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Ethan had been stuck in his own head, contemplating how to approach Matt. Matt was a whirlwind—Jake tomorrow, Sam with the tongue piercing, Lila on Friday—fucking his way through campus like it was a game, and Ethan was just... Ethan. Shy, awkward, always watching from the sidelines. Except he didn't want to watch anymore; he wanted to take. His fingers flexed, imagining Matt's wrists pinned under them, the lean muscle of his shoulders tensing as Ethan held him down. 

He could almost hear it—Matt’s voice cracking, "Please, Eth," the teasing lilt gone, replaced by something needy, something Ethan made him feel. 

The fantasy burned, sharp and vivid, and his breath quickened, shallow pants fogging the quiet. Then there was Jake. Matt's words from last night echoed—big guy, likes it rough—and Ethan's stomach twisted again, not just from jealousy but from the choice dangling over him. Should he join them, witness Matt surrendering to another's whims, or seize that moment for himself? 

Each option weighed heavily on him, sending trepidation through his veins as he fought against the fear of being unseen and overlooked. Storm in and claim him instead? The thought was reckless, but it ignited something inside him, a spark of power he hadn’t known he craved. He could say yes to Matt's offer, step into that room tomorrow night, but not as a bystander—no, not anymore. He'd make Matt see him—his fierce longing, his worth—make him want him above all others. Pineapple was there, a safety net, but Ethan didn't think he'd need it—not for himself at least.

The dorm room was thick with tension, mirroring the chaotic turmoil in Ethan's heart, buzzing under his skin like static. He sat on the edge of his bed, knees drawn tightly to his chest, a textbook open but unread, his anxious gaze darting nervously to Matt every few seconds. 

Matt lounged against the wall, one leg bent, phone in hand, scrolling with that lazy confidence that twisted something raw in Ethan's stomach—half nerves, half an intoxicating hunger that left him breathless. 

The late afternoon sun streamed through the blinds, casting warm stripes of light across Matt's bare chest, igniting a longing within Ethan that urged his fingers to reach out and claim him, desperate to bridge that gap between them. Matt glanced up, catching Ethan’s stare, and a slow, knowing grin spread across his face. 

“You’re doing that thing again,” he said, tossing his phone onto the bed, stretching his arms above his head in a way that flexed every muscle Ethan had memorized. “Staring like you’re about to pounce. What's brewing in that head of yours, dude?”

Ethan’s throat tightened, words tangling before they could form. 

“Nothing,” he lied, voice barely steady, his fingers curling into the sheets. 

But it was more than nothing—it was Matt, always Matt, whose carefree confidence made Ethan feel exposed, as he watched him navigate the world, flirting and teasing, triggering painful memories of desires left unfulfilled.

Matt chuckled, low and warm, sliding off his bed to perch on the edge of Ethan’s, close enough that their thighs brushed. Matt leaned in closer, his breath a teasing tickle against Ethan's jaw, igniting sensations that made Ethan's pulse race. 

“Guess I’ll just ramble then. Got a busy week lined up. Tomorrow night, Jake from the lacrosse team’s coming over—big guy, likes it rough. Wednesday, it’s that art major, Sam, you know, the one with the tongue piercing. And Friday...” He paused, eyes glinting as they locked on Ethan’s, gauging. 

“Lila’s swinging by. She’s been texting about a rematch. You walked in on us last time—pretty loud, huh?”

But the thought of Matt slipping away, laughing with Lila while Ethan stood there clutching a stupid pretzel, ignited an urgency inside him, a realization that he couldn't remain silent about his feelings any longer. Beneath the flush, something growled, a possessive edge he didn’t recognize. He didn’t want to just watch Matt with them—he wanted Matt under him, squirming, begging, all that cocky charm stripped bare. The thought hit like a freight train, and he froze, breath hitching.

Matt tilted his head, smirk softening into something curious, inviting. 

“You could stick around for any of ‘em, you know,” he said, voice dipping low, testing.

“Watch. Join. Whatever you’re feeling. No pressure—just you and me figuring shit out. Pineapple’s always there if it’s too much.” 

His hand slid to Ethan’s knee, fingers tracing lazy circles, a baited hook dangling in the water. 

“What d’you think, bro? Wanna chase something with me?”

Ethan’s mouth went dry, his mind a warzone—shy restraint clashing with that feral urge to flip Matt onto his back, pin him down, make him his. He didn’t know how to say it, didn’t even know he wanted it until now, but Matt’s words lit a fuse. 

