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I’m still not sure how I got roped into this. One second I’m grabbing a beer after class, the next my girlfriend is smiling sweetly and saying, “Babe, you’d be perfect to help Marcus run lines for his audition.”
Marcus — her best friend since high school. The guy who’s always been a little too smooth, a little too charming, and, from what I’ve heard, very good at getting what he wants. I’ve seen him onstage before — intense, magnetic — but acting opposite him? That’s a different game. Especially when she added, “It’s a romantic lead, but you’re just pretending. You’re comfortable with that, right?”
I told her it was fine. I’m not insecure. It’s just acting. But walking up the dim hallway to his apartment now, I can’t shake the feeling I’m about to step into something I don’t fully understand.
I shift the strap of my duffel bag higher on my shoulder, knocking on the apartment door with a quick rap of my knuckles. This is a mistake. Helping Marcus rehearse for his play — a romantic lead, no less — feels like stepping into a minefield. He’s my girlfriend’s best friend, and while we’ve always been cool, this whole “method acting” thing he’s insisting on feels... weird. But I said I’d do it, and I’m not one to back out.

The door swings open, and there he is — Marcus, leaning casually against the frame, his dark hair falling over his forehead, a smirk playing on his lips. “Ethan, right on time. Come in, bro.” His voice is smooth, almost too smooth, and I can’t shake the feeling he’s sizing me up as I step inside.

The apartment is small but cozy, with posters of old plays and movies plastered on the walls. He gestures to the couch, and I drop my bag, trying to ignore the way his eyes linger on me.

“So, you ready to do this?” he asks, already moving closer, his movements deliberate, like he’s choreographing every step.

“Yeah, sure,” I mutter, clearing my throat. “What’s the scene again?”

Marcus raises an eyebrow, his smirk widening. “The love confession. You know, the one where my character finally tells yours how he feels. It’s pretty intense.” He pauses, stepping closer, his voice dropping to a low murmur. “But if we’re gonna do this right, we need to feel it. Method acting, remember?”

I nod, but my stomach knots, a pulse of something I can’t quite name running through me. “Right. Method acting.”

Before I can second-guess myself, he’s right there in front of me, close enough that I catch the faint scent of his cologne — warm, clean, and a little sharp. His fingers brush my arm, a casual guide to the center of the room, but the touch lingers just long enough to make my skin prickle.

“Let’s start with the blocking. You stand here.” He positions me with a light press to my shoulder, his thumb grazing the side of my neck before he steps in even closer.

“Uh, okay,” I say, trying for casual, but my voice feels tight. “What’s next?”

“Next, I tell you how I feel.” His body is nearly flush with mine now, radiating heat. “And you... react.” His breath ghosts over my ear, low and deliberate. “But you’ve got to let yourself go, Ethan. No holding back.”

I swallow hard. “Got it.”

He draws back just enough to look me in the eye, and for a second, the room feels smaller. “Ready?”

“Yeah,” I manage, though it comes out rough.

He takes a deep breath, chest brushing mine, and starts. “You don’t know what you do to me,” he says, voice roughened with something I can’t place. His hands grip my shoulders, firm and steady. “Every time I see you, I—”

He stops suddenly, squeezing just enough to make me notice. “You’re tense,” he says, smiling like he knows something I don’t. “Relax, bro. It’s just acting.”

I try to shrug him off. “I’m not tense. Just... focused.”

He chuckles, his breath skimming my jaw. “Focused, huh? Good. Let’s try it again.”

This time, he doesn’t hold back. His words spill faster, urgent but controlled, his hands sliding from my shoulders to rest against my chest, warm through the thin fabric of my t-shirt. “You don’t know what you do to me,” he repeats, his voice dropping to a near-whisper. “I can’t stop thinking about you. The way you move, the way you laugh... you’re under my skin, Ethan.”

My breath catches. My body tightens on instinct, like bracing for impact, but it’s not fear—it’s something hotter, more dangerous. Too close. Too real.

Marcus sees it instantly. That smirk curves his lips again. “What’s wrong, Ethan? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I shake my head, trying to clear it. “It’s just... intense, dude. That’s all.”

He steps closer until there’s no space between us, his chest brushing mine. “Intense is good,” he murmurs, his voice low and deliberate. “It means you’re feeling it.”

