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Sweat & Secrets
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I first notice him on a Thursday night—the kind of slow, late hour when most people have already bailed on their workouts and gone to drink cheap beer or cram for midterms. I come here to clear my head. It’s quiet after nine, just the hum of machines, the clank of iron, and the faint smell of rubber mats and old protein shakes.

I’m Ethan, a junior—majoring in exercise science, minoring in something I’ll probably never use. My girlfriend, Maddie, always says I spend more time in the gym than I do with her. She’s not exactly wrong. Lifting keeps me sane. The routine, the burn, the progress—it’s the one part of my day I can control.

So, when I see him for the first time, I notice his form before anything else. That’s how my brain works. He’s at the squat rack, low lighting hitting his shoulders just right. Solid build—athletic, not bulky. He moves like he’s thinking about something else but forcing himself to focus. I know that look. I’ve had that look.

He’s wearing a dark tank that sticks to his back, earbuds in, sweat dripping down his jaw. I tell myself I’m just checking his technique. But when he glances up and our eyes meet in the mirror, I feel that weird jolt—like static running under my skin. He looks at me just long enough for my stomach to drop, then goes back to lifting like nothing happened.

I shake it off and finish my set. I tell myself it’s nothing. I’ve got a girlfriend. A good one. We’ve been together since sophomore year. She’s supportive, funny, kind of clingy, but she puts up with my schedule, and I love her for that. Still, on nights like this—when it’s just me, the barbell, and my thoughts—things feel... different. Quieter. Too quiet.

He’s there again the next night. Same rack, same hour. I work out next to him and recognize the playlist leaking faintly from his headphones—something low and moody. He catches me looking again. This time he doesn’t look away as fast.

Between sets, I risk it. “You using that bench?” I ask, gesturing toward the one on the other side of him.

He pulls an earbud out, eyes steady. “Go ahead.” His voice is calm, deeper than I expect. “You’re here a lot.”

“Yeah,” I say, laughing awkwardly. “I’m studying exercise science. Guess I should live what I study, right?”

He grins, quick and crooked. “Guess so.”

I try to focus on my set, but it’s impossible now. Every sound—the click of the bar, the scrape of his shoes, the way his breath syncs with mine—feels amplified. When I leave, he’s still there, towel slung over his shoulder, watching his reflection like he’s seeing something the rest of us can’t.

I tell myself I’m just curious. That’s all.

But when I get home, Maddie’s texting me about weekend plans, and for some reason, I can’t stop thinking about him instead.

***
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Friday nights are when the campus gym finally feels like mine. The crowd thins out, the air smells like rubber mats and metal, and the music switches from chaotic hype playlists to whatever late-shift student worker forgot to turn off. I like it that way—quiet, controlled, predictable. My workouts are the one thing in my life that make sense. The repetition calms me, the numbers, the sets, the steady rhythm of effort and release. My body does what my brain can’t: focus.

I’m two sets into my routine when I see him again. Same guy from the other night. Same rack. Same focus. He’s wearing a plain black shirt this time, damp at the collar, hair pushed back like he’s been at it for a while. He moves differently than most people—no showing off, no breaks to check his reflection. Just intensity. It’s not performative, and somehow that makes it harder not to watch.

I tell myself I’m just paying attention to form. Studying people is part of what I do—exercise science major, hoping to turn it into something real after graduation. But there’s something about him that makes it impossible to stay analytical. It’s not just the movement—it’s the energy, the weight he carries even when he’s standing still.

He finishes a set, steps back, and catches my eye through the mirror. For half a second, I think I imagined it. Then he pulls out one earbud and nods.

“You here every night?” he asks.

His voice is low, casual, but it lands differently—too direct to be small talk.

“Pretty much,” I say, wiping sweat off my face. “Helps me stay sane.”

He smiles a little, not a full grin, just enough to make it feel like a secret. “Yeah. Same.”

I want to ask his name, but I don’t. Instead, I pick up my water bottle like it’s a shield and take a long sip. He goes back to his set, and I try to focus on mine, but it’s impossible. Every time he moves, I feel it.

When I’m done, I hang around the stretching area longer than usual, pretending to scroll through my phone. He finishes about ten minutes later, towel slung over his shoulder. We make brief eye contact again as he passes by the exit, and he gives that same quiet nod before disappearing into the night.

