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Prologue

In Search of Work



Jason was between jobs and needed something to do to get the bills paid. That’s how he ended up staring at the computer screen at seven at night when the job of ‘Bodily Collections Assistant’ popped up, staring him in the face with offer of a damn good paycheck attached. Probably something about collecting the recently deceased or something. He applied. The requirements weren’t all that beyond his abilities anyway. 



Rent was coming up, utilities were rising in cost and when times are tough you have to do what you can to make ends meet. 

Even work weird jobs that are completely out of your skill set. 



So Jason didn’t question it when he got that usual ear to ear, stressed out, used up, washed out businessman smile that told him he’ll get the call soon. He didn’t question it when he received the call over the phone that said he’d be hired and working by the end of the month. He didn’t even question the fact that the business outfit they’d graciously sent him was a black, tight skirt and a white shirt with black heels. Just chalked it up to a flaw of the corporate machine. 



But he did question one thing: the weird pink pill that came along with it. Hardly the size of his fingernail. Gave him a chill through his spine seeing it sitting inside the box with his clothes, separated by a plastic canister. 



He took it out of the box and up ended the canister on his bed. Out tumbled a pink box and two pieces of stapled together paper. 



 ‘Dear Jason McHarven, 

  

 Congratulations on your new position of Bodily Collections Assistant or B.C.A. for short! 

  

 Your orientation begins upon opening this box; please come to your assigned office the day after you’ve followed all given instructions. 

  

 Given that you’ve already retrieved this box, we assume that you’ve already seen your outfit located within aforementioned box. 

 Allow us to first inform you that this is not, by any stretch of the imagination, a mistake! Your outfit is likely of the feminine persuasion and you will be expected to don and own it, wear nothing that would obscure the most important details and aspect of it (the long stretch of legs between the heels and the skirt, the thinness of the shirt, etc). 

 Doing so would lead to immediate termination! 

  

 If you’d like to change or modify the outfit in anyway, please talk to your assigned Overhead Manager of Bodily Collections at the nearest corporate office!’

  

…The fucking hell? So he was supposed to wear those things to work? The fuck? 



‘Please see the box that was shipped with this letter for the first and most important part of your orientation. Please ensure that you do not skip following all instructions of the box, or you will be fired immediately. Please ensure that you follow all instructions on the box to the letter, or you will be fired immediately. Please ensure that no damage (modification, intentional changing, discarding, etc) is done to the contents of the box prior to following all instructions, or you will be fired immediately.’



Oh. Well, wow, that little pink box just got a hell of a lot more important. Jason glared at it like it hissed at him; gave him the heebie jeebies all over just looking at it. Something about the box gave off the vibe of being ‘too happy’ and put all his senses on watch. Either way, he needed to deal with it eventually. Or he’d be fired immediately, as the paper so  subtly put it. 



He opened it up and there was another note, smaller this time. On it, the specific instructions:



‘Ingest whole, orally, do not chew. Consume before midnight, drink with water. Do not take with other drugs.’



Yeah, real fucking complicated, so complicated he needed to be told three times in the same paragraph of corporate warning jargon not to fuck it up. Underneath where he picked up the note, there the pink pill was, sitting in its own little depression in the casing like a ring in a proposal box. 



He hadn’t even stepped foot inside their offices yet and here he was, about to ingest weird chemicals the night before going in. 



He got it done and over with before the clock hit ten, hit the hay and tried not to think about what he might’ve just signed up for. 



A paycheck is a paycheck. 



Chapter 1

Preparation



The drive there manages to be more annoying then the pill was. Mainly because he’d never driven in a skirt before. He wasn’t about to drive in heels - fuck that. He tossed those sharp bringers of pain and trips to the shotgun seat and kept it moving. 



The entire act of putting on the outfit was a hell-scape of misery. Having to carefully button each button because the shirt was so tight around the chest, shaking his ass to squeeze into the tiny, tight black pencil skirt and looking awkward and out place in the mirror. A feminine outfit awkwardly stretched over a body that was distinctly not effeminate. His nobby fingers, wild hair and dark knees standing out where anything more girly would easily slot right in. 



The thought of pulling back occurred to him, then so did the thought of rent. 



He’ll just monkey bar to his next job. 



After twenty minutes of feeling awkward and out of place, he drove up to the building, parked his car in the designated spot around back. Eyed the heels like they’d tried to punch him in the face. Put them on anyway and walked, as carefully as he could, to the building. 



