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PROLOGUE
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The weight of Cody’s body pressed into mine, his rhythm steady and relentless, as if he were carving something primal into the very fabric of the couch beneath us. The cushions groaned with each thrust, a counterpoint to our own sounds—his deep, guttural moans, my sharp gasps that seemed to tear from my throat. The movie on the TV had long since faded into background noise, its dialogue and soundtrack reduced to a distant hum, irrelevant in the face of what was unfolding between us. This wasn’t about love or tenderness; it was raw, unfiltered lust, and it was consuming us both like a wildfire.

I felt the heat of his skin against mine, his muscles coiled tight under smooth flesh, every movement deliberate, as though he’d been waiting for this moment as long as I had. His chest, chiseled from years of training, rose and fell with each thrust, his breath hot against my neck. His scent—a mix of sweat and cologne filled my senses; intoxicating and primal. I could taste him too, a hint of salt on his lips as he kissed me, his mouth demanding yet tender in a way that contradicted everything we’d said about ourselves earlier that night.

His hands were everywhere, firm but not rough, as if he knew exactly how much pressure to apply. His fingers grazed my nipples, tweaking them just enough to send a jolt of pleasure through me, anchoring me to the moment. I arched into him, my body responding despite the chaos in my mind. This was my first time—my first time letting a man take control, my first time feeling this kind of surrender.

"Fuck," he muttered, his voice thick with need, his breath ghosting over my ear. He drove into me harder, faster, the couch creaking in protest beneath our weight. I clung to him, my nails digging into his back, my voice breaking as I cried out. It was too much, too intense, but I didn’t want it to stop. I couldn’t let it stop.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. We met at a straight bar, talking about women and work like it was just another easy night. Neither of us expected it to turn into anything more. We were wrong; here we were, bodies tangled, boundaries blurred. Cody’s lips found mine again, his kiss hungry yet gentle, as if he understood the storm raging inside me.

I closed my eyes, letting the sensations wash over me. The room was dimly lit, the lamplight casting long shadows on the walls, but I didn’t need to see to feel. Every nerve ending in my body was alive, hyperaware of his touch, his weight, his scent. The air was thick with it—sweat, lust, and something else I couldn’t quite name. It felt dangerous, beautiful, and utterly inevitable.

Cody’s hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my skin as he continued to thrust into me, his movements relentless, possessive. I was a mess beneath him, moaning and gasping, my body on fire with pleasure. He was everywhere—his scent, his touch, his taste—and I was drowning in it, lost in the sensation.

“You feel so good,” he breathed, the words almost wrecked by how hard he was trying to stay steady. “I didn’t know it would be like this.”

There was something raw in the way he said it — not dirty talk rehearsed from somewhere else, but honest. That did more to me than anything explicit ever could.

“Fuck... please, Cody. Just fuck me.”

He growled, a sound that was almost feral, and slammed into me harder, his hips snapping with urgency. The room spun, the world narrowing to just the two of us, to the friction of his body against mine, to the overwhelming need building inside me.

“Fuck, I’m about to come,” he muttered, his voice strained. 

“Yes,” I gasped, barely steady. “Please, Cody... I need it.”

He thrust deeper, harder, his cock hitting a spot inside me that made me see stars. I cried out, my body tightening around him, milking him, drawing him closer to the edge.

"Cody—" I gasped, my voice a plea.

“Come for me,” he murmured against my ear. “I want to feel you.”

His words were my undoing. My body exploded, pleasure ripping through me like a tidal wave. I screamed his name, my hips bucking uncontrollably, my cock throbbing as I spilled between us, hot and thick.

Cody followed, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside me, his release shooting into me in hot pulses. "Fuck," he groaned, his voice raw. 

He collapsed on top of me, his weight heavy but welcome, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I could feel his heart pounding against mine, his cock still twitching inside me, spilling his seed. The warmth spread through me, a sense of fullness, of belonging, that I’d never known before.

"Holy fuck," he murmured, his voice soft now, almost reverent. "That was—"

He didn’t finish the sentence.

Neither did I.

Because whatever that was, it wasn’t supposed to happen.

He stayed on top of me longer than he needed to. Longer than either of us had planned. Our breathing slowed. The room cooled. The movie credits rolled across the television in soft blue light, unnoticed.

I felt him still inside me, the heat of him lingering, grounding.

Too intimate.

Too close.

He shifted slightly, like he was going to pull away, but instead his hand settled against my chest. Not possessive. Not dominant.

Just there.

That almost undid me.

This wasn’t a hookup anymore. Not in the way I understood hookups.

This was something else. Something I didn’t have a name for.

