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My phone buzzed in my hand with the screen lighting up with a notification from The Rainbow Roundup, our little town’s secret gay group chat for the seven gay guys in this 2,000-person town. Living here as a bottom was like being a vegan at a butcher convention. Tops were rarer than a rainstorm in July, and the closest thing to a gay scene was this chat where we swapped memes, vented about small-town life, and fantasized about men who didn’t exist within a 50-mile radius.

Jake: OH MY GOD Y’ALL. NEW MATCH ON GRINDR. SAYS HE JUST MOVED HERE. AND HE’S A TOP. 

Elliot: BITCH WHAT?! Pics or it didn’t happen. 

Carl: If this is another catfish I’m burning this town down.

Jake’s reply came with a screenshot. The profile was sparse but promising: Tanner, 32, 6’2”, new in town. Top. Looking for fun. His pic showed a rugged guy with a scruffy jaw, dark eyes, and a flannel stretched tight over broad shoulders. My mouth went dry. New? Here? A top? In Willow Creek?

Me: No way he’s real. Bet he’s 80 miles out like the last one.

Jake: Nope. Says he’s at the old Miller place on Oak Street. Moved in yesterday.

I nearly dropped my phone. The Miller place was literally three blocks from my apartment. A real, live top within walking distance? I felt a twitch in my sweatpants as I zoomed in on the picture. Those hands looked like they could pin my wrists down with ease.

Elliot: Dibs.

Me: Fuck off, Elliot. You had that trucker last month.

Carl: Ladies, ladies. We all know how this works. May the best hole win.

I snorted. Carl wasn't wrong. Our unspoken arrangement whenever a rare top appeared in our midst was simple: whoever could get to him first claimed the prize. No hard feelings. We were all too desperate to be petty.

Jake: I already messaged him. He's unpacking today but free tomorrow.

Carl: Fuck, I wish all of us could try him out. Been so long since I've had a good dick that I'd be willing to share.

The text hung there for a moment. I'd never considered a group situation before, but my hole clenched at the thought of watching this mystery man work his way through all of us.

Jake: Actually... that's not a bad idea. Hold up.

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then reappeared as Jake typed. My heart raced. Was he actually going to suggest it?

Jake: Just asked him "How are you with fucking multiple bottoms? Got some friends who'd love to meet you too."

Elliot: OMFG YOU DIDN'T

Me: Jake you absolute madman

I was frantically typing when another message from Jake appeared.

Jake: HE REPLIED. "Sounds like my kind of welcome party. Been known to have good stamina. How many of you are there?"

My cock was fully hard now, pressing against my sweatpants as I imagined being in a room with this stranger and all my friends, watching as he claimed each of us.

Carl: Holy shit is this actually happening?

Me: I'm free tomorrow. All day. All fucking night too.
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