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The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting an eerie glow on the damp tiles of the dorm shower. My heart hammers in my chest as I step inside, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin. I’ve been avoiding this place at night for weeks, terrified of being seen, of feeling exposed. But tonight, the dorm is unnaturally quiet, and I’ve finally worked up the nerve to shower before bed. My hands tremble as I peel off my shirt, folding it neatly on the bench. I’m not exactly ripped, but I’m not ashamed of my body either—just average, I guess. I take a deep breath, letting the steamy air fill my lungs, and step under the lukewarm water.

The showerhead hisses, spraying droplets that cling to my skin like tiny beads of sweat. I close my eyes, letting the water run down my chest, over my stomach, and between my legs. It’s almost relaxing, the kind of calm I’ve been craving all week. I reach for the soap, lathering my hands before running them over my shoulders, down my arms, and across my chest. My fingers trace the faint outline of my pecs, then drift lower, hesitating for a moment before I continue washing. I’m not used to this—being so exposed, so vulnerable. But tonight, I’m alone. Or so I think.

The sound of the door creaking open startles me, and my eyes snap open. My heart leaps into my throat as I see him—Tyler, the RA. He’s standing there, a towel hung low around his waist, his chest bare and glistening with a sheen of sweat. My eyes widen as I take him in. He’s everything I’m not: confident, muscular, and undeniably hot. His abs are chiseled, each ridge defined under the dim light, and a happy trail of hair leads tantalizingly downward, disappearing beneath the towel. His arms are thick with muscle, and I can’t help but notice the dark patch of armpit hair as he raises an arm to push his wet hair back. He’s got that effortless charm, the kind that makes my knees weak.

“Hey,” he says, his voice deep and smooth, like honey poured over gravel. “Didn’t expect to see anyone in here this late.” His eyes meet mine, and I feel a flush creep up my neck. I’m standing here, naked and exposed, while he’s casually draped in a towel that looks like it’s about to slip. I quickly turn away, my face burning.

“Uh, yeah, I—I figured it’d be empty,” I stammer, my voice cracking slightly. I can’t look at him, not directly. Instead, I focus on the tiles in front of me, counting the grout lines to distract myself. The water continues to cascade over my skin, but now it feels colder, more intrusive.

Tyler steps closer, his presence filling the small space. I can smell his cologne, something woody and masculine, mingling with manly musk. My heart is racing, and I’m acutely aware of every inch of my body, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation. I don’t know what to do. Part of me wants to run, to grab my clothes and bolt, but another part—a part I’ve tried to ignore for so long—wants to stay, to be close to this muscular God.

“You’re Ethan, right?” Tyler asks, his voice low and teasing. “The freshman who’s always rushing out of here like he’s got somewhere to be?” I nod, too nervous to speak. He chuckles, a warm sound that sends a shiver down my spine. “Relax, man. It’s just me.”

But it’s not just him. It’s Tyler, the guy every freshman whispers about, the guy who’s always surrounded by friends and admirers. And here he is, standing in the shower with me, his towel threatening to fall with every slight movement. I can’t help but glance at him from the corner of my eye. His skin is golden under the harsh lights, his muscles flexing as he leans against the wall. I swallow hard, my throat dry.

“You’re pretty tense,” Tyler observes, his gaze lingering on my shoulders. “First time showering in here at night?” I nod again, my cheeks burning hotter. He smirks, that sexy, knowing smirk that makes my stomach flip. “Don’t worry, I won’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

My breath catches at his words. I’m not sure if he’s joking or if there’s something more behind his teasing. I’ve never been with a guy before—never even kissed one. The closest I’ve come is fantasizing about guys like Tyler, guys who exude confidence and raw masculinity. But this is real, and it’s happening now, and I’m terrified.

Tyler pushes off the wall, taking another step closer. I’m trapped between him and the tiles, the water pounding down on us both. His eyes are intense, his gaze locking onto mine. “You’re cute when you’re nervous,” he murmurs, his voice barely audible over the shower. “But you don’t have to be. I’m not here to judge.”

