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​***

Their breathing slowed, chest to chest, lips barely brushing.

No one spoke.

Not yet.

There was only the sound of heartbeats and the faint slickness of cum sticking between them.

And Eli... Eli had never felt so *full* in his life. Not just physically. It was something *more*. Something he didn’t have words for.

So he just held Ryan. And Ryan held him back.



​***

Eli slipped from the tangled sheets, his body still humming with the aftershocks of the morning’s raw intensity. Every nerve ending seemed alive, every muscle still remembering the way Ryan moved inside him, the heat of skin on skin, the heavy breath and shared moans that filled the room just moments ago. His cock throbbed stubbornly against his thigh, a pulsing reminder that his first time was more than just an event — it was a mark on his body, etched deep and vivid.

The bathroom was cool compared to the heat radiating from his skin, but the rush of warm water soon chased the chill away, droplets tracing paths down his still-sore hips and chest. As the steam curled around him, Eli’s mind replayed the slow build, the gentle touches, the moment when hesitation gave way to surrender. The way Ryan’s hands cradled him, guiding and steadying, until all the fear and confusion melted into something fierce and sure.

The memory of that final, pounding thrust made his breath hitch again, a shiver running through him as water streamed down his face. He closed his eyes, letting the water mask the flush creeping up his neck, the lingering flush of pleasure and vulnerability tangled inside.

The day waited just beyond the bathroom door — Ryan with his work, Eli with his class — but for this moment, the shower was a sanctuary. Here, he could be alone with the way his body felt changed, marked, owned in a way that no one else had ever touched.

The water slowed to a trickle, and Eli knew he had to step out soon, face the world with the secret fire burning beneath his skin.



​***

Eli stepped out of the bathroom with damp hair and skin that still prickled from the heat. Every movement felt a little too aware — the soft pull at the base of his spine, the unmistakable ache between his legs, the way his underwear clung where his skin was still sensitive and slick. He tugged on jeans and a hoodie with a wince, trying not to think about how much his ass throbbed with every shift of his hips.

But it was impossible not to.

He could still feel it. The stretch. The weight of Ryan's body over his. The grip on his thighs. The way Ryan had murmured his name like he couldn’t get enough of it. He’d never known soreness could feel *good* — raw and full and *earned*. Like he’d been broken open and filled with something that wouldn’t go away, not even in daylight.

Ryan was at the kitchen counter, sipping coffee in his slacks and undershirt, still barefoot. He glanced up with a soft smile as Eli hovered in the doorway, backpack slung over one shoulder.

“You alright?” Ryan asked, voice low, unreadable.

Eli nodded quickly — too quickly — eyes darting to the floor. “Yeah. Just... feel it a bit.”

Ryan’s smile deepened. “Good.”

Eli’s face burned. He didn’t know what to say, whether that good was about *him* or the fact that Ryan had fucked him so hard he’d still be walking funny by lunch.

Ryan stepped in close, cupping the back of Eli’s head, and kissed him. Not soft. Not a peck. A real kiss. Slow, full, tongue teasing between Eli’s lips like a reminder — like a claim. And when he pulled back, Eli was breathless and wide-eyed.

“Text me later,” Ryan murmured.

Eli nodded again, dazed, and turned for the door. His body still tingled as he stepped into the hallway — thighs stiff, cheeks hot, a subtle pressure inside him every time he moved. He barely made it two blocks before his mind betrayed him, throwing him back into the moment he’d spread his legs and let Ryan press inside. His jeans felt too tight. His heart was racing. His ass still ached — deliciously.

*How the fuck am I supposed to sit through class like this?*

He didn’t have an answer. Just the ghost of Ryan’s kiss on his lips and the memory of being filled, slow and deep, like something inside him had finally clicked into place.

​***

When Eli stepped back into the flat that evening, it smelled like garlic and warm oil—something gentle sizzling in the pan. His heart was already beating harder than it should’ve. He hadn’t even taken his coat off yet, but his eyes found Ryan immediately, standing in the kitchen in soft joggers and a plain white t-shirt, barefoot on the tiles, the low hum of music playing from his phone speaker.

Ryan didn’t turn around right away.

Eli swallowed, pulse fluttering like a traitor in his throat. His body was still sore—he’d noticed it every time he sat too quickly, every time his jeans pressed against him the wrong way during class. But it wasn’t just soreness. It was... weight. Fullness. He still *felt* it. Still felt *him.*
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