I leave a few minutes later, walking across the quad, my shirt clinging to my back. My phone buzzes—Maddie. Dinner at my place? Don’t bail this time. I smile despite myself. Maddie’s the kind of girl who plans ahead, who believes in small gestures and steady effort. She’s been good to me. We’ve been together a year and a half, and even when school gets hectic, she finds ways to ground us.

When I get to her apartment, the lights are low, and the smell of garlic and basil fills the kitchen. “You cooked?” I ask, dropping my backpack by the door.

She grins. “Don’t sound so surprised.”

She’s in an oversized T-shirt, hair tied up, face bare and glowing. I kiss her cheek, feeling her smile against my skin. “You’re amazing,” I say, and I mean it.

We eat together, legs brushing under the table. She talks about her internship, her professor, some friend drama I half-hear. I nod, laugh, make all the right noises, but my mind keeps slipping somewhere else—to the way the gym guy looked at me, to the quiet confidence in his voice. I hate that I can’t just shut it off.

After dinner, we move to the couch. She curls up beside me, head on my shoulder, the glow of the TV painting soft colors across her face. I trace idle patterns on her arm, familiar and grounding.

“You okay?” she asks, her voice light but cautious.

“Yeah,” I say automatically. “Just got a lot on my mind.”

She studies me for a second longer than I’d like. Then she shifts closer, her lips brushing my neck. “I could help you with that,” she teases, smiling against my skin.

I smile back, though it’s faint, uncertain. I lean in to kiss her—soft, real, the kind of kiss that feels like routine and comfort rolled together. Her hands slide to my chest, and I breathe her in—shampoo, basil, warmth.

But somewhere behind the moment, something flickers. The echo of gym lights, the smell of metal, the sound of another breath. I push the thought away, hard. Maddie deserves my attention—my whole attention—and I want to give it to her. I focus on her lips, her laugh, the soft sigh she lets out as she pulls me closer.

And yet, in the quiet space between us, the memory lingers—his eyes, his voice, the unspoken something I can’t name. I try to drown it out with movement, with closeness, with Maddie’s warmth anchoring me in the present. I tell myself this is who I am, this is what’s real. But even as the room fades to stillness and her heartbeat beats rapidly against mine, I can’t help but feel that somewhere out there, in the dim hum of the gym lights, a piece of me is still watching him walk away.

The show continues to play in the background, but neither of us is watching. It’s just the rhythm of skin and breath, the weight of her head against my shoulder, the quiet way she whispers my name. I press into her and we start moaning and moving together because it’s familiar, because it’s what we do when words start running out. Outside, traffic hums like a far-off heartbeat, and for a while the world feels small and safe and ordinary again.

When it’s over, Maddie drifts off first. Her arm sprawls across my chest, her breathing deep and even. I stare at the ceiling, the fan blades turning shadows across the room. My pulse hasn’t quite caught up. The scent of her shampoo mixes with the faint salt of sweat, and I tell myself I should feel settled, satisfied. Instead, there’s that strange hollow quiet, like the air right after thunder.

I close my eyes, willing myself to sleep, but the dark behind my eyelids fills with flashes of the gym—the hum of the lights, the rough grip of metal, the shape of a body under strain. It’s nothing, I tell myself. Just muscle memory. Just static. Yet even as Maddie shifts beside me on the couch, warm and real, I can’t shake the feeling that somewhere out there he’s still lifting in that empty room, and I’m still watching.

***

[image: ]


I wake up to the low buzz of the TV and the dim blue light flickering across the room. The clock on the cable box says 3:02 a.m. Maddie’s asleep against me, her hair sprawled over my chest, one leg hooked around mine. The air feels thick—too warm, too still. My heart’s beating hard, faster than it should, and my dick is so hard its borderline painful. I don’t know why I’m feeling this; something inside me feels wound tight, restless.

I slide my arm out from under her slowly, careful not to wake her. She murmurs something in her sleep and settles again, her hand still resting on my stomach. For a second I just stare at her, her face soft in the pale light, and I think I should feel at peace. But I don’t. My pulse won’t slow down.

I move quietly through the apartment, naked, the floor cool under my feet. The bathroom light is too bright when I flip it on. I blink at my reflection—the mess of my hair, the faint red mark on my neck where she kissed me, the way my breathing won’t even out. I grip the edges of the sink, trying to steady myself. I look in the mirror again and see my carved chest, nipples hard, my eyes then moving down to my abs and hard dick which is starting to drip pre.