The moment his foot crosses the threshold she appears. A bubbly brunette with glasses the size of saucers. She holds a clipboard in her hand and her business suit is actually appropriate. 

That’s a bit of a shock, given his predicament. 



“Hello -” She pauses to check the board, smile disappearing for a moment and then reappearing, just as aggressively happy as before. “Jason McHarven! You’re the new worker for the Bodily Collections division!” 



“That’s me.” It comes out with less enthusiasm then he intended to - and he didn’t intend for it to have any. The woman’s face melts a bit before she perks right up again. 



“Well, I’m Michelle, your Physical Preparation Specialist. 

You’re right on schedule -” The paper he was sent had no note of when he was supposed to appear. He just assumed nine in the morning. “Come with me!” She bounds off, how she does that in heels he will never know. Either way he follows her, hands ever so carefully reaching towards the wall to help him catch himself should he fall. How do women deal with heels?! And how does Michelle have so much energy - its nine in the goddamn morning…



Michelle waits for him by the elevator. He’s thankful for her holding it open and for the elevator itself to have bars on the side he can grip onto. Michelle presses a button, then moves onto her board, 

writing things Jason can’t see. Hopefully, she isn’t writing down some bad report or something on him. These are the sort of people that will fire you for fucking up a pill. 



The elevator opens on a room that…asks many, many questions and presents no answers. It’s like a hair salon, but inside. 

There’s smooth black leather chairs and sinks and blow-dryers, all manner of hair care and facial products. Bright lights abound - and its, again, only nine in the goddamn morning. 



Jason slams his eyes shut. A force - Michelle, he assumes -

grabs him by the arm and leads him inside while he blinks back tears from the intensity of the lights. 



“’S’okay, in a couple days you’ll get used to it!” Yeah its the first day but Michelle sounds entirely  too chipper about this. 



“For this part I’m going to have to change your physical appearance.” She makes a motion towards her own face as example. Jason takes one look at the lipstick on the counter and doesn’t ask any further. Maybe this is some sort of male modeling gig or something. That’s the most he can make of it. 



He takes a seat. A cover is lowered over his head and Michelle gets to work, sniping and cutting and curling in ways he fears to look at; one second his head is a mess of bubbles and shampoo, the next its being molded into all sorts of shapes. Was this what the inside of a salon was like?  Was this what women just  did? 



Hot air brushes against either side of his face from the air dryer; Michelle is talking, but Jason can hardly hear her. What sort of mess did he get involved in now? 



“Alrighty, all done! How’d you like it?” 



Jason stared at himself in the mirror and knew he’d have to put his resignation in A.S.A.P. Short brown almost a-cut-esque hair

stared him in the face and he’d never felt so…vaguely demeaned in his life. 



“Michelle, what sort of work are you having me do?” 



“Bodily collections.” She said, with a hidden, robotic twang, freed him from the hair cover and dragged him off to the elevator once again. Jason tried to pull his arm back but a sense of weakness suddenly rocked him; he chalked it up to not getting enough rest last night. They climb inside the elevator and Jason isn’t sure how to start the topic of ‘where do I resign’, especially not when Michelle seems to overly upbeat. How much do they pay her for that never surrendering smile? 



The elevator eventually comes to a stop. The doors open and a person - they’re wearing woman’s clothing, with woman’s hair, but so is he - all but tumbles inside. Brown hair mused this way and that, clothing - an infinitely shorter, tighter skirt then his own - half removed. Couldn’t look any less like the image of the phrase ‘just had sex’.  Jason’s heart is pounding his chest, its becoming increasingly clear that he should have done more research on—quite literally— everything about this place. 



Michelle steps past her and presses another button again. 

Jason can’t help but keep looking down at the ‘woman’ at his feet, who lies there, exhaling in and out with ‘her’ entire body as if she’s just run a marathon or three. The makeup on ‘her’ face is mussed up, but ‘her’ eyes are aglitter, the idea and sight of it makes Jason…

decidedly uncomfortable. 



“Don’t worry.” Michelle says as if reading his mind. “You’ll be okay.” 



It doesn’t do much to ease his fears, but it is a start. As the lights above that read the floor numbers begin to go slower and slower, the ‘woman’ gets up and leans against the side of the elevator. Jason’s fingers twiddle at his side, if he was sitting in a

chair he’d be able to work it off, but it’s been months now, months since he’s been alone, with a ‘woman’ that was so clearly…



Turned on. 



