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The room spins, just a little, but enough to make me grip the edge of the couch tighter than I need to. The air is thick with the scent of stale beer and the sweet tang of whiskey sours, remnants of the party that’s long since died down. Jake’s sprawled in the armchair across from me, his head lolling to one side, mouth slightly open as he snores softly. His girlfriend, Sarah, is in the bedroom, her steady breathing a faint hum through the cracked door. I’m on the couch, my head throbbing, my thoughts a tangled mess. The party’s over, but the night feels far from done.

I glance at Jake again, taking in the way his worn jeans hug his thighs, the loose T-shirt that hangs off his broad shoulders. His hair, darker than mine, is a messy tangle, and his stubble is starting to come in, giving him a rugged look that’s both familiar and unfamiliar. He’s straight—everyone knows that. He’s been with Sarah for years, the kind of couple that makes you believe in love, even when you’re too jaded to admit it. But right now, he’s just a guy passed out in a chair, and I’m just a guy on a couch, both of us too drunk to care about anything.

I shift, trying to get comfortable, but the cushions feel lumpy beneath me. My mind’s racing, even though my body feels heavy, like it’s sinking into the couch. I’ve always been good at reading people, at knowing when to push and when to pull back. But with Jake, it’s different. He’s always been friendly, always had a smile for me, but there’s a line there, unspoken and uncrossed. Tonight, though, something feels off. The alcohol’s loosened something in me, something I’ve kept locked away.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but the room still feels like it’s tilting. My eyes drift back to Jake. His chest rises and falls slowly, his arm dangling off the side of the chair. I can see the outline of his biceps, the way his shirt stretches just enough to hint at what’s underneath. My throat goes dry, and I swallow hard, trying to ignore the heat pooling low in my stomach.

I shouldn’t. I know I shouldn’t. But the alcohol’s made me bold, or maybe just stupid. I push myself up, my head pounding in protest. The floor feels unsteady beneath my feet as I take a step toward him. My heart’s pounding now, louder than Sarah’s steady breathing from the bedroom. I’m not thinking straight—I’m not thinking at all. I’m just moving, one foot in front of the other, drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

I stop in front of him, close enough to smell the faint scent of his cologne, something woody and warm. His eyes are closed, his face relaxed, and for a moment, I just stand there, watching him. Then, before I can talk myself out of it, I reach out, my fingers brushing the zipper of his jeans. My hands are shaking, but I don’t stop. I pull the zipper down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room. His jeans gape open, revealing the waistband of his boxers. My breath catches, and I freeze, waiting for him to wake up, to push me away.

But he doesn’t. He just keeps snoring, his chest rising and falling like nothing’s happening. I swallow hard, my throat dry, and lean in closer. My fingers brush the soft fabric of his boxers, and I can feel the heat coming off him. My heart’s racing now, my pulse pounding in my ears. I close my eyes for a second, trying to steady myself, but it’s no use. I’m already too far gone.

I press my lips to the fabric, my breath hot against his skin. He shifts slightly, but doesn’t wake up. I lick a stripe up the front of his boxers, my tongue tracing the outline of what’s underneath. My hands are shaking as I push the fabric down, just a little, enough to expose the tip of his cock. It’s hot, harder than I expected, and I can feel the blood rushing to my face.

I lick him again, slower this time, my tongue swirling around the head. He groans softly, his hips twitching, but he doesn’t open his eyes. I pull back, just enough to look at him, to make sure he’s still asleep. His face is relaxed, his breathing steady, and I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

My fingers brush his cock, and I can feel how hard he is, how thick. I lick my lips, my mouth watering, and lean in again. This time, I take him fully into my mouth, my lips wrapping around him. He tastes like skin and salt, and I moan softly, the sound vibrating against him. His hips jerk, and he lets out a soft groan, but he doesn’t wake up.
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