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I’m on the couch, half-focused on the PS5 game, but all I can think about is how close Aaron’s bare chest is to mine. Aaron’s right next to me, his bare chest glistening with a light sheen of sweat. The air in the room is thick with the scent of our cologne mingling, and the hum of the console fills the silence between our heated exchanges in the game. We’ve been friends since high school, and hanging out shirtless is nothing new—it’s just how we roll when we’re gaming. But today, something feels different. The room is dim, lit only by the glow of the TV screen, casting a blue hue over everything. The sound of the game fills the air, a mix of explosions and triumphant music as we navigate through the final level.

Aaron’s focused, his brow furrowed slightly as he maneuvers his character. I can’t help but glance at him every now and then. His athletic build is hard to ignore, especially when he shifts in his seat. His skin is warm and golden, and I can see the faint outline of his abs as he leans forward. I try to keep my eyes on the screen, but it’s hard. There’s something about him today—something different.

Our feet keep brushing against each other, and every time they do, my heart skips a beat. It’s accidental, of course, but the contact sends a jolt through me. His thigh is pressed against mine, and I can feel the heat radiating from his body. I’m trying to play it cool, but my palms are starting to sweat. I’m gay, and Aaron’s straight—at least, that’s what I’ve always assumed. But right now, with our bodies so close, I can’t help but wonder if there’s more to it.

The game is intense, and we’re both leaning forward, our arms brushing as we reach for the controllers. I can smell his cologne, something woody and masculine, and it’s making my head spin. Every time our skin touches, I feel a spark, like electricity running through me. I’m trying to focus on the game, but my mind keeps wandering.

“Come on, we’re almost there,” Aaron mutters, his voice low and husky. His leg shifts again, and this time, his knee presses against mine. I bite my lip, trying to ignore the way my heart is pounding in my chest. The game is reaching its climax, and so is my desire.

Finally, we win. The victory screen flashes on the TV, and we both let out a triumphant yell. Aaron turns to me, his eyes bright with excitement, and before I know it, he’s pulling me into a hug. His chest is warm against mine, and I can feel his heartbeat, steady and strong. For a moment, everything freezes. I can feel his breath on my cheek, and then, before I can process what’s happening, his lips brush against mine.

It’s quick, barely a kiss, but it’s enough to send shockwaves through my body. I pull back, my eyes wide, and Aaron’s already apologizing.

“Sorry, man, I don’t know what came over me,” he says, his voice shaky.

I shake my head, my heart racing. “It’s fine,” I manage to say, my voice hoarse. “Don’t worry about it.”

But it’s not fine. It’s far from fine. Because that kiss—that tiny, fleeting moment—has ignited something inside me. I’ve wanted this for so long, and now that it’s happened, I can’t let it go.

Aaron’s still looking at me, his expression a mix of confusion and guilt. I reach out, placing my hand on his shoulder. “Really, it’s okay,” I say, my voice softer this time. “Maybe it’s just the adrenaline from the game.”

He nods, but I can see the tension in his body. He’s not convinced, and neither am I. The air between us is charged, thick with unspoken words. I take a deep breath, my heart racing as I make a decision.

“Aaron,” I start, my voice barely above a whisper. “Do you want to... talk about it?”

He hesitates, his eyes searching mine. For a moment, I think he’s going to say no, but then he nods slowly. “Yeah,” he says. “Maybe we should.”

I don’t know where this is going, but I know I can’t stop now. I lean in closer, our faces inches apart. His breath is warm on my skin, and I can see the uncertainty in his eyes.

“Aaron,” I say again, my voice steady this time. “It’s okay if you want to explore this. I’m here for you.”

He doesn’t say anything, but his gaze softens, and I see something flicker in his eyes. It’s fear, but it’s also curiosity. I take his hand, lacing our fingers together, and give him a small smile.

“Let’s just see where this goes,” I whisper.

He nods, and for a moment, we just sit there, holding hands, the tension between us palpable. Then, slowly, he leans in, his lips brushing against mine again. This time, it’s not a mistake. This time, it’s deliberate.

I close my eyes, letting myself fall into the kiss. His lips are soft, tentative, and I can feel the hesitation in his movements. But I’m not going to rush him. I’m going to let him take the lead, let him discover this at his own pace.

The kiss deepens, and I can feel his body relax against mine. His hand moves to my neck, his fingers tangling in my hair, and I let out a soft sigh. This is everything I’ve ever wanted, and I can’t believe it’s finally happening.

When we pull apart, both of us are breathing heavily. Aaron’s eyes are dark with desire, and I can see the conflict warring within him.

“I—I don’t know what’s happening,” he admits, his voice rough.

I smile, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from his forehead. “It’s okay,” I reassure him. “You don’t have to know. Just feel.”

He nods, and I can see the tension drain from his body. He leans in again, his lips seeking mine, and this time, there’s no hesitation. The kiss is hungry, desperate, and I can feel the heat building between us.

My hands move down his chest, tracing the contours of his muscles. His skin is warm and smooth, and I can’t get enough of him. I pull him closer, our bodies pressing together, and I can feel his heartbeat against mine.

Aaron’s hands are everywhere, exploring my body with a mixture of curiosity and urgency. He’s still figuring this out, still processing what’s happening, but I can feel his desire growing with every touch.

I break the kiss, trailing kisses down his neck, and I can hear his breath hitch as my lips brush against his skin. His hands grip my shoulders, his fingers digging into my flesh, and I can feel his need mirroring my own.

“Andrew,” he murmurs, his voice thick with want. “What are we doing?”

I pull back slightly, meeting his gaze. “Whatever feels right,” I tell him, my voice steady. “Whatever you want.”

He searches my eyes, and I can see the trust there, the willingness to let go. He nods, and then his lips are on mine again, his kisses more confident now.

I push him back gently, until he’s lying on the couch, his head resting on the cushion. I straddle his hips, my hands roaming over his chest, and I can feel his eyes on me, watching my every move. 

“You’re sure about this?” I ask, my voice low, my breath hot against his chest.

He nods, his hands gripping my hips. “Yeah,” he says, his voice hoarse. “I’m sure.”

I lean down, kissing him deeply, and I can feel his body respond to mine. His hands move down my back, pulling me closer, and I can feel the hardness pressing against my thigh. His cock is already thickening, and I smirk against his lips, knowing I’m not the only one losing control.

I break the kiss, trailing kisses down his chest, and I can hear his breath quicken as my lips brush against his skin. His muscles tense beneath my touch, and I can feel his desire building. My hands move lower, unbuttoning his jeans, and I can feel his body stiffen as my fingers brush against his skin. I look up at him, my eyes locking with his, seeking permission. He nods, his eyes dark with want, and I pull his jeans down, revealing his boxers.

His cock is straining against the fabric, and I let out a low, appreciative hum. “Impressive,” I murmur, my fingers tracing the outline of his length.

Aaron lets out a sharp breath, his hands gripping the couch cushions. “Shut up and do something,” he groans, his voice laced with desperation.

I chuckle, leaning down to kiss him again, before pulling his boxers down slowly. His cock springs free, thick and hard, pulsing with need. I take a moment to admire it, running my fingers lightly over the head, watching him squirm.

“Andrew,” he warns, his voice tight.

I grin, leaning down, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. He lets out a sharp gasp, his hands tangling in my hair. I take him in my mouth, slowly, savoring the taste of him. His skin is salty, his pre-cum sweet, and I moan softly, the vibration sending a shiver through