed.” 
Blake’s pupils dilate. It’s quick and strident. Desire. He’s tempted, I can tell. And for the first time tonight, I feel a spark of triumph. Kieran: 1, Homophobe: 0. Blake’s face reddens slightly, his gaze momentarily locking on my lips before he clears his throat. “Yeah. Sure. Let me, uh, tell my friends, and we can head over.”
I watch him walk away, sighing at the way his slacks cling to his sculpted ass. Fuck, tonight was going to be good. Operation: Un-Closet the Closet is in motion. 

      [image: ]The ride back to the cabin with Blake is quiet, but it’s as if the air itself is charged with an unspoken tension. I’m bundled up in layers, my coat draped over my thick black jacket, and he’s got his own bundled attire going on. Blake’s white Mercedes Benz pulls up to the cabin, stopping in the familiar spot that used to be his. I swallow down the lump in my throat, pushing aside the rush of emotions as we both step out of the car and head inside.
I flick on the lights, shedding my coat and immediately making a beeline for the fireplace. The cold still lingers in the cabin, and I’m eager for warmth to envelop the space. In the kitchen, I start making hot cocoa, the sound of the clinking mugs offering a momentary distraction from the whirlwind of emotions I’m trying to suppress.
Blake settles onto the couch with an ease that speaks of familiarity. I bring over the mugs, and his gaze lingers on the kitten mug in my hand. “It was the only mug we had left.”
“Yeah, I remember this mug. It used to be…my mug. Remember?”
A pang of guilt tugs at me as I realize I’d forgotten about that. I offer a sheepish smile, memories flooding back. “Right, yeah. Sorry about that.”
We sit down, side by side, each cradling a mug of hot cocoa. Blake’s eyes catch a glimpse of the broken edge of the table. “You never got that fixed?”
I shake my head. “Nah, I kept it for the memories.”
“Yeah, I remember the time we thought we could be the next Lemieux. I slapped my stick so hard it went right through the kitchen window. My soul left my body when your mom walked in.”
The memory hits me like a wave, and I can’t help but burst into laughter. “Oh god, yeah. I remember that. Time really does fly, doesn’t it?”
“Shit man, there are so many memories. It’s screwing with my head,” he says. “Regrets too…” he adds with a forlorn expression before he perks up. “Hey, remember when we watched the Chicago Blackhawks take on the Boston Bruins?”
I chuckle, that memory flashing before me like a vivid picture. “Oh, absolutely, dude.”
“The Blackhawks had Toews and Kane tearing up the ice,” Blake reminisces. “Yeah, and the Bruins had Bergeron leading the charge, with Chara’s towering presence guarding the net.”
“Remember that overtime? The tension was insane.”  
Blake’s eyes flash with excitement. “And then that slapshot from the blue line, and the Bruins took the win.”
“Oh man, I made some serious noise when that happened.”
He shoves me playfully. “No kidding. I thought you’d wake up the whole neighborhood.”
I laugh even harder. “Well, you know, a Bruins victory calls for some celebration.”
“And I thought we could actually watch a game without your legendary shouts.”
“Hey, it’s not a real game if I’m not shouting like a maniac. Adds to the charm, don’t you think?”
“Yeah, you’re right. Wouldn’t have it any other way,” Blake says. “No, scratch that. I think I would.” He gazes at me intently. “I think I’d rather have you shouting like that while I fuck you.”
I choke on my hot cocoa, my face flaming red. “Jesus, Blake.”
“What?” He inches closer. “You don’t want it?”  
You know I do. The words are at the tip of my tongue and my heart slams against my chest when his large hands slide up my thigh. I’m rock hard in seconds. The weight of the years melts away, leaving behind a sense of comfort that’s oddly familiar, like slipping into a well-worn sweater. Blake. Fucking Blake. He leans forward, his black scuff grazing my cheek. “How about I take you here, and you can scream my name just like you used to?”  
Well, how can I say no to that?
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Embers of Change Ignite


The crackling fire transforms the room into a cozy haven, its flickering glow casting dancing shadows on the walls. Blake and I share the couch, close enough that I can practically feel the heat of his body. Fuck, this trip has been a whirlwind, and I don’t know how I’ll survive when I return to my life in LA. For most of my life, Blake had been my world, and it had shattered the moment he rejected me. Rejected us. 