And that scared the hell out of me.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ONE

[image: ]




I woke up alone.

For a second, I didn’t know where I was. The couch felt unfamiliar beneath me—too narrow, too firm, a dull ache pulsing low in my body where I wasn’t used to feeling anything at all. My neck was stiff. My lower back protested when I shifted. There was a soreness between my hips that made my breath catch, not sharp exactly, just... new.

The TV had shut itself off sometime during the night. The room was quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen and the faint noise of traffic outside.

I lay still.

Because if I didn’t move, maybe I wouldn’t have to think.

But my body remembered.

The heat.

The weight of him.

The way I’d said his name like it meant something.

I rolled onto my back and scrubbed a hand over my face.

He was gone.

No shoes by the door. No low murmur of a shower running. No movement in the kitchen. Just the lingering scent of cologne and stale sex in the air and the indentation in the cushion beside me where he’d been.

Cody.

Even thinking his name did something strange to my body.

I pushed myself upright slowly, wincing at the soreness that tightened through me. My muscles felt used—worked over in a way that should’ve been uncomfortable. But underneath the ache, there was something else.

Energy.

Like my blood was running warmer than usual. Like something had been shaken loose inside me.

That part bothered me more than the soreness.

I’ve never woken up like that after being with a woman.

Satisfied? Sure.

Tired? Definitely.

But this—this steady hum under my skin, like my whole body had been plugged into something electric—this was different.

I stood and stretched carefully, my body reminding me of exactly what we’d done. My reflection in the hallway mirror caught my attention. There were faint marks along my collarbone. A bruise forming near my hip.

Proof.

I stared at myself longer than I meant to.

I didn’t look different.

Still the same guy I was yesterday morning. Same dark hair I needed to trim. Same stubble. Same shoulders I’d built up in the gym over the years.

Still straight.

The word came automatically.

Straight.

I’d always been straight.

I dated women. Slept with women. Wanted women.

Last night didn’t rewrite that.

It was just... a thing.

An exception.

A moment.

I walked into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of water, my mind drifting back despite my efforts to stay present.

We met at O’Malley’s.

Of all places.

O’Malley’s wasn’t exactly known for experimentation. It was loud, crowded, filled with groups of guys watching games and women dressed for attention. It was predictable. Comfortable. Safe.

I’d gone out because my buddy Eric had bailed on plans, and I didn’t feel like sitting alone in my apartment on a Friday night.

Cody had been standing near the bar, laughing at something the bartender said. He didn’t stand out because he was flashy. He stood out because he didn’t look like he was trying.

Broad shoulders under a fitted black tee. Relaxed posture. That easy confidence that doesn’t need volume.

We ended up next to each other when the crowd shifted. He made some comment about the game playing overhead. I responded. He smirked. It felt normal. Easy.

We talked about work first. I told him I worked in marketing for a small tech startup. He said he was finishing his MBA while helping his dad with some real estate projects. We traded sarcastic comments about corporate nonsense and terrible bosses.

We talked about women, too. Exes. Dating apps. Bad dates.

He mentioned a girl who ghosted him after three weeks.

I told him about a bartender I’d seen for a month who got too attached.

We laughed.

Nothing about it felt loaded.

Nothing about it felt inevitable.

We were just two guys having drinks at a straight bar.

At some point, the conversation shifted. Not dramatically. Just closer.

Standing a little too near. Letting silence linger a little too long.

I remember noticing his eyes first.

Not the color. The focus.

He looked at me directly. Like he was studying something.

I should’ve walked away then.

I didn’t.

Instead, I asked if he wanted to get out of there. My place was closer than his.

Even now, I don’t know why I said it.

Maybe I thought we’d keep talking. Watch a movie. Have another drink.

Maybe I knew exactly what I was doing.

The memory of that first moment in my living room hit me hard. The way he stood just inside the door. The way the air shifted.

I exhaled slowly and leaned against the counter.

It wasn’t just the sex.

That’s definitely a part that I can’t stop thinking about.

But it was also the way he’d looked at me afterward.

Not triumphant.

Not smug.

Just... steady.

Like he’d expected me.

And that was new.

I’ve been with women who wanted something from me. Attention. Validation. Stability. Fun.

Cody hadn’t wanted anything.

He’d just been there.

I walked back into the living room and sat on the couch, staring at the space where he’d been on top of me hours earlier.

This wasn’t supposed to mean anything.

I don’t do complicated.

I don’t blur lines.

And I definitely don’t question my identity after one night.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table.

I flinched.

For half a second, I thought it might be him.

It wasn’t.

Mom.

I stared at the screen before answering.

“Hey,” I said, trying to keep my voice normal.
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