The cold water hits my skin like a slap, but it does nothing to douse the fire burning inside me. I stand in front of the bathroom sink, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps as I stare at my reflection. But it’s not my face I see—it’s his. His broad shoulders, straining under the weight of the barbell. The way his muscles flex and glisten with sweat under the harsh gym lights. His eyes, locked on mine in the mirror, intense and unblinking. I can’t shake the image, no matter how hard I try. My hand drifts down, fingers brushing against my dick’s throbbing head and I freeze. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But my body doesn’t care.

I grab my cock, still throbbing and hard, and wrap my hand around it. The first stroke is slow, deliberate, like testing the waters. But the second one is faster, hungrier, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. My mind is a mess, but my body knows exactly what it wants.

I close my eyes, and the gym comes rushing back to me. The metallic scent of iron, the grunts of effort, the sight of him powering through his reps like it’s nothing. I’d tried not to stare, but it was impossible. The way his shirt clung to his chest, the veins popping in his arms, the way he’d caught me looking and smirked. That smirk. It’s burned into my brain now, and I can’t get it out. I stroke faster, my grip tight, my breath hitching as I imagine his hands on me instead of mine. What would it feel like? Rough and calloused, strong and sure. I twist a nipple between my fingers, the sharp sting sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I’m so fucking hard, so confused, but I don’t care. Not right now.

The memory of the gym is so vivid I can almost taste the salt of sweat on my tongue. I jack harder, my dick slick with pre, and I can’t help but think of him again. What if he’d approached me after my workout? What if he’d pressed me against the wall, his body flush against mine, and whispered something filthy in my ear? My imagination runs wild, and I’m right there with him, in that fantasy, my balls tightening as I teeter on the edge. One more stroke, desperate and rough, and I’m over, my body convulsing as I explode. Ropes of cum shoot onto the sink, splattering the mirror and my hand. It’s messy, it’s wrong, but it feels so fucking good.

My chest heaves as I come down, my heart pounding, my mind reeling. I stare at the mess I’ve made, the cum dripping down the sink and the mirror, and I feel a mix of shame and relief. Shame for what I’ve just done, for the thoughts I can’t seem to shake. Relief because, for a moment, I didn’t have to think. I didn’t have to question. I just felt. But now it’s over, and the questions are back, louder than ever.

I grab the toilet paper, wiping myself off, cleaning the sink and the mirror. The evidence is gone, but the image of him lingers, a ghost I can’t shake.

I stand there for a while, leaning against the sink, the sound of the running water filling the silence I don’t want to hear. My pulse is still pounding in my throat. My body feels like it’s been emptied and filled again with something heavier. I shut off the faucet, and the quiet that follows feels too loud.

In the mirror, I look like a stranger—flushed, tired, ashamed. My eyes are red, my hair sticking up in every direction. I don’t even know what I’m feeling—relief, disgust, confusion, all tangled together. My chest rises and falls like I’ve just run a sprint.

I whisper, “What is wrong with me?” but there’s no answer, just my reflection staring back.

When I step out of the bathroom, the apartment is dark again. The TV’s screen saver glows faintly in the corner, bouncing colors across the walls. Maddie’s still asleep on the couch, curled up where I left her, breathing slow and steady. Her hand rests where my body had been. The sight of her hits me somewhere deep—she looks so peaceful, so sure, like nothing’s wrong in the world.

I stand there watching her, the weight of what I just did pressing down on me. I love her. I do. She’s been there through everything—late-night studying, skipped meals, the days when I barely talked. She’s patient in ways I don’t deserve. And yet, I can’t shake the feeling that something inside me has shifted, something I can’t take back.

I walk closer, kneel beside the couch, brush a strand of hair from her face. She doesn’t stir. Her lips part slightly as she exhales, and for a second, I imagine telling her everything—that I don’t understand myself, that my thoughts feel divided between two people, that I’m scared of what it means. But I can’t. The words won’t form.

So I just sit there, watching her breathe, the clock ticking softly in the background. I want to feel grounded again; to believe this is just stress or exhaustion, something temporary. But the truth hums under my skin, quiet and persistent. It’s not going away.

When I finally lie back down, I keep my eyes open. I stare at the ceiling until it blurs, until the faint morning light starts to creep through the blinds. Maddie shifts in her sleep and reaches for me. I let her. I let her hold on, even though I feel like I’m the one slipping.