Eyes hooded, makeup ruined, entire body and demeanor something like out of a porno, Jason has to grip his waist and dig his nails into his skin in order to stop from moving. 



The elevator doors open again and Michelle urges him forward first, saying something to the ‘woman’ as they leave. Jason isn’t sure whether or not to start thanking God: On one hand he’s out of the frying pan, on the other this place as been a  wondrous mountain of surprises so far, so there no telling when he’ll get the freezer. 



The hallway is wide and open, shockingly clean with eggshell white walling. No windows in sight but that’s to be expected with the rooms on either side. There’s only six of them even though, if the rooms were like those of any normal office, there would be space for far, far more. Above their doors is a sign not unlike an ‘Exit’ sign, but all numbered with one recognizable word. ‘Orientation’



All but one of them ‘Orientation - 3’ is lit up. And that’s the one Michelle leads him to. 



“Oh, we’re at my favorite part!” Michelle’s little giggle does a little something to brighten things up. She comes to a stop at the front of the door and Jason takes one look at her, one look at the door and decides he’ll give it one try, just one try, until before he puts in his resignation or tries to monkey bar his way out. 



“Alrighty, this is your stop. So glad we got here when we did; Orientation three is  notoriously gentle with new comers, but you seem on edge so I have a feeling you’ll really like what we have planned for you in here.” Michelle checks something off her board and returns to Jason, smiling and smoothing down one side of his

now shoulder length brown hair. “You’re gonna do great, I just know you’re gonna love it here. Takes a little getting used to.” 



“Michelle, can I ask you a question?” 



“No.” 



…Wait, what? 



Michelle opens the door and pushes Jason forward; her heels click all the way down the hall until they can’t be heard anymore. Not that Jason would’ve noticed given what he’s witnessing in front of him right now. 



Two men, two tall men with wide shoulders, top heavy, strong builds, laughing and standing across from each other at a sturdy looking table. The splitting image of each other and of what you’d see on a particularly intense package of underwear. Tight muscles, cute, unaged faces with little texture to them. One whose black hair basically a sweaty mess on his head, the other who had his longer, blonde hair in a tight bun. Black boxers, red and black sneakers and nothing else. Each of them holding a water bottle, looking no different then that women on the elevator. 



He straightened up, looked for Michelle only to find he was alone in the hallway. 



“Well, hello.” The blond said. Now they were both looking at him, leaning against the table expectantly. Jason’s hand clutched the door a little harder at hearing him. 



Jason laughed it off; this was madness. “Listen, this must be some sort of really weird mistake. I’m here for Orientation?” 



“Yeah, for your training. We’re your trainers.” 





Chapter 2

First Day in Orientation Room 3



“Hi, names Reeves.” The blond waved from his spot at the table. He was tall, tan, the sort of beach going type that Jason imagined he might one day have a chance of being back when he was starting high school, back long ago when he was dreaming of living that rich, awesome guy life. Reeves pointed to the closer man, with the black hair. “That’s Alex.” 



Alex waved. 



“Welcome to your first day of Orientation…?” 



Jason took a solid step back. “I’m not walking into this room until you tell me why you’re both basically naked.” 



Reeves and Alex took one look at each other, then back to Jason with smiles on their faces as if the reason should be obvious. 



“Yeah, sorry. Our clothes got messed up during another part of orientation.” 



Well, that makes some small kernel of sense, especially if all their work is done in this room. Can’t have employees just walking about with messy clothing of whatever. On the other hand is this really the more ‘okay’ solution? Jason isn’t sure whether he’s trying to rationalize everything or just make excuses for the company at this point. This entire job is like getting thrown into some weird wonderland. Everything’s topsy turvey, these heels still hurt like a bitch. 



“…What exactly is my job here, if you don’t mind me asking?” 



“Just some rudimentary, simple work. After a while it’ll be second nature to you.” Reeves shrugged, took back his water until the bottle was drained and dumped it into a neighboring trash can. 

Alex stood facing him, rubbing his hands together. Jason’s eyes kept wandering back to him; Alex seemed like the more physically

‘mature’ of the two, his abs were drawn tighter, more ready,  then Jason realized he was dressed as a woman and looking at another man like he was a meal. 