Suddenly, in what feels like a scene stolen from a cheesy romance movie, Blake’s hand finds mine, and our fingers intertwine in a surprisingly seamless fit. It’s like our hands were secretly best friends this whole time. My heart skips a beat or three.  
Okay, the mixtape of my emotions has hit shuffle mode.
Our eyes meet, and in his gaze, there’s an unmistakable question. It’s the kind of question that can only be answered with a kiss. Like an actor hitting their mark, Blake leans in. I’m torn between feeling like a character in a romantic novel and wondering if I should’ve brought popcorn. My knees turn to jelly and all the emotions from earlier come rushing back.  
His lips graze mine, and it’s like the universe just synchronized its playlist to play our song. Our lips meet, a soft collision that quickly escalates to a full-blown orchestra of sensations. Blake’s lips are as smooth and inviting as I remember, and his beard bristles against my skin.
“Kieran,” he whispers, and my stomach clenches.
My cock is hard and erect, begging for attention. Soon, our lips are performing a synchronized tango that’d put Dancing with the Stars to shame. There’s a tentative exploration that quickly evolves into a full-on invasion of personal lip space. But hey, I’m not complaining. The fire’s flickering like it’s trying to keep up with our chemistry.
Blake’s hand cradles my cheek while my hand apparently morphed into a magnet and can’t seem to let go of his chest. His heart beats under my palm, like a subtle reminder that this isn’t a dream sequence—I’m here, and I’m not going anywhere. Fuck, I shouldn’t want him as badly as I do.
Time goes all Inception on us as minutes feel like seconds and hours like minutes. Our lips continue their gravity-defying routine, and I realize that I’m not just kissing him—I’m tasting memories and dreams we never dared to chase. Blake. My best friend. My first love.  
The fire, probably wondering if it’s in the right story, adds its own commentary with a hearty crackle. And as the flames light up the room, it’s like they’re winking at us, saying, “You got this, smoochers.”
As the kiss takes on a life of its own, emotions whirl within me. It’s a dizzying cocktail of nostalgia, longing, and a dash of “holy crap, this is actually happening.”  
Blake yanks away, his face flushing, his large thumb brushing over my jawline. “Fuck, Kieran.”  
My thoughts exactly. Breaths mingling, I can’t help but chuckle. Because if kissing Blake feels like this, then sign me up for a repeat performance—a sequel, a trilogy, heck, let’s make it a franchise. The fire, clearly approving of our chemistry, throws in a final flourish, and I realize that this moment is the stuff cheesy movies are made of. But who needs movies when you’ve got your own star-studded scene right here by the fire?
“Do you want me?” Blake asks breathlessly. “Tell me to stop.”
“Never.” We’re past the point of no return. I shove him onto the plush fur rug and straddle his hips, ready to unleash my inner cowgirl, when he grabs my narrow waist, moaning long and loud. The ‘point of no return’ is now merely a distant speck in our rearview mirror as he grabs my neck and pulls me down on top of him, covering my mouth with a bruising kiss. Fuck yes!
I jerk my hips, groaning when I feel Blake’s thick cock through his slacks. The delicious heat between us is enough to make my toes curl. His muscles are thick and corded in his jacket. I want to lick him from head to toe like an ice cream cone. “Blake,” I gasp into his mouth.
He grunts and then snakes his hands between our bodies as I writhe on top of him, and he starts to fumble with the button of my slacks, wrenching it open. “Damn, Kieran. You taste so fucking good.”
The adrenaline is pumping through my veins as I fumble with the buttons on his shirt and lift it over his head, and I can’t help but notice the way he trembles as my fingers brush over his chest.  
“I’ve waited so long for you,” Blake murmurs, but his voice is taut. “I’m sorry. So sorry.”
My brain is in a lust-induced fog, so I can’t really make out what he’s saying so I do the same thing and ignore it. Talking about the past is too painful. I’d rather lose myself in the desire.  