***
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Sunlight slices through the blinds, too bright for the hour. My neck hurts from sleeping half-twisted on the couch, and the air smells faintly of leftover pasta and something sweet from Maddie’s shampoo. For a second I don’t know where I am. Then I see her curled up beside me, blanket tangled around her legs, breathing slow and even. Her hair is a mess. She looks soft, safe—like everything I should want.

My chest tightens anyway.

I slip out carefully so I don’t wake her. The apartment is quiet except for the hum of the fridge and the faint chirp of birds outside. My clothes from last night lie in a heap near the couch. I get dressed, pull on my hoodie, splash cold water on my face in the kitchen sink, and try to feel normal again. It doesn’t work.

There’s this strange hollowness inside me—like a hangover without the alcohol. The same thought keeps looping through my head: What was that last night? The bathroom, the rush, the way my body reacted to something I don’t even understand. It’s not something I planned or wanted, but pretending it didn’t happen feels impossible.

I pour coffee into one of Maddie’s chipped mugs and lean against the counter. The steam fogs my glasses for a second, and I stare into the dark surface like it might have an answer. All I can see is the same face that stared back at me in the mirror a few hours ago—tired, tense, unsure of what version of myself I’m supposed to believe.

Maddie shifts on the couch and murmurs my name. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” I say.

She sits up, rubbing her eyes. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just gonna hit the gym before class.” The lie slides out too easily.

She yawns and smiles, still half asleep. “You’re insane. Text me later, okay?”

I nod, kiss her forehead, and grab my bag. Outside, the air is cold enough to wake me fully. I walk faster than usual, earbuds in but no music playing, just white noise and the sound of my own breathing. The campus is mostly empty; the sky still streaked with gray. When the gym comes into view, my stomach flips.

Inside, everything is as it always is—the clang of weights, the smell of rubber mats and disinfectant, the same playlist looping quietly in the background. But it feels different now, heavier somehow. I head straight for the racks, trying to drown my thoughts in movement. Set after set, rep after rep, until my arms shake.

I’m just racking the bar when I hear a familiar voice behind me. “You’re here early.”

I turn. It’s him. Same black tank, hair damp from the morning air, the same calm expression that seems to see straight through people. He’s holding a shaker bottle, looking at me like we’ve already shared some kind of secret.

“Couldn’t sleep,” I say, the words echoing the ones I told Maddie.

He nods once, then gestures toward the rack. “Mind if I work in?”

“Yeah, sure.”

We trade off without speaking for a few minutes, the rhythm oddly natural. He’s strong, methodical, the kind of person who never rushes. Between sets, he catches my eye in the mirror. “You in exercise science, right?”

I blink. “How’d you—?”

“Seen your binder. You left it on that bench the other day.” He smiles faintly. “I’m in the same program. Noah.”

I manage a small laugh, trying to hide how my pulse spikes at the sound of his name. “Ethan.”

He nods again. “Nice to finally meet you.”

We go back to lifting, the silence between us charged but unspoken. I focus on the weight, on my breath, on anything that feels steady. But even as I do, I can feel that same restless current from last night building again—somewhere beneath the surface, waiting for me to stop pretending it’s not there.

We finish our last set, trading the weights out in silence. My arms are shaking, and sweat’s dripping down the back of my neck. He wipes down the bench, tosses me a towel from the counter.

“Thanks,” I say.

“No problem,” Noah answers, easy grin. “You push hard for a morning workout.”

“Kind of my thing,” I admit. “Helps me think.”

He laughs quietly. “That explains a lot. You’ve got that look.”

“What look?”

“The over-thinker look. You’re analyzing your own breathing between reps.”

He’s not wrong. I grin, embarrassed, and he grabs his bag. “I’m hitting the sauna before class,” he says. “Loosens everything up.”

I hesitate for half a second before following him.

The locker room’s mostly empty. Steam rolls out from the shower area, the sharp smell of soap mixing with the metal tang of disinfectant. The hum of dryers and the drip of water fill the space. We change in that quiet, comfortable way gym people do—talking about classes, exams, random professors. I learn he transferred from another college last semester, that he runs track when he’s not lifting. He talks like someone who knows what he wants but isn’t in a rush to get there.

The sauna is almost dark inside, a soft orange glow bleeding through the glass. No one’s here. We sit on opposite benches, towels across our laps. The air is heavy and thick; every breath feels slow, deliberate.

