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Not Gay, Just Drunk
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The sun is a bastard, slicing through the window like a hot knife, searing my eyelids shut. I groan, my head pounding like a drum solo gone wrong. I crack one eye open, squinting at the unfamiliar ceiling. Wait—this isn’t my room. My heart lurches as I turn my head, catching sight of the tousled sheets and the warm, muscular arm draped casually across my chest. Ryan’s arm. My roommate. My straight roommate. Panic spikes through me, but before I can process it, fragments of the night before slam into my brain like a freight train.

Whiskey. So much whiskey. The party. Ryan’s laugh, low and rough, as we’d leaned against the kitchen counter, shots lined up like dominoes. The way Ryan’s eyes had gleamed, darker than usual, as he’d slurred, “You’re my best friend, Jake. You get me, you know?” And then—Jesus, then—the couch. Ryan’s lips on mine, hot and desperate, tasting like alcohol and something wilder, something hungry. My hands had tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, our bodies pressing together like magnets.

I swallow hard, my throat dry as the desert. What the hell happened last night? I’m not gay. Ryan’s not gay. But the memories—they’re there, vivid and raw, like someone etched them into my skin with a branding iron. I close my eyes, trying to push them away, but they’re relentless.

Ryan’s hands on me, rough and urgent. His mouth—god, his mouth—everywhere, sucking and biting, muttering filthy things against my skin. “Not gay, just drunk,” he’d growled, his breath hot against my ear, but his hands had been anything but hesitant. We’d fumbled with belts and buttons, skin meeting skin, and then—then Ryan had gone down on me, his mouth wet and skilled, his tongue swirling, sucking like he’d been starving for it.

I shudder, the memory sending a jolt of heat through my veins. My hands had gripped his hair, my hips bucking helplessly as I’d cursed his name, my voice hoarse with need. But Ryan hadn’t stopped there. Oh no. He’d flipped me onto my back, his eyes dark and feral, and then—then he’d rimmed me. Tongue pressing, licking, circling, until I’d been a trembling mess, begging for more.

“You like that, huh?” Ryan had taunted, his voice thick with lust, before pushing my legs apart and diving back in, his mouth relentless, his beard scraping my sensitive skin. I’d been a mess, moaning, squirming, my body on fire.

And then the fucking. Jesus Christ, the fucking. Ryan had been on top, his body hard and heavy, his cock thick and throbbing as he’d lined up, thrusting in deep, filling me completely. I’d gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders, the friction between us raw and primal. Ryan had moved like he’d been possessed, his hips snapping, his breath ragged, muttering, “Not gay, just drunk,” over and over like a mantra, but his body told a different story.

I’d met every thrust, my legs wrapped around his waist, our bodies slick with sweat, the air thick with the scent of sex and lust. It had been animalistic, desperate, and I’d loved every second of it.

Now, lying in Ryan’s bed, my heart races as I trace the memory of his lips, his hands, his cock, and I feel a flush creep up my neck. Ryan stirs beside me, his eyes cracking open, and for a moment, we just stare at each other, the air heavy with unspoken tension.

“Morning,” Ryan mumbles, his voice rough, his hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my forehead. “Not gay, just drunk, right?”

I smirk, my pulse quickening as I lean in, our lips brushing. “Right.”

And just like that, the line blurs again.



Ryan’s breath is warm against my mouth, his stubble scratching my skin in a way that sends shivers down my spine. I close the distance, pressing my lips fully against his, and he responds instantly, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. It’s like last night never ended, like we’re picking up right where we left off.

His kiss is hungry, his tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting like morning breath and something sweeter, something that’s distinctly Ryan. I groan, my hands sliding down his back, feeling the hard planes of his muscles beneath his skin. He’s always been fit, but right now, he feels real, solid and undeniable.

“You’re sure about this?” he murmurs against my lips, his voice low and uncertain. “I mean, we were wasted. It doesn’t have to mean anything.”

I pull back slightly, meeting his gaze. His eyes are a stormy gray, conflicted but hungry. “Does it mean anything to you?” I ask, my voice steady despite the chaos in my chest.

He hesitates, his thumb brushing my cheekbone. “I don’t know,” he admits, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Neither can I.