“I... maybe,” he managed, voice cracking, eyes darting to Matt’s lips, then away. “I don’t know what I’d do.”

Matt’s grin widened, a predator playing prey, leaning closer until their foreheads nearly touched. 

“That’s the fun part,” he murmured, breath warm and taunting. “You don’t have to know yet. Just... come after me when you figure it out. I’ll be right here.” 

He pulled back, casual as ever, but his eyes stayed on Ethan, daring him to pounce, to claim what he didn’t even realize he was hunting.

Ethan shoved his notebook into his backpack, the zipper catching briefly on the corner of a page as he hurried out of the lecture hall. The morning class—a droning two-hour slog on macroeconomics—had left his brain buzzing with graphs he didn’t care about, and his stomach growled, a hollow reminder he’d skipped breakfast. 

He had a few food credits loaded on his student ID, enough for a treat, maybe a warm pretzel or one of those overpriced smoothies from the cafeteria. A small reward, something to shake off the monotony. He slung his bag over his shoulder and headed across campus, the crisp February air nipping at his cheeks.

The cafeteria hummed with midday chaos—trays clattering, voices overlapping, the faint sizzle of the grill drifting through the air. Ethan swiped his card at the counter, grabbing a cinnamon-dusted pretzel and a bottle of water, the warm, yeasty scent curling into his nose as he scanned the room for a quiet corner. That’s when he saw them—Matt and Lila, tucked into a booth near the window, sunlight glinting off her silver hoop earrings. 

Matt leaned back, one arm slung over the seat, laughing at something she’d said, his head tipping back in that easy, carefree way that made Ethan’s chest ache. Lila twirled a strand of dark hair around her finger, her lips curved in a smirk, and leaned closer, her hand brushing Matt’s forearm.

Ethan froze, the pretzel halfway to his mouth, a sudden lurch in his gut stealing his appetite. His pulse kicked up, a frantic thud against his ribs, and a cold sweat prickled along his spine. He didn’t know why—Matt fucked around all the time, flaunted it even, and Ethan had seen it before, heard it through the thin dorm walls. But this—watching Matt with Lila, her touch lingering, his grin flashing—hit differently. His stomach churned, a sour twist that climbed up his throat, and he swallowed hard, the pretzel turning to ash in his hand. He felt sick, dizzy, like the floor might tilt out from under him.

Why? His mind scrambled for an answer, but it wouldn’t settle. Was it her—the way she owned Matt’s attention so effortlessly? Or was it him—Matt’s casual intimacy with someone else, when Ethan wanted... what? More? Everything? 

That dark, restless itch flared again, the one that whispered pin him down, make him yours, and it clashed with the shy knots in his chest, leaving him unmoored. He couldn’t compete with her—with any of them—could he? But the thought of Matt slipping away, laughing with Lila while Ethan stood there clutching a stupid pretzel, made his fists clench, his nails biting into his palms.

Matt's glance shot across the crowded room, and Ethan's heart stuttered, caught in the magnetic pull. 

His grin faltered, just for a second, before it softened into something warmer, more deliberate. He tilted his head, a silent question—you okay?—and lifted a hand in a lazy wave. Lila followed his gaze, her eyes narrowing slightly, but Ethan couldn't read her expression. 

He couldn’t read anything, not with his stomach roiling and his heart pounding like it wanted to break free. He dropped the pretzel onto the tray, appetite gone, overwhelmed by a wave of jealousy and longing that threatened to choke him. The sight of Matt with someone else felt like a cruel reminder of what he couldn't have.

Ethan slumped against the dorm room door as it clicked shut behind him, the cafeteria still a jagged memory clawing at his gut. He sank onto his bed, the springs creaking under his weight as he felt the weight of the moment settle over him. 

The room was quiet—Matt was still out there, probably laughing with Lila, his arm brushing with hers, his voice low and teasing in ways Ethan couldn’t unhear. The pretzel sat abandoned in his mind, a pathetic reminder of his unfulfilled appetite, like the storm churning inside him, sour and restless. 

He dragged a hand through his hair, tugging hard enough to sting, trying to ground himself with each pull, but it didn’t work. Nothing did.

