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Author’s Note
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Let me be real with you—college guys are my one and only weakness. Always have been. Always will be. There's just something about that messy, testosterone-fueled window of life where boys are bursting with confidence and confusion in equal measure. They're cocky, sweaty, dumb as hell in the best way, and full of chaotic energy that somehow makes everything feel possible—and dangerous. They walk around shirtless without thinking twice. They scratch their junk in public. They tackle each other for fun. They flirt with girls, wrestle with their bros, and sometimes—if the mood’s right—they’ll fuck a guy just because they’re bored and backed up. No labels. No fear. Just need.

It’s that intersection of arrogance, horniness, and freedom that drives me wild. It’s not about romance—it’s about that raw, unfiltered space where anything can happen and nothing needs to be explained. That’s why I write these stories. Not to make a statement, not to find love—but to bottle up that primal, pulpy, late-night energy when the world goes quiet, and some hot dumb jock knocks on a door and says, 

“Yo, you up?”

Yeah, I’m up. And I’m writing.

—S.J. Virelli
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CHAPTER 1: Bros
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By the time they’d hit midterms, Chris and Shane were fucking four times a week. Sometimes more. Sometimes twice a day. No kissing. No cuddling. No shame. They were already at it when the sun cracked the blinds.

Shane had Chris bent over the edge of the dorm bed, palms flat on the mattress, ass spread wide. Chris’s back flexed with every thrust—ripped lats, swimmer shoulders, sweat rolling down the ridge of his spine. Shane gripped his waist like handlebars and drilled in, raw and slick. The air stank of cum and armpits and dorm funk.

Chris grunted, face twisted in that ugly-hot way—jaw clenched, eyes glazed, lips parted. “Fuck, bro. Right there.” Shane didn’t say much. Just hammered deeper. His thick cock disappeared into Chris’s ass, inch after inch, skin tugging back with every withdrawal. Wet slap, slap, slap. His balls clapped Chris’s cheeks. He watched the rim stretch and pull around him—angry red, spit-shined, clinging like it didn’t want to let go.

“Dude,” Chris hissed, “you close?”

Shane panted, slapped Chris’s right cheek. “Almost. You?”

Chris’s dick bobbed under him—hard, leaking. “Not yet. You nut, I’m flipping you.”
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