Jason shook his head. How long could he keep it up in this strange place? He walked inside, was half comforted by the thick smell of old coffee and carpet cleaner; at least that was normal office stuff he could cling to like a constant. 



The room was made up of three rather large cubicles against the wall on one side, each with a chair, a computer and a drawer lined desk’s worth of space to work. An apparent break room on the other marked by an invisible line drawn by a damn sturdy looking table. 



“I’ll get you set up on the computer.” Reeves guided Jason where he needed to be, despite it only being a few steps away. The entire way Jaosn swore he could feel Alex’s eyes on him like focused lasers and on top of that, he wasn’t sure just how much he didn’t like it. Or if he did like it. Or anything for that matter because everything in this place made no damn sense. 



Must be that Alex thinks he’s a woman. That must be it. The disguise must be working, despite how banged up and frankly masculine his knees look. Jason takes his seat, but turns around to face Jason as he does so. 



“You realize I’m a man right?” 



Alex smiles at him, “I’m quite aware.” 



Oh. 



Well then, shit. 



He seems to see that Jason’s come to the revelation of him not giving a damn and outright licks his lips at him. There’s a gleam of very sexual intent in his eyes. Jason looks at Reeves with the sort of ‘Oh god help me’ look that only he could. 



“Now now, let’s try and play nice you two.” Reeve slaps Jason on the shoulder, not hard enough to bruise, but enough to make it clear its time to cut it out. Alex pulls a face and turns away, taking down his own water bottle. “It’s important we all learn to work along here, but especially you two, okay? 



“Why-” Jason’s eyes keep flashing between Reeve’s face and Alex’s abs, against his will. What the fuck? He’s never been interested in men before. Holy fuck though, Alex’s abs. “Why especially us?” 



“For the first couple days of orientation, I’ll just be an observer. After the computer stuff Alex, for the most part, will be your teacher.” 



No, no, no. Jason eyes the door before asking Reeves. “Why Alex?” 



“Cause I like you.” Alex said, then cocked his head to the side and gave Jason a equally cocky grin. 



How is he even supposed to focus on anything with the two of them? The pain coming from his heels is enough to focus on; even when he’s not pressing down its a godawful ache; how did women deal with this sort of nonsense? 



Reeves urges him back to the computer, signs him in and runs him through rudimentary work, such as copying and pasting files between places, filling out various forms of legal paperwork, reading over documents for errors that normal spell check wouldn’t be able to pick up. That sort of sleep inducing stuff. 



It’s only an hour when Reeves’ more calming, less sexually aggressive presence wanes off; he steps back out of Jason’s space, claps his hands together. “Alright, ready to start work on your own?” 



“Uh, sure.” Jason says, but he doesn’t dare look back. At least turned towards the desk he can ignore that Alex is in the space with him. He distracts himself by running a cold hand against the top of his foot, it does little to ease the pain. 



For the next half hour he’s doing the same thing, but now without the guiding hand of Reeves checking over every mistake. 

Occasionally, he tries to ease his pain. He didn’t watch Reeves’

leave, even though he couldn’t hear his footsteps, or discern them from Alex’s footsteps for that matter. 



“God, fuck.” Jason swore and ducked down beneath the desk to rub at his feet for the third time in ten minutes. 



“You okay?” 



Alex’s voice. Jason clung to the side of the desk. 



“Yeah, yeah I’m fine.” 



“No, you’re not.” Alex cuts him off. 



Jason hears his footsteps and feels him behind him, still wasn’t expecting it when Alex physically lifted him from his seat and moved him against his will. Jason’s half way through a comment about being able to take care of himself, despite the fact that he doesn’t even think he can drive home, when Alex sits him down on the center table and starts slipping him out of his heeled shoes. 



Once Alex’s abs are finally out of line of sight, Jason notices the room is has a distinct lack of Reeves in it. 



“These are too small for you.” His tone is almost saddening, pitying even. 



“I’m fin-” 



“You’ve got  blisters.” Alex’s tone went from compassionately concerned to ‘this is a matter entirely out of your hands’ level of concerned; Jason tried to voice dissent, got a quick ‘hush’ for his trouble. Alex’s hands gripped his waist, pushed him further back onto the table, then onto his back. “Lift your feet.” 



“Oh no, no - no listen to me Alex, you are not going to use my fucking blisters as an excuse to fuck me.” 



