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​***

The door clicked shut behind him, and Eli stood in the middle of the apartment with his duffel bag slung over one shoulder, the July heat still clinging to his skin. The place was smaller than it looked in the photos—an open-plan living room and kitchen, hardwood floors scuffed by a thousand shoes, two doors leading off to bedrooms, and a narrow balcony that looked out over the street. But it was clean. Lived-in, but clean.

“Yo,” came a voice from the kitchen.

Eli turned, and there he was.

Ryan.

Shirtless. Of course.

He stood at the fridge, one hand reaching for a can of Coke, the other scratching absently at his stomach. His skin was sun-warmed and golden, a soft trail of hair running down from his chest to the waistband of low-slung grey sweats that hugged his hips too well for Eli’s comfort.

“Hey,” Eli said, trying to sound normal. “I’m Eli.”

“Yeah, figured,” Ryan grinned, cracking open the can. “New roomie! You’re earlier than I thought.”

“Got out of my lease early. Kinda glad. My last place smelled like... I don’t even know. Feet and regret.”

Ryan laughed, and Eli felt it *everywhere*—a low, easy sound that spread warmth down his spine. He hated that he noticed the way Ryan’s mouth curled at the edge, how his collarbones stood out, how his waistband drooped just enough to hint at something deeper. **Stop staring. He’s just being friendly.**



​***

They ate takeaway on the couch that night. Thai, still too hot for the weather, but Ryan swore it was his comfort food. They drank a beer each. Talked about nothing. Ryan’s voice was smooth, relaxed, and Eli found himself leaning in closer than he needed to just to hear him better. Their thighs brushed once—briefly—and neither of them moved.

By midnight, Eli was in his room. His new sheets were scratchy. He laid on his back, eyes open. It wasn’t the heat keeping him up.

It was **Ryan**. The shape of his body. The smell of sweat and soap. The way he’d laughed at something Eli said and rested a hand—brief, casual—on his knee.

He rolled over, shut his eyes, and gave in to sleep.



​***

He was in the living room again.

But this time, the lights were low. Rain tapped gently at the balcony door. Ryan was there, standing close—too close. His hand was on Eli’s wrist. Warm. Solid. His eyes were darker than before.

“You’ve been looking at me all night,” Ryan said, voice roughened by something heavier than amusement.

Eli tried to speak, but the words stuck in his throat.

“You want me to stop?”

Eli shook his head.

Ryan stepped forward and kissed him.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t testing. It was deep and hungry, like Ryan had waited just long enough and wasn’t going to wait any longer. His hand came up to the back of Eli’s neck, pulling him in, and Eli gasped into the kiss—because it felt *right*. Too right. A hand slipped under his shirt. Another cupped his ass. Their hips met.

Eli felt how hard Ryan was. Felt himself grind forward, desperate, gasping into Ryan’s mouth as their bodies pressed together with hot, aching friction.

“You’re hard for me already?” Ryan whispered against his lips. “Didn’t take much.”

“I—” Eli couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. The dream was turning molten around him. His cock throbbed in his boxers, fully hard now, Ryan’s hand ghosting along the waistband like he might push down—

Eli jerked awake with a strangled breath, his skin damp, his heart thudding like a drum.

It was still dark. Faint breeze through the cracked window. Sheets twisted around his legs.

And he was hard. *So* hard. Aching.

He lay there, panting, blinking up at the ceiling. **It was just a dream. Just a dream.** But his body didn’t seem to care. The heat in his stomach told a different story.

He rolled onto his side, trying not to think about Ryan just a few feet away in the next room. Trying not to think about that mouth. That body. That voice in the dark.

But the ache between his legs didn’t fade.

And neither did the feeling of Ryan’s hands on him.



​***

Eli pressed the heel of his palm against his cock through the sheets, as if pressure might tame it, ease the throbbing. It didn’t. If anything, it made it worse. He tried to breathe through it, eyes shut tight, jaw clenched.

But the images kept coming.

Ryan’s hands gripping his waist. That mouth on his. The weight of his body, the pressure of their hips together, the sound he’d made—low, hungry—as he kissed him.

Eli’s hand moved without permission. Just over the fabric. Just a stroke.

And another.

He bit his lip and turned his face into the pillow, ashamed of the needy sound that broke loose in his throat. His cock was leaking already, straining against the cotton of his briefs. His hand slid under the waistband, skin on skin now, and everything in him lit up.
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