With his shirt swiftly thrown to the floor, I pull him towards me to resume our fevered kiss. The contact of his now bare chest on mine is exhilarating in the best way possible. Blake breaks the kiss, and I swear the room is spinning as his hands grip my shoulders, and he’s rolling us until I’m on my back, staring up into his dark eyes as he pins me to the mattress. He moves down on the rug in one fluid motion to kneel by my feet, his eyes never leaving mine.
Blake dips his fingers below the waistband of my slacks and gently tugs, sending the fabric sliding past my hips and down my legs before he carelessly throws them on the floor. A small smile plays across his face as he sees I’m wearing nothing else underneath, but it quickly vanishes, only to be replaced with a look of utter adoration. “Commando? Really?”
“You know I have a condition that makes me allergic to certain types of fabrics!” I say back, my face flushing red.
He looks at me like I’m everything he’s ever wanted but never thought he could have. His fingers trail up my leg, just barely making contact, like he’s scared to touch me for fear of finding out I’m not really here, lying in front of him. I grab his hand and pull him within inches of my face, whispering with my gaze burning into his. The words are for me as much as they are for him.
“This is real. I never thought…Kieran…”
He traces his fingers along my jawline, and the way Blake’s fingers ghost over my skin, it’s like he’s trying to banish the ghosts of the past. I run my fingers down his sides until I’m gently tugging at the elastic band of his pants, signaling my wants. Blake’s lips cover mine again as he moves to shed his pants and boxers, without ever breaking the kiss. He flips me onto my back, knocking the wind out of me, and then pulls away and hovers his lips above mine, whispering in a tone that’s low and heavy. “Last chance to call this off.”
“What is this, 21 questions? You need to learn to take ‘yes’ for an answer. I want this.”
Blake grunts, capturing my mouth in a searing kiss. I groan as his hot mouth leaves a wet trail down my neck before going to my torso. My hips jerk as Blake’s lips ghost over my hipbones.  
I forget my name when I feel them envelop my aching cock in the wet heat of his mouth. Fuck yes! I arch into his touch. My cock is swollen and veiny as Blake’s tongue swirls over the weeping slit, gathering the pre-come oozing there.  
I throw my head back and let out a deep moan as I clutch at the fur rug, fingers intertwined with the soft fabric. His meaty fingers trail over the inside of my thigh. The waves of sensations coursing through my body make me want to do nothing but close my eyes and let go. I watch Blake’s every breath and every movement of his lips as they slide down my rigid flesh. I reach down to rake my fingers lightly through his thick, black, wavy hair, zeroing in on that lip ring that glints in the firelight. Fuck, Blake’s mouth was made to take cock. His pink lips are slick with spit; his green eyes are dark with desire. His teeth graze the head of my cock, and stars burst across my vision. “I’m gonna come, baby!”  
I’m panting so hard, gripping onto the tattoos on Blake’s forearm. God, he’s so sexy. I want to drown in him. Blake looks up at me, his lips curling into a knowing smile around my cock stuffing his mouth. His voice hums low, sending a shiver through my whole body. My balls tighten, drawing up so tight I’m sure they’re going to burst. He yanks off my cock, and I want to scream. Bastard!
“Not yet, baby.” Blake pulls away and walks towards one of the dressers near the table to pull out some lube and a condom, which must have been there since high school. “Do your parents really never come here?”  
I’m too busy trying to laser him with my eyes to hear his question. Blake laughs at my angry expression and kneels between my legs again. He nuzzles into my thigh, sighing deep in his throat before kissing my skin. The dark brown hairs on my thigh bristles.  
Blake kisses a wet trail up my body again, creeping as his soft lips skate over my skin. I’m gasping with every move he makes and struck speechless by the time he’s hovering his lips right above mine. I can’t seem to get enough air of my own, and it feels like I have to steal his too as it rushes past his lips.
He dips his head down for another fiery kiss, even biting at my lower lip, and I whimper into his mouth at the delicious feeling of his teeth on my skin. Seconds later, he pulls away to replace his lips with his index finger, running it slowly over my bottom lip. A moan escapes me, and I draw his finger into my mouth with a sucking pull. The salty-sweet taste of his skin dances on my tongue. The rug shifts as he sits up, prying my knees further apart. “You’re gorgeous, Kieran. Remember when I used to fuck you in my jersey? Fuck, I’m so hard thinking about it now.”   
