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    His breath was caught in his throat. Wiping the blood trickling from the gashed forehead with the back of his hand, he ran down the neighborhood alley lined with impossibly high walls surrounding the houses. Due to his gasping breaths through his mouth instead of his nose, his parched throat felt uncomfortably sticky

"Huff... hah..."

The fear that rough hands would grab his hair and throw him to the ground at any moment lent strength to his limping legs. As he ran down the wide alley, kicking off the smoothly paved asphalt without a single groove, only his heart pounded violently in the terrible silence of the familiar yet unfamiliar neighborhood.

The identical house walls, empty alleys, streets with no passersby - it all blurred into one. The pebbles  digging into his bare feet awakened his confused mind.

Today wasn't the day Seo Hae-young was supposed to visit, so he had dawdled a bit and dozed off. Only when he was grabbed by the collar and thrown to the floor beneath the bed did Hae-won catch Seo Hae-young's scent. By the time he realized he had come, it was already too late.

"Hae-won!"

"Huh..."

His running legs came to an abrupt stop. As he stumbled from the momentum, Seo Hae-young stood at the end of the alley holding a golf club, grinning brightly. The midday sun illuminated Seo Hae- young's face. His friendly eye corners curved downwards and his mouth stretched into a wide smile.

"You should have gone that way, instead!"

Goosebumps rose at the expression of utter delight. Without hesitation, he immediately turned and ran.

Seo Hae-young followed Hae-won, who was fleeing at a speed that was hard to tell if he was running or crawling, tapping the walls of other houses with the golf club head as he approached.

"I'll let you go if you don't get caught before the road!"

Hearing the voice mixed with laughter, Hae-won lifted his head. He could see the road lined with guardrails about twenty steps ahead.

"Ha... huff!” 

There was no time to understand the intentions. With each crossing of his legs to move forward, the place where something as thick as his forearm had recklessly torn into his flesh just moments ago throbbed hotly.

"Go on, hurry."

Seo Hae-young, who had been walking after the stumbling figure desperately making its way to the road, put strength in his legs and swung the club back when the distance had closed somewhat. Just as Hae-won reached the end of the alley, he swung the club in a swinging motion. He let go of the golf club handle that he had swung with great force without hesitation. The long metal club flew and struck Hae-won's back of the knee, entangling it. Unable to even cry out, Hae-won's knees buckled and he rolled unsightly on the asphalt.

"Ugh!"

Hae-won, who had fallen face-down with his chest hitting the ground, coughed weakly. His knees and elbows stung sharply before quickly beading with drops of blood. Seo Hae-young casually approached and crouched down beside Hae-won, who was trembling and unable to get up, gently stroking the sweat-soaked back of his head.

"Couldn't make it, huh?"

The fingers that had been slipping between the strands of hair suddenly clenched into a fist. Seo Hae-young grabbed Hae-won's hair and lifted him from where blood stains had vividly spread. Hae-won, knowing it was futile, clutched the firm wrist and mumbled once again the words he had uttered several times before.

"Hae-young, Hae-young... I can't, I can't do this anymore."

"You were doing so well and then you ran away, damn it."

The futile chase that took place once a month like an annual event came to an end in the neighborhood alley where no one ever looked outside no matter what happened.

"You want attention, don't you? That's why you always run away, huh?"

The fiercely erect member pushed into the widely spread thighs where blood had dried. With each thrust of Seo Hae-young's hips, the crumpled back slammed against the wardrobe door. When the hot, condom-less organ dug in, a dizzying pain turned his insides upside down. The feeling of all his organs being pushed aside and his insides being filled with another's member was something he couldn't get used to no matter how many times he experienced it.

"Hic... it hurts. It hurts, Hae-young..."

"You're enjoying it. You did it alone when I wasn't here, right? Did you do it from behind?"

"N-no, ugh...!"

Long fingers wrapped around his neck. Seo Hae-young grabbed Hae-won's neck with both hands and suddenly applied force. He slammed the back of Hae-won's head against the wardrobe repeatedly, not taking his eyes off the face that had instantly flushed red with blood rushing to it.

"Kuh, hng...!"

"What do you mean 'no'?"

As Hae-won, choking, scratched at the back of Seo Hae-young's hands with his short, harmless nails, Seo Hae-young pulled out his member and thrust it back in without loosening his grip on the neck at all. Hae-won's long eyelashes trembled.

"Hnng...!"

"Hae-won... You'll die if you lie, for real."

Seo Hae-young forcibly spread open the clinging inner walls and continued his violent thrusting, making wet slapping sounds. Tears streamed down in dozens of rivulets from Hae-won's temples as he slid down from the wardrobe he had been leaning against. Unable to bear it any longer, he thrashed his pinned body wildly.

"Is it hard? Should I let go?"

"Uh, uuh…”

Hae-won reached out to Seo Hae-young, who was shaking his neck as if he might let go but wouldn't, and stroked his firm shoulders. The trembling fingers that had been pleading for forgiveness pitifully fell and grasped his shirt. Through tear-filled vision, he saw the widely stretched mouth. At the same time, the hands pressing on his neck gently loosened.

"Hah...! Ha, hng..."

He quickly gasped for the air he had been deprived of. As Hae-won's chest heaved greatly, the hole engulfing the member tightened intensely. The contraction that felt like it would sever the organ gave such terrible pleasure that Seo Hae-young lowered his head and clenched his teeth.

"Haah... Jerk off from behind a bit. It's too tight."

"Hng, uh... Ah, ah!"

Seo Hae-young hooked Hae-won's legs, bloodied over scraped wounds, over his arms and thrust his hips. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed in the small, shabby room. Hae-won, who had been offering his hole wedged between the wardrobe and Seo Hae-young with just his pants off, tried to grasp his fading consciousness, but it wasn't easy after being hit and having to sprint.

"Ungh... hng..."

Looking at Hae-won's face on the verge of rolling back, Seo Hae- young raised his hand and struck his cheek.

"Just try passing out. I'll tear your hole apart."

"Ah... Yes, yes..."

As soon as Hae-won nodded while shedding tears, Seo Hae-young shoved his member into the hole mixed with semen and blood.

"Huah...! Argh...!"

He grabbed the head tilting backwards and pressed it down to the floor with his palm. He pushed down the body curled up with long legs folded and thrust his member as if to shove in his testicles too. The sound of flesh slapping was louder than the squelching noises.

"Hurgh...!”

Hae-won dug his nails into the floor instead of Seo Hae-young on top of him, twisting his body and wailing. As Seo Hae-young buried his member to the hilt in the warm, almost hot innards and let out a sweet breath, semen oozed out of the hole stretched to its limit. As the afterglow of ejaculation faded and he opened his eyes, Seo Hae- young struck Hae-won's tear-stained cheek with the back of his hand.

"Hey. Snap out of it."

"I... I want to stop... I want to stop..."

"Why do you get to decide that? Ridiculous..."

As soon as he let go of the legs, Seo Hae-young pulled out of Hae- won's limp body and sneered while looking at his lower body dirtied with sticky fluids.

"You came while being choked? Wow... you're something else."

Seo Hae-young suddenly grabbed Hae-won's waist, which was trembling as the member that had been filling him withdrew, and lifted him onto himself. He aligned his glans with the ruined hole. Hae-won, who had been panting unable to come to his senses, shook his head vigorously and pushed against the broad chest.

"Hae, Hae-young..."

"Relax, relax."

Seo Hae-young impaled Hae-won's organs in one go, piercing through the resistance. Hae-won's waist bent forward with a sound like his last breath.

"Augh...!"

"Get up. Don't collapse."

Seo Hae-young pushed up Hae-won's slumping shoulders and felt under the bed. He took out the cigarette pack always kept in the same place and looked inside. The remaining five cigarettes rolled to one side with each shake. He put one between his lips, and Hae- won, barely able to open his eyes, fumbled for the lighter tucked between the bed mattresses. Seo Hae-young kneaded Hae-won's buttocks, marked with bright red handprints, and asked clumsily:

"You thought I wasn't coming today, right?”

Hae-won lit the lighter with one hand and shielded the non-existent wind with the other, nodding slightly. Seo Hae-young lit the cigarette tip, inhaled deeply, and turned Hae-won's dazed face this way and that. The bruises would fade quickly, but the gashed forehead seemed to need a hospital visit. He let go of the chin roughly and sucked on the filter.

"Like this..."

"Ah...!"

Seo Hae-young held Hae-won's waist with one arm and thrust his hips upward. Hae-won's eyes, which had been fluttering closed, flew open.

"Ah, it hurts! It hurts, Hae-young...!"

"This is why you get so lax, and I have to come check on you."

The member pushing in and pulling out with each syllable pressed against and dragged along the swollen inner walls. Hae-won, who had been shaking and sniffling as tears started flowing again, was suddenly struck on the cheek by a harsh hand without warning. His skull rang hollowly and his vision went black for a moment, unable to turn his head back from where it had whipped to the side. A whimpering moan belatedly escaped.

"Augh..."

"Hae-won. Are you going to keep saying it hurts?"

Even his previously uninjured lips had split and were pooling with blood. Hae-won blinked several times to drive away the darkness and slowly pulled up the corners of his mouth. He clenched his chattering teeth, then forced a smile that reached his eyes.

"No, it feels good... It felt good, that's why."

"If you say it hurts one more time..."

"I won't. I won't do that."

Seo Hae-young glared at Hae-won, who cut him off urgently, and stubbed out the half-smoked cigarette on the floor. He grabbed Hae- won's waist with both hands. It was a sign he was about to start in earnest. Hae-won took comfort in the fact that the smoldering cigarette butt wasn't on his thigh, and wrapped his arms around Seo Hae-young's neck. 

Burying his nose in Seo Hae-young's neck, he inhaled the scent that now brought more terror than excitement. As Seo Hae-young panted and thrust his member into the torn hole, heated breaths and moans escaped through Hae-won's blood-crusted lips.

He felt dizzy. He couldn't tell if it felt good or if it hurt. Hae-won sniffled softly as he rubbed his bruised cheek against the firm shoulder. Who could he ask to take responsibility for this relationship? Well, there was no way to know. 








  
    

    Two years ago, August. It was a summer where the sound of cicadas seemed to pierce the eardrums.

    Last year was said to be the hottest on record, but this year was no less intense. Hae-won grabbed the collar of his t-shirt, flapping it back and forth as he rang the doorbell. The ice cream in the plastic bag in his hand, which he'd bought right after finishing his task, was slowly melting even now. He quickly showed his face to the sleek intercom, spotless without a single blemish.

    "Hey. Open up quickly."

    -Why are you late?

    "I was buying this."

    He shook the bag in front of the small camera lens. Soon, the gate opened cheerfully, and he walked through it, crossing the familiar garden.

    Hae-won liked this neighborhood. It was quiet and clean. He didn't have to wake up to the pounding noise of construction every morning, and there was no foul smell that stung his nose every time he passed a utility pole. He liked the neatly trimmed grass and the lush ornamental trees, which showed the caretaker's meticulous touch, and most of all...

    "Hae-won-ah. Let's run-."

    Seo Hae-young, draped over the second-floor railing, waved his arms. He looked like a college student lazing around all day during vacation. Hae-won looked at Seo Hae-young standing in the sunlight and lowered his head. He felt like an unsightly laugh was about to escape. And he was afraid that dirty emotions might be mixed in that laugh, and Seo Hae-young would notice.

    "I don't want to."

    Instead, he muttered softly towards the grass.

    Until he arrived, he thought his legs were melting, but his steps on the grass felt light. Opening the front door, a happy exclamation flowed out on its own. Cool and pleasant air filled his lungs. Swinging the bag, he changed into slippers and immediately went up the stairs to the second floor. He increased his pace to the room he could reach with his eyes closed.

    How long has it been since he saw his face? Barely suppressing the corners of his lips that were trying to twitch upwards, he peeked his head through the open door.

    "I'm here."

    "You're here? You little punk, you're hard to get a glimpse of?"

    Ah. A deep furrow formed between Hae-won's eyebrows. Tae-gyeom, who was lying right under the air conditioner, tapping on his phone, wiggled his bare feet as if to say hello. They hung out together, but he wasn't a guy he particularly liked. If his supposedly great sociability felt slimy, that said it all. Even more so after his secret, which he had kept to himself, was discovered.

    Hae-won, feeling deflated, trudged into the room and took out the half-melted ice cream from the bag. The fact that he had bought three, meaning they would have to share it among the three of them, further dampened his mood.

    As Hae-won divided the ice cream between his hands, Tae-gyeom put away his phone and abruptly raised his upper body. Seeing Hae-won's expression, which looked like he was about to hit someone, Tae-gyeom, filled with mischief, sneered.

    "Oh? What's with that expression? Between friends?"

    "Whatever."

    Turning his back to Tae-gyeom, he felt like the damp plastic wrapper was spinning uselessly in his hand. Seo Hae-young, sprawled on the bed, was looking at him from an upside-down perspective. Hae-won pretended to crumple the bag, secretly swallowing his dry saliva.

    Seo Hae-young, whom he hadn't seen in two months, was as beautiful as ever. It wasn't something to say to a hulking guy, but in Hae-won's eyes, he looked so beautiful that it made him lose his mind. So he didn't even notice the hand that reached out and pulled at the back of his thigh. Startled, Hae-won looked down and pursed his lips.

    "What are you going to give me?"

    Seo Hae-young, lying down with his fair forehead fully exposed, grinned, and Hae-won's vision became hazy. The dream he had last time, where he received fellatio in this exact position, came to mind. It was a preposterous thought. He quickly stepped back and gave the ice cream he was holding to Seo Hae-young's hand, which had nowhere else to go.

    "...Here."

    "I don't like red bean. Something else."

    Seo Hae-young, turning around, pushed his hand into the bag. He liked red bean. Hae-won, looking down at Seo Hae-young's crown, who was rejecting the flavor he had deliberately chosen, widened the opening with both hands. Seo Hae-young hesitated for a long time between the only two remaining options, then chose the strawberry-flavored popsicle and placed it on the floor before unwrapping the red bean ice cream. Hae-won, who was planning to throw that one to Tae-gyeom, suddenly asked.

    "You said you didn't like it."

    "You eat it."

    "...I don't like it either?"

    "Eat it."

    Seo Hae-young held out the unwrapped ice cream. Hae-won reluctantly took the long, blackish ice cream and put it between his lips. It wasn't a flavor he would deliberately seek out. He took a big bite and crushed it with his molars, and a vaguely sweet taste lingered in his mouth. Seo Hae-young, who had been staring intently, smiled, showing his even teeth, after confirming that Hae-won's Adam's apple had bobbed. Hae-won took another bite, shaking the light bag. All that was left was melon flavor.

    "Yoon Hae-won! What about me? Don't I have a mouth?"

    Without answering, he threw the bag as it was. Tae-gyeom took out the ice cream from the flying bag and made an unpleasant face.

    "Ah. Of all things, melon... Of all things."

    "If you don't want to eat it, don't."

    The ice cream, which was already half-melted, was quickly collapsing. Sticky liquid began to drip from the fingers holding the stick, so he quickly bit down on the bottom, and at the same time, an unfamiliar scent brushed past his nose. It was a strong perfume smell. And then, a sticky piece of flesh brushed against the back of his hand. Hae-won slowly turned towards Tae-gyeom, who had licked his hand and walked away.

    "...Are you crazy?"

    "It was melting."

    Tae-gyeom shrugged and unwrapped the ice cream, nonchalantly muttering, "I like red bean." Hae-won's gaze creaked and rolled to capture Seo Hae-young. Seo Hae-young, lying face down on the bed, had, as expected, an expression as if he had eaten sand. Sand that had been trampled on and dirtied, like muddy sand.

    "...Disgusting."

    The expression that revealed his displeasure without any embellishment pricked his heart. He drew out the words without sincerity, closer to "dis-gus-ting," but either way. Hae-won pushed the remaining ice cream into his mouth at once and frowned. Hoping it would look like his head was throbbing from eating something so cold in one bite.

    Pretending to go to the bathroom, Hae-won left the room and walked down the hallway before slipping into another room. He had been coming in and out of this house since he was young, so he knew where everything was better than the owner, Seo Hae-young. He wouldn't say anything even if he searched every drawer, so he didn't hesitate. He entered the room called the study, which was actually a storage room, and sat on a large chair. He turned the chair, which spun around and around, aimlessly staring at the distorted room.

    Come to think of it, it's been quite a while. Since he met Seo Hae-young, and since he started liking him.

    "Someone with a name similar to mine... Yoon Hae-won, right?"

    Looking back at their first meeting, Seo Hae-young had approached him first, using his name as an excuse. Hae-won, thirteen years old, who didn't want to show the sight of being beaten by a classmate and hid his nose with a nosebleed, looked up at Seo Hae-young standing against the sunlight and said that.

    So what.

    Even at the fierce glare, Seo Hae-young smiled brightly. That scene was still vividly etched in Hae-won's mind. It's called a nimbus, he thought. The circular halo shining brilliantly behind Seo Hae-young's head was dazzling. So he didn't see the leg reaching out as he narrowed his eyes for a moment.

    Hae-won got thoroughly beaten up that day. And the next day, with his face swollen, he was friends with Seo Hae-young.

    Seo Hae-young is a strange one. He always tries anything that interests him, and coldly abandons it when his interest fades. Swimming was like that, boxing was like that, and so were studying and people. Behind the countless changes of interest over ten years was a solid family, and among the things that weren't discarded was Hae-won. Poor Yoon Hae-won, who was poor and beaten by his father, who came crawling in drunk.

    Hae-won, nineteen years old. At the point when he didn't have the money or the will to hold a funeral for his father who died a sudden death, and was about to sign a document giving up the body, Seo Hae-young, for some reason, provided the funeral expenses. When only one or two distant relatives showed their faces and left, and all he did was lie on the warm floor, spending time without even acting as the chief mourner.

    "Why did you help me?"

    He frequented Seo Hae-young's house as if it were his own, but he was awkward with his parents. It wasn't that they told him, "Don't play with kids like that!" they just weren't interested. Seo Hae-young's second older sister liked Hae-won, but it wasn't like they were close enough for her to readily pay for the funeral expenses. At the funeral hall where no one came, Seo Hae-young, who was lying next to him playing a mobile game, replied in an indifferent tone.

    "Just because. Clear this for me."

    "Give it here."

    It was a rhythm game that Hae-won had already finished. Seo Hae-young, watching Hae-won's fingers moving quickly across the wide screen while lying down, muttered softly.