Before I can respond, he’s kissing me again, deeper this time, his body shifting so he’s on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress. I wrap my arms around him, pulling him closer, my cock hardening against his hip. He groans into my mouth, his hands roaming down my sides, his touch electric.

“You’re still hard,” he mutters, his lips trailing down my jawline. “For me.”

“You’re still hard too,” I retort, my hands sliding down to grip his ass, squeezing the firm muscle through his boxers. He laughs, a low, rumbling sound, before diving back into the kiss, his mouth devouring mine.

His hands are everywhere, tracing the lines of my body like he’s memorizing them. He pulls off my shirt, tossing it aside, his eyes raking over my chest, my abs. I feel exposed, vulnerable, but it’s not uncomfortable. It’s exhilarating.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my collarbone. “I can’t believe I’ve been sleeping next to this every night and never—”

“Shut up and kiss me,” I interrupt, pulling him back up by the hair. He obliges, his mouth crashing against mine, his body moving against mine in a rhythm that’s setting me on fire.

His hands slide down to my waistband, tugging at my boxers. I lift my hips, helping him pull them off, and they join my shirt on the floor. I’m fully exposed now, my cock throbbing, pre-cum glistening at the tip. Ryan’s eyes darken as he takes me in, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.

“Fuck,” he breathes, his hand wrapping around my shaft, stroking slowly. “You’re so hard for me.”

“You have no idea,” I groan, my head falling back into the pillow as he starts to pump his hand up and down, his grip firm and sure.

But Ryan’s not done. He leans down, his breath ghosting over the head of my cock, and I shudder, my hands gripping the sheets. “Please,” I whisper, my voice desperate.

He chuckles, a dark, sinful sound, before taking me into his mouth, his lips closing around me like a vice. His tongue swirls, his mouth hot and wet, and I’m lost. My hips buck involuntarily, my hands tangling in his hair, holding him in place as he sucks me deep.

“Ryan,” I moan, my voice breaking. “Fuck, you’re good at that.”

He hums in response, the vibration sending sparks through my nerves. He’s not just good—he’s incredible. His mouth is skilled, his tongue knowing exactly where to press, where to lick, where to suck. I’m a mess, my body tense, my breath coming in short gasps.

But Ryan’s not satisfied with just my cock. His hand slides down, fingers brushing my balls, before moving lower, tracing the sensitive skin between them. I freeze, my breath catching as his fingers hover over my hole.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his voice thick with lust. “Let me in.”

I hesitate, my heart pounding. This is new territory, even for last night. But the way he’s looking at me—hungry, desperate—it’s impossible to say no.

I nod, my body trembling as his finger presses against me, slow and gentle. He’s patient, his touch careful, and I relax, my muscles giving way as he slips inside. It’s strange, unfamiliar, but not unpleasant. Not with Ryan.

He starts to move his finger, slow circles that send shivers through me. My cock twitches in his mouth, and I’m on the edge, teetering between pleasure and something else, something deeper.

“More,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

He adds another finger, stretching me, his thumb brushing my perineum. I’m a mess, moaning, squirming, my body on fire. And then he pulls his mouth off my cock, trailing kisses up my chest, his fingers still buried inside me.

“You like that, huh?” he taunts, his voice rough, his breath hot against my ear. “My fingers in your ass. Makes you feel good, doesn’t it?”

“Fuck yes,” I groan, my hands gripping his shoulders. “Don’t stop.”

He chuckles, a dark, sinful sound, before leaning down, his mouth capturing mine in a kiss that’s hungry, desperate. His fingers move faster, deeper, and I’m lost, my body arching off the bed, my cock throbbing, begging for release.

“I want to fuck you,” he growls against my lips, his voice raw, primal. “Let me fuck you, Jake. Let me make you feel good.”

I don’t hesitate. “Yes,” I breathe, my voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

He pulls back, his eyes raking over me, taking in my flushed skin, my hardened body. He reaches for the drawer in his nightstand, pulling out a condom and lube, his movements efficient, purposeful.

I watch him, my heart pounding, my body tense with anticipation. This is it. This is really happening.

He tears open the lube, squeezing a generous amount onto his fingers, before reaching between my legs, prepping me, his touch gentle but firm. I hiss as he stretches me, my body adjusting to the intrusion, my mind racing with what’s to come.

“Ready?” he asks, his voice low, his eyes searching mine.

I nod
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