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The first thing I learn about Gino is that he doesn’t believe in shirts.

He’s unpacking when I walk in—music loud, window wide open, football balanced on the desk like a shrine. He glances over his shoulder, all tan skin and perfect posture, and says, “Yo, you Travis?”

“Yeah.” I lift a box like it might protect me. “You must be Gino.”

He grins. “Roomies. You want the bed by the door or the one by the window?”

“Whichever one you’re not using for push-ups,” I say before my brain can stop me.

He laughs, and that’s when I know I’m doomed.

Gino looks like the kind of guy who could be a poster for college itself—athletic, loud, always surrounded by people. I, meanwhile, am the kind of person who alphabetizes playlists. And, small detail, I’m gay. Quietly. Strategically. Still figuring out how to exist without a label stamped on my forehead.

Also, yeah—I’m still a virgin. Not a big deal, at least that’s what I tell myself. Just something I haven’t gotten around to yet. I’d rather have my first time mean something than let it be a story I regret.

The rest of move-in day is a blur of noise. Gino’s friends keep dropping by—guys from the team, girls with oversized iced coffees, someone’s cousin who just wanted to see “the dorm legend.” I sit on my bed pretending to care about a syllabus I haven’t even downloaded yet.

By the time the last visitor leaves, the room smells like body spray and victory. Gino throws himself onto his bed with a satisfied groan.

“Finally,” he mutters. “Silence.”

I glance at him, sprawled across the sheets, one arm draped over his eyes. “You like attention,” I say.

He peeks at me from under his arm. “Guilty. You don’t?”

“Not the kind that involves people touching my stuff.”

He smirks. “Noted, Travis the Mysterious.”

I roll my eyes and open my laptop, pretending I’m immune to the way he fills the room. But it’s too late—my body’s already memorized the sound of his laugh, the way the air shifts when he stretches, the casual confidence that makes everyone orbit around him.

It’s the first night of college, and I already know I’m in trouble.
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By the end of week one, I’ve learned a few things about Gino:

	He wakes up early but never quietly.

	His socks never match.

	He’s allergic to the concept of personal space.


He’ll toss me a granola bar in the morning like we’re already best friends. He’ll talk while brushing his teeth, foam and all. He’ll sit too close when he’s showing me something on his phone.

None of it should mean anything. And yet, every casual touch—every shoulder bump or laugh too close—feels like static crawling up my arms.

One night we’re both at our desks, trying to survive Intro to Psych. Gino’s chair squeaks every time he leans back. I’m highlighting the same sentence for the third time, mostly because he keeps stretching, arms over his head, shirt riding up just enough to show his unbelievable abs.

It’s nothing. Just abs. But my brain doesn’t seem to care about logic.

He glances at me. “You good?”

“Fine.” I highlight the same sentence again for the fourth time.

He grins. “You look stressed. You need a break.”

I look at the mountain of notes on his desk. “You need a miracle.”

“Fair.” He pushes away from his chair and stands, stretching again, and I swear the universe is doing this on purpose. I can see his underarm hair peeking from under his shirt’s sleeve.

It’s not just attraction—it’s the way he carries himself, like he belongs anywhere. Like the world makes sense to him. I envy that. I admire it. And maybe, yeah, I want to be a little closer to it.

Later that week, he brings it up out of nowhere.
“We should have a rule,” he says while tossing a football in the air from his bed.
I glance up from my laptop. “A rule?”

“Yeah. Roommates. No drama. No dating. No weird stuff.”

I raise an eyebrow. “You’re the one with a parade of people coming in and out of here.”

He grins. “Exactly. It’s to protect you. I’m irresistible.”

“Clearly.”

He laughs, and I roll my eyes, but when I turn back to my screen, my heart’s still racing.
The roommate rule. Sure. I can live with that.
As long as he never figures out how close I am to breaking it.
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Campus on a Friday night sounds like freedom—music leaking out of dorm windows, laughter echoing down the hall, doors slamming in rhythm. I’m not part of it. I’m in our room, lights low, pretending to study but mostly listening to the empty space where Gino should be.