My heart is pounding so hard I’m sure he can hear it. I open my mouth to say something, anything, but no words come out. Instead, I just stand there, frozen, as Tyler reaches out, his fingers brushing against my arm. His touch is electric, sending a jolt through me. I shiver, my skin prickling where he’s touched me.

“You’ve never been with a guy, have you?” he asks, his voice gentle now, almost tender. I shake my head, my eyes dropping to the floor. I feel exposed, not just physically but emotionally. Tyler’s thumb strokes my skin, slow and deliberate, and I can’t help but lean into his touch.

“It’s okay,” he whispers, his breath warm against my ear. “I can show you. If you want.”

My chest tightens, and for a moment, I can’t breathe. This is it. The moment I’ve both dreamed of and dreaded. I’ve never felt this way before—this mix of fear and excitement, of longing and uncertainty. But as I look up at Tyler, his eyes soft and inviting, I know I can’t turn back now.

“Okay,” I whisper, my voice barely audible even to my own ears.

Tyler’s smile is slow and wicked, and my stomach does a somersault. He steps closer, his body pressing against mine, and I feel the heat radiating off him. His hand slides down my arm, over my chest, and rests on my hip, pulling me tighter against him. I can feel his heartbeat through his skin, steady and strong, and it calms me somehow.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear. “Just let go.”

His words are like a spell, and I find myself exhaling, my muscles loosening under his touch. He tilts my chin up with his finger, his eyes searching mine, and then he leans in. My heart stops as his lips touch mine, gentle at first, a soft brush that sends a jolt of electricity through me. This is my first kiss, and it’s everything I’ve imagined and more. Tyler’s lips are warm and firm, his breath mingling with mine. I close my eyes, letting the sensation wash over me, and I feel myself melting into him.

His kiss deepens, his tongue teasing my lips, and I part them instinctively, gasping as he slides inside. My head spins, and I wrap my arms around his neck, holding on as if he’s the only thing keeping me grounded. His hands roam over my back, his touch firm but gentle, and I feel safe, desired.

When he pulls back, I’m breathless, my lips tingling. Tyler’s eyes are dark with desire, and I can’t look away. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice rough with need. 

My cheeks flush, and I don’t know what to say. Instead, I reach up, my fingers brushing his cheek, and he leans into my touch, closing his eyes for a moment. Then he’s moving again, his hands sliding down to my waist, pulling me closer. I can feel his hardness against my thigh, and my breath hitches.

“Turn around,” he commands, his voice low and commanding. My heart races, but I obey, turning to face the wall. The tiles are cool against my chest, and I press my forehead against them, trying to steady my breathing. Tyler’s hands are on my hips, his touch firm as he positions me. I feel his chest press against my back, his heat enveloping me.

“Spread your legs,” he instructs, his breath hot against my ear. I do as he says, my knees trembling slightly. The water continues to pour down on us, mixing with the sweat that’s broken out on my skin. Tyler’s hands slide down my thighs, his touch sending shivers through me.

“You’re so tight,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “I can’t wait to feel you around me.”

His words send a jolt of anticipation through me, and I clench my fists against the tiles. I’ve never done this before—never even imagined it could feel like this. Tyler spits on his hand and fingers and moves them to my ass, squeezing gently before spreading me open. I gasp as his fingers brush against my hole, and he chuckles, a low, rumbling sound that vibrates against my back.

“Relax,” he says again, his voice soothing. “Trust me.”

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. Tyler’s fingers are gentle, circling my entrance before pressing in. I hiss at the sensation, my body tightening instinctively. “Shh,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear. “It’s okay. Just breathe.”

I focus on his voice, on the steady rhythm of his words, and slowly, my muscles relax. Tyler’s finger slides inside me, and I gasp, my head spinning. It’s strange, unfamiliar, but not unpleasant. He begins to move, his finger sliding in and out, stretching me, preparing me. I lean my weight against the wall, my legs shaking as pleasure coils low in my stomach.

“You’re doing great,” Tyler whispers, his free hand resting on my
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