His eyes drifted to Matt’s side of the room—the rumpled sheets, the hoodie slung over the chair, the faint linger of his cologne that clung to everything. Ethan’s chest tightened, a hot, messy knot of want twisting tighter. The thought jolted him, electric and unfamiliar, yet it ignited a primal urge deep within—he envisioned stripping away Matt's cocky grin, replacing it with raw vulnerability, desperate for Ethan's touch. 

The thought jolted him, electric and unfamiliar, but it pierced through his thoughts, anchoring itself in the shadowy recesses of his mind. He could see it—Matt on his knees, hazel eyes wide, breath hitching as Ethan took control, made him beg. 

Not just a hookup, not just a touch, but his. The idea made his cock stir, a slow throb against his jeans, and he shifted, thighs pressing together as heat crept up his neck, mixed with jealousy.

But how could he approach him? Matt was a whirlwind—Jake tomorrow, Sam with the tongue piercing, Lila on Friday—fucking his way through campus like it was a game, and Ethan was just... Ethan. Shy, awkward, watching from the sidelines. 

Except he didn’t want to watch anymore. He wanted to take. 

His fingers flexed, imagining Matt’s wrists pinned under them, the lean muscle of his shoulders tensing as Ethan held him down. 

He could almost hear it—Matt’s voice cracking, “Please, Eth,” that teasing lilt gone, replaced by something needy, something Ethan made him feel. The fantasy burned, sharp and vivid, and his breath came faster, shallow pants fogging the quiet.

Then there was Jake. Matt’s words from last night echoed—big guy, likes it rough—and Ethan’s stomach flipped again, not just from jealousy but from the choice dangling over him. Join them, witness Matt surrendering to another's whims, or seize that moment for himself—each option weighed heavily on him, sending trepidation through his veins as he battled the fear of being unseen and overlooked. Storm in and claim him instead? 

The thought was insane, reckless, but it lit something in him, a spark of power he hadn’t known he craved. He could say yes to Matt’s offer, step into that room tomorrow night, but not as a bystander—not anymore. He'd make Matt see him—his fierce longing, his worth—make him want him above all others. Pineapple was there, a safety net, but Ethan didn’t think he’d need it—not for himself, at least.

He stood, pacing the small space, energy coiling tight in his limbs. His reflection in the mirror stares back, flushed cheeks radiating defiance, dark eyes narrowed with fierce purpose, jaw clenched—today, he was not the timid boy he'd always seen but a hungry predator waiting for the right moment. 

He looked hungry. Ethan would wait, the anticipation and jealousy simmering within him. Stew. He would wait, stew, and when the time came—he'd strike. He’d let Matt dangle the bait, play the mouse a little longer, but when the moment came—tomorrow with Jake, or whenever—he’d pounce. 

Not shy, not tentative, but stepping fully into who he was destined to be, embracing his fierce desires and the man he longed to become.

The dorm room door swung open just past midnight, a faint creak slicing through the stillness. Ethan jolted upright on his bed, his phone slipping from his hand mid-scroll, the screen’s glow casting long shadows across the walls, anticipation coursing through him. 

Matt stumbled in, a whirlwind of disarray, his hair mussed, shirt untucked, the lingering scent of Lila's floral perfume wrapping around him like an intoxicating spell. He kicked the door shut with his heel, grinning as he caught Ethan’s stare, that familiar glint in his hazel eyes sparking in the dim light.

“Miss me, Eth?” Matt drawled, his voice husky and low—tinged with laughter and the echo of drinks shared, yet his eyes sparkled with something that set Ethan on edge. 

He dropped his keys onto the desk with a clatter, peeling off his shirt and tossing it toward the laundry pile, missing by a foot. His bare torso gleamed faintly, sweat from the night still clinging to his skin, and Ethan’s throat tightened, his pulse kicking up a notch. Matt was a tease, always had been, but tonight it felt like fire—a blade grazing Ethan's barely restrained desire.

Ethan didn’t answer right away, his fingers curling into the edge of his blanket, the fabric bunching under his grip. He’d spent hours stewing, letting that dark want fester, and now Matt was here, flesh and blood, taunting him without even trying. 

“Where were you?” he asked, voice low, steadier than he felt, though it carried an edge he couldn’t hide.

Matt paused, halfway to his bed, turning with a slow, curious tilt of his head. 

“Lila’s place,” he said, casual as ever, but his eyes lingered, searching Ethan’s face. “Caught up talking, lost track of time. You know how she gets—chatty as hell.” 

He smirked, stepping
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