“I don’t need an excuse to fuck you, unlike you I’m not trying to hide that I’m checking out the hottest guy in the room.” Jason didn’t know how to respond to that. Alex rolled his eyes. “Lift you feet so I can take care of you.” 



Jason groaned, brought his legs up enough that Alex could check his feet without having to bend over or kneel for too long. The action was disturbingly intimate…but not entirely unpleasant. Alex got to work rubbing his feet and Jason stole a few minutes rest, laid out on the table in the center of the room. Where had Reeve gone? 

Why the hell was this job - that was nothing but paperwork so far -

called ‘bodily collections assistant’? 



Alex pressed a soft kiss to his ankle, close to the heel. Jason pulled his leg back on instinct, not enjoying the strangely electric sensation he was getting. This was weird, too intimate, pressing too close to something like ‘companionship’ with a  man he only just met. 

Where was Reeve, couldn’t they just take turns fucking him and make it less awkward? 



Reeves was still no where in sight and Alex was set on one thing. His hands, bigger than Jason’s, began slowly sliding up his leg, against calves that Jason never payed any attention to and onto

his knee, fingers scrapping against the edge of the bottom of his skirt. Jason met Alex’s eyes, wished he hadn’t at how ferociously intent Alex seemed on getting him out of his clothing. 



Alex’s hands ventured underneath the skirt, fingers almost clawing down his inner thigh. “Let me rub your shoulders.” 



“Alex, listen I’m-” 



“Jason, stop playing games with me. You’ve been looking at me like a piece of meat the moment you opened that door and we’re finally alone. Why are you ashamed now?” 



“We’re at work.” 



“Cool, you wanna head home and do this?” 



“Just-just rub my shoulders and get it over with.” 



Alex did just that, hands gripping and eclipsing Jason’s shoulders, then kneading them until it was like a burden began to fall from him. Years ago, this would be the sort of solace he’d think he’d been giving to his own wife. Not receiving from another man. Jason swallowed, tried his best to stay calm. 



Alex’s hands slipped underneath the thin white shirt they’d assigned him, Jason leaned forward, intending to break off contact and only lead Alex’s hands to his nipples. Then something wild and needy went through him and breathed out a hot breath, not even knowing what he just felt. Alex paused too, but instead of lingering in shock he continued forward, pushing his hands down further despite the awkward angle and reaching Jason’s nipples with his thumbs. 



“Oh. Oh  fuck.” Jason leaned back into Alex’s arms while his fingers drew circles on his nipples, nails occasionally scratching or flicking enough to earn a sharp jolt. His cock painfully reminded him

of its restrictive existence inside his pencil skirt. Holy hell, what? 

What was going on  now? 



“Enough games.” Alex groaned, pulled his skirt down from the bottom and had it pool on at his feet before slipping off to the floor; his cock sprung free. Jason hissed at the cold air of the room, didn’t even want to look Alex in the face. How ridiculous must he look with his cock hanging out and his hair done up like this, makeup included? 



If he did look stupid, Alex didn’t voice it. Instead he pulled Jason to the edge of the table, put both his legs over his shoulders and sucked on his own fingers. Jason’s head hit the desk, how did things end up like this? Just a few days prior his biggest worry was wondering how to pay the bills, now he’s about to get fucked on a desk edge by a black haired Adonis and he isn’t sure whether or not he’s got a complaint about that. 



“Listen, Alex-” Not that saying that’s ever made him listen before, “This is so fucking weird for me man.” 



“Life’s weird.” Alex shot back, before his hands moved to a place that Jason didn’t want to think about. And after a half second he couldn’t; his limbs slumped, even his legs on Alex’s shoulders lost their rigid awkwardness. As if control was taken from him by a shocking force almost, his head turned to the side, breath felt caught between his lungs and his throat. 



Alex cocked his head to the side, fingers dancing just outside that ring of muscle. “So, you took the pill. Good, that means I can be as rough with you as I want.” 



Fingers pushed against him, demanded access and eventually the muscle gave way; Jason felt something inside him, something old and dead set on this never happening to him, fall away and give in to the pleasure that filled him. Almost like flying, better than most of the fucks he’s had in recent years, in that dingy

apartment. Then all at once the fingers were gone and he felt empty, deprived even. 