For a while we don’t speak. It’s the kind of silence that doesn’t need filling. The sound of the heater hissing is steady, hypnotic. I can feel the sweat start to bead across my shoulders, slide down my chest.

Noah breaks the quiet first. “So why exercise science?”

I wipe my forehead with the edge of the towel. “I guess I like understanding how people work. How the body adapts, what pushes it past limits.”

He nods, eyes half-closed. “That makes sense. You seem like someone who lives in your head.”

I laugh softly. “Yeah, that obvious?”

“Only because I do it too,” he says. “You learn to spot your own kind.”

The heat wraps around us, thick and slow. He leans back against the cedar wall, the light catching along the line of his jaw, the pattern of tattoos down his arm. I try not to stare, but it’s impossible not to notice the way the light turns every shape into contrast — muscle and shadow, strength and calm. It feels like something sculpted, precise.

I clear my throat. “You said you transferred. From where?”

“Arizona State. Needed a change. Too many memories there.”

He says it lightly, but there’s a pause after, the kind that holds weight.

“What kind?” I ask before I can stop myself.

He shrugs, smiling faintly. “The kind that don’t stay buried no matter how many miles you move.”

We sit with that. The heater ticks again. My pulse keeps time with it. The air feels hotter, heavier. I can feel every drop of sweat sliding down my back.

I finally say, “Yeah. I get that.”

He looks over, and for a second our eyes lock. The moment stretches—quiet, nothing said, but everything suspended in the space between us. Then he leans forward, elbows on his knees.

“You ever get that feeling,” he says slowly, “like you’re in the middle of something changing, but you don’t know what it is yet?”

I nod, the words catching in my throat. “Yeah. All the time.”

The heater clicks again, louder this time. He smiles, small and knowing. “Yeah,” he says. “Me too.”

When the heat starts to sting, I stand, open the door, and the sudden rush of cool air feels like a shock. We step out into the locker room, both of us blinking against the light. The mirrors are fogged over, the floor damp with footprints. For a minute we just breathe, letting the world settle back into focus.

“Guess we overdid it,” Noah says, grabbing a towel.

“Yeah,” I answer, voice rougher than I expect. “Feels good, though.”

We change in the same quiet rhythm as before. The casual small talk returns—safe, easy—but underneath it there’s that same hum I can’t switch off. When I pull my hoodie on, he’s already waiting by the door.

“Coffee?” he asks.

I nod before I even think. “Sure.”

Outside, the morning air hits cold against my skin. The campus is just waking up—students crossing the quad, birds shouting from the trees, sunlight washing everything pale gold. We walk toward the café across the street, our strides unconsciously matching.

He orders black coffee, I go for the same. We find a table near the window, still half fogged from the early chill. It’s quiet there, the smell of espresso and fresh bread grounding me after the heat of the sauna.

He stirs his coffee even though he didn’t add sugar. “So,” he says, “do you ever take a day off?”

“From the gym?”

“From everything.”

I laugh. “Not really my thing. I’m better when I’ve got a schedule.”

“Structure,” he says. “I get that. But sometimes you miss what’s happening in between the structure.”

He’s looking out the window when he says it, not at me, but it still lands somewhere deep. I sip my coffee, trying to sound normal. “You sound like my girlfriend.”

He smiles faintly. “She’s probably right.”

“Probably,” I admit. “I’m not great at slowing down.”

For a while we talk about classes, professors, the usual campus gossip. He’s easy to talk to—open but not intrusive, quick to joke but thoughtful underneath. The more we talk, the stranger it feels, like we’ve skipped some step people are supposed to take before this kind of familiarity.

Eventually, we stand to leave. The sunlight outside is stronger now, spilling across the pavement. We stop at the corner where our paths split—his toward the science building, mine toward the dorms.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asks.

I nod, trying to keep my voice steady. “Yeah. Same time.”

He smiles, adjusts the strap of his gym bag, and starts walking away. I watch him for a few seconds too long before turning the other direction. The smell of cedar from the sauna still lingers on my skin, mixed with soap and something electric I can’t name. Every step feels both clearer and more uncertain at once.

For the rest of the morning I attend classes, my mind not really on any of them. The lecture slides blur together—graphs, definitions, formulas that I’ve seen a dozen times—but none of it sticks. I take notes automatically, pen moving across the page while my thoughts drift somewhere else entirely.

