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The stadium roars around me, the ice cold beneath my skates as the final minutes of the game tick down. My focus should be on the puck, on my teammates, on winning. But something—someone—keeps pulling my attention away. It’s him, my rival, the player from the opposing team. Number 17. His body is a masterpiece, lean yet powerfully built, every movement graceful yet explosive. His jersey clings to his broad shoulders, and the way his muscles flex as he skates is mesmerizing. I hate how much I notice. I’ve noticed for the past two seasons.

His dark hair falls over his forehead, and the sharp angle of his jawline catches the arena lights. His eyes—intense, piercing—meet mine more than once during the game. Each time, he holds my gaze a little longer than necessary, his lips curving into a smirk that unnerves me. It’s thrilling, confusing, and dangerous all at once. I shouldn’t be thinking about him like this, not during a game, not ever. He’s my rival, and I’m supposed to hate him, not admire the way his body moves or the way his smirk widens when he scores a goal.

The buzzer sounds, signaling the end of the game. We lost, and the weight of it settles in my chest. But it’s not just the loss that’s bothering me. It’s him. I retreat to the locker room, peeling off my sweaty gear, trying to shake off the thoughts of him. But they cling to me like a second skin. I liked guys—had for as long as I could remember—but it was a secret I guarded fiercely. In this sport, being openly gay could ruin me. The locker room chatter feels suffocating, and I hurry to change, eager to escape.

The cool night air hits me as I step into the parking lot, but it does little to calm my racing thoughts. I’m still thinking about him when I see him leaning against my car, arms crossed, that same smirk playing on his lips. My heart skips a beat. I freeze, unsure how to respond.

“You’re hard to ignore,” he says, his voice low and smooth. It sends a shiver down my spine. I force a laugh, trying to play it cool. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

He chuckles, his eyes scanning me in a way that makes my skin tingle. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you. Figured now was as good a time as any.”

We stand there, the tension thick between us. He’s flirting, and I’m letting him. It’s dangerous, reckless, but I can’t bring myself to stop it. “You should probably go,” I say, though I don’t really mean it.

He grabs my phone from me and types something before handing it back. “Here. Just in case you change your mind.”

I take it, seeing his number on the screen. “Thanks,” I mumble, not sure what else to say.

He nods, that smirk still in place, before turning and walking away. I stand there, his number in my hand, my heart pounding. I know I should delete it, but I don’t. Instead, I get in my car and drive home, his face and body still lingering in my thoughts.

As I pull into my driveway, I stare at his number on my phone. My thumb hovers over the delete button, but I can’t bring myself to press it. Instead, I save it under his name—Alex. It feels like a small step, but it’s a step nonetheless. I sit there for a moment, the engine idling, before turning off the car. The night is quiet, but my mind is anything but.

I head inside, the weight of the evening still heavy on me. I drop my keys on the counter and pour myself a glass of water, my hands shaking slightly. I take a sip, trying to steady myself, but my thoughts keep drifting back to him. To Alex.

I know this is risky. I know getting involved with him could complicate everything—my career, my reputation, my life. But there’s something about him that I can’t ignore. Something that draws me in, despite all the reasons I should stay away.

I sit down on the couch, my phone still in my hand. I stare at his number, debating whether to text him. Part of me wants to, to see where this could go. The other part warns me to stay away, to protect myself.

But as I sit there, the silence of the house pressing in around me, I realize I’m tired of protecting myself. Tired of hiding who I am, of denying what I want. Maybe it’s time to take a chance, to see what could happen if I let myself feel, if I let myself want.

I open my messages and type: “Thanks for the number. Maybe we can grab a drink sometime.” I hesitate for a moment before hitting send. The words are out there now, and there’s no taking them back.

I set my phone down, my heart racing as I wait for a response. The minutes feel like hours, but eventually, my phone buzzes. I pick it up, my hands trembling slightly, and open the message.

“I’d like that,” it reads. “How about tomorrow night?”

