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Love is not an option
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"Oh, fuck, Josh—"

I sank down on him with a gasp, my hands braced on his chest, my body stretching, already trembling from the relief of it. His cock filled me completely, deep and familiar, like my body had been waiting for this exact moment.

He groaned beneath me, eyes locked on mine, his hands sliding up my hips, guiding me into place like he needed to make sure I was really there.

And I was.

I moved slowly, just enough to make us both feel it, just enough to say without words: we're here again.

There was no rush. No teasing. Just the heavy, honest heat of two lovers finally giving in after too many days of restraint.

Later, curled into the warmth of his arms, sweat cooling on our skin, I let my eyes close against his shoulder.

It felt good.

Not dangerous. Not wild.

Just good.

We lay tangled together in the quiet, our bodies still warm from everything we'd just given each other. His fingers traced the edge of my shoulder lazily. No urgency. No pull toward round two. Just... comfort.

He let out a quiet sigh, the kind people only make when they've been holding something in all day.

"I've missed this," he said, almost into my hair. "You feel... right."

I smiled softly against his chest, pretending I didn't hear the weight in that last word.

"You're good at what you do," I said playfully, trying to keep it light.

He chuckled. But then, after a pause, he added, "No, I mean you. Not the sex. Just... you."

I blinked at the ceiling, my smile fading. My stomach tightened a little. Not in fear—but in that low, quiet way your body warns you when someone might be feeling something they're not supposed to.

I didn't answer.

Instead, I kissed his shoulder and gently pulled the covers away.

"I should shower."

"Already?" His voice was soft, disappointed.

I nodded, already gathering my clothes from the floor. "Just a rinse. I won't take long."

He stayed in bed, watching me as I walked across the room. Not with lust. With something closer to longing.

And that's when I knew.

He wanted more than this.

The water was hot. Too hot. I stood under it longer than I needed to, eyes closed, trying to slow the churn in my chest. Josh was sweet. Attractive. The sex had been great. But it was supposed to be just that.

Great sex.

It wasn't supposed to come with soft touches and words like "right."

I stepped out, towelled off, and dressed quickly.

He met me at the door, shirt back on, hair messy.

"You can stay, you know," he said gently.

I looked at him, then glanced at the clock. "I shouldn't."

"You never stay."

"I never said I would."

His smile didn't reach his eyes.

"Drive safe, okay?"

"I will."

I kissed his cheek—light, careful—and stepped outside.

The air hit different. Cooler. Weighted.

In the car, I sat for a moment with my phone in my lap before unlocking it.

To Kevin:

"Need to talk when I get home. Might need your advice on something."

I hit send.

Then started the engine.

The night ahead felt quieter than usual.

And not in a good way.

The house was quiet when I stepped inside.

No music.

No footsteps.

Just the soft clink of a wine bottle against glass.

Kevin was in the kitchen, barefoot, pouring two glasses of red. He glanced up when I entered, his eyes warm, his expression unreadable.

I waited for that grin. The one Kevin always gave me after I'd been with someone else. The one that usually led to him pinning me against a wall before I could even take off my coat.

But tonight, he just handed me the glass.

"Come sit," he said.

I followed him to the couch, my body still carrying the imprint of another man's hands. I sat, curling my legs beneath me, and took a sip. It was earthy and dry, clinging to the back of my throat.

Kevin sat beside me but didn't touch me yet.

"Talk," he said.

I looked down at the wine, turning the glass slowly in my hand.

"It felt good," I admitted. "Being with him. The sex was... easy. Familiar."

"But?"

I sighed. "Something's changed. In him."

Kevin didn't speak. He just waited.

"He said it wasn't just the sex," I went on. "He said I felt right. Not what we did. Me. Us."

He nodded once. No flinch. No judgment.

"I didn't say anything. I just... showered. Got dressed. He wanted me to stay the night."

"Did you think about it?"

"No," I said quickly. Then, after a pause, "But I felt bad saying no. And that's a problem."

Kevin finally touched me. His hand resting on my knee, grounding me.