“Tight. Virgin tight. S’cute.” Alex pressed his nose to the side of Jason’s face, exhaled a deep and heavy breath as his fingers breached Jason’s entrance again, as if it was his own raw cock penetrating that tight heat. He smelled of sweat, Cologne and peppermint. 



“Don’t stop.” He said. Was that really his voice? Whimpering and wavy and lacking any and all command in spite of itself? Jason bite his tongue, wasn’t sure whether to sob or laugh at himself, at the sheer madness of the whole situation. 



“No Jason, I won’t stop.” Alex pushed both his fingers straight in to the first knuckle. Jason’s entire body arched, voice breaking in a half shout of his name. “I won’t stop until you’re dreaming of how much you want our cocks, how much you want to spread this tight little hole for us. Until you can’t wait to come into work and spread your cheeks and collect all our cum into this tight little sissy hole of yours.” 



Why did he use the words ‘us’? 



Why did the idea of everything in that statement make his cock ache and his hole feel empty, like he wanted it  now? 



The fingers left him, Alex pulled away and there he was, cock dripping cum onto his belly, lower body bared to the world, femme styled hair mused, makeup in ruin, looking no different then the woman on the elevator. 



“Every time you walk into this office for the next week, we’re going to ruin you, we’re going to turn you into nothing but a slutty little play toy for dick, until you learn how to collect cum like a good little slut. Tomorrow, I’m going to shove two fingers inside you, then

the day after that, I’ll shove in three, then I’ll teach you how to suck a cock and fuck you like you’ve never dreamed.” 



 Oh god, Jason’s mouth fell open on a moan. 



By ‘bodily collections assistant’ they meant cum dump. Jason banged his head against the table, dear god this was the weirdest day of his life. The only sound besides his banging was the sound of another crinkling, draining water bottle. 



“I didn’t know my job here was to have sex.” 



“Want to quit?” 



Alex promised to fuck him. Alex was going to cum inside him and fill him up with every last drop of his cum after teasing his holes open. That was the truth of the matter. Jason wasn’t even sure how to parse the feeling that came into him as he tried to imagine himself, coming apart on another man’s fingers. 



“No.” 



“Good sissy.” 



Alex kissed Jason’s cheek, hand dropping down to grope his ass. Jason sighed, the feeling of Alex’s hand, big and able to grab the whole of one of part of his ass, the fantasy that maybe in the future he’d grab it with both hands, part it, completely destroy it…



Jason didn’t know how to stand upright anymore. 




***

 

Heading home was like a blow to the head, mainly because he was still sporting a boner underneath his pencil skirt when Reeves came, with Michelle in tow, to ‘clock’ him out as it were. Alex took a moment to explain that the heels assigned to Jason were too

tight, recommended flats of some sort and sent them off on their way as if his fingers hadn’t just been where no man had ever gone before with Jason. 



“One more thing…” 



Alex kicked off his sneakers, pushed them into Jason’s arms. 



“Make sure you don’t hurt your feet anymore, alright?” 



“O…kay?” Jason asked, then when Alex didn’t break eye contact immediately put them on, just to break the awkward tension. 

Perfect fit. Huh. 



Michelle was still her overly chipper self, happily going over what she’d been doing while Jason was in the office; not that he’d directly absorbed any of this information. His cock was underneath his skirt, hard, needy, possibly leaking, a man’s fingers had been inside him and he’d moaned and told him not to stop. Absorbing information was not that M.O. for today, not anymore. 



Reeves gave him another hearty slap on the shoulder. “Good day?” 



“I have no fucking clue.” Jason answered honestly, possibly for the first time that day. 



“Well, look at it this way; you’ve overcome the first hurdle and even Alex likes you. He doesn’t usually get that feisty that quick.” 



If there was anything he didn’t know what to make of, it was Alex. That man…



That man. 



The moment Michelle made it clear she was done giving Jason all his paperwork — including a badge he’d need to come in

and out of the office, in addition to health care paperwork and other various forms he couldn’t be assed to care about Jason all but ran out of the office and into the safe space of his car. Got home in lightning fast time too, without needing to wait in traffic since he got out before the lunch rush. 



Then he was back in his apartment, shedding off the clothing and - god yes, finally his got his cock free, fell back onto his bed. 

Clutched both his hands around his cock and thought of Alex, Alex’s abs, Alex’s voice, his everything and tomorrow when he would get to go back and experience more…
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