He slides his index finger from my mouth and trails it down my body to the pristine skin of my ass. I groan as his fingers skirt the edges of my heated opening before slipping in. Blake leans down, hovering over me, his eyes captivated as they watch every expression on my face. With his free hand, he squirts lube onto my cock. The fat globs slide down the tip and shaft, before dripping into my crack.
Blake pumps his fingers in and out, nice and slow. My throat goes dry, lips parted as I try to breathe around the blockage in my throat. Memories of our first time assault me, and I ignore the burning sensation in my eyes as Blake takes me again after five years.  
His eyes slam shut, and he takes in a sharp breath as he slides his fingers in, slowly at first, until his eyes finally flutter open again and I’m staring into the storm playing out within them.
“Fuck, Blake,” I rasp, my heart caving in.  
The pulling and flexing of every muscle in his arm is captivating as he continues to work me open. His dark eyes don’t break from mine as he leans down and whispers against my lips. “I got you, baby,” he mutters and then curls his fingers.  
He hits that bundle of nerves so swiftly I cry out. My back bows hard. “Blake!”
“I’m gonna fuck you,” Blake says, his voice thick with lust, and slides his hand to my hip as he withdraws his fingers. I whine at the loss and barely have time to adjust before the head of this thick cock is pushing at my entrance.  
A low, heavy moan pushes past Blake’s lips as he pushes in. I cry out, scrambling to grab his arms for purchase as he thrusts his cock in. He isn’t small by any means. His thick cock pulses, and I grunt when I feel him bottom out, the hairs over his crotch brushing against my taut ass. “Fuck, Kieran!”
Blake snaps his hips forward, and my brain turns into mush. I grunt and moan, leaning up to graze my teeth over the sensitive skin on Blake’s neck, sucking on his thick Adam’s apple. His hands are warm against my sides as his cock plunges deep within me, adding to the sensations that are threatening to overtake me. It’s all becoming too much, but I can’t let go. I can’t let myself fall over that exquisite edge. “Fuck!” Blake’s cock plunges so deep, a spangled ray of fireworks erupts over my eyes. My entire body shudders and it takes everything not to come there and then.
I bite at my lower lip, nearly breaking the skin. Soft lips brush over my skin as he whispers against my ear. It’s dizzying, maddening. It’s so easy to get lost in his breathy words and his hushed tone. Another intense wave of sensations washes over me, like waves of the ocean crashing over the shoreline.  
I can’t fight it any longer. I can’t hold on.
“Blake—I’m gonna come—fuck, I’m coming!”
Everything I had been holding back, holding onto, vanishes with those words. The chains holding me break, and the entire world ceases to be. All I know is Blake’s lips hovering above mine, his breath sweeping over my skin, the taste of his mouth, and the way he feels around me.  
Everything blurs, pulses. Fuck.  
An explosion of bright white streaks dance across my vision. My own breathing, harsh and roaring in my ears, is the only evidence there’s any air left in my lungs. The heat. Oh, God, the heat. It seems to radiate from my core, and just when I think I might burn alive, I’m hit with an intense chill as all my muscles tense. Somewhere in the corners of my mind, I can hear Blake’s charged voice and feel his lips whispering against my overheated skin as the release shudders through every part of my body.
“Fuck, baby—I’m coming!” Blake’s hips snap uncontrollably, fucking me through the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had in my entire life. His cock twitches in my asshole, pumping like mad into the condom. A part of me wants to tear it off, to feel his searing come fill my tight hole once again.
My stomach clenches at the memory. Blake collapses onto my chest, his muscled back flexing as he pants to catch his breath. His blunt nails dig into my shoulder, and he pushes back slightly, straightening up and forcing himself deeper into my already gaping hole.  
“Fuck, Kieran,” he groans, his cock still twitching and pumping.  “I’m coming again, baby—”
The rise and fall of his chest, his ragged breath escaping him in short bursts through slightly parted lips, his fluid movements. It’s enough to make me dizzy all over again. His teeth graze over my collarbone, while his low, guttural groans fill my ear, and I feel every muscle in his body tense as he hurries to pull out and tear off the condom, just as his cock erupts and warmth spills over my stomach.
I suck in a shaky breath as Blake collapses into my arms, and I can feel
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