"You're not built for pretending," he said. "And if he's falling for you, it's going to get harder."

"I know."

"What do you want?"

"Not that. Not him falling. Not strings. Not someone I have to start lying to."

Kevin gave a slow nod, the kind that meant he'd already known what I would say.

"Then you have to cut him off," he said softly. "Not harsh. Just... clear."

I looked at him. "And if he doesn't take it well?"

"Then that's not your weight to carry."

We sat quietly for a moment.

I let my head rest on his shoulder, wine in my hand, the air warm and heavy between us.

"I hate this," I said.

"I know," he murmured.

"But you're right."

He kissed the top of my head.

"I know."

I smiled against his shirt.

"Don't let it go to your head."

"Too late."

We ordered quickly—sandwiches, coffee, nothing fancy. The place was warm and dimly lit, the windows fogged from the chill outside. It should have felt comfortable.

It didn't.

Josh looked good. Clean-shaven, smiling easily, wearing that navy sweater that always made his shoulders look broader. He was relaxed, leaning back in his chair like he thought this was a midday treat.

Not a goodbye.

"So," he said, giving me a little grin, "did you plan this café thing just to torture me with another view of you in a turtleneck?"

I smiled faintly. "I didn't know you'd be so into knitwear."

"Everything looks good on you," he said, then added quickly, "but nothing looks better than you in nothing."

I laughed once to soften it, but it didn't reach my eyes. He didn't seem to notice. Or he didn't want to.

The food came. We ate.

Or rather—he ate.

I picked at my sandwich, sipping coffee between distracted glances out the window.

Josh was doing most of the talking. Something about a project at work. A new manager he didn't like. I nodded along and even smiled at the right times, but my thoughts were already halfway into what I needed to say.

I didn't want to hurt him.

But I couldn't lie to him, either.

Halfway through his drink, he stopped mid-sentence and looked at me.

"You okay?"

I nodded too quickly. "Yeah. Just tired."

"You seem quiet."

"I've had a lot on my mind."

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table.

"I've been thinking about you too, you know," he said, softer now. "Since the other night."

My fingers tightened slightly around my coffee cup.

He looked down, then back up at me.

"I think I... I mean, I love—"

He caught himself.

Paused.

Swallowed hard.

Then, he smiled in a way that didn't match his eyes.

"I mean, it's not a big deal. That's not—don't freak out. I'm not saying we have to change anything."

I set the cup down.

He looked at me with that same hopeful tension. Like he was trying to pretend this was still light. Still casual. Still possible.

I breathed in.

And out.

Then, I finally said what I'd come to say.

"Josh... I can't keep seeing you."

His expression cracked. The smile dropped instantly.

"I'm sorry," I added quickly, but with no hesitation. "This thing between us? It's not... staying casual. Not for you. And I can't let it go further."

He looked like he didn't know whether to be angry or heartbroken.

"I told you it wasn't a problem," he said, voice tight. "I told you I was fine with this."

"No," I said gently. "You said the sex wasn't a problem. But now you're talking about love. You're hoping for something more."

He blinked.

Then straightened a little, the pain visible, but pride creeping in behind it.

"You're choosing Kevin."

"I've always chosen Kevin."

Josh exhaled hard through his nose. "But what if I could be what you need?"

I met his eyes without flinching.

"Would you let me sleep with other men?"

His face stiffened. "No. Of course not!"

I nodded, calmly, without bitterness.

"That," I said, "is just one of the million reasons why I'm with Kevin. He understands me. He loves that I need more—and he never tries to make me feel guilty for it."

Josh said nothing.

The check came, and he barely glanced at it before pulling his card from his wallet. The waiter didn't say a word. He must have felt it too—that shift in energy, the way something had cracked and quietly begun to fall apart.

When we stepped outside, the street was busier than before. Cars rolled by. A breeze tugged at my coat. People passed without noticing us.

But Josh looked at me like he couldn't believe it was ending here. Like he still hadn't figured out how to stop it.

I leaned up and kissed his cheek, soft and slow.

"Take care of yourself," I said.

He didn't move. Didn't blink.