I smile, a small, hopeful smile. Maybe this is the beginning of something new. Maybe it’s the start of a chapter I never expected to write. I let the thought settle, lingering just long enough to feel real, then exhale and turn toward the bathroom, ready to wash the day from my skin and give myself a moment to breathe.

In the bathroom, I step into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over my tired body. The steam fills the small space, fogging up the glass doors. I close my eyes, trying to clear my mind, to wash away the thoughts of Alex that have been consuming me all evening. But it’s no use. The more I try to push him out, the more his image invades my thoughts. His smirk, his confident stride, the way his jersey clung to his broad shoulders—it’s all there, replaying in my mind like a highlight reel I can’t turn off. My heart still races from the game, the adrenaline refusing to fade, and now it’s mingling with something else—something hotter, more urgent.

I reach for the soap, lathering my hands, but my fingers tremble slightly. The scent of pine fills my nostrils, but it does nothing to mask the scent of desire that seems to linger in the air. My dick twitches, already half-hard, and I curse under my breath. This is ridiculous. I’m a professional athlete, not some horny teenager. But the truth is, I’m horny—so fucking horny—and Alex is the reason. I can’t stop thinking about him, about what it would be like to touch him, to taste him.

My hand drifts down, wrapping around my cock, and I groan softly. The water beats down on my back, mixing with the heat rising from my skin. I start to stroke slowly, my thumb brushing over the sensitive head, and my mind paints a picture of Alex. I imagine him standing in front of me, his eyes dark with desire, his lips parted slightly. I wonder what his nipples look like—are they hard, sensitive? Would he arch his back if I sucked on them, if I bit down gently? My pace quickens, my breaths coming in short gasps.

I lean against the shower wall, my free hand bracing me as I jack off harder. My thoughts spiral, imagining Alex’s body pressed against mine, his muscles tense and warm. And then there’s his dick—I don’t know if he’s cut or uncut, but I want to find out. I want to see it, to hold it, to taste it. Is he big? Thick? Does he throb in my hand like mine does now? My moans echo in the small space, drowned out by the rushing water. I’m lost in the fantasy, my body on fire.

My other hand reaches around, my fingers brushing against my hole, and I shiver. It’s a spot I’ve explored before, but tonight it feels different. Tonight, I’m not just touching myself—I’m imagining it’s Alex. I press a finger against my entrance, circling it slowly, and I moan louder. The tightness there, the way it clenches at the slightest touch, makes me ache with need. I push in, just the tip of my finger, and my hips buck involuntarily. “Fuck,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

I add a second finger, stretching myself open, and the sensation is overwhelming. I’m so close, my dick throbbing in my hand, but I want to draw it out. I want to feel every moment, every second of this fantasy. I curl my fingers inside me, imagining it’s Alex’s cock filling me, his name on my lips. “Alex,” I groan, my voice breaking. “Fuck, I want you.”

My strokes become frantic, my fingers moving in and out of my hole in time with my hand on my dick. The water runs cold, but I don’t notice. All I feel is the heat building inside me, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter. I’m on the edge, teetering, and then I’m falling. My body seizes, my cock pulsing as I cum, thick streams of semen hitting the shower wall with a slap. “Alex!” I scream, my voice raw and desperate. The sound is muffled by the water, and I’m grateful no one can hear me.

I slump against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps. My fingers slip out of my hole, and I stand there, trembling, as the water washes the evidence away. My heart still pounds, my body still buzzing from the release, but there’s a hollow feeling in my chest. It was just a fantasy, a moment of escape. But what if it could be real? What if Alex and I—

I cut the thought off, shaking my head. It’s too dangerous, too risky. But as I turn off the water and step out of the shower, my phone buzzes on the counter. It’s a text from Alex: “Can’t stop thinking about you. Tomorrow can’t come soon enough.”

I stare at the screen, my chest tightening. I want to reply, to tell him I can’t stop thinking about him either. But instead, I set the phone down, wrapping a towel around my waist. The shower didn’t wash away my thoughts of Alex—it only intensified them. And now, as I stand here, dripping wet and breathless, I’m left with a question I don’t know how to answer: What happens next?
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The rivalry is public. The hunger is not.
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