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I’ve always been a bit of a clean freak.

 


As flaws go, I don’t think it’s
really that bad, but growing up it drove me absolutely crazy. My
Mom was always my opposite – dirty dishes left in the sink, mail
spread all over the living room, clothes tossed on the floor. I
hated it! My Dad tried to pick up after my Mom and help me out, but
more often than not I’d be the one scrubbing tomato sauce off the
stove.

 


Right before I went to college, I
decided I’d had enough. The idea of sharing a closet sized room
with two other guys didn’t seem fun for me, so I scoured the
newspapers for an affordable apartment. So that’s how I ended up
renting a room from a straight guy named Felix.

 


When you’re the quiet, slightly
nerdy in the back of the classroom, other guys tend to either
ignore you or make your life hell. And if they find out you’re gay,
life pretty much sucks. But Felix was different. Friendly but not
in a creepy way, Felix was the kind of guy who would give you space
if you needed it, or be there to study with or watch a Netflix
marathon if you felt like hanging out. He even tried his best to
keep the house clean to my standards. Tried, being the
word.

 


Felix had cooked lasagna for
dinner last night. It was delicious, but the mess was still all
over the kitchen a day later. I sighed and grabbed my rubber
gloves.

 


I was on my hands and knees, half inside the oven as
I scrubbed the baked on cheese that had spilled onto the bottom of
the oven, and my mind started to wander.

 


To. . . dirty things.

 


With Felix.

 


You see, I’m a virgin. I’ve jerked
off, of course, but while it was a good release, it never felt as
incredible as all the movies made it out to be so I was starting to
wonder if the whole sex thing wasn’t over-rated.

 


But lately the dirty thoughts
crept in whenever my mind was unoccupied. At first the man who
touched me and made my body scream with pleasure was just a generic
guy – tall, buff and sexy of course – but no one in particular. But
in the past few weeks, that non-descript hot guy was getting a bit
more familiar.

 


We’d be eating dinner and Felix’s
fingers would brush mine when he handed me the salt, and I’d
imagine those same fingers wrapped around my cock or dipping lower
to my ass, sliding in and out of that untouched hole. Or Felix
would come out of the shower in a pair of low-slung pajama pants
and I’d imagine yanking them down and wrapping my lips around his
cock.

 


I’d be left with flushed cheeks
and tight jeans and I’d have to excuse myself to my room. I’d yank
down my jeans and jerk myself off. Whenever I’d come, I’d have a
moment of relaxation before the frustration started all over again.
I never had that afterglow of relaxation everyone talked about.
After a few minutes I’d give up, wash my sticky fingers and try to
go on with my day.

 


Until the next time I saw Felix
and it started all over again.

 


From my spot in front of the oven,
I couldn’t help fantasizing. I was wearing a pair of tight spandex
bike shorts that didn’t hide much. As I scrubbed, I pretended I was
and that Felix had come home and walked into the kitchen to see me
on the floor with my cock hard inside my shorts while I cleaned,
just waiting to be touched.

 


I shifted uncomfortably. The
shorts I wore were too tight to wear anything under, so nothing
covered me but a thin layer of black spandex, and I could feel the
already snug shorts starting to grow tighter between my legs. I
clenched my thighs together and tried to will my cock
down.

 


What would Felix do if he came
home and saw me like that? Would he get down on his knees behind me
and slide his fingers along my seam of the shorts, following the
line across my ass and down my balls to where the front was tented
out with my dick? I moaned quietly, feeling my nipples getting
tight as I imagined Felix lowering his face to my dick and sucking
the head inside his mouth.

 


Sighing in resignation, I pulled
off one of the gloves and reached my hand between my legs, rubbing
my cock through the thin shorts. I shivered, my hips bucking
against my hand, and I could feel the heat from my arousal through
the shorts.
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