"I really thought this could be more," he said quietly. "With time. With... everything."

"I know," I whispered.

I gave him a small smile. Not out of cruelty. Out of kindness. It was the only thing I could give him.

"But it can't be," I said.

And then I turned.

I didn't look back.

Behind me, I thought I heard him inhale like he was going to call out. But he didn't.

He just stood there, still as glass.

And I walked back towards the office, dreading seeing him there in the coming days and weeks.

The rest of the afternoon dragged on.

I buried myself in work, eyes glued to my screen, ears half-tuned to every footstep near my desk. Josh passed by once. We didn't speak. We didn't even nod. Just the shared gravity of a goodbye too fresh to touch.

I avoided the breakroom. Took my calls from an empty meeting room. When five o'clock finally rolled around, I was the first out the door.

By the time I got home, my chest felt tight and heavy. I hadn't cried, but something inside me was aching—a dull, low burn just beneath the surface.

Kevin met me at the door like he'd been waiting the whole day. No teasing. No cocky grin. Just him, calm and steady, holding out a glass of red wine and looking at me with the kind of quiet patience that made me feel seen without having to explain a thing.

I took the glass, wordless, and leaned into his chest.

He held me.

He didn't rush me to talk. Didn't ask what happened. Just let me rest against him, one arm curled around my waist, his cheek resting gently against my hair.

When we moved to the couch, I curled into him, legs tucked beneath me, my wine untouched on the coffee table.

"I feel like shit," I said finally.

Kevin didn't respond right away. He let me sit in it, breathe through it, then asked gently, "Because you ended it?"

"Because it hurt him," I said. "Because maybe I should've ended it sooner. Maybe I shouldn't have let it get so... deep."

He rubbed slow circles into my thigh, grounding me.

"You didn't lead him on," he said softly. "You gave him space, you were honest about what this is. But some people fall. You can't control how someone else holds onto something."

I stared at the wine glass, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I hate feeling like the bad guy."

"You're not," he said. "You're the one who told the truth. You didn't promise anything. And when it stopped feeling right, you stepped back."

I looked at him, eyes burning.

"What if it happens again? What if someone else starts... wanting more?"

Kevin exhaled slowly, his voice low.

"Then you end it sooner. You watch for the signs. You remember how this feels, right now. And you don't wait."

I nodded, swallowing hard.

"You're still allowed to want what you want," he added. "But don't let anyone start writing a future in their head. That's not what this is."

I leaned into him again, my head resting on his chest.

He kissed my forehead.

We stayed like that for a while.

No rush.

No heat.

Just presence.

Then, after a long pause, he gave my hip a light squeeze.

"So," he said gently, "are you still planning on working out tomorrow?"

I gave a soft laugh into his shirt.

"I think I might need it."

"Tyrese?"

"If I can still walk after leg day, we'll see."
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The gym was quieter than usual. Thursday nights were always like that—people were either too tired from the week or already shifting into weekend mode. That was why I liked it.

That, and the fact that Tyrese always seemed to make time for me when the place started to thin out.

I checked in, tied my hoodie around my waist, and scanned the floor. There he was, by the free weights. Sleeveless black shirt, basketball shorts, sweat already beading along his collarbone. He looked up, spotted me, and grinned.

God, that grin.

Nineteen and dangerous in ways he probably didn't even realize yet.

"You showed," he said as I walked over.

"You doubted me?"

He gave a little shrug, setting down the dumbbells. "You had that tired energy last time. Thought maybe you'd skip."

I raised a brow. "Tired isn't the same as uninterested."

He smirked, his eyes drifting down to my hips before snapping back up. "Good to know."

The first half of the session was focused and almost professional. Tyrese had me on squats, resistance bands, deadlifts. His hands only touched me when he had to—but they lingered, just slightly. A hand at my lower back to correct posture. Fing ers at my hip to adjust my stance.

He stayed composed.

But his eyes betrayed him.

Every time I bent down or held a stretch, I could feel the weight of his attention dragging across my skin.

By the time we moved to lunges, the gym
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