Every now and then I catch myself writing his name in the margins without meaning to. Noah. Seeing it in ink feels strange, too intimate for someone I barely know. I keep hearing the way he said mine when we introduced ourselves—low, easy, like he’d already known it.

By noon I give up pretending to focus. I grab a sandwich from the campus café, toss half of it in the trash, and head back toward my dorm. The hallways are loud—doors slamming, people laughing, someone playing music two rooms down—but my room is quiet when I unlock it. That’s why I chose a single. I like the control, the stillness.

I drop my bag by the desk and sit on the edge of the bed. The sunlight angles through the blinds, striping the wall in pale gold. I tell myself to review for anatomy, but my mind won’t cooperate. It keeps looping back to the gym, the locker room, the sauna, the look on his face when he talked about change.

I lean back against the wall, running a hand through my hair. My pulse is still a little too quick. Every time I picture him—the heat of the air, the way his voice dropped when he said me too—something twists inside me. It’s not just attraction. It’s curiosity, connection, something that doesn’t fit anywhere I’ve been before.

I get up and pace, trying to shake it off, but it’s useless. The room feels too small. I open the window, breathe in the cold November air, and let it hit my face. It helps, but only a little. I can still feel the flush beneath my skin.

I check the time—almost one. Less than twenty-four hours until we meet again. He’d said it so casually, same time tomorrow, like it was nothing. But I can’t stop thinking about it. About what I’ll say, how I’ll act, whether he’ll look at me the same way he did this morning.

I strip my clothes from my flushed body and fall back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling. The hum of the radiator fills the room. My heartbeat feels loud in my ears. I tell myself to take a nap, to stop overthinking, but all I can see when I close my eyes is Noah—steam rising, skin shining in the half-light, that quiet smile that said more than either of us did out loud. His body glistening with sweat, muscles rippling under the heat, his tattoos, chest rising and falling with each deep breath. His nipples, tight and inviting, stand out like pebbles beneath his smooth skin. My dick starts twitching until it is impossibly hard. Harder than I think I’ve ever been before.

I’m alone in my dorm room, the door locked tight, the air heavy with anticipation. My mind wanders back to the sauna, to him—Noah. His muscles; his nipples, tight and inviting, standing out like pebbles beneath his smooth skin. The memory alone is enough to make my cock twitch, and I waste no time grasping my already hardening length. The room is mine, and the silence is thick with the promise of what’s to come.

I start slow, my fingers brushing over the sensitive head. My other hand drifts up to my chest, tracing the contours of my own body. I tweak my nipples, pulling them gently, the sensation sending shivers down my spine. A soft moan escapes my lips, the sound filling the small room, raw and unfiltered. It’s been too long since I’ve let myself feel like this, since I’ve let my mind wander so freely. But today, there’s no holding back.

My free hand moves down, squeezing my balls gently, my fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of my taint. I rub slow circles, my breath hitching as I imagine Noah there, watching me, his eyes dark with desire. His gaze would be intense, hungry, and I’d be putty in his hands. My strokes quicken, my dick slick with pre-cum, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through my body. I’m so fucking hard, my cock throbbing in my hand, and I can’t stop the ragged gasps escaping my lips.

I close my eyes, letting the fantasy take over. Noah is here, in this room, his eyes locked on me as I touch myself for him. He’s leaning against the wall, arms crossed, a smirk playing on his lips. “Show me what you want,” he says, his voice low and commanding. I moan louder, my hips bucking into my hand, my strokes faster now, desperate. I want him to see me like this, wanton and needy, my body on display for his pleasure.

My fingers tighten around my shaft, my thumb rubbing over the tip, smearing the pre-cum that’s leaking freely. I’m so close, so fucking close, and I can’t hold back anymore. My balls tighten, my breath catching in my throat as I explode. Cum shoots out, hot and thick, landing on my chest, my stomach, my hand. It’s messy, primal, and I let out a guttural groan as my body shakes with the force of my release.

But even as the waves of pleasure subside, my heart still racing, I’m not satisfied. I’m still horny, still craving more. On impulse, I bring my hand to my mouth, my tongue darting out to taste myself. The salty sweetness hits my mouth, and I groan again, my body trembling as I savor the flavor. It’s dirty, filthy, and I fucking love it. I lick my lips, my fingers still coated in my cum, and I bring them to my mouth again, sucking them clean, relishing the taste of my own desire.