    "Yoon Hae-won has pretty nails."

    At that moment, Hae-won's finger slipped. He missed the combo.

    That's when Hae-won realized. In the funeral hall where the acrid scent was numbing his nose, only Seo Hae-young's scent was clear.

    "What are you doing?"

    The chair that had been spinning around and around stopped. Tae-gyeom, grabbing the backrest, turned the chair and leaned down. His hair, which had been bleached and dyed every few months and finally covered with a dark color, was frizzy and puffed up before falling back down. They were almost close enough to touch noses.

    He smelled of cigarettes. Hae-won pulled his neck back, not wanting to be tempted while he was trying to quit. Cigarettes weren't cheap these days. Tae-gyeom grabbed the armrest and repeatedly pushed and pulled the wheeled chair.

    "That bastard... Keeps avoiding my calls? Huh?"

    "Call me when I'm not working."

    He answered without avoiding his dark eyes. Tae-gyeom, letting out a laugh, straightened his back and tilted his head crookedly.

    "How many hours do you work? Do they pay you?"

    "How much."

    "Wow, you're not even refusing?"

    If he gave it to him, he wouldn't refuse. Hae-won shamelessly held out both hands, and Tae-gyeom, with a reluctant expression, rummaged through his back pocket and took out his wallet. He took out three 50,000 won bills and placed them on his palm before pouting his lips.

    "I only have this much cash. Can't you use a card?"

    "Bank transfer is possible."

    "You're like a robber..."

    Hae-won folded the bills into thirds and stuffed them into his pants pocket. Looking at Tae-gyeom, who was grumbling and sitting on the desk, and Seo Hae-young, who was probably rolling around on the bed, he thought of those words. Birds of a feather flock together, like attracts like, the same feather.

    "I'll give you ten minutes. What is it?"

    "Ten minutes? 150,000 won for ten minutes? Are you so stupid that you can't even calculate?"

    Go Tae-gyeom. One of the people Seo Hae-young hadn't discarded. Their parents knew each other. They first met in high school and somehow ended up hanging out together, but unlike Seo Hae-young, Hae-won felt a clear wall from Tae-gyeom. "Don't play with kids like that!" Exactly that kind of family, exactly that kind of family's child. Hae-won wasn't so oblivious that he couldn't notice the contempt that leaked through the cracks, even though he hid his arrogance with sociability. He didn't have the mind to pick a fight or have a pointless conversation. He wasn't confident that he could win, and he didn't have the money to pay for damages.

    "Hey, Yoon Hae-won."

    Tae-gyeom, who was tapping the chair he was sitting on with his long legs, picked up a frame on the desk. A small frame containing a photo taken with Seo Hae-young at their high school graduation ceremony.

    "You don't come when I call you, but you just run when Seo Hae-young calls you?"

    Seo Hae-young's family didn't come, and Hae-won's family couldn't come to the graduation ceremony. It was surprisingly Seo Hae-young who put the photo of them smiling brightly, snatching the bouquets of flowers from their friends, into a frame. Seo Hae-young in the photo was smiling so brightly that he hadn't been able to get another copy even though he had asked for one. He pretended to dislike it, frowning at the lighthearted joke that he could come over if he wanted to see it, but in fact, he liked it.

    "So what is it. Stop talking bullshit."

    Looking down at his closely trimmed nails, which he didn't know why he thought were pretty, he thought about the dinner menu he would eat with Seo Hae-young. He wanted to buy him something delicious today with the money he had squeezed out of Tae-gyeom.

    "Aww... You shouldn't be like this to me."

    In the moment when he was blankly lost in other thoughts, Tae-gyeom suddenly held out the frame. The frame poked his cheek, and Hae-won's gaze went up.

    "Where do you masturbate? Front, back?"

    Eyes filled with unpleasant curiosity scrutinized his face. Cracks appeared on Hae-won's expression, which had been as indifferent as marble. Tae-gyeom continued his provocation with a swaggering smile.

    "Do you do it while thinking about Seo Hae-young? Does your dick even get hard?"

    "...I told you not to talk nonsense."

    Tae-gyeom, who had shamelessly scanned Hae-won's legs stretched out under his loose shorts, put down the frame and clasped his hands together as if praying.

    "I said I'd keep your secret?"

    He sighed. That's why he had avoided all the calls that had been pouring in for a month. It was the biggest mistake of his life to have Tae-gyeom find out about his feelings for Seo Hae-young. The secret he had kept to himself for five years had changed into a secret shared by two people from that day on. 

  
    

    "It's not a bad thing, is it? Huh?"

Tae-gyeom, with his clasped hand, gave a light tap under Haewon's chin, showing no signs of pleading at all. In fact, it was closer to a threat. Hae-won rubbed his throbbing forehead and glared at Tae-gyeom, who was grinning slyly. Suddenly, the grin vanished, and Tae-gyeom glanced at the open door before lowering his voice significantly.

"Hae-won-ah."

Whenever Tae-gyeom dropped the formality and called him by his first name in a friendly tone, anxiety stirred within Hae-won. Tae- gyeom often mocked Seo Hae-young by imitating the way he sometimes called him "Hae-won-ah." Tae-gyeom's feigned friendliness was always a harbinger of trouble. "Hae-won, can I borrow your gym clothes?" "Hae-won, can I borrow your textbook?" The gym clothes would return torn, and the textbook would come back covered in crude graffiti. Of course, he always got them replaced with new ones. He didn't have the money to pay for assault settlements, but he could certainly grab him by the collar. Until now, the requests had all been things he could get back by simply grabbing Tae-gyeom by the collar, but this request was just...

"Let's have sex."

It was an insane suggestion.

"Go find someone else... somewhere else."

Unable to say anything more, Hae-won stood up from his chair and tried to walk past Tae-gyeom, but his wrist was seized. The grip that spun him around was forceful. Despite the playful expression on his face, the words he spat out were chilling.

"Then can I tell him? Knowing how much Seo Hae-young hates that kind of thing. Huh?"

Hae-won roughly yanked his wrist free and ran a dry hand over his face.

"Hey, Yoon Hae-won."

Tae-gyeom was a perceptive person. He enjoyed and excelled at seeing through people. Before Tae-gyeom's perceptive gaze, Hae- won, complaining and sighing in annoyance, was on the verge of breaking. Just a little more fuel, and he would be ready to go. Tae- gyeom's long eyes curved sharply downward before returning to their original shape. It was time to coax him gently.

"You know? If that bastard even gets a whiff of it, he'll go ballistic..."

"...So what?"

Hae-won wanted to grab Tae-gyeom by the collar right then and there, but as always, there were too many things holding him back. Seo Hae-young's friend. Rich. The only person who knew his secret. Someone who could whisper in Seo Hae-young's ear at any moment and shatter their superficial friendship. That person simply shrugged, as if asking what the problem was.

"So what? I'm just saying, let's do it once."

His head throbbed. Hae-won's gaze, filled with disgust, returned to Tae-gyeom. He exuded a different aura than the endlessly beautiful Seo Hae-young, but that didn't mean he was ugly. He had a somewhat rough look, not befitting a rich young master, but he was handsome enough. There was no reason for him to single out Hae- won for this.

"...Are you crazy? Why?"

It was more of a rebuke than a genuine question. Tae-gyeom was surrounded by an air that suggested he would never even consider a man as a romantic partner. Again, there was no reason for him to do this. Tae-gyeom, who had been tapping the floor with his bare foot clad in an indoor slipper, leaned back and propped himself up on the desk. His upper body tilted at an angle, and his well-develcosts muscles rippled.

"I wanted to try it with a guy, and I thought you'd be up for it?"

"You're full of shit..."

Even if running away wouldn't solve the problem, people naturally want to escape uncomfortable situations as quickly as possible. Just as he was about to rush out of the room, Tae-gyeom quickly approached and whispered in his ear.

"He'd love it if I told him I was sucking on your lips while you were sleeping, right?"

"...Hey.”

"And that it was our Hae-won. But that didn't seem like enough. I was going to tell him I rubbed my dick on you, how about that? Oh, maybe I already did."

Tae-gyeom, acting friendly, put his arm around Hae-won's shoulders and stroked his chin with his hand. The chill from his body, cooled by the air conditioner, sent shivers down his spine. Tae-gyeom rapidly rattled off threats, leaving him unable to think straight.

"Think about it carefully. It's not like you're losing out on anything, right? Who knows? Maybe you'll end up sleeping with that bastard. It's good to know beforehand."

It was a fallacy. The reason Hae-won couldn't retort with a strong hand, telling him to try and badmouth him after Tae-gyeom flashed one last smile and left the room, was Seo Hae-young. Seo Hae-young wasn't the type to let something like that slide. He was the kind of guy who would cut off even a ten-year friendship in an instant. Of course, that included not only severing the relationship but also destroying the person's face.

Biting his nails, Hae-won walked out into the hallway. Tae-gyeom had spoken as if he were giving him time to think, but he was a capricious guy. Unable to predict when or how he would start spreading rumors, the solid marble hallway felt like a thin sheet of ice about to collapse at any moment.

"Is this the bathroom?"

Suddenly, a lovely voic from behind stopped him in his tracks. His head creaked as he turned around. Seo Hae-young, holding a finished ice cream stick between his fingers, smiled playfully, his gentle eyes crinkling. The back of his neck stiffened, and cold sweat broke out on his palms. Had he heard? Had he heard what Go Tae-gyeom said?

"Hae-won. You can't just go anywhere."

He hadn't heard. Relief washed over him as he saw Seo Hae-young smiling and joking as usual. His tense shoulders relaxed, and a sigh- like laugh escaped his lips. He walked alongside Seo Hae-young down the long hallway. The memory of Go Tae-gyeom faded away, along with the pathetic wish that this path would never end.

***

"Hae-won. Are you going to college?”

"No. Later."

"Okay."

Seo Hae-young asked casually around the time his father's funeral ended. At the age of nineteen, when his classmates were all busy with applications and college entrance exams, Hae-won's mind was solely focused on money.

It wasn't that he didn't want to go to college. In fact, he did want to go. He just didn't have the tuition money. Even scraping together every penny he could find, would only be able to pay for one semester's tuition. If he just said "I want to go" to Seo Hae-young, he would readily give it to him. But he couldn't bring himself to ask the person he liked for such a favor. So.

"5,000 won. Do you have a discount or points card?"

As soon as he graduated from high school, he worked any job he could find and saved money. But strangely, it didn't accumulate. He worked himself to death for a year, only to see a measly 3 million won in his bank account, and Hae-won realized one thing.

Just breathing costs money. Even though his apartment was moldy and cramped, it was still an apartment, for which he had to pay rent every month, and the water bill, electricity bill, gas bill, and snowballing interest ate away at his savings. He couldn't starve, so he had to buy food, and he had to buy decent clothes to wear when he met Seo Hae-young, and for some reason, he ran out of toilet paper so quickly. Under the pressure of making a living, Hae-won's dreams faded and withered away. Three years passed by in a flash.

The tinkling of a bell broke his reverie. As soon as he saw off the last customer, the next part-time worker came in, sweating profusely. Hae-won took off his blue vest, exchanged an awkward greeting with the part-timer, and stepped out into the humid air, turning on his phone. He was exhausted from dealing with drunk customers from 1 a.m. to 9 a.m., and his movements were sluggish.

[Hey. Yoon Hae-won]

The most recent message was from Tae-gyeom. He frowned and swiped past it, searching for Seo Hae-young's name. Seo Hae-young sent him ambiguous messages every day, and if he didn't reply, he would keep sending them until he did. Checking the messages Seo Hae-young had left during the night, a smile crept onto his tired lips.

[Hae-won]

[Ceiling]

He must have been lying in bed again, as a photo of the white ceiling filled the cracked screen of his phone.

[Let's go somewhere?

[Let's go to the beach]

[Hae-won]

[Blanket]

He chuckled at the photo of the crumpled blanket, and as he was typing a reply, his phone vibrated. Hae-won sighed deeply as he saw the name on the screen. It seemed there was a limit to how much he could avoid him. It was Go Tae-gyeom calling. He hesitated before pressing the call button.

"What."

Are you done with work?

His voice was lively. He sounded excited, but also annoyed.

"Yeah. What."

Come home.

The short call ended abruptly. Hae-won stared at the phone, which was making a beeping sound, with an annoyed expression before shoving it into his pocket. The walk to his house, which was 15 minutes away, felt endlessly long. It seemed Tae-gyeom was determined. If he was going to come all the way to his house, which he usually avoided because it was so shabby, then.

It wasn't that Seo Hae-young lived far away, but the neighborhood was drab, as if the world had turned upside down. It was a collection of old, closely packed row houses. Hae-won lived in the house at the end of the hallway on the first floor of a row house with peeling paint in the shadiest spot.

He stepped over the bills and newspapers that were scattered on the floor and inserted the key. As soon as he opened the door and took off his shoes in the cramped entryway, an unwelcome voice assaulted his ears.

"Hey! Don't you have an air conditioner? What the fuck is this place..."

Tae-gyeom, sitting in front of a fan that was turned up high, was flapping his T-shirt irritably. All of his close friends from high school had a copy of his house key, but it was surprising that Tae- gyeom hadn't thrown his away. Tae-gyeom had never been one of those guys who came and took a nap at his place as if it were his own.

"Why did you come?"

Hae-won went into the house, where the living room, kitchen, and bedroom were vaguely separated, and massaged his aching shoulders. Tae-gyeom, who was making strange noises into the fan, pointed to the refrigerator. Hae-won reached the refrigerator in three steps, looked inside, and frowned.

"Alcohol?"

Green soju bottles filled the empty shelves.

"I thought about your tastes. Are you touched?"

No. Hae-won shook his head coldly and closed the refrigerator door. He didn't like alcohol, and he couldn't hold his liquor. Moreover, soju wasn't his taste at all. But Tae-gyeom, who had crawled into the small room, opened the refrigerator door that he had just closed and took out three bottles of soju with one hand. Then, he shook the soju bottles dangling between his fingers and smiled.

"I gave you three days, but you didn't fucking contact me."

"If you're going to talk nonsense again, get out."

"Hey, what nonsense are you talking about? Sit down."

Tae-gyeom brought out a small folding table and prepared for a drinking session that Hae-won didn't want. It was 9 a.m., definitely not a time to be drinking. But Tae-gyeom forced Hae-won, who was exhausted from working the night shift, to sit down and rummaged through the kitchen to find two cups. The sarcasm was a bonus.

"Hey, don't you even have any glasses? You're so pathetic."

"Hey. I'm tired."

Hae-won rubbed his dry eyes and stared at the clear soju being poured into the large cup. He would definitely get so drunk that he wouldn't be able to stand after just one cup. If he closed his eyes and opened them, it would probably be the next morning.

"Just one drink. One drink."

Tae-gyeom didn't give up and held out the cup. The soju filled the large cup, which was usually used for water, to the brim. Disgust was written all over Hae-won's face. Tae-gyeom smiled, pretending not to notice, and then lifted his own cup, following the hand that picked up the cup. Cheers, Tae-gyeom said as he clinked his cup against Hae-won's and downed the soju, which tasted disgusting. Hae-won, wanting to drink quickly and get rid of this guy because he was so tired, poured the alcohol down his throat in one go.

When the cup was empty, Tae-gyeom poured more soju, Hae-won drank it, and the cup was filled again. After repeating the same action several times, the three bottles of soju were empty in less than ten minutes.

Hae-won pressed his flushed cheeks with the back of his hand and swallowed the rising intoxication. Tae-gyeom, who had been quietly watching his increasingly unfocused eyes, opened his mouth.

"When did you start liking him?"

"Why do you want to know?"

"Just, you know. I'm really good at giving relationship advice. Tell me. Huh?"

Even if he was drunk, he knew better than to tell this guy. He was going to laugh it off, but he couldn't stop laughing. Tae-gyeom, watching Hae-won start chuckling to himself, rolled his eyes suspiciously and asked.

"...You can't drink, can you?"

"Yeah... probably."

"Ah, shit…”

This wasn't how it was supposed to go. Tae-gyeom took the cup from Hae-won, who was already swaying, and placed it on the table. His plan was to gently coax him with the help of alcohol, not to make him unconscious. At least he wasn't making a scene and demanding more alcohol. He was just swaying his waist in the breeze from the fan. Tae-gyeom figured he wouldn't tell him anything anyway, so he decided to just achieve his goal and turned Hae-won's knees towards him.

"Hey, Hae-won.” 





  
    

    Hae-won's long eyelids blinked slowly. He had a face that could easily attract Seo Haeyeong. Taekyeom had understood that since high school. The things he wore and the things he did were shabby, but his looks were decent. The neatly extended lines and well- balanced frame, though not aristocratic, kept drawing attention. There was something oddly compelling about him. So.

"Let's fuck."

Hae-won burst out laughing. Tae-gyeom, seeing his face distorted as if trying to hold back the rising laughter, wore a playful expression.

"Let's just practice. You never know when you'll do it with Seo Hae- young, and you have to do well for that bastard to like it. Right?"

"Me... with Seo Hae-young?"

Hae-won stretched out his folded legs and leaned back as if he had heard something funny.

"Say something that makes sense..."

His neck, glistening with sweat, was revealed. The protruding Adam's apple and the hard lines were all unmistakably masculine, and Tae-gyeom was itching to suck on that flesh just once. From what he had seen, Hae-won wasn't very firm. Therefore, he believed that if he begged hard enough, he would vaguely give in.

"Let's try it and stop if it doesn't work. Huh?"

Hae-won's head returned to its original position. He didn't dislike the languid feeling. Is this why his father lived in a drunken stupor every day? Tae-gyeom, who had already sat close enough for the smell of alcohol to brush against each other's noses, raised his thick eyebrows. He stared blankly at Tae-gyeom's handsome face, which felt different from Seo Hae-young, and nodded.

"Alright. I understand, so now..."

Just as he was about to say, "Get out," his body fell backward. Hae- won frowned as the back of his head hit the floor with a thud. Tae- gyeom, who had climbed on top of his waist, hurriedly pushed up his T-shirt and rubbed his exposed, slender lower abdomen with his palm.

"You said it was okay, Yoon Hae-won."

"No, get out..."

"You said you understood, so we have to do it now.”

Tae-gyeom didn't hesitate and immediately took off Hae-won's T- shirt. The morning sunlight coming through the barred window shone on his bare upper body. He was thin because he didn't eat properly, but thanks to his natural frame, he didn't look shabby.

Hae-won's clean skin, though not pale, played a part in attracting Tae-gyeom's attention. Tae-gyeom, lying on top of Hae-won, started by sucking on the neck he had been eyeing since earlier. Contrary to his expectation that it would be salty with sweat, it smelled of cheap body wash. Hae-won, who was drooping, stirred and pushed away his shoulder.

"Ah, shit... Hey."

Tae-gyeom, who was licking gluttonously from his ear to his jawline, stuck close to Hae-won, who was annoyed and coaxed him.

"I said we'll stop if it doesn't work, right? Hit me if you don't like it."

Hae-won, who had only worked and lived, was not familiar with this kind of sexual contact. The ticklish and sticky feeling was awkward, and his crumpled brow didn't ease easily. Tae-gyeom, moving his lips to Hae-won's ear, whispered in a different tone than before.

"If you want to get beaten by Seo Hae-young, then stop."

The hand that was pushing away his shoulder stopped. Tae-gyeom had a talent for exaggerating stories. Once it went through his mouth, even a small matter would swell up and roll into an unmanageable situation.

Hae-won turned his head away from the lips sucking on his earlobe.

In his dizzy vision, he saw the laptop that Seo Hae-young had left behind when he came to visit. He had to return it, but he kept forgetting. Hae-won's lips slowly opened as he looked at the laptop, which looked new as if it had hardly been used. He already knew the answer, but he wanted to get confirmation from someone.

"...Will Seo Hae-young hit me too?"

"Isn't that obvious?"

As expected, it wasn't the answer he wanted. Hae-won, rolling his eyes along with the floating dust, poked the crown of Tae-gyeom's head, which was making sucking noises as it went down. Tae- gyeom, who was about to bite his nipple, raised his head.

"Why?

"Is it obvious?"

"Oh, Hae-won." Tae-gyeom, making a pitiful smile, scratched gently around the pink nipple with his fingernail and muttered.

"In high school, that bastard beat a guy to death. Just because he touched his thigh once."

"His name was... what was it?"

"I don't know. Jae-min? Jae-seung? Something like that. He made a fuss over a mistake..."

Tae-gyeom, chuckling, sucked on the erect nipple with his lips. Hae- won, who had been limply drooping, flinched and narrowed his shoulders. A momentary tingling sensation tickled the soles of his feet. Tae-gyeom, pressing down on the nipple, which was glistening with saliva, with his index finger and circling it, struck a blow.

"Anyway, I'm just saying I'd be sad if you ended up like that. You were really close to that bastard too."

Hae-won, biting his lip to swallow a moan, looked at the fingers groping his chest and traced back to the past. He vaguely remembered. The name was hazy, but he was moderately handsome and had a moderately good personality. One of the guys, Seo Hae- young, sent meaningless pictures via text. It meant that he thought of him as relatively close. He had made such a mess of that guy for making one mistake, so there was no way he would be any different. And if he even knew that he had rubbed lips with him...

He didn't want to end up like that Jae-min or Jae-seung bastard. Someday, when Seo Hae-young stopped sending strange texts and playing strange pranks, he wanted to break up as if nothing had happened. As if he had expected it. Hae-won swallowed the saliva that had gathered.

"... Don't tell him."

He had given in. Tae-gyeom grinned, revealing his teeth.

"Of course. It's a friend's request.”

***

Tae-gyeom, raising his prostrate upper body, took off the sticky T- shirt in one go and threw it aside. The well-defined muscles were clearly visible even with the slightest movement. Tae-gyeom, sweeping up his disheveled hair, put his hand on Hae-won's jeans. He unbuckled them, grabbed the waistband, and pulled them off. He looked down at Hae-won, who was slightly lifting his waist and frowned.

"Hey. Do you really not have air conditioning?"

"Look around. Do you see any..."

"I just asked. It's so hot. How can you live in a place like this, really?"

Tae-gyeom, pushing aside the jeans he had taken off, picked up a black bag with a convenience store logo on it, turned it upside down, and two packaged boxes fell beside Hae-won's head with a thud. Tae-gyeom shrugged nonchalantly as he unbuckled his pants with one hand.

"Ta-da. A gift."

"...You came well-prepared."

Hae-won, turning the box around, sighed. Lube and condoms. Items that customers often buy. They would always slip them in between drinks or other items, and after paying, they would quickly disappear. Hae-won, slowly tearing open the packaging, looked up

at Tae-gyeom.

"Ah. Hey."

"Huh?"

"Who's putting it in?"

Tae-gyeom, who was taking out his penis and rubbing it, paused. Hae-won, holding a condom in one hand and lube in the other, stared intently at Tae-gyeom's excessively thick penis. He had never felt intimidated by his penis in his life except for Seo Hae-young, so his mouth felt bitter anew. What he said about Seo Hae-young and Tae-gyeom also applied to things like this. "Horse cock. Birds of a feather."

"Yours is too big... I think it'd be better if I put it in.”

Tae-gyeom stroked his erect penis as he watched Hae-won, who had thrown out an unexpected remark, calmly open the lid of the lube and sniff the scent. "What a load of crap..." He would have been worth seeing drunk. But he couldn't do as he pleased here. Tae- gyeom held out his fist to Hae-won, who was interested in the lube.

"Let's decide, then."

Hae-won, who was rubbing the lemon-scented lube on his fingers, glanced at the approaching fist. Tae-gyeom chuckled as he watched Hae-won quietly hold out his fist. Coincidentally, Hae-won had a long history of being bad at rock-paper-scissors. He didn't seem to know it himself, but it was very well-known. And so.

"...Are you really going to put that in?"

Hae-won had lost all three rounds of rock-paper-scissors. He couldn't believe it, but he had to admit what he had to admit. He had lost all three rounds, and Tae-gyeom was going to put in his dick. That was the truth. Hae-won, who had laid out a blanket and was sitting on it with his knees raised, suspiciously looked at the penis bobbing between Tae-gyeom's legs.

Tae-gyeom, who had been grumbling about how they were sleeping on a blanket on the floor without even a bed, stopped talking and tapped Hae-won's clean anus. It was big and pretty. He thought it wouldn't be disgusting to suck on. Tae-gyeom grabbed the shaft, lifted it up, and shook it slightly, tilting his head. It's too clean?

"Are you a virgin?"

"It doesn't come out."

"Shit..., seriously..."

Tae-gyeom, bursting into laughter, hugged Hae-won's waist with one arm and pulled him in. Hae-won, approaching on his knees, steadied himself by placing his hand on Tae-gyeom's shoulder. He couldn't properly recognize what he was doing because the alcohol hadn't worn off.

Tae-gyeom squeezed out the lube, rubbed it evenly on his palms and fingers, and massaged his butt with his remaining hand. There was some fat here, so it was fun to touch. He inhaled the cheap scent against his flat chest and muttered.

"Hey. This is my first time. With a guy.”

Hae-won ignored the nonsense and stroked the ends of Tae-gyeom's disheveled hair. He wished it was soft hair. Then he would be willing to open his ass if Seo Hae-young wanted him to. But it was all a pipe dream.

As the slippery lube stickily soaked his hands, Tae-gyeom reached out to Hae-won's butt, which was taking his mind off things. His long index finger spread the wrinkles and gradually dug in. At the same time as Hae-won's brow furrowed, an unpleasant groan escaped.

“Ah!”

Tae-gyeom, who was hugging his waist and rubbing his nipple with the tip of his tongue, raised his head.

"Does this hurt? I've only put one in?"

He gripped Tae-gyeom's shoulder and pursed his lips. He had never imagined that he would give up his hole, so even just one finger was too much. Tae-gyeom, groping over the thin blanket, brought the lube back and squeezed it into the entrance of the hole. His shoulders shrank as the cold liquid flowed down his thighs.

"Ugh..."

"It's all flowing out."

Tae-gyeom, who was rubbing his lips against his chest, gathered the flowing lube and put another finger in.

"Ugh, hey..."

"Why?"

"It feels weird..."

Two long fingers spread the narrow inner wall like scissors, repeatedly digging in. Tae-gyeom, wrapping his arms around the waist that was constantly being pushed back and holding it tightly, rubbed the hot and chewy wall, searching for an erogenous zone he didn't know where it was.

"Wait. They say it feels good."

"It's not really..."

It seemed like he had been deceived. There was no way to back out now, so he left the fingers to carefully press and wander around his insides, but even after a few minutes, only the unpleasantness increased. Hae-won, drooping his eyebrows dejectedly, swayed his upper body along with the dizzying alcohol, and suddenly widened his eyes. A tingling sensation went up his spine.

"Ah...!"

"Does it feel good here?"

Tae-gyeom, pulling up the corners of his lips, pressed down on the same spot with the tip of his fingernail. Then his waist twitche the hand holding his shoulder tightened.

"Yeah..., ugh!”

"Does it feel good?"

Tae-gyeom, who had unexpectedly shoved another finger in, shook his hand wildly. The slippery lube mixed and melted inside the hole. It was as if he was about to put his whole hand in, not just his fingers. Hae-won, who was shaking every time Tae-gyeom shoved his fingers in, exhaled a hot breath and curled his waist. His knees, which were supporting his weight, trembled from the strange sensation he was feeling for the first time.

"Haa, ugh...! Hey, wait a minute...! Ah!"

"Does it feel good?"

Tae-gyeom, pushing his back with his palm to straighten his curved waist, put the pink nipple that was close to his face in his mouth. He was thinking of beating him up if it was disgusting, but it was an unnecessary worry. As he dug into the slightly cracked part with the tip of his tongue, a low moan fell from above his head. Following him, Tae-gyeom's penis also became fully erect and shook. Tae-gyeom, putting strength in his wrist, dug and stirred

even more strongly inside.

"Heugh, ugh...! Go Tae-gyeom, stop! Wait...!"

Hae-won took a step back on his knees and made a tearful face. Every time Tae-gyeom's three fingers roughly pressed on one spot, a lewd moan burst out and his whole body trembled.

This wasn't it. He had never felt such a strange sensation before. He pushed away the straight and broad shoulders and twisted his body. At that moment, Tae-gyeom shoved his fingers in deeply.

“Haaa…”

His head was thrown back and his eyes turned red. Hae-won's penis, which was trembling, was already erect and dripping with a cloudy liquid from the glans. Tae-gyeom, sucking and spitting out the nipple covered in saliva for the last time, managed to smile.

"... Hae-won. Let's just put it in."

". Huh? Put what..” 



  
    

    Hae-won, gasping for breath with unfamiliar pleasure, was suddenly pushed onto the crumpled blanket. Tae-gyeom, not giving him a chance to get up, climbed on top and inserted his condom-covered glans between the folds he had spread with two fingers. Hae-won urgently tried to close his spread legs, pushing against Tae-gyeom's chest.



    "Hey, hey...! Wait, not yet...!"



    "What do you mean, not yet?"



    Tae-gyeom gritted his teeth and tightly pinned down Hae-won's struggling legs, as if he hadn't just been giving him tender caresses. When Hae-won's movements momentarily stopped, a penis several times the thickness of three fingers was thrust in all at once. A sound like something tearing echoed like a hallucination.



    "Hnnng...!"



    An unbelievable pain shot up from below, causing Hae-won to arch his back and inhale sharply. Tae-gyeom, frowning, steadied him. Sweat trickled from his smooth forehead, dripping onto the thin blanket.



    "Fucking... hell..."



    He had coaxed Hae-won into this because he was curious about getting a blowjob from a guy, but he hadn't known it would feel this good. The hole, swallowing something for the first time, was stretched to its limit and flushed red, its inner walls convulsing violently as if to reject the intruding penis. He wanted to thrust his hips like a madman, whether it tore or not.



    "Ah...! It hurts...!"



    Hae-won, belatedly regaining his senses, complained of the pain with ragged breaths. Tae-gyeom didn't think it was worth listening to. He put strength into his hips and pushed the rest of the way in, causing Hae-won to gasp and throw his head back. Tae-gyeom groped the pillow propped against the wall, lifted Hae-won's head, and placed the soft cotton underneath. That was the extent of his consideration. Tae-gyeom, immediately forcing his way back in, gritted out a curse.



    "Shit... Hey, Hae-won... Should've done this sooner. Feels fucking amazing..."



    "Ugh..."



    Hae-won squeezed his eyes shut and buried his face in the pillow. He clawed at the faded blanket that had been pushed up, enduring the unpleasant foreign sensation. The penis, slowly making its way deeper inside, gradually began to pound faster. It felt like something was going wrong. It felt like he was forcing a thick club into a place it shouldn't be.



    "Ugh, ha...! Slowly, you fuck...!"



    "Sorry, it's not... working out."



    Tae-gyeom, smiling with his lips close to Hae-won's ear, grabbed Hae-won's forearm, which was slick with sweat and stuck to his palm, and pressed it tightly against his waist. Hae-won, his chest exposed in an attention stance, shook his head wildly. Tae-gyeom couldn't help but notice the flushed cheeks and eyes so clearly.



    "Don't, don't do it...! I don't want to, let go!"



    "What are you saying...? It's all the way in."



    As Tae-gyeom pulled his hips back, Hae-won whimpered and his chin trembled. And when he thrust all the way in, Hae-won squeezed his eyes shut and stifled a scream. Tae-gyeom, watching the ever-changing expressions from above, grinned widely.



    "Ah, fuck...! Should've fucked you sooner..."



    Why hadn't he thought about fucking Hae-won when they had known each other for years? Tae-gyeom was ecstatic about Hae-won, who was now revealing his true worth. Well, even a worm can roll around. Hae-won's talent was this: being proud.



    "Ugh..., Go Tae-gyeom...! It really, really hurts. I'll do it myself..."



    "Don't talk."



    "Then don't make it hurt! I'm gonna die..."



    Hae-won wiggled his hips, which were pinned beneath Tae-gyeom's lower body, causing a surge of stimulation. Tae-gyeom chuckled and pushed his cock deep into Hae-won, parting the thick, gooey inner walls.



    "Ah-!"



    When his cock pierced a spot inside the hole that gave an electrifying sensation, Hae-won let out a moan unlike any he had made before.



    "Hey. Put your arms around my neck."



    Tae-gyeom, quickly scanning the parted lips and sweat-soaked bangs, brought the arm he was holding around the back of his neck. He rolled Hae-won's erect nipples between his fingers and began to thrust shallowly, causing Tae-gyeom and Hae-won's groins to smack together. The sweat made their colliding lower bodies slip against each other smoothly but stickily.



    "Hnnng...!"



    "Ah..., it's so hot..."



    The old room, with only one fan running, was filled with humid heat, and their skin stuck together thickly. Tae-gyeom, leaning over Hae-won and embracing his head, put his weight into the thrust. The prickly pubic hair of Tae-gyeom repeatedly touched and brushed against Hae-won's perineum, creating a strange sensation, and with each thrust of his hips, the gel that oozed from the hole streaked down his white buttocks and dripped onto the blanket.



    "Ugh, ungh...! It hurts, fuck..., ah!"



    "Ah..., Hae-won. It's so hot inside..."



    Tae-gyeom gripped the back of Hae-won's neck tightly with his palm and gritted his teeth. The penis, which had been moving shallowly and testing the waters, began to plunge in as if to destroy his organs.



    "Hnnng! Ugh, ah! Ah!"



    Hae-won, resting his chin on Tae-gyeom's shoulder, couldn't close his gaping mouth and was shaken mindlessly, trapped between the rough grip and heavy weight. It hurt, the act of entering a foreign place and creating a sense of pressure should have hurt, but his eyes kept closing. His insides trembled and his toes curled.



    Tae-gyeom wasn't one to miss Hae-won's reaction. He pulled back on the neck he was holding, revealing Hae-won's sweat-soaked face.



    "Yoon... Hae-won, hey. You like it, don't you? Huh?"



    His eyes were half-closed, and ragged breaths escaped his lips. Tae-gyeom thought that Seo Hae-young's dick would get hard just looking at his face, which was a mix of drunkenness, sleepiness, and pleasure, so slack that he couldn't even think about two guys fucking.



    "Hnnng, ugh...!"



    "Fucking, do you like it...? Ah, really. It feels so good... Huh?"



    Tae-gyeom left a quick kiss on his smooth cheek, slid his arms under his spread legs, and lifted them up. He supported his back and thrust his penis upwards. The gel dripping from their groin was faintly mixed with cum. Hae-won, unaware that his hole was torn, felt a chilling sensation run down the back of his head each time Tae-gyeom focused on thrusting into one spot.



    "Ah, hng...!"



    "Hey... You're gonna cum without me even touching you?"



    Hae-won's erect cock shook, dripping fluid, as he thrust his hips. Tae-gyeom placed Hae-won's legs on his kneeling thighs and reached out to grasp his shaking cock. Hae-won let out a hot moan and rubbed his forehead against the damp pillow.



    "Yeah..."



    "Hae-won. Why do you like this so much, it's such a waste..."



    He thrust his hips up as he stroked him. Hae-won, with nothing to hold onto, clawed at the blanket again and twisted his body. Lights flashed before his eyes. A stinging pain and an unbearable pleasure washed over him, and as he struggled, Tae-gyeom squeezed his phallus tightly, leaving him unable to do anything but gasp for breath.



    "Wow, really... Such a shame."



    Tae-gyeom smiled faintly as he rubbed Hae-won's glans, which was pinned beneath him. If he had known it would be like this, he would have fucked him six years ago. He regretted the time he had wasted and thrust his hips more violently.



    He found it ridiculous that he, a handsome young man, was panting and fucking a friend's hole, a friend he had known for years. But an immense sense of elation followed.



    Yoon Hae-won, a guy who has nothing but pride and doesn't easily bend over. But he's such an easy fuck.



    "Hae-won... We should have just, done this a long time ago. Huh? It's such a waste..."



    "Hnnng...!"



    Thick semen spurted from his smooth cock, which had no hair. The veins stood out blue on the wrists that gripped the blanket. Tae-gyeom smeared the semen on his palms all over Hae-won's chest and laughed like a madman as Hae-won trembled and kicked the floor.



    He pinched and twisted the nipples, which were swollen and puffy from being sucked so much, and an immediate, sensitive reaction followed. It was really, disgustingly good. He hated anything hot and humid, but somehow it seemed to suit Hae-won. A hot and humid room, a hot and humid hole.



    It's similar... Tae-gyeom thrust his penis in as if to insert his testicles and ejaculated for the first time. Hae-won tilted his head back and whimpered. Tae-gyeom pulled his penis out of the moist hole, groped for the condom box, and turned it upside down. Packaged condoms tumbled onto the blanket. He counted them and smiled with satisfaction. There were plenty of new condoms, and plenty of time.



    "Ugh, ungh...! Mmph..."



    The pushed-aside folding table and the clothes that had been thrown off haphazardly, and the old fan spinning among them, made a rattling noise. Four torn condom wrappers lay scattered around the two people who were rutting on the crumpled and dirty thin blanket.



    "Haa, ugh... Hae-won, it's hot. Fucking, it's so hot..."



    "Yeah, hnnng..."



    Hae-won's back, buried in the pillow and lying face down, was already soaked with sweat. Tae-gyeom squeezed his buttocks, which were flushed red from their lower bodies colliding dozens of times, then slid his hand up to his back and grabbed his trembling shoulders. It was sticky. Tae-gyeom's back was also wet with sweat, and his smooth muscles glistened under the sunlight each time he thrust his hips.



    "Ah, I should get an air conditioner... I'm going crazy."



    "Air conditioner, bullshit... Hnnng, you said just once..."



    Hae-won, his drunkenness gradually wearing off, turned his head to the side and expressed a faint annoyance. Why did he say he would do it here? Alcohol was to blame. When he vaguely regained his senses, he had already come with Tae-gyeom, and he couldn't easily push away the pleasure he was experiencing for the first time, so he had given in again. It was too late to tear his hair out; his hole was already melted and gooey. His head, which was starting to feel the effects of a hangover, ached too much to think any further.



    Tae-gyeom, stroking Hae-won's wet head as he groaned and buried his face back in the pillow, noticed a cell phone buzzing around the desk.



    "Hey, hey... You're getting a call."



    Tae-gyeom, without stopping his slow hip thrusts, reached out and picked up the cell phone, which looked like it had been released a long time ago, and smiled strangely.



    "I'll put him on."



    "...What? No, ah...!"



    His peniss slammed into his inner wall hard enough to make a thud. Hae-won, his mind flying away and trembling, inhaled sharply when he heard the voice coming from the cell phone held to his ear.



    -Why aren't you replying?



    "Hae..."



    ...Seo Hae-young. His heart thumped and fell somewhere. Ah, the reply. He hadn't replied. To that weird picture of the blanket. He had forgotten all about it because he had been writing a text message and then received a phone call. Panic filled Hae-won's head, and he stammered out a plausible excuse.



    "Ah, I... I fell asleep. After work, hnnng...!"



    -Huh?



    Hae-won quickly covered his mouth and looked back. Tae-gyeom, who had thrust his penis all the way in without warning, nonchalantly took the cell phone, turned it on speakerphone, and placed it on the floor. The sound of the blanket rustling and crumpling could be heard, and Seo Hae-young's voice faded away for a moment before returning.



    -Say that again. What did you say?



    "Wait, just a minute!"



    Hae-won struggled to get out from underneath, but Tae-gyeom gripped his escaping waist tightly and thrust shallowly. He bit his tongue to swallow his moans and tore at the hand holding his waist, but it was gripped so tightly that not even a finger would come loose. He even pulled his waist in close and leaned over his back. The connection deepened, and his chin trembled.



    -What are you doing right now?



    "I'll call you later. I'm..., ugh, busy right now."



    He glared at Tae-gyeom, who was resting his chin on his shoulder, and gave him a look that said, "Let go of me now." Tae-gyeom, his bangs sticking to his forehead with sweat, mouthed the words, "Busy? Busy having sex?" His penis pulled all the way out and then thrust all the way in. His vision blurred dizzily.



    -What are you busy doing? You said you were asleep.



    "Hnnng...! Mmph!"



    -It's time to sleep... Why are you busy?



    Hae-won pounded the thighs clinging to his back with his fists and shook his head. Tae-gyeom, who didn't stop moving, was enjoying this situation. There was no way he would let go. Hae-won desperately reached for the cell phone to end the call, but a heavy weight pressed down on his shoulder, throwing him off balance. As if that wasn't enough, one hand came around to the front and shook his erect phallus as if to squeeze it dry. Hae-won bit into the pillow to stifle his hoarse moans.



    "Kkeueu...! Hueu..."



    He felt like he was going to die. He really felt like he was going to die.



    -Ah... Are you doing another part-time job?



    Hae-won, his face flushed red, lifted his head and quickly replied in a suppressed voice.



    "Yeah, I'm doing more...! I'll call you later, later."



    -Okay.



    Seo Hae-young ended the call without hesitation, and as soon as the screen went black, Hae-won let out the moans he had been holding back.



    "Haa, ah...!"



    Semen splattered onto the blanket. Tae-gyeom's penis was so deep inside him that it was now pressing against the inner walls, giving him a chilling pleasure no matter where it touched. Hae-won, who had reached an orgasm for the umpteenth time, trembled .

    
      

      

      

    

  
    

    “Agh… More.”



    Panting, Tae-gyeom lifted Hae-won's waist and thrust into the twitching hole. He didn't have many condoms left, and at this rate, he would cum quickly. He didn't want to stop as the sticky hole clung to him. Grabbing Hae-won's panting waist and pushing his dick deep inside, a long overdue resistance erupted.



    “Shit…! Crazy, take it out! Fuck, don’t, ah…! Don’t do it…!”



    “Ah…, I don’t want to….”



    “You said you’d stop if you didn’t want to…, please stop now….”



    Hae-won, sobbing and burying his face in the pillow, mumbled.



    “I said I’d stop if I couldn’t do it anymore…, Hae-won. You have to listen properly, huh?”



    Tae-gyeom, sweeping back the falling hair, sneered. His family had told him not to talk like that because it made him look vulgar, but the habit was not easily corrected.



    Tae-gyeom did not give up, even as he lifted the body that was trying to escape. It was too bad to end it with just this once. The uneven inner wall that stretched out when he pulled out his penis and stuck like a suction cup when he pushed it in was so good it made his eyes roll back. He had played all kinds of sports and won many times, but the pleasure of thrusting inside his friend was incomparably greater. A sense of victory, intoxication, superiority, a desire to conquer… Yoon Hae-won was all it took to solve everything. How easy.



    The thin blanket lying on the floor had long been pushed to the corner. Tae-gyeom, with Hae-won's legs on his shoulders, who had fallen asleep as if fainting from extreme fatigue and stress, breathed roughly and thrust his penis into the hole with a loud squelching sound, and ejaculated briefly.



    “Haa….”



    His penis slid out of the red-hot hole. It was the sixth condom. The open hole blinked and slowly closed its entrance. Tae-gyeom inserted his finger between them and groped the sticky inside with a thoughtless touch. Even though he had thrust in so much, it didn't feel loose at all, but rather sucked him more eagerly.



    “I’m so curious….”



    When will this get loose? He pushed it in deeply and poked around inside, and Hae-won, who was asleep, frowned and let out a weak moan, “Ugh….” Such a natural. Tae-gyeom, wearing a chilling smile, poked around inside even faster. Hae-won twisted his waist more and more, panting and burying his cheek in the pillow.



    “Heuung…, heu….”



    He inserted three fingers, bent his joints, scraped them down in one go, and then thrust them in, while stroking his own penis with the other hand. Tae-gyeom, widening Hae-won's thighs even more as he gathered his legs in his sleep, tormented the inside so much that the palms of his hands and perineum collided, making a thumping sound. Until Hae-won's clean dick shed thin semen. 

  
    

    Hae-won woke up naked on the damp sheets, soaked with semen and sweat, and curled into a ball. His head throbbed from the straight shots of soju, his stomach burned, and something strange ached. He couldn't even open his eyes, lost in thought. And what was that musty smell? Finally, Hae-won forced his dry eyelids open and sighed.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah."

    
      

      

    

    Go Tae-gyeom. Soju. Dick. Sex. Seo Hae-young. Phone call.

    
      

      

    

    The memories flooded back like a burst dam.

    
      

      

    

    He shot up and rushed into the attached bathroom. Clutching the toilet, he vomited up the guilt that filled his stomach. The emotions were invisible, intangible, so the water rising in the toilet bowl remained clear. Hae-won shoved his fingers down his throat, forcing himself to gag.

    
      

      

    

    "Ugh-!"

    
      

      

    

    Nothing came up. No matter how many times he thrust his fingers down his throat, nothing emerged, but melted lube dripped from his gaping backside, splattering onto the rusted tiles. Inside the toilet, ripples disturbed the still surface. Falling tears, unable to be vomited up, replaced the emotions and were sucked down the drain.

    
      

      

    

    As the sunset painted the sky and darkness began to descend, he turned off the fan that had been running for so long it made his head throb, and shoved it into a corner of the room. All that remained were the soiled sheets and pillow. The drinking table had been cleared. Two washed cups sat neatly on the dish rack, and the used condom was tied off at the end and placed in the trash can. Only one thing bothered him… The half-used lube stood on the neatly cleared low desk, its label facing out. Hae-won snatched it up and tossed it into the trash.

    
      

      

    

    Inside the washing machine, the smelly sheets and pillow spun around and around. He closed the veranda door, which creaked annoyingly every time it was opened or closed, and returned to his familiar room, turning on his phone.

    
      

      

    

    [I'm leaving]

    
      

      

    

    The short message left by Go Tae-gyeom appeared first. He pressed the delete button firmly and tapped out Seo Hae-young's number, which he knew by heart. He could easily find it in his contacts, but he preferred this way.

    
      

      

    

    He quickly typed the eleven-digit number, but his thumb hesitated over the call button. Could he have noticed? That he was having sex. He stared at the numbers he could type with his eyes closed for a long time before pressing the button. As the ringing tone grew longer, his heart pounded. His butt cheeks ached. His eyes darted nervously around the small room. Finally, a beloved voice flowed from the other end of the line.

    
      

      

    

    -

    Were you sleeping?



    "...Huh?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, startled by his own pathetic, sunken voice, quickly cleared his throat.

    
      

      

    

    -

    You went right to sleep, didn't you? Judging by you calling now.



    "Ah. Yeah, sorry… I was tired."

    
      

      

    

    The hand that had been unconsciously tearing at his shorts slowly relaxed. Seo Hae-young's voice was the same as always. Dreamy, as if he had just woken up, with a tone and inflection that revealed nothing of his thoughts. Kind, but unforgiving in his refusal to ask twice. The same old Seo Hae-young.

    
      

      

    

    "What's with the bedding? Did you buy new stuff?"

    
      

      

    

    -

    Nah, just… saw it lying around.



    "Why are you sending it to me, though…"

    
      

      

    

    He chuckled. The trivial conversation tickled and tormented his heart. Should he just lie in bed again today? Playing phone games or something. He wanted to prolong this peace for as long as possible, so he had sex with an old friend he wasn't even that close to. If it meant maintaining this kind of relationship a little longer, it was worth it. Just then, Seo Hae-young, who had been laughing along on the other end of the line, paused for a moment before speaking.

    
      

      

    

    -

    Just… Oh, Hae-won.



    "Yeah?"

    
      

      

    

    -

    I'm seeing someone.



    Ah.

    
      

      

    

    -

    I want to tell you in person.



    Wooong, the sound of the washing machine, swirling in his ears. Answer. He had to answer quickly.

    
      

      

    

    -

    Why aren't you answering?



    "...I'm just surprised. How, when you're always at home?"

    
      

      

    

    How… How was he supposed to continue? He'd done this before, but today the words scattered into fragments. The lukewarm silence stretched awkwardly. Hae-won punched his thigh, desperately trying to pluck a word from his confused mind.

    
      

      

    

    Envious? That wasn't it. Congratulations? Are you getting married? How could you? That sounded condescending.

    
      

      

    

    He didn't know. He didn't know what to say.

    
      

    

    -

    Come over tomorrow.



    Seo Hae-young, who had been waiting patiently, offered a short sentence and hung up without waiting for a reply. Hae-won dropped the arm he had been holding to his ear and muttered the sentence that finally came to mind.

    
      

      

    

    "How did you meet? Someone from school? That older girl you met before? …Ah, shit."

    
      

      

    

    He slapped his forehead with his palm, repeating, How did you meet? Someone from school? That older girl you met before? He memorized it so he could say the exact same thing tomorrow.

    
      

      

    

    The tears that had stopped in the bathroom trickled out again. He washed away the dried semen from every corner of his body, inserted his fingers into the untouched hole to remove the copious amounts of lube, and scratched at the bright red marks on his neck, crying diligently, but still the tears came.

    
      

      

    

    Just everyday tears. Definitely not because Seo Hae-young was seeing someone, just… sometimes… sometimes he cried. Hae-won wiped away the tears with his sleeve, pretending to be nonchalant, and scrubbed the floor he had already mopped several times. He was so ashamed.

    
      

      

    

    The washing machine stopped just as his tears subsided. He hung the fragrant bedding on the drying rack and pulled out the musty-smelling bedding from the closet. There was only one pillow, so he rolled up a towel to put under his head and lay down, his whole body aching. The engorged penis that had been filling his empty hole and the weight on his back flashed through his mind, making him flinch, and he quickly rolled under the drying rack. Breathing under the sheets that smelled of the fabric softener Seo Hae-young had given him as a gift, he thought less about Go Tae-gyeom.

    
      

      

    

    "...Smells good."

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who had smelled the sample scent while stopping by the grocery store, had given him three bottles of the fabric softener, which he was still using sparingly and hadn't even emptied one yet. Whenever something really bad happened, he would take out clothes that didn't even need to be washed and pour in the fabric softener, hiding under the scent. It made him feel better, and today was one of those days. Just a slightly bad day that would be forgotten by tomorrow.

    
      

      

      

    

    Hae-won, who had spread out his few clothes on the floor, was filled with dismay. It was good that he had scrubbed himself raw, worried that the smell of semen might linger. But there was nothing he could do about the bright red fingernail marks on his collarbone and the indelible bite marks. He couldn't wear a scarf in the middle of summer, and putting on a bandage would only make him look more suspicious.

    
      

      

    

    "What should I do…"

    
      

      

    

    He hadn't decided exactly what time he would go, but he had to leave now to hang out for a reasonable amount of time before his every-other-day part-time job. After much deliberation, he put on a white T-shirt with a tight neckline and faced the mirror. If he tilted his head, he could barely see them, but he felt like they were mostly covered. He somehow felt like they were covered…

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who had been tilting his head this way and that, suddenly burst out laughing. Seo Hae-young didn't even care, but he was acting like he was having an affair all by himself.

    
      

      

    

    "...Pathetic, so pathetic."

    
      

      

    

    He got up from the floor where he had been sitting and grabbed his phone. Just in time, a text message arrived from Seo Hae-young.

    
      

      

    

    [Come quick]

    
      

      

    

    He repeated the question he had memorized last night one more time and left the house. He locked the door and took one step, and a tingling pain ran up his waist and spine.

    
      

      

    

    "Ugh…"

    
      

      

    

    It was bearable when he was walking around the small house, but as soon as he increased his stride, an unpleasant sensation of his limbs falling apart arose. As he left the row house and headed towards Seo Hae-young's neighborhood, his awkward gait was reflected in the window of a store with a "For Rent" sign. A pathetic guy going to meet the guy he likes with a ridiculous walk. Hae-won stopped for a moment to fix his hair and started walking again.

    
      

      

    

    As soon as he entered Seo Hae-young's neighborhood, sweat began to break out. The sun beating down on his head was too hot. He made a small window with his hand to shield his eyes and pressed the doorbell. The gate opened without a question of who it was. He shouldn't just open it like that. Hae-won worried unnecessarily that Seo Hae-young, who was taller and bigger than him, might be assaulted by a stranger if he kept opening the door so carelessly, and stepped into the house. As soon as he opened the front door and stepped inside, he sighed.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah. The laptop…"

    
      

      

    

    He had decided to bring it over yesterday, but he had forgotten again. He firmly reminded himself of the laptop-returning task that had been postponed again and climbed the stairs, where his feet froze in the pleasant hallway. Several words popped up in his brain, where the laptop had been floating around.

    
      

      

    

    Dick. Soju. Sex.

    
      

      

    

    "Oh… Hi."

    
      

      

    

    The guy who had been standing in the hallway tapping on his phone offered a lukewarm greeting. Tae-gyeom looked at Hae-won, who didn't respond, and awkwardly rolled his eyes before shoving his phone into his pants pocket.

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom was genuinely flustered. As always, Seo Hae-young never gave any notice when he was inviting someone over. So it was easier to just assume that whoever was there was supposed to be there. Yoon Hae-won was the guy Seo Hae-young called the most, and it wouldn't be strange for him to show up at any time…

    
      

      

    

    Rosy cheeks flushed from walking in the hot weather and long legs stretched out below his shorts. He could see the blue bruises on his knees, which had been because of kneeling and thrust into from behind. The image of him writhing under him, moaning faintly around this time yesterday, was vivid in his mind. The hole that had taken so long to stop up still felt like it was gripping his fingers, sticky and clinging. Tae-gyeom tore his coolly drawn lips into a smile.

    
      

      

    

    He wanted to pin him down and fuck him right now.

    
      

      

    

    "You came to hang out? No ice cream today?"

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom's playful question, hiding his sinister thoughts, gave Hae-won a slight sense of relief. His tense shoulders slowly relaxed. It's over because it happened once. He muttered quietly as he brushed past Tae-gyeom.

    
      

      

    

    "Nope."

    
      

      

    

    He felt a gaze piercing his back. Hae-won put strength in his legs and stepped on the floor to walk properly. But Tae-gyeom, who noticed his slightly limping gait, chuckled quietly and followed behind.

    
      

      

    

    "...Seo Hae-young."

    
      

      

    

    "You're here?"

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young's room always smelled good. He didn't know what the scent was. Cool and warm in opposite ways, refreshing and sweet. If this scent wafted from afar, Seo Hae-young would soon appear. Like a conditioned reflex, his heart fluttered whenever he smelled this scent. Today was no different.

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who was lying listlessly on the bed, smiled prettily, and Hae-won wiggled his toes inside his slippers. It tickles whenever he smiles like that.

    
      

      

    

    "Come here."

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who had rolled over and was lying on his stomach, beckoned with his hand. Even with a gesture that seemed to be calling a pet dog, Hae-won readily took a step. He slid down under the bed and met Seo Hae-young's eyes. Seo Hae-young, who had been leaning his cheek on his folded arms, smiled for a long time before parting his red lips.

    
      

      

    

    "Don't you have anything to say?"

    
      

      

    

    "...Say?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who had been looking at Seo Hae-young's long, thick eyelashes, asked stupidly. At that moment, his eyes locked onto Tae-gyeom, who was entering the room. His cheeks and neck stiffened, and the fingers he had placed on his knees stopped moving.

    
      

      

    

    Could Go Tae-gyeom have sneakily told him already?

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom, unaware of the clinging gaze, went to the air conditioner and stretched out with his phone. It didn't seem like he had told him. His heart pounded.

    
      

      

    

    "Huh? Don't you have anything to say?"

    
      

      

    

    While he was assessing the situation, a finger pushed his forehead. Hae-won turned his stiff neck and met Seo Hae-young's eyes before exclaiming, Ah!

    
      

      

    

    "How did you meet? Someone from school? That older girl you met before?"

    
      

      

    

    The sentence he had practiced so many times popped out. Was this right? Hae-won pulled up the corners of his lips, which were about to contort with anxiety. Seo Hae-young looked at his trembling lips before bursting into laughter and burying his face in his arms. His forced smile froze. Was this not it?

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who had only peeked out his eyes from between his arms, whispered softly in a voice filled with laughter.

    
      

      

    

    "I'm not gonna tell you."

    
      

      

    

    "...Why?"

    
      

      

    

    "Juuuust because."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won was so dumbfounded that he let out a hollow laugh and raised his knees. His knees, which were touching the rug, throbbed, but he ignored it and pushed Seo Hae-young's shoulder. Lightly, so that it wouldn't feel like unnecessary contact.

    
      

      

    

    "What is it? Why won't you tell me? How long has it been?"

    
      

    

    
      

    

    "I don't know."

    
      

    

    
      

    

    Seo Hae-young buried his face in the pillow and giggled. Apart from the smile that spread across his face at the cute sight, his chest felt as if it were tightly bound with thick ropes. Why won't you tell me? Between us. …But what kind of relationship do we have? 

  
    

    Even after Seo Hae-young playfully nudged his shoulder and grabbed his pillow several times, he kept his mouth shut and let out a teasing laugh. The longer Seo Hae-young laughed, the more impatient Hae-won became. He grew even more impatient, afraid his impatience would show, and even more…

    
      

      

    

    “You said you’d tell me if I looked you in the face. I shouldn’t have come…”

    
      

      

    

    So he changed the subject, trying to make it sound like a joke, in a light tone. Seo Hae-young, his smile slowly fading, hugged the pillow. Hae-won inadvertently engaged in a staring contest with Seo Hae-young, who was staring intently enough to make him feel awkward. Five seconds, ten seconds, fifteen seconds. Hae-won sheepishly looked away after fifteen seconds. Seo Hae-young, slowly tracing Hae-won's pink ear, buried his face in the pillow.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won didn't ask about his romantic interests anymore. If Seo Hae-young didn't answer within three questions, it meant he didn't want to, and Hae-won didn't have the right to ask any further.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, feeling the cold wind and slumped on the chilly rug, turned on his phone to check the time. He had about three hours left until his part-time job. He had received a message asking him to come in early, so he had to leave by 7 PM.

    
      

      

    

    For someone who had invited him over, Seo Hae-young was just tapping away on his phone, showing the typical behavior of someone who had just started dating. If you were going to be like this, why did you ask me to come, you crazy bastard? He wanted to curse, but he didn't have the right.

    
      

      

    

    “Hey, Yoon Hae-won! Come here.”

    
      

      

    

    Just as he was sinking into deep gloom, Tae-gyeom, who was sitting on the three-seater sofa, called his name without taking his eyes off the monitor. He must have started a game while Hae-won was bickering with Seo Hae-young. The distracting beeping of the background music filled the air. Hae-won ignored him and turned away, but a pleading voice followed.

    
      

      

    

    “Ah, Hae-won! Please, quickly. Help me beat this!”

    
      

      

    

    Whining. He didn't want to hear it. Just as he was about to cover his ears, Seo Hae-young got out of bed. He held up his vibrating phone and gestured with his eyes.

    
      

      

    

    “You’re good at it. Help him.”

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won was more concerned about the incessantly ringing phone than Seo Hae-young's words. He sat up and rested his chin on the soft bed.

    
      

      

    

    “Is it a call?”

    
      

      

    

    “Yeah. I’ll go take it.”

    
      

      

    

    “Why go outside to take it?”

    
      

      

    

    Whose call is it that you have to go outside to take it? Hae-won narrowed his eyes, trying to see the screen, but Seo Hae-young slipped out faster. Smiling with his eyes, he held the phone to his ear and walked across the room.

    
      

      

    

    “No. Go on, go help him.”

    
      

      

    

    Even though it was the same design as the white T-shirt Hae-won was wearing, it looked much better on Seo Hae-young, thanks to his broad shoulders. Seo Hae-young strode out of the room and disappeared, closing the door behind him. Hae-won, who had been sitting on the rug, tapping his fingernails and sighing, got up. It was his duty to help if Seo Hae-young asked him to. Tae-gyeom couldn't wait and kept whining.

    
      

      

    

    “Hey, hurry! Come quickly.”

    
      

      

    

    “I’m coming.”

    
      

      

    

    He shuffled towards the sofa, dragging the soles of his slippers on the floor. He walked around the sofa, which was facing away from the door, keeping some distance and perching on the edge. He reached for the controller in Tae-gyeom's hand, but the white controller was thrown onto the table in front of the sofa. Immediately after, a large foot kicked the table closer. Hae-won, who had been following the controller as it flew out of reach, slowly looked up. Tae-gyeom, his brow slightly furrowed, glared at him with a mix of annoyance and cursed.

    
      

      

    

    “Fucking hell… You took your sweet time.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom, resting his elbow on the armrest and propping up his chin, glanced at the closed door and unbuckled his pants. His menacing penis sprang out above the unzipped zipper. It was the same penis that had been inside him for hours yesterday, but Hae-won was overwhelmed with embarrassment. Hae-won alternated between looking at Tae-gyeom's penis, with its bulging veins, and Tae-gyeom's face, before lowering his voice.

    
      

      

    

    “…What are you doing?”

    
      

      

    

    “What do you think? I’m curious about our Hae-won's mouth.”

    
      

      

    

    “Are you crazy…! Hey, you said that was the end of it yesterday…!”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom casually stroked his penis and tilted his head.

    
      

      

    

    “I don’t know? I don’t remember.”

    
      

      

    

    “…Are you out of your mind? This is Seo Hae-young's house, you fucking bastard.”

    
      

      

    

    He wanted to punch that smirking face. He shouldn't have trusted Go Tae-gyeom's words. Growing desperate, Hae-won looked back at the closed door, but before he could react, he was grabbed by the nape of his neck by a rough hand and dragged to the floor in an instant. Just as he was about to grab Tae-gyeom and get up, his head was pushed down. A hot, moist penis was rubbed against his dry, cold cheek. A languid voice fell from above.

    
      

      

    

    “Ah… Hae-won. If I were you, I’d just suck it quickly and get it over with. Before Seo Hae-young comes.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom's thumb forced its way into Hae-won's tightly closed lips. Hae-won twisted his head, avoiding the glans that was tapping against his lower lip, and gritted his teeth.

    
      

      

    

    “Just once, you said. Don’t, I said don’t…!”

    
      

      

    

    “Did I say that? Ah, then I should say I touched your ass. That I fucking groped it.”

    
      

      

    

    The hand gripping the back of his head squeezed and released as if groping. Hae-won's bloodshot eyes glared at Tae-gyeom. Tae-gyeom, taking in the fiercely sharp gaze, chuckled.

    
      

      

    

    “Let’s hurry. Okay? I’ll cum quickly.”

    
      

      

    

    “You son of a bitch. Just die.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom ignored him and pressed his soft lips open. His neat lower teeth were sharpened as if ready to bite off the penis at any moment, but he nonchalantly pushed the glans in.

    
      

      

    

    “Just open your mouth.”

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh…!”

    
      

      

    

    The acrid glans touched the tip of his tongue. Hae-won scrunched up his face and tried to pull his head away, but the hand pressing down on the back of his head pushed him forward with increasing force. His mouth opened involuntarily, and the thickest part entered his mouth. Disgusting. Hae-won gripped the short rug fibers tightly.

    
      

      

    

    “Don’t use your teeth. Just think of it as sucking Seo Hae-young's dick.”

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh, ugh…!”

    
      

      

    

    The penis relentlessly pushed into his mouth. His lips stretched to their limit, and the corners of his mouth were taut. It wouldn't go in any further. Hae-won shifted his kneeling legs, grabbed the sofa with both hands, and pushed himself back.

    
      

      

    

    “It’s not all the way in yet.”

    
      

      

    

    But Tae-gyeom's hand suddenly shoved his head into his crotch. Hae-won gagged as the penis went down his throat. Hae-won's hunched back shook.

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh, cough…!”

    
      

      

    

    “Haa… This is good too, Hae-won…”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom bent down and pressed Hae-won's head down. The penis, forced into the moist place, wriggled. Hae-won's nose rubbed against Tae-gyeom's pubic hair, and his eyes rolled back. Gasping for breath, Hae-won tore at the fabric sofa, pushed wildly, and punched Tae-gyeom's thigh. Despite the fierce resistance, the penis in his throat and the hand pressing down on the back of his head didn't budge.

    
      

      

    

    “Cough, ugh!”

    
      

      

    

    “Let’s hurry. Before that bastard comes.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom grabbed Hae-won's head with both hands and pulled it back. As soon as the glans came out past his front teeth, Hae-won gasped for air and braced himself on Tae-gyeom's knees.

    
      

      

    

    “Hah, haa…! Wait, ugh…!”

    
      

      

    

    And then his head was immediately shoved between Tae-gyeom's legs. His airway was blocked. Tears welled up in Hae-won's eyes as he coughed and clutched at Tae-gyeom's knees.

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom, burying Hae-won's head in his crotch and tilting his head back, let out a low groan. It felt disgustingly good. It was a different kind of pleasure than when he was frantically thrusting into his hole, sending shivers down his spine.

    
      

      

    

    “Haa…, relax your neck. Don’t swallow.”

    
      

      

    

    Leaning back against the backrest, Tae-gyeom looked down and wiped the corners of Hae-won's eyes, whose face was flushed with blood. A chilling smile appeared as he felt the moisture.

    
      

      

    

    “Yoon Hae-won. Are you crying now?”

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh, ugh…”

    
      

      

    

    Tears streamed down from his scrunched-up eyes beneath his distorted face. Tae-gyeom barely suppressed a rising laugh and removed his hand from the back of his head. As if waiting for this moment, Hae-won spat out the penis and coughed.

    
      

      

    

    “Huh, haa…! Cough…!”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom gave Hae-won time to catch his breath as he tapped his cheek with his erect penis. Soon, Hae-won's eyes, filled with tears, flashed with a fierce light, and Tae-gyeom grabbed his chin. He rubbed the glans against his lips, but his tightly closed mouth didn't open easily. Tae-gyeom clicked his tongue and taunted him, tapping his lower lip with the glans.

    
      

      

    

    “Ah… Hae-young is coming. What should I say?”

    
      

      

    

    ‘Hmm? What should I say, Hae-won?’ Tae-gyeom thrust his hips once with a hateful expression. The slippery penis brushed against Hae-won's lips and cheeks, and poked him under the eyes. Curses burst out from between Hae-won's teeth, his eyes filled with tears and glaring daggers.

    
      

      

    

    “…You son of a bitch.”

    
      

      

    

    “I know. Now, hurry.”

    
      

      

    

    Not missing the slight parting of his swollen lips, Tae-gyeom forced the glans in and stroked his head with his large hand. The hesitant manner wasn't bad, but some prodding was needed. Tae-gyeom leaned his arm on the backrest, pursed his lips, and whispered loosely.

    
      

      

    

    “Seo Hae-young is coming…”

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won couldn't see the door. His eyes darted around busily. Should I just suck it and get it over with? What should I do? I shouldn't have listened to him in the first place. Disgusting. It's so big. My lips hurt.

    
      

      

    

    “Fucking hell, Hae-won.”

    
      

      

    

    As soon as the annoyed voice fell on the crown of his head, Hae-won flinched and inadvertently opened his lips and swallowed the large weapon. An unpleasant piece of flesh touched his tongue. He felt nauseous because of the acrid taste.

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh, ugh…”

    
      

      

    

    “Good… You thought well.”

    
      

      

    

    He was still now, but he didn't know when it would stab his throat and move erratically. Hae-won's reasoning was paralyzed, and he came to the wrong conclusion: Let's just get him to cum quickly and end this situation. He grabbed the base and sucked the penis quickly. He had never sucked anyone's dick before, but he wasn't so naive that he didn't know how to do it. Hae-won held his breath and covered the slippery end of the penis with saliva.

    
      

      

    

    “Um, hoo-um…”

    
      

      

    

    He sucked only the tip as much as possible and rubbed the split end of the glans with his tongue. Tae-gyeom looked down at the head moving slightly back and forth and narrowed his eyes. It wasn't a mistake. Yoon Hae-won not only had a talent for putting someone's dick in his hole, but also for sucking it. There were still many shortcomings, but one time was not enough.

    
      

      

    

    “Haa… You’re good.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom covered his parting lips with his palm and hid his excited feelings. He wouldn't be bored for a while.

    
      

      

    

    “Hae-won…ah. Suck harder.”

    
      

      

    

    He closed his eyes, rubbing Hae-won's ear. The feeling of the wet tongue licking every inch of the glans was good, but it wasn't strong enough to induce ejaculation. Hae-won sucked the penis with force, his lips expressing displeasure. The squelching sound of sucking the flesh mixed with the cheerful game background music.

    
      

      

    

    “Um, hoo-um…”

    
      

      

    

    Cum quickly, you fucking bastard. It was almost the end of the call, but Tae-gyeom showed no signs of ejaculating, so he gradually became impatient. Eventually, Hae-won opened his mouth wide, covered his teeth with his lips, and sucked the penis deep into his throat. At the same time, Tae-gyeom's muscular stomach trembled.

    
      

      

    

    “Hoo… You’re so good…”

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh, hoo…! Ugh…”

    
      

      

    

    Quickly, cum quickly… The hand that had moved to Tae-gyeom's thigh trembled. His jaw felt like it was about to fall off, and his taut lips were on the verge of tearing. He spat out the saliva-covered penis and quickly licked it up. He sucked on the glistening glans and shook the base with both hands. Tae-gyeom, seeing what Hae-won was doing, opened his mouth wide and then let out a hollow laugh.

    
      

      

    

    “Wow, you crazy bastard…”

    
      

      

    

    “U, uh…! Hoo…”

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won was just desperate. Because this dick had to ejaculate quickly. He held back his rough breaths and moved his mouth and hands without resting for a moment.

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom breathed roughly, spread his legs a little wider, and gently stroked his thin hair. As he focused on his flushed face and the squelching sound, he soon felt the urge to ejaculate.

    
      

      

    

    “Shit…!”

    
      

      

    

    “Hoo…!”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom grabbed Hae-won's hair and pulled it back, stroking his penis up and down with his hand.

    
      

      

    

    “Ah, Hae.”

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, realizing what he was about to do, twisted his head and tried to escape, but the grabbed hair was pulled back sharply. The pain of his scalp being pulled came over him.

    
      

      

    

    “Ah…!”

    
      

      

    

    “Haa…”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom ejaculated into Hae-won's open mouth. He stroked it a few more times, squeezing out all the remaining semen and smearing it evenly around his mouth. Not only his bright red tongue but also the area around his lips was stained with white semen. Hae-won couldn't bring himself to close his mouth. He wanted to spit out the lukewarm, acrid liquid, but to do so, he had to hold it in again. It was a dilemma. He couldn't do anything and was just rolling his eyes in confusion.

    
      

      

    

    “Ugh…”

    
      

      

    

    “Swallow it. Quickly.”

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom, who had released his hair, personally closed his gaping jaw. Hae-won, looking tearful, shook his head in disgust, but the hand didn't let go.

    
      

      

    

    “Swallow it.” 

  
    

    Tae-gyeom, who had been shaking Hae-won's face with both hands, paused to think, then pinched his straight nose with his fingers and covered his mouth. Hae-won, unable to breathe, shifted on his kneeling knees.

    
      

      

    

    "Hngh, mph!"

    
      

      

    

    "There. Swallow."

    
      

      

    

    Soon, Hae-won's throat moved with a gulp. Tae-gyeom watched Hae-won's expression, which looked like he was about to die of disgust, and clenched his teeth, suppressing the laughter that threatened to erupt. Seo Hae-young, you dumb bastard not using this good thing right next to you. He pinched Hae-won's cheeks, who was gagging, and shook them gently.

    
      

      

    

    "Oh, you're so pretty."

    
      

      

    

    "Keuh... You son of a...!"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won desperately raised his hand and scrubbed his lips raw. The unfamiliar taste lingering in his mouth was sickening. While Tae-gyeom, humming a tune, cleaned up and straightened his clothes, Hae-won slumped onto the rug, retching and struggling to get rid of the bizarre taste. He kept swallowing the saliva pooling in his mouth, when a hand reached out and abruptly pulled him up to sit on the sofa.

    
      

      

    

    "Hey, you shi—!"

    
      

      

    

    Just as he was about to explode in anger, his thigh was firmly pressed down by a large hand.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah. Yoon Hae-won is so bad at this."

    
      

      

    

    The controller, which had been pushed far away, was placed back in his hand. And the sound of slippers scraping against the marble floor followed behind. The sound of fingers tracing the back of the sofa, the scent of someone nudging his shoulder slightly, and sitting next to him. And then, the voice.

    
      

      

    

    "You lost?"

    
      

      

    

    "Yeah. Yoon Hae-won is dead. He's not the same guy he used to be."

    
      

      

    

    On the monitor, the words "Game Over" had been displayed since Tae-gyeom threw the controller. The dazzlingly flashing screen made it unclear whether it was celebrating or mocking his defeat. Hae-won swallowed the pooling saliva and fiddled with the controller on his lap.

    
      

      

    

    Semen smell. Raw, almost... He couldn't lift his head. Afraid that if he opened his mouth, white semen would come gushing out. And his hands. He had touched that bastard's dick with his hands too... Hae-won, secretly wiping his palms on his pants, was startled and looked up as a light touch gently tapped his shoulder. Seo Hae-young was too close. Afraid that his breath would smell, he held it in. Eyes with dark rims and brown irises met his gaze directly. Seo Hae-young was silent for a long time, then asked in a questioning tone.

    
      

      

    

    "Did you cry?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won blinked his wide eyes and quickly averted his gaze.

    
      

      

    

    "Uh, uh... Because I lost."

    
      

      

    

    "...The game? You cry because you lost a game?"

    
      

      

    

    He nodded his lowered head slightly. It was embarrassing, but it was better to say he cried because he lost the game than because Go Tae-gyeom's dick had stabbed his throat. Seo Hae-young looked down at Hae-won with a dumbfounded expression, and Tae-gyeom cleared his throat. Thanks to the bizarre excuse, the atmosphere was completely ruined. Tae-gyeom quickly put his arm around Hae-won's shoulders and playfully tapped his cheek.

    
      

      

    

    "Why are you crying? Stop it! Our Hae-won, stop it!"

    
      

      

    

    "I'll kill you. Get your hands off me..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, raising his elbow, sharply jabbed Tae-gyeom's side, who was subtly touching his earlobe. Tae-gyeom yelped and began to whine, clutching his stomach. Taking this opportunity, Hae-won pounded Tae-gyeom's broad back with emotion-filled fists, then flinched and straightened his back. The ticklish sensation he felt on the back of his neck traveled down his skin and grabbed the collar of his T-shirt, pulling it open.

    
      

      

    

    "Hae-won-ah, what's this?"

    
      

      

    

    Startled, Hae-won covered the back of his neck with his palm and jumped up from his seat. Tae-gyeom, who had been half-lying down from being beaten, sensed the strange atmosphere and cautiously sized up the situation. Seo Hae-young neatly placed his rejected hand on his knee and shook something at Hae-won, who was showing an overreaction.

    
      

      

    

    "Hair."

    
      

      

    

    "Ah..."

    
      

      

    

    It was a short strand of hair that clearly showed it was damaged, even with just one strand. Hae-won scratched the back of his neck, where goosebumps remained, and briefly glared at Tae-gyeom. Tae-gyeom smirked and shrugged. Hae-won swallowed his annoyance, thinking that he wished he could just hit that bastard hard once every time he acted like that.

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young's eyes, detached from the two men's war of nerves, darted quickly from side to side. Tae-gyeom, who was smiling slyly, and Hae-won, who didn't seem to like that smile at all. A strangely humid atmosphere and a familiar... The fingers that had been rhythmically tapping the armrest of the sofa stopped. Seo Hae-young, resting his chin on his hand, raised the corners of his lips and smiled.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won-ah.

    
      

      

    

    "Eat and go. You must be hungry."

    
      

      

    

    
      What have you been up to?
    

    
      

      

      

    

    Hae-won, after having dinner, headed to the convenience store as if fleeing. He arrived thirty minutes early, and the eyes of the part-time worker from the previous shift, which had been as dull as a dead fish, sparkled with life. Hae-won didn't even have time to properly greet him before rushing into the bathroom in the storage room. He lifted the toilet seat and buried his head in it.

    
      

      

    

    "Ugh-!"

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who had no sense of practicality, saying "Eat and go" was the same as saying "Cook for me." Tae-gyeom was no different, and some guys asked if it wasn't annoying, but Hae-won always enjoyed eating with Seo Hae-young. A refrigerator full of fresh vegetables, meat, fish, fruit, and even desserts. To Hae-won, who lived alone and didn't have any money, that refrigerator was like a gold mine. Thanks to Seo Hae-young, who didn't like letting strangers in, the cooking was solely Hae-won's responsibility. He was happy. Feeding Seo Hae-young something, and the delicious food made with fresh ingredients.

    
      

      

    

    "Ugh, keuh..."

    
      

      

    

    But today, he threw it all up.

    
      

      

    

    He grabbed the toilet and scraped out all the food stuck in his throat. But the semen that had stuck to his esophagus and seeped in didn't show its face, even after repeated gagging. He flushed the toilet and rinsed his mouth with tap water. A bitter taste swirled around his tongue.

    
      

      

    

    "Are you okay...?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who was cupping water in his hands and sucking it into his mouth, glanced up at the part-time worker in the mirror, who was fidgeting and touching his fingers anxiously. The part-time worker in the blue vest was pacing back and forth, wondering whether he should pat his back or not.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah... Yes. I'm okay."

    
      

      

    

    "Uh, well..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, drying his wet hands, brushed past the hovering part-time worker and put on the blue vest.

    
      

      

    

    "Go ahead and go. I'll take over."

    
      

      

    

    "Uh..."

    
      

      

    

    The part-time worker hesitated, took off his vest, and bowed. The convenience store, where the hourly wage was meager, was only bearable because of his loyalty to the manager, but he felt like he would have to quit soon. He didn't like the smell of food that didn't disappear even if he turned on the air conditioner all day. Food that made him feel unpleasantly full, even if he ate it. A nauseating smell. Hae-won endured the tedious hours, suppressing the rising nausea.

    
      

      

    

    His shift ended at 9 a.m. If he got home, it would be 9:15.

    
      

      

    

    Finally, after finishing his shift, Hae-won returned home and pressed his tired eyelids, noticing the unfamiliar shoes placed crookedly in the entryway.

    
      

      

    

    "You're here?"

    
      

      

    

    He should have just killed him from the beginning. Kill him, bury him in the nearby mountain, get caught, go to jail. Since it was unclear what he would eat to live anyway, that didn't seem like a bad idea either. Hae-won's expression, filled with regret, twisted. Tae-gyeom was approaching.

    
      

      

    

    As soon as he took off his shoes, he was thrown to the floor. Tae-gyeom, who had taken off his T-shirt, which had absorbed the hot sunlight, in one swift motion, rushed at him like a madman and sucked on his neck. The gel and condoms, which he had bought new, probably expecting to throw them away, were already unwrapped. Hae-won took the opportunity to kick the guy's thigh and fled to the bathroom.

    
      

      

    

    It was the preliminary skirmish that always happened when his father came home drunk, so Tae-gyeom, who was experiencing it for the first time, couldn't catch Hae-won. Hae-won rushed into the bathroom, leaned his back against the door with the broken lock, and gritted his teeth.

    
      

      

    

    "Why did you come, you son of a bitch! I sucked you off earlier! Just go...!"

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom, who had given up on the broken doorknob, pushed the door with his shoulder. But thanks to Hae-won, who was bracing himself under the door that had to be pushed inward, there was no progress. Tae-gyeom slowly squatted in front of the door and spoke in a smooth voice.

    
      

      

    

    "Hey, Hae-won-ah. What do you mean earlier...? It was yesterday, yesterday."

    
      

      

    

    "Ah, so what! You said it would only be once..."

    
      

      

    

    "Once becomes twice, twice becomes three times... That's how it goes, you know."

    
      

      

    

    "You son of a bitch, really..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, burying his forehead in his knees, looked down at the tiles that never seemed to get clean, no matter how much he wiped them. Yellow tiles with chipped corners, looking unsightly. He was really tired. He rubbed his eyes and lowered his head again, and Tae-gyeom continued to speak.

    
      

      

    

    "It's not a bad thing, is it? You liked it too, and I liked it too."

    
      

      

    

    
      At first, he was arrogant.
    

    
      

      

    

    "Hae-won-ah. Yoon Hae-won. Do you think Seo Hae-young will be grateful that you're good at keeping your ass tight? Huh? Do you think he will?"

    
      

      

    

    
      Then, he got angry.
    

    
      

      

    

    "Just open it. Let's have a good talk."

    
      

      

    

    Then, he was flattering. Between the one door with the wood grain sparsely peeled off, there was persuasion and rejection, threats and curses.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won occasionally responded to Tae-gyeom's words, occasionally ignored them, and counted the tiles with intact corners. And after about ten minutes, he realized. He hadn't really noticed it before, but there weren't many intact tiles. As soon as he realized that, the door was kicked open. Hae-won, who had fallen forward, didn't push away Tae-gyeom, who had stormed into the bathroom and was taking off his pants.

    
      

      

    

    He was tired. The day before yesterday, yesterday, and today, all of it. He was just tired.

    
      

      

      

    

    "Haa, hngh! Hngh..."

    
      

      

    

    "Ah, shit... You were so hot yesterday..."

    
      

      

    

    In a small and shabby house, in an even smaller bathroom, under a very small window, Hae-won hugged someone else's neck and panted. Tae-gyeom, who had Hae-won's long right leg over his arm, raised his penis and pressed it against him. Because Hae-won kept hitting the back of his head against the hard tiles, Tae-gyeom wrapped his hand around his head and pressed the small head down on his shoulder, pushing his waist against the damp hole. It hurts. Hae-won only felt pain from the penis that was forcibly opening his swollen entrance.

    
      

      

    

    "Hngh...!"

    
      

      

    

    "Hey... Quit the convenience store. I'll give you money. Huh...?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won buried his lips in his damp shoulder and ignored the pathetic words. Tae-gyeom, also excited by the heat, cursed and pushed his lower body in. Hae-won, swallowing a scream that he almost let out, punched Tae-gyeom's back with his fist.

    
      

      

    

    "It hurts... It hurts, so be gentle..., ah!"

    
      

      

    

    "You were dying of pleasure yesterday... Don't pretend it hurts..."

    
      

      

    

    "You son of a bitch, it really hurts! I said it hurts, you son of a bitch..."

    
      

      

    

    Ha. Tae-gyeom, letting out a laugh filled with unpleasantness, pulled out the penis that had been inserted in one swift motion. Hngh...! No sooner had he let out a groan mixed with pain than his arm was grabbed and his body turned around. Hae-won, who had lost his balance and was staggering, awkwardly grabbed the old sink.

    
      

      

    

    "Now...!"

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom kicked his right foot. His foot slipped on the wet tiles, and just before he fell, Tae-gyeom hugged his waist and pressed his back. Hae-won, who had fallen against the sink and raised his head, looked at Tae-gyeom reflected in the mirror with confused eyes. Hae-won, who had completely exposed his back to Tae-gyeom, who was making an expression as if he was about to beat someone up, suddenly felt afraid.

    
      

      

    

    Water droplets dripped from Tae-gyeom's wet hair, tapping his spine. If he exposed his back defenselessly, he didn't know when he would grab the back of his neck. And Go Tae-gyeom was an enemy. Tae-gyeom, who wasn't awkward when they were alone, but wasn't that comfortable either, suddenly felt frighteningly close. The moment when his lips, which had been wearing a sneer, twisted and parted, seemed to happen very slowly. Finally, a rough voice, scratching his throat, fell.

    
      

      

    

    "Hold on tight, you bastard. Let's see if you really don't like it."

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom grabbed Hae-won's hands, which were awkwardly holding on, and made him grip the sides of the sink tightly. He took a stance where, if he let go of his hands while pressing down on his back, his face would be smashed against the faucet. Hae-won shook his head, not knowing what was about to happen.

    
      

      

    

    "Don't...! Don't, ah...!"

    
      

      

    

    Three fingers, mixed with gel and tap water, were thrust into his hole at once.

    
      

      

    

    "It hurts, it hurts...!"

    
      

      

    

    The hole, dripping with thick gel, easily accepted the three fingers thanks to the penis that had swallowed it just a moment ago. But every time he touched the swollen entrance, a pain that made the hairs on the back of his head stand on end rose.

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom sucked on the back of Hae-won's neck, who was burying his head and supporting his weight, and moved his hands back and forth. Something was mixed and shaken in the narrow and humid place. The squelching sound and the sound of struggling to suppress moans echoed in the small bathroom. Tae-gyeom gradually used his entire arm to push his fingers in as far as his body would allow.

    
      

      

    

    "Ugh, hngh...! Hngh..."

    
      

      

    

    "It hurts? Yoon Hae-won..., does it hurt now?"

    
      

      

    

    It hurt. His lower abdomen went in and out, his arms and legs, which were standing and supporting him, trembled, and his waist twisted involuntarily, all because of the pain.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah, uh-huh... Ah...!" 

  
    

    The slick fluid dripping from his stiff cock, the burning heat around his eyes—it was all because of the pain.



    “No…, it hurts…, fuck, why am I like this?”



    Tae-gyeom, rubbing his lips against Hae-won's smooth shoulder, let out a hot breath. Just sucking on his fingers and probing the writhing inner walls was enough to arouse him. The panting breaths, the bare feet fumbling across the wet tiles trying to escape, the spine gradually arching. Tae-gyeom clenched his teeth, shaking his arm hard without stopping.



    “Hng…! Ah! Ah…, please, stop…!”



    The arm propping against the sink gave way. Hae-won slammed his head against the hard sink and hunched over, enduring the overwhelming pleasure. He couldn't stand it. The fingers that had been pounding into him suddenly pulled out, and a thick piece of flesh immediately rammed in, causing his legs, which had been faltering and unable to find purchase, to collapse.



    “Haa…!”



    Tae-gyeom, grabbing Hae-won's waist with both hands and pulling up his collapsing body, moved his hips with the same speed as he had thrust his fingers in.



    “Fuck, Hae-won-ah….”



    Hae-won's body, impaled on a cock erect to its limit, shook dizzily. His mouth wouldn't close. Drool dripped-drip onto the sink. The thick flesh churning inside him turned his insides out.



    “Ah, ah…! W-wait a minute…!”



    He couldn't stand on his feet any longer. His soles slipped on the cold tiles. His lower abdomen touched the hard sink, and Hae-won barely managed to support himself by gripping the wall next to the small mirror with both hands, struggling to endure Tae-gyeom's relentless thrusts.



    “Hng, ugh…!”



    It hurt. It had to hurt. He hadn't even had any alcohol, there was no way he could enjoy something like this. But… every place that was grazed as the thick cock forced its way in, parting his inner walls and forging a path, emitted a dizzying sensation. When the thick glans pierced a certain spot, his breath caught in his throat. Goosebumps rose on the back of his neck, and his tense calves trembled.



    “Fuck, you said it hurts? Does it really hurt?”



    “Hng, uh…! Yeah…!”



    Hae-won shook his head violently. Droplets of water clinging to the ends of his hair splattered everywhere. He hated it, it hurt. It was fucked up and disgusting. It had to be. With each collision of his ass against Tae-gyeom's groin, Hae-won's hands gradually slipped. If it weren't for the sound of the gel squelching in his hole, it would have sounded more like a beating than sex.



    “Hey…. Hae, won-ah.”



    Tae-gyeom, gripping Hae-won's not-so-slender waist, tightened his hands. The pain of his ribs being crushed followed, and Hae-won's struggles intensified. Tae-gyeom, not letting go of his grip and continuing to thrust his hips, faced the mirror and burst into laughter.



    “Fuck, you’re hard? Huh? You’re hard, you son of a bitch….”



    Startled, Hae-won lowered his head and scanned between his legs. His fully erect cock was streaming with a milky fluid with each thrust of Tae-gyeom's hips. No. That couldn't be. Hae-won stared blankly at his swaying cock and tangled legs, horrified, as he stammered, “Uh…,”. Soon, a cry mixed with sobs erupted.



    “Haa, ha…. Stop it, I said stop…! You bastard!”



    “Ah…. That just makes me want to do it more….”



    Tae-gyeom didn't let up at all, shoving his cock in with a thud. Hae-won, groaning and hitting his cheek against the mirror, squeezed his eyes shut. His erect cock rubbed against the cold sink. His footing gave way.



    “Hng…!”



    White semen burst from the tip of his shapely cock and scattered into the sink. Tae-gyeom, wrapping his arm around Hae-won's shoulders, which were trembling as he arched his back, pulled him back and stroked his sensitive cock with his other hand while continuing to thrust his hips.



    “Haa! Ah! Stop! S-stop it!”



    Tae-gyeom, looking at Hae-won's face clearly reflected in the mirror, breathed roughly. His distorted eyes were wet with pleasure. His perked nipples, his tightly clenched ass, even the trembling skin of his belly.



    Hurts, my ass. He was about to die from pleasure, the crazy bastard.



    Actually, he had wanted to do this since Seo Hae-young's room yesterday. No, the hallway of that house. Those stairs. He wanted to overpower him, threaten him with his weaknesses, pin him down, and fuck him. He wanted to crush Yoon Hae-won in a place where Seo Hae-young might show up at any moment. He thrust his hips shallowly and whispered in his flushed ear.



    “Hae-won-ah…. Do you like Seo Hae-young that much? Do you want that bastard to do this to you?”



    “Ah, ah…. Stop, please…!”



    Hae-won sobbed and dug his nails into Tae-gyeom's hand as he brutally rubbed his cock. It felt like something was going to break. Either the hole that Tae-gyeom was forcing his cock into and stretching wide, or the cock that he was forcibly erecting. One of the two.



    “Seo Hae-young isn’t that nice, you know? Why do you like a guy like that… huh?”



    “Uhh, hng…!”



    His vision blurred. He stood on tiptoe, then pushed against the tiles, and finally rubbed the back of his head against Tae-gyeom's shoulder. With each rough thrust of Tae-gyeom's hips, it felt like his ass was being beaten. When his cock forcibly parted his constricted inner walls and entered, lights flashed in his darkened vision. It was a pleasure that felt like dying.



    “S-stop…. Fuck, Tae-gyeom, Tae-gyeom-ah…. Please….”



    Hae-won grabbed Tae-gyeom's arm that was wrapped around his body and begged. It was agonizing. Both the cock that was forcibly awakening an unknown pleasure, and his own body that, as Tae-gyeom said, was about to die from pleasure. It was all agonizing.



    “Hng, ugh…! Stop! I said stop….”



    Tae-gyeom, shifting his gaze from Hae-won, who was about to burst into tears, to the mirror, widened his eyes.



    “Wow, shit…. Hey. Hae-won, ah…. Look at that. The mirror.”



    Tae-gyeom, stretching his lips into a long grin, stopped moving. Hae-won's upper body was reflected perfectly in the small mirror splattered with semen. Tae-gyeom raised the hand that had been stroking his clean cock and rubbed his flat lower abdomen. He pulled his hips back.



    “Hoo….”



    And then shoved it all the way in again. Hae-won trembled.



    “Agh…!”



    “Here, my cock…, can you see it….”



    His taut belly bulged. An unimaginable joy washed over Tae-gyeom as he groped Hae-won's lower abdomen and slowly thrust his hips. It wasn't his imagination. With each thrust of his cock, a faint outline appeared on his white belly.



    “Wow…. Yoon Hae-won, seriously….”



    “Please, please stop…. You son of a bitch….”



    He didn't want to know what Tae-gyeom was saying, or why he was touching his belly. He just wanted to escape. Hae-won wasn't used to the violent pleasure that this bizarre sex was bringing him. Was this what sex was originally like, or was it because of Go Tae-gyeom? Whatever it was, he wanted it to stop. But Tae-gyeom held his swaying body tightly and continued to thrust his hips.



    “Hng, st-stop…. D-don’t….”



    “Ah…. This feels so good….”



    Tae-gyeom, grabbing Hae-won, who was struggling and about to pass out, thrust his hips up several times, finally getting the reward for his wait. Until Hae-won finally cried and wailed, several times.




    Tae-gyeom, cleaning up the used condoms and torn wrappers, glanced down at Hae-won sprawled on the bathroom floor. Hae-won, breathing shallowly, looked like he was about to drift off to sleep at any moment. The legs he had left dangling while leaning against the wall were glistening with fluid, and his thighs, still trembling with the afterglow of his climax, were quivering. Tae-gyeom chuckled and rummaged through the clothes scattered on the floor like Hae-won. They were soaked and unwearable.



    Should have taken them off before coming in. He shrugged and left the bathroom.



    “I’m borrowing some clothes.”



    There was no response from Hae-won. Tae-gyeom returned to the stuffy room and went to the closet. He grabbed the dangling doorknob that looked like it was about to fall off and opened it, and a creaking sound rang out. His brow furrowed involuntarily.



    “Sloppy bastard….”



    He hadn't realized it before, but Yoon Hae-won was on the skinny side when he was naked. But he usually wore loose clothes, so there should be something that fits. Tae-gyeom rummaged through the neatly folded clothes, found a reasonably large outfit, and held it under his nose, sniffing. He wondered if it would smell bad, but a cozy scent filled his nostrils. A good idea suddenly came to him.



    “Next time….”



    Should I try doing it in the closet? (T/N should I kill this bitch?)



    It smells good, too. Put it on top of the clothes and put his widely spread legs on my shoulders. Ah. I should make him suck me off first before I fuck him. Yoon Hae-won sucks well. Ah. What about the heat? The bathroom is reasonably cool. I’ll be covered in sweat again.



    Tae-gyeom imagined Hae-won's crying face and picked up the phone and wallet he had dropped on the floor. He checked his phone and raised an eyebrow at one of the accumulated contacts. It was Seo Hae-young. He read the boring text message asking him to come over and said goodbye to the silent bathroom.



    “Hey. I’m leaving.”



    The door closed, and he heard the sound of the lock being engaged from the outside. Only then did Hae-won swallow hard and push himself off the floor. He tried to get up by grabbing the sink, but his hands kept slipping. It hurt even more when his butt touched the floor, so he had no choice but to crawl out of the bathroom.



    “Ugh….”



    He didn't even have the strength to wash. Hae-won, collapsing onto the neatly folded blanket, blinked his swollen eyes. The summer night, plagued by a tropical heatwave, was by no means cool. His limbs were limp and heavy, but he felt better than before. The sticky sensation whenever his thighs brushed against each other was unpleasant. He rummaged through the closet, intending to wash up and lie down, when he heard a clanging sound. Hae-won whipped his head up and looked at the front door. It was the sound of a key being inserted.



    “Who, cough….”



    A hoarse, pathetic voice came out. While he cleared his throat, the key fumbled several times. There was one person who couldn't open the front door of this house very well. As soon as that person came to mind, goosebumps rose on his naked back.



    “Hae-won-ah. It won’t open.”



    Hae-won jumped up and threw on his clothes. He didn't even have the presence of mind to put on underwear, just pulled on shorts and a t-shirt.



    “Just a minute! Wait!”



    “It’s hot….”



    It was just as hot inside. He hurriedly opened the small window and turned on the fan to high. Humid, hot air wafted in from outside. The sound of the key being inserted and turned mingled with the sound of his pounding heart. There was still a mountain of things to clean up.



    “Just a second, just a second!”



    First, he pushed the blanket into the corner and hid the t-shirt lying on the floor underneath it. Seo Hae-young always contacted him before coming home, but of all days, he had to show up unannounced today. Haa, haa, he was out of breath. If Seo Hae-young had opened the door at once, he would have shown him his ass, red and swollen. Sweat welled up in his palms.



    He thought he kept the house clean, but suddenly the whole house looked like a pigsty. He needed time to clean the house, but the impatient Seo Hae-young urged him on in a languid tone.



    “Hae-won-ah-.”



    “I’m coming! Just a second….”



    Smell. I hope there’s no smell? In the end, he turned his back on the unsatisfactory house and opened the front door, which he reached in just three steps. As soon as the outside air rushed in, a white bag with a convenience store logo blocked his view.



    “Ice cream.”



    “Oh…. Thanks.”

    
      

      

      

    

  
    

    As he received the bag with both hands, the coldness pierced deep into his palms. Seo Hae-young, who hadn't broken a sweat despite saying it was hot, pushed aside the shoulder blocking the entrance and came inside. Hae-won, with a nervous heart, followed him in, muttering.

    
      

      

    

    "I didn't clean... you should have called."

    
      

      

    

    "I thought you'd be tired."

    
      

      

    

    If he thought Hae-won would be tired, shouldn't he have just not come? He couldn't understand that way of thinking, but it wasn't that he wasn't happy to see Seo Hae-young, who brought a pleasant fragrance with him. He just hoped he wouldn't notice what had happened that morning.

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, familiar with the place, took off his shoes and sat in the living room, enjoying the fan's breeze. As his fine hair fluttered in the wind, a gentle breeze also stirred in Hae-won's heart. Seo Hae-young opened his mouth without taking his eyes off the yellowed wallpaper.

    
      

      

    

    "Eat that."

    
      

      

    

    "This?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won looked down at the bag in his hand and peered inside. It felt heavy for some reason; it was full of ice cream. But...

    
      

      

    

    "I don't like this..."

    
      

      

    

    It was all red bean flavor. There were a dozen or so long, dark red bean ice cream bars piled up, but he didn't feel like eating them. Reluctantly, he picked up just one and put the rest in the freezer. They would probably sit there for months as they were.

    
      

      

    

    "Come here."

    
      

      

    

    He called him over again like a dog. Hae-won unwrapped the ice cream and leaned against Seo Hae-young, letting out a groan. He had been so flustered that he forgot his body wasn't in good condition. His butt was throbbing. He pulled the blanket he had pushed aside earlier, folded it, and sat on top of it.

    
      

      

    

    "You came here instead of going on a date."

    
      

      

    

    He mumbled, licking the ice cream he had unwrapped, as if it were nothing. Wasn't this supposed to be the best time for them? He didn't know why he was here, just sitting in the breeze of the fan. Glancing sideways, it didn't look like he had come from a date. He was wearing comfortable gray sweatpants and a white t-shirt, as if he had been lazing around at home and then came over. Seo Hae-young was flushed, probably because of the heat. Pretty. He always was, but especially so today.

    
      

      

    

    He barely ate the ice cream, just licking the surface, and stole glances at Seo Hae-young. His eyes drifted down to the collarbone that was briefly revealed whenever he grabbed his t-shirt and flapped it, then he lowered his head. He was trash. What was he secretly looking at? Just then, Seo Hae-young's voice broke through his thoughts.

    
      

      

    

    "So, you want me to leave?"

    
      

      

    

    Before he knew it, Seo Hae-young's indifferent gaze was on Hae-won. Hae-won, who had been holding the ice cream in his mouth, awkwardly shook his head.

    
      

      

    

    "No. You don't have to leave."

    
      

      

    

    I'm happy if you stay, he swallowed the useless words. Seo Hae-young, who had a smile on his face instead of a blank expression, came closer and sat cross-legged right in front of him. Hae-won leaned back, resting the back of his head against the wall. He was too close. While Seo Hae-young stared without taking his eyes off him, Hae-won's eyeballs rolled around, unable to find a place to settle.

    
      

      

    

    He felt burdened by the gaze that pierced his face. If his cheeks turned red, Seo Hae-young might be horrified and punch him. Ah. Did he smell? He wanted to check, but it was difficult because Seo Hae-young was staring intently.

    
      

      

    

    "...Why?"

    
      

      

    

    He asked cautiously, watching Seo Hae-young's expression. Seo Hae-young came even closer, about a hand's breadth away. And then.

    
      

      

    

    "Is it not good?"

    
      

      

    

    "This? It's just red bean flavor."

    
      

      

    

    He turned the ice cream he had been melting and eating little by little. The rock-hard ice cream wasn't melting quickly despite the hot weather and was maintaining its shape. He could probably ask why he had bothered to buy a whole bag of something he didn't really like. He smiled lightly and looked up.

    
      

      

    

    "Why this..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won's gaze slowly fell to the hand that was wrapped around his own. It was lukewarm. Neither hot nor cold warmth. The size of a palm that would make it difficult to come to his senses if he were slapped with it.

    
      

      

    

    Why was he holding his hand? His mind was a jumbled mess. His tongue was tied, and he couldn't remember what he had been about to say.

    
      

      

    

    "Eat."

    
      

      

    

    "Huh...?"

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young pulled his hand and held the ice cream in front of his mouth. The fan, turned on to high, whirred loudly. Seo Hae-young smiled, his eyes, with their faint double eyelids, crinkling.

    
      

      

    

    "Say 'ah'."

    
      

      

    

    
      Say 'ah'.
    

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom's voice intruded into his mind, clouding it. Unlike when he had been firmly closed and unwilling to open, his lips opened without resistance. The ice cream brushed against his front teeth and pressed down on his tongue as it entered. Seo Hae-young fixed his gaze on his parted lips and slowly pulled the ice cream out and then pushed it back in.

    
      

      

    

    The bluntly melted end of the ice cream reached just in front of his uvula. He held back a gag and watched Seo Hae-young's expression, but he was serious. As if observing something. The strange act was repeated several times, and the melting, purplish-black ice cream wet his lips.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won was confused even as he opened his mouth. Every time Seo Hae-young pushed the long ice cream in and out, something came to mind. Something much hotter, more disgusting, and larger. Did he know?

    
      

      

    

    "What are you doing..."

    
      

      

    

    The pronunciation was similar to "Whah ah you dohing." He tried to act calm, but cold sweat was running down his back. Before he knew it, he bit down hard on the wooden stick that had been revealed as the ice cream melted, blocking its entry. He forced a smile, and Seo Hae-young, who had been watching silently, let go of his hand. Hae-won took out the ice cream, which was less than half gone, and wiped the sticky sweetness from his lips with the back of his hand.

    
      

      

    

    "...Disgusting. I have to wash."

    
      

      

    

    He couldn't bring himself to meet his eyes. Making an excuse, he got up from his seat, and a throbbing pain followed. He put strength in his waist to avoid stumbling and quickly went into the bathroom.

    
      

      

    

    As soon as he threw the remaining ice cream in the trash can, he gasped. He unraveled toilet paper and hid the used condom that was sitting alone in the trash can. He quickly brushed his teeth, rinsed his hands, and turned around, but a bigger problem remained.

    
      

      

    

    "Son of a bitch..."

    
      

      

    

    Tae-gyeom's damp clothes were lying on the tile. Hae-won, touching his forehead, hurriedly picked up the pants and shirt, rolled them up, and held them in his arms. He couldn't help it if his t-shirt got wet from touching the clothes. He cautiously peeked his head out of the bathroom to see what Seo Hae-young was doing, but he was facing away, so he could only see his broad back.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won closed his eyes tightly and quickly crossed the room to the veranda. In the blink of an eye, he opened the creaking sliding door, threw the clothes into the washing machine, and closed the lid. He let out a sigh of relief as he destroyed one piece of evidence. Hae-won came out of the veranda with an awkward gait and was about to close the door when he met Seo Hae-young's eyes. Seo Hae-young was smiling brightly and shaking something in his hand so that it could be seen clearly.

    
      

      

    

    "You used it?"

    
      

      

    

    It was an opened condom box. A chill ran down his spine. Hae-won couldn't close the door and immediately ran over and reached for the box. Only after snatching the box from Seo Hae-young and hiding it in his hand did he realize that he was breathing heavily. And that his kneeling knee was touching Seo Hae-young's shin, who was sitting cross-legged.

    
      

      

    

    "Why, why is this here..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, quickly backing away, muttered awkwardly and threw the condom box into the low drawer, then rummaged through it unnecessarily to stall for time. They didn't need to make excuses for each other, but his conscience pricked him. He had used a condom with another guy while having feelings for Seo Hae-young. A sense of self-loathing welled up. He was ashamed.

    
      

      

    

    He didn't know why the cicadas, which had been tormenting him so much that he couldn't sleep until recently, were so quiet today. A gentle question seeped into the quiet room where only the sound of the fan was heard.

    
      

      

    

    "Was it good?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, startled, turned and leaned against the wall. He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders.

    
      

      

    

    "Someone must have left it."

    
      

      

    

    There were about four or five guys who had keys to this house. One of them, Go Tae-gyeom, had left it, so it wasn't a lie. He cautiously watched Seo Hae-young's expression. Then, Seo Hae-young tilted his head and seemed to be thinking for a moment.

    
      

      

    

    "Who came over?"

    
      

      

    

    This was another difficult question to answer. He could have told the truth that it was Go Tae-gyeom, but Seo Hae-young knew that he hadn't visited often even when they were close high school students. Hae-won quickly went through the guys who had keys and lied.

    
      

      

    

    "...Joo Hyun-woo."

    
      

      

    

    "Joo Hyun-woo? He's back in Korea?"

    
      

      

    

    Seeing Seo Hae-young raise his eyebrows slightly, he quickly nodded.

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo, who had gone abroad to study immediately after graduating from high school, was a guy who frequented this house along with Seo Hae-young. It was a stroke of luck that he suddenly remembered that Hyun-woo had contacted him a few days ago, saying that he had come to Korea and wanted to meet up sometime. He anxiously watched Seo Hae-young's expression. Then, Seo Hae-young, narrowing his eyes, asked blandly.

    
      

      

    

    "Really?"

    
      

      

    

    With that one word, the condom box that had been lying on the floor of the small house was no longer a topic of conversation. Instead, a bolt from the blue was dropped.

    
      

      

    

    "Want to sleep over? I'm sleepy."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won tried not to show his embarrassment as he spread out a blanket on the floor. The blanket he had washed was filled with the scent of the fabric softener that Seo Hae-young had given him as a gift.

    
      

      

    

    "It'll be hot... are you okay?"

    
      

      

    

    "There's a fan."

    
      

      

    

    "Still."

    
      

      

    

    He couldn't understand why he was sleeping in someone else's stuffy house when he had a house where he could turn on the air conditioner all day. As he placed the pillow on one side, Seo Hae-young came over and laid his head down. Hae-won, supporting himself with his hand next to Seo Hae-young's waist, leaned over, moved the fan so that the breeze would reach him well, and returned to his place. It seemed like he hadn't been caught doing what he had done with Go Tae-gyeom. The guy who would have been appalled and beaten him up if he had known was lying down quietly. That was a relief.

    
      

      

    

    ...So, was the ice cream just a joke?

    
      

      

    

    He didn't know.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who had closed his eyes for a while, couldn't fall asleep, but Seo Hae-young, who always fell asleep on time, seemed sleepy and yawned. Hae-won covered his mouth with the back of his hand, hiding his twitching lips. Other guys looked disgusting when they yawned, but Seo Hae-young even made yawning look cute.

    
      

      

    

    He cleared his throat, turned off the light, and lay down a little distance away, resting his arm. He had given Seo Hae-young the pillow, so he had to sleep with his head on the bare floor, but he didn't feel wronged. Hae-won, watching the faint silhouette in the darkness, hesitated and opened his mouth.

    
      

      

    

    "Hey. Hae-young-ah."

    
      

      

    

    "Yeah?"

    
      

      

    

    It was a reply filled with sleepiness. But he was curious and couldn't help but ask.

    
      

      

    

    "That... the person you're dating? Are you meeting them tomorrow...?"

    
      

      

    

    "Ah."

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young, who had been lying on his back facing the ceiling, turned his body. Three hand spans. It was an awkward distance, neither far nor close. Seo Hae-young, lying face to face, quietly muttered, tracing the blanket on the floor with his finger.

    
      

      

    

    "We broke up."

    
      

      

    

    "...What?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won couldn't close his gaping lips. His eyes widened. It felt like the heavy burden that had been pressing down on his chest had disappeared with a single word. A moment of silence passed, and Seo Hae-young muttered again.

    
      

      

    

    "Just kidding."

    
      

      

    

    "Ah..."

    
      

      

    

    Of course. Even though he knew that position would never be his, he was disappointed without any conscience. But his sleepy voice shook his heart again.

    
      

      

    

    "No. We broke up."

    
      

      

    

    And again.

    
      

      

    

    "We're seeing each other again. But we broke up."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won finally realized that Seo Hae-young was joking and let out a deflated laugh.

    
      

      

    

    "What are you saying? Just sleep."

    
      

      

    

    Was he really seeing someone? He was suspicious, but there was no reason for Seo Hae-young to lie on purpose. The faint moonlight that came in from outside the window illuminated Seo Hae-young's lips. Pretty lips that were smiling slightly. Hae-won let out a light sigh and turned his back.

    
      

      

    

    This was nothing short of torture. The reality of having the person he liked next to him, sleeping together on the same blanket, without being able to say a word or make any contact.

    
      

      

    

    He still couldn't fall asleep. Hae-won tossed and turned for an hour before turning towards the direction where he could hear even breaths. He could see Seo Hae-young, who was sleeping soundly, unaware of his feelings. Seo Hae-young always slept like that. As if he were dead, not knowing if someone carried him away. Once he fell asleep, he would barely open his eyes even if you grabbed his shoulders and shook him like crazy.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, after hesitating, gradually narrowed the distance. Three hand spans, two hand spans, one hand span. Before he knew it, Seo Hae-young's high nose bridge, lying straight, was right in front of him. He propped himself up on his elbows and lifted his upper body. He quietly looked down at Seo Hae-young's sleeping face and lowered his head as if possessed.

    
      

      

    

    He hesitated for a moment in front of his plump lips and then gently pressed his lips together. A slender, fragrant breath touched his cheek. He was just pressing them together. Like that day when Go Tae-gyeom had found out his secret. 

  
    

     

    Five years of unrequited love. Hae-won's heart had undergone countless changes during that time of unrewarded longing. At first, he thought it was enough just to be by Seo Hae-young's side, for as long as possible. Then, he wanted to hold his hand, and after that, he wanted to kiss him. After that, he had a wet dream about Seo Hae-young in his dreams, and as more time passed, he masturbated while imagining Seo Hae-young. He wanted to kiss him, touch him, and be touched.

    
      

      

    

    Seo Hae-young's tightly closed lips parted slightly. Warm, soft breaths escaped through the gap. Hae-won, without realizing it, tilted his head further and deeply locked his lips with Seo Hae-young's. He carefully extended his tongue and pushed it into the opening. He traced Seo Hae-young's front teeth and went a little further inside. When his tongue touched the soft, moist flesh, a chilling sensation ran up his forearm.

    
      

      

    

    "Huuuh..."

    
      

      

    

    A dark desire that had been lurking in a corner of his mind awakened.

    
      

      

    

    He wanted to do with Seo Hae-young what he had done with Go Tae-gyeom. What he had done on this floor where Seo Hae-young was lying, unaware of anything. He wanted to take off their clothes, press their sweaty skin together, and mix their bodies mindlessly like beasts. The bathroom would be good too. If he could share the pleasure of being forced to lean over the sink with Seo Hae-young. If Seo Hae-young's large hands held his waist, his red lips brushed against his neck, and they sucked each other's cocks...

    
      

      

    

    Startled, Hae-won raised his upper body, which had been bent over. As soon as he saw Seo Hae-young's lips, glistening with saliva, a dark sense of guilt washed over him.

    
      

      

    

    What the hell am I doing... You dirty bastard. You'd be better off dead, you idiot.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, after rubbing his face roughly, got up without making a sound and went into the bathroom. He quickly took off his clothes and grabbed the showerhead. He turned on the cold water as weakly as possible and poured it over his head. His lower abdomen throbbed. Sighing, he fixed the showerhead in place and grabbed his erect penis.

    
      

      

    

    "Huuuh..."

    
      

      

    

    He shook his hand, thinking of Seo Hae-young, who was sleeping on the other side of the thin plywood door. He leaned his forehead against the cold tile wall and swallowed his moans. At first, he thought of Seo Hae-young's muscular body, then the image of that body being superimposed, and then...

    
      

      

    

    "Heut...!"

    
      

      

    

    The ejaculation was quick. Hae-won silently stared down at the thin semen on his palm and slammed his forehead against the wall. He felt like he was going to cry because of the last image that had instinctively flashed through his mind just before ejaculation.

    
      

      

    

    The image of Seo Hae-young's large cock forcing its way into his hole.

    
      

      

    

    Thud. Thud. He banged his head hard enough to make his skull ring. You dirty bastard.

    
      

      

    

    Overwhelmed with self-loathing, Hae-won distanced himself from Seo Hae-young, leaned against the wall, and closed his eyes. He felt dazed, as if he were on drugs, after ejaculating several times in one day.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who had fallen into a light sleep, furrowed his brow slightly. Even in his sleep, he could feel the hot air of the tropical night.

    
      

      

    

    "Euh..."

    
      

      

    

    It was too hot, and he couldn't open his eyes. His mind, hovering on the border of sleep, floated hazily. It felt like sleep paralysis. He didn't dislike the air that heavily pressed down on his arms and legs. If he waited a little longer, he could fall into a deep sleep. As he relaxed his body without resisting the pressing force, his lower abdomen tickled. The T-shirt that had been slightly exposing his waist slowly rolled up.

    
      

      

    

    He was breathing regularly and falling into a deeper sleep when his waist suddenly twitched. Smack, the sound of lips touching and separating was heard. A moist sensation wandered over his left chest. And his nipple was sucked into a humid place. Again, the sound of sucking. The nipple exposed in the sweltering air slowly rose. And again. A soft sensation briefly sucked on his erect nipple.

    
      

      

    

    "Huuuh..."

    
      

      

    

    It's ticklish. What a vivid dream. His left nipple was constantly being sucked, and on his right nipple, he felt as if someone was tapping it with their finger. Hae-won, who had been lying on his back, twisted his body with a faint moan. When he turned over, the annoying sensation disappeared. The wrinkles on his forehead smoothed out in comfort.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, who woke up late, checked the empty space next to him and rubbed his eyes. He really just slept and left. He smoothed down his tousled hair with his hand as he got up and made the bed. He folded the thin blanket that he had been using as a top sheet and turned his head to the pillow that Seo Hae-young had been using, and his heart sank.

    
      

      

    

    On the pillow, there was leftover gel and a man's belt that was clearly not Hae-won's, neatly placed.

    
      

      

    

    [Tell Joo Hyun-woo to take better care of his things]

    
      

      

    

    And a text message left by Seo Hae-young. 

    
      

    

    
      

    

  
    

    Hae-won didn't receive a reply from Seo Hae-young for two weeks. Seo Hae-young, who would keep messaging until he got a response, and even call if he didn't, was eerily silent this time. As the days went by without his phone ringing, Hae-won grew increasingly anxious. Even Tae-gyeom didn't contact him.

    
      

      

    

    During those agonizing fourteen days, Hae-won quit his convenience store job and found a new part-time gig. He couldn't stand still because of the anxiety. Sitting alone in the convenience store, unable to do anything when there were no customers, felt like it was driving him crazy. He even got a scolding from the manager once for constantly chewing his nails and staring at his silent phone.

    
      

      

    

    Days turned into weeks of staring at Seo Hae-young's number on the screen, agonizing over whether to call. He hesitated until his thumb, marked with teeth marks, showed blood. He wanted to be mindlessly busy instead. Just then, Hyun-jung contacted him. It was Joo Hyun-woo's sister.

    
      

      

    

    "Hae-won-ah!"

    
      

      

    

    "...Yes!"

    
      

      

    

    Leaving his house, passing Seo Hae-young's, and walking for about fifteen more minutes led to an area lined with shops along the street. It was quiet during the day, but the shops opened around sunset, mostly atmospheric pubs and bars.

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-jung ran a pub close to the roadside and often suggested that Hae-won work there whenever he visited. Even Hyun-woo pushed him, but he felt awkward, like he was getting a free ride, and shook his head. Despite his repeated refusals, the smooth-talking Hyun-jung called with a casual greeting and an offer. This time, he couldn't afford to refuse. He was grateful, in fact.

    
      

      

    

    "This is table 3. This is table 8."

    
      

      

    

    Holding white plates neatly filled with snacks in both hands, he crossed the dimly lit space towards the tables.

    
      

      

    

    "Here's your food."

    
      

      

    

    "Ah! Thank you."

    
      

      

    

    It was a couple clearly on a date. He brushed past the happily smiling pair and turned to another table. On a busy Saturday night, he could be as busy as he wanted. Thanks to that, he could forget about Seo Hae-young for a short while.

    
      

      

    

    He took orders, served, and even handled the payments. There were three staff members on the floor, but they were definitely short-handed. Hyun-woo had casually mentioned that the business was doing well, and it really was packed.

    
      

      

    

    During his rotating break, Hae-won went out to the back door of the pub and immediately checked his phone. As expected, there was no contact from Seo Hae-young. After hesitating, he tapped the screen tentatively.

    
      

      

    

    [Hey. I got a new job]

    
      

      

    

    No. That looks weird. He deleted the completed text and wrote a new one.

    
      

      

    

    [I'm working at Hyun-jung noona's place]

    
      

      

    

    Ah. Joo Hyun-woo. Hyun-jung liked Seo Hae-young well enough, and if they contacted each other, his lie might be exposed. That would be troublesome. Hae-won sighed in frustration. He shouldn't have mentioned Joo Hyun-woo that day. He deleted the text again and, with a determined look, typed and sent a message in one go.

    
      

      

    

    [Wanna hang out tomorrow]

    
      

      

    

    Ah. That sounds too demanding. Feeling uneasy about sending it, he fidgeted, but soon the message was marked as read. And in less than ten seconds, a reply came.

    
      

      

    

    [Okay]

    
      

      

    

    "Wow..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won clutched his phone tightly in both hands and cheered silently. He was alive. A bright smile appeared on his face, which had been full of worry.

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-jung's pub started at 6 PM and ended at 2 AM. On the condition that he worked full-time and took care of the final cleaning, Hyun-jung paid him a fairly high hourly wage. She gave him several white shirts and black suit pants as a uniform, but he couldn't refuse. Hyun-jung had always felt sorry for his situation and even came to his father's funeral, so Hae-won didn't refuse and thanked her.

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-jung was a free-spirited boss who only showed her face briefly, but her fiery personality hadn't gone anywhere.

    
      

      

    

    "Oh, our Hae-won! I finally get to have you work here."

    
      

      

    

    "I survived thanks to you, noona."

    
      

      

    

    The pub after closing, a drinking party unfolded at the table with the best view. In the early hours of the morning, after all the staff had left, Hae-won, who was immediately hugged by Joo Hyun-woo, who shouted as soon as he entered the pub, and then trapped in an embrace from behind by Joo Hyun-jung, burst into laughter for the first time in a while. Dragged along and forced to down a shot, Hae-won, whose cheeks were already red, grinned. He was happy for the first time in a long time.

    
      

      

    

    "Is work hard? You look completely haggard?"

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo, resting his chin on his hand, scanned Hae-won, who was neatly dressed. Thanks to Hyun-jung, who had picked out pretty good clothes, his already handsome face shone. Saying he looked haggard was just something he threw out there.

    
      

      

    

    "No, it's good. Busy."

    
      

      

    

    Even his pleasant voice was the same. Even after a year, the atmosphere was still comfortable.

    
      

      

    

    As the three of them exchanged stories about their recent lives and laughed, Hyun-jung checked her phone and exclaimed in annoyance.

    
      

      

    

    "I have to go. Your brother-in-law is nagging me so much. Ugh..."

    
      

      

    

    "Tell him business isn't over yet, noona."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, picking up a roughly cut apple, expressed his regret at her leaving, and Hyun-jung drooped her eyebrows. "Cute guy," she said, pinching his plump cheeks to her heart's content before grabbing her bag and getting up.

    
      

      

    

    "I wish I could. You two drink more and then go. Clean up well, lock up tight. Okay?"

    
      

      

    

    "Should I take you? Do you need to call a driver?"

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo, putting down his beer glass, shook his hands and picked up his phone, but Hyun-jung shook her head with a look of disgust.

    
      

      

    

    "He's already here. I'm off!"

    
      

      

    

    After seeing Hyun-jung off to the door of the pub, the two of them returned and continued their interrupted conversation, sipping the remaining beer. Stories about Hyun-jung and her husband, who were close despite constantly complaining about each other, and trivial tales about the kinds of difficult customers he'd encountered at the convenience store. The conversation, which had been flowing like water, eventually reached an unwelcome topic.

    
      

      

    

    "What about Seo Hae-young? Is he holed up at home again during vacation?"

    
      

      

    

    "Ah..., yeah. He's always just playing around."

    
      

      

    

    He's probably asleep right now. Since he replied to my text at 11, he probably went to sleep right after sending it. What's he thinking? Did he notice my lie? But why did he reply?

    
      

      

    

    "...Hae-won-ah, Yoon Hae-won!"

    
      

      

    

    "Huh?"

    
      

      

    

    Startled out of his thoughts, he looked up and met Hyun-woo's eyes, who smiled faintly. His nicely tanned face bloomed with a gentle smile. Hae-won smiled back, following that smile, and put the remaining apple in his mouth.

    
      

      

    

    Joo Hyun-woo.

    
      

      

    

    If Go Tae-gyeom was close to Seo Hae-young, Joo Hyun-woo was close to Hae-won. It started when Hyun-woo, who had originally just been Tae-gyeom's friend, began to frequent their small, humble home as if it were his own. Every time he came over, he would buy a lot of fruit, which Hae-won had a habit of letting rot in the refrigerator. Not on purpose, but because he missed the right time to eat it. Then, the next time Hyun-woo came over, he would scold him and clean it out. He was fundamentally easygoing and kind.

    
      

      

    

    "I heard you're meeting Go Tae-gyeom often?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won froze with the apple still in his mouth.

    
      

      

    

    "...Me and Go Tae-gyeom?"

    
      

      

    

    "Yeah. I contacted him a few days ago, and he said he was hanging out with you?"

    
      

      

    

    No. Go Tae-gyeom had stopped contacting him along with Seo Hae-young two weeks ago. It wasn't like they were in a relationship where they would contact each other on purpose, and he actually hoped his phone wouldn't ring. He carefully folded the clothes he had washed on a whim and threw them in the trash, and that night, he tied the end of the garbage bag tightly and threw it away.

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won swallowed the apple and smiled awkwardly. Getting angry here and now would just be him taking his anger out on the innocent Hyun-woo.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah, that's right. I forgot because I was drinking..."

    
      

      

    

    "Stop drinking so much and eat properly."

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo tossed a dried snack at him, saying he was getting thinner and thinner. It didn't feel bad even though the peanut hit his forehead and fell, but it was somehow unsettling. A premonition that something was going wrong. He couldn't yet tell what that something was. It must just be his imagination. Hae-won clinked glasses with Hyun-woo, matching his mood, and downed the cold beer.

    
      

      

    

    The simple drinking session ended around 3 AM. Thanks to Hyun-woo, Hae-won quickly finished cleaning up and locked the back door, taking the keys. Hyun-woo, who had been carrying his luggage for him, reached out and grabbed Hae-won's shoulder as he staggered.

    
      

      

    

    He knew it from the start when he was pouring it down even though he couldn't drink. Hyun-woo straightened Hae-won, who was chuckling, and pushed him from behind towards his familiar home. Hyun-woo, supporting Hae-won's back and slowly taking steps, opened his mouth.

    
      

      

    

    "Let's just meet in the morning from now on."

    
      

      

    

    "Why? I like the night."

    
      

      

    

    Since he had been living with his days and nights reversed for a long time, and only woke up late in the afternoon except when he was going to Seo Hae-young's, Hae-won was used to the night. Hyun-woo patted Hae-won's shoulder, who was slurring with light intoxication.

    
      

      

    

    "What else do you do at night besides drink?"

    
      

      

    

    "That's true."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, mumbling with unfocused eyes, kept stumbling as he climbed the steep hill. With no other choice, Hyun-woo put Hae-won's arm around his shoulder and hugged his waist, unconsciously inhaling the cozy scent that wafted over him. It used to have a sweeter scent than this, so time must have passed. A bitter smile hung on Hyun-woo's lips.

    
      

      

    

    Arriving in front of the house, supporting the staggering Hae-won, Hyun-woo found the key in his luggage, put it in the hole, and turned it. The lock only opened when you gave it strength and turned it firmly at once. When he was young, he didn't know that and would just fiddle with it, causing Hae-won to sigh deeply.

    
      

      

    

    Entering the opened door together, Hyun-woo slightly stepped on the back of Hae-won's sneakers to take them off and dragged his body into the room.

    
      

      

    

    "Ah... I'm tired... How am I going to get home?"

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo laid Hae-won, whose eyes were closing as if he would fall asleep soon, on the floor and caught his rough breath. Even though he was skinny, he was still an adult man, and just supporting him had drained his stamina. Hyun-woo stretched out his legs and wiggled his feet, looking around.

    
      

      

    

    It was the same as ever. Yoon Hae-won's space, which he had used as a hideout on days when he didn't want to go home. The reason he frequented it wasn't just because it was comfortable. It was actually uncomfortable, if anything. But there was a reason he couldn't help but come.

    
      

      

    

    Glancing to the side, Hyun-woo reached out when he saw Hae-won, who seemed uncomfortable with his shirt, fiddling with the buttons. Hae-won frowned and tossed and turned.

    
      

      

    

    "Shirt's uncomfortable..."

    
      

      

    

    He had to wear a white shirt with the sleeves neatly rolled up all year round. It was Hyun-jung's business rule. Hyun-jung was proud of filling the kitchen and hall with only tall, handsome guys. She said that she only saw slovenly husbands, so her eyes were opened whenever she came to the pub. Hyun-woo laughed as he remembered Hyun-jung, who had been eyeing him since Hae-won was eighteen, dancing a few days ago, saying she had caught a big fish.

    
      

      

    

    "Noona's a bit like that. Her husband will probably become a saint when he dies."

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo, unbuttoning the buttons one by one, paused when he found a white t-shirt worn under the shirt.

    
      

      

    

    Isn't he hot? Why doesn't he take it off and wear it? Startled by the sudden thought, Hyun-woo shook his head, shaking off the strange words, and finished taking off the shirt. He roughly folded the white shirt and put it aside, then turned his head to see Hae-won, who was struggling with his pants.

    
      

      

    

    "Hey... I, this, belt..."

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won, with his hands hanging down, closed his eyes and chuckled. Hyun-woo licked his dry mouth. His eyes wandered restlessly around the narrow room before returning to Hae-won, who was kicking his legs and acting drunk. He slowly reached out and undid the belt. The pounding of his heart echoed in his ears. The desire he had been sure had died out long ago suddenly knocked on the door.

    
      

      

    

    "...Done?"

    
      

      

    

    Hae-won lifted his waist slightly without answering. His weak hand gestured on the floor. As if telling him to take it off quickly.

    
      

      

    

    "Ha..."

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo, letting out a deep sigh, hesitated before grabbing his waist and pulling down his pants. He wondered if he might be wearing another pair of pants underneath, but a tight-fitting pair of underwear soon appeared. Short black boxer briefs. He carefully took off the pants, following the smooth, straight legs below. When they reached his ankles, Hae-won kicked the crumpled pants away. Only Hyun-woo's hands remained in the air, awkwardly clenching and unclenching.

    
      

      

    

    Freed from his uncomfortable clothes, Hae-won nudged Hyun-woo's knee with his foot, who was acting indecisive. He thought that he must be annoyed because he lived close enough to Seo Hae-young to walk, but he was too lazy, and tapped the floor.

    
      

      

    

    "Just sleep over."

    
      

      

    

    "...Huh?"

    
      

      

    

    Hyun-woo widened his eyes and looked away from his long legs. Hae-won, making a face that said, "What's wrong with this guy?" rolled his dizzy body and stood up unsteadily. He had to brush his teeth before going to bed. It would be a disaster if he got cavities because he was too lazy. He didn't have the money to go to the dentist.

    
      

      

    

    "You always sleep over. The toothbrush is in the drawer. 
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