He left an hour ago with a girl named Tara. I know because she giggled when she said his name outside our door, and I pretended not to hear it. They were heading to some off-campus party. He asked if I wanted to come; I said I had work. That was a lie.

Now the silence is so loud it feels personal. His side of the room smells faintly like detergent and cologne. A half-folded T-shirt sits on his chair, gym bag open, textbook face-down on the desk like he meant to come right back.

I stretch out on my bed, the dim light of the streetlamp outside seeping through the thin curtains, casting long, eerie shadows across the room. My gaze settles on his boxers, crumpled on the floor like a forgotten memory. They’re just a few feet away, but the distance feels insurmountable. I push myself up from the bed, my bare feet padding softly against the cold linoleum. The room is silent, save for the distant hum of the city outside. It’s as if the world is holding its breath, waiting for me to make a move.

I kneel down, my fingers brushing against the warm cotton of Gino’s boxers. They’re soft, worn thin from countless washes, and I can almost feel the weight of his body in them. My heart quickens as I pick them up, the fabric sliding between my fingers like a promise I can’t keep. It’s pathetic, I know, but I can’t help it. The smell of him is intoxicating, a mix of sweat, musk, and something uniquely him. It’s raw, primal, and it sends a jolt straight to my groin.

My dick twitches in response, hardening almost instantly, trapped in the confines of my own boxers. I’m a fucking pervert, I know, but the urge to be close to him—even in this twisted way—is overwhelming. I bring the boxers to my nose, inhaling deeply, his scent flooding my senses. It’s like he’s here, his presence filling the room, and I’m drowning in it.

I drop back onto the bed; his boxers clutched in my hand like a lifeline. The room feels charged, the air crackling with unspoken tension. I close my eyes, letting his scent consume me. My mind drifts to him—Gino, with his easy smile and chiseled abs, the way his full lips curve when he laughs, the dusting of hair in his armpits that I’ve only glimpsed when he stretches his muscular arms. I’ve replayed those moments in my head a thousand times, each one a private obsession.

My hand moves to my cock, my fingers wrapping around the thickness of it through the fabric of my own boxers. I hesitate for a moment, my pulse pounding in my ears, but the urge is too strong to resist. I pull them down, my dick springing free, heavy and aching. It’s ridiculous, jacking off to his scent, but I can’t stop. I’m a slave to this desire, and it’s eating me alive.

I stroke slowly, rhythmically, my thumb brushing over the sensitive head. The room feels alive, the shadows dancing in time with my movements. I press Gino’s boxers to my face, his scent strong. It’s a heady combination, fueling my fantasies. I lick my lips, my tongue tracing the seam of the fabric, imagining it’s his skin I’m tasting. My hand tightens around my cock, my strokes growing firmer, more desperate.

I’m lost in it, my mind a blur of desire and frustration. I moan softly, the sound muffled by the boxers draped across my face. My other hand wanders lower, my fingers brushing against my entrance. I’m slick with pre, my body betraying how badly I want this. I lick my fingers, the taste of salt and skin on my tongue, and slide one inside. It’s tight, my muscles clenching around the intrusion, but I push deeper, imagining it’s him, his touch, his cock filling me.

The bed creaks beneath me, the springs protesting with every thrust of my hand, every twist of my finger. I’m teetering on the edge, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Gino’s boxers are still draped over my face, his scent a constant reminder of what I’m missing. I picture him, his laugh echoing in my mind, carefree and oblivious to my longing. It’s enough to push me over the edge.

I cum with a sharp cry, my cum splattering onto my stomach, abs, chest, and sheets, hot and sticky. The release is bittersweet, a fleeting moment of relief followed by the crushing weight of reality. I lie there, breathless, his boxers still pressed to my face, the scent of him lingering like a ghost. The room feels heavier now, the shadows longer, and I’m left with the bitter taste of longing.

I wonder if he’ll ever know how much I want him, how much I ache for something I can’t have. The thought twists in my gut, a knot of frustration and desire I can’t untangle. I let out a shaky breath, my chest rising and falling with the effort of calming myself. I throw his boxers back to his side of the room, and they land softly by he foot of his bed.

The streetlamp outside casts a pale glow, illuminating the mess I’ve made
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