My mind is still fixated on Noah, on what it would be like to have him here, to feel his mouth on me, his hands, his cock. I imagine him pushing me down onto the bed, his lips trailing kisses down my chest, his tongue lapping at my cum like it’s the sweetest treat. I’d spread my legs for him, beg him to touch me, to fill me. My hole clenches at the thought, and I can’t help but press a finger against it, circling the tight entrance, teasing myself with the idea of him taking me.

I’m breathless, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of my orgasm, but I’m not done. Not yet. I need more, crave more. I sit up, my chest heaving, and look around the room. It’s just me, but I can still feel Noah’s presence, his ghost lingering in my mind. I lay back down and close my eyes again, letting the fantasy play out further, deeper.

This time, I’m in the sauna with him. The heat is oppressive, but I don’t care. As I slowly stroke my cock and tweak my nipples, I imagine that I’m on my knees in front of him, his cock in my hand, thick and heavy. I stroke him slow, my thumb rubbing over the head, spreading his pre-cum. He groans, his head falling back, and I lean in, taking him into my mouth. His cock is hot, the taste of his skin salty and addictive. I hum around him, my tongue swirling, and he curses, his hands tangling in my hair.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he rasps, and I smile against him, sucking harder. I want to make him feel good, want to hear him moan my name. I take him deeper, my throat relaxing as I swallow him down. He’s thick, stretching my mouth, and I love the way he fills me. His hands grip my shoulders, his hips bucking into my mouth, and I let him fuck my face, my lips sliding up and down his shaft. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the air, wet and obscene.

“Gonna cum,” he warns, his voice tight, and I pull off, my hand taking over. I stroke him fast, my other hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. He’s close, so close, and I lean in, my mouth open as he explodes. His cum shoots out, hot and thick, landing on my tongue, in my mouth. I swallow greedily, moaning as the salty sweetness coats my taste buds. He tastes so fucking good, and I want more. I lick my lips, savoring every drop, my cock twitching in response to the filth of it all.

But the fantasy fades, leaving me panting, my body still aching with need. I’m still impossibly hard, my cock throbbing, desperately leaking pre; I know I need to finish this. I arch my back, my hand wrapping around my shaft, and let my mind wander one last time as I stroke myself furiously.

I imagine Noah pressed against mine. His lips are on my neck, his teeth scraping my skin, and I shiver, my fingers digging into his back. He’s kissing me, his tongue dueling with mine, and I can taste myself on him, the flavor of my cum mixing with his. His hand moves between us, gripping my cock, stroking in time with mine. Our breaths mingle, hot and heavy, as our bodies move in sync.

“Cum for me,” he whispers, his breath hot against my ear, and I can’t hold back anymore. Suddenly it’s just me in my dorm room again, jacking my hard dick quickly; my body tenses, my balls tightening as I explode again. Cum shoots out, coating my chest, my stomach, my hand. I moan and cry out loudly, my body shaking through the orgasm again as if I am being electrocuted.

When it’s over, I just lay there on the bed. My body’s still buzzing, but not in a good way. It’s that shaky, hollow kind of energy that makes me feel like I’ve done something wrong and can’t explain why. My heartbeat won’t slow down. The room feels too bright even with the blinds half-closed.

I grab the edge of the blanket, wipe the sweat from my face, the cum from my stomach and hands, and try to breathe. The quiet is heavy—no music, no TV, just the low hum of the radiator and my pulse still thudding in my ears. I tell myself it’s normal, that everyone does this, that it doesn’t mean anything. But the lie falls apart almost immediately.

Because I wasn’t thinking about Maddie. I wasn’t even trying to.

The thought hits hard, like a punch to the ribs. My stomach twists, and I feel this rush of shame so sharp it almost makes me dizzy. I want to rewind—to unsee, unfeel—but it’s too late. Whatever line I thought I was walking, I’ve already crossed it in my mind.

I get up and pull on my boxers and a t-shirt and pace the room. My reflection in the window looks wrong—eyes wide, jaw tight, like I’m waiting to be caught even though no one’s here. “What the hell is happening to me?” I whisper. My voice sounds small.

I think about Maddie—about how steady she is, how much she trusts me. Then I think about Noah, about the quiet way he listens, the weight in his voice when he said me too. The two images blur together until I can’t tell which one feels more real.

I drop back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling, every muscle still tense. I should feel satisfied, relaxed, something. Instead, I feel split in half—one part craving normalcy, the other chasing something I don’t understand. The confusion settles deep, like a stone in my chest.
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