Before I can respond, his fingertips trail along my jaw, firm enough to guide my face toward his. “Your turn to react. What do you say?”

I freeze. The script is a million miles away. All I can think about is the press of his hand, the way his eyes lock on me like he’s already inside my head.

Marcus leans in until his lips brush my ear, his voice barely audible. “Come on, Ethan. Give me something.”

“I... I don’t know what to say,” I manage, the words ragged.

He chuckles softly, his breath hot against my skin. “That’s honest, at least. But this is a love confession—you’ve got to give me more.”

I draw in a slow breath, my chest rising against his. “I... I don’t feel the same way,” I say finally, the words thick on my tongue, like even my mouth doesn’t believe them.

Marcus pulls back just enough to meet my eyes. His expression is unreadable, but there’s a spark there—like he’s just been handed a challenge. “That’s not in the script.”

“I know,” I mutter. “But it’s what I’d say.”

He studies me for a long moment, his eyes narrowing, reading me like a script he already knows by heart. Then, without warning, he closes the gap, his hands sliding to my waist. “Maybe you just need to be convinced.”

My pulse kicks. “What are you doing?”

“Method acting,” he says simply, his voice low and certain. “You said you don’t feel the same way. Let’s see if I can change your mind.”

Before I can argue, his body is pressed to mine — solid, warm, unyielding. His palms roam upward, fingers spreading over my chest, deliberate in their exploration. “You’re so tense,” he murmurs, his lips grazing the side of my neck. “Relax for me, Ethan. Let go.”

I try to put space between us, but my arms feel heavy, my will tangled with something else entirely. “Dude, this isn’t—”

“Shh.” His mouth brushes my ear. “Just feel it.”

The words seem to bypass my brain, sinking straight into my body. My muscles loosen. My breath stutters. His hands dip lower, fingertips brushing the waistband of my jeans, and a spike of panic flares. “Marcus, I—”

“Trust me,” he whispers, steady as a promise. “Just this once.”

I hesitate, caught in the pull of his confidence, the heat of his touch. Slowly, I nod, breath uneven.

His smirk blooms slow and triumphant. “Good boy.”

His fingers hook into my jeans, tugging me closer until his chest is flush against mine. The sudden heat between us sends a shock through me. I start to speak, but his mouth is already on mine—firm, claiming, no hint of hesitation.

It’s not a question; it’s a demand. My lips part instinctively, and his tongue slides in, tasting, teasing, controlling the pace. My hands, meant to push him away, clutch his shirt instead.

He deepens the kiss, one hand sliding lower until it cups the growing hardness straining my jeans. I gasp into his mouth, my mind scattering, my body betraying me completely.

“See?” he murmurs against my lips, voice thick with satisfaction. “You want this. You just didn’t know it yet.”

I want to deny it, but the words dissolve into a broken moan as his grip tightens. My thoughts are a blur, but one thing cuts through the haze with perfect clarity—there’s no turning back now.

Marcus pulls back just far enough to look at me, his eyes dark and sharp, his breath quick. “Still think you don’t feel the same way?”

I start to answer, but his mouth is back on mine before I get a word out. The kiss is harder this time, hungrier, his hands moving with purpose. One tugs at the waistband of my jeans where he’d already hooked his fingers earlier; the other works the button open, the sound loud in the quiet room.

I tense, but don’t stop him.

“Marcus—”

“Shh.” His voice is low, threaded with command. “You’re already here. Let yourself be here.”

The zipper slides down, and his hand slips inside, warm against the front of my boxers. The jolt of pleasure is immediate, my breath catching hard.

“Marcus,” I groan, my hips pressing forward before I can stop myself.

“That’s more like it.” His lips graze my jaw, his hand stroking slowly, deliberately. I’m already breathing too fast.

Then, without warning, he sinks to his knees, keeping his hands on my hips as he looks up at me. My jeans are shoved low enough to expose me through my boxers, the fabric straining. “Let me show you how much I mean it.”

My pulse hammers. “Marcus, I—”

“Trust me, Ethan. Just this once.”

I hesitate, the voice in my head screaming at me to step back, but my body leans forward instead—a silent yes.

His smirk curves, slow and certain, and he leans in, his lips brushing the outline of my cock through the thin cotton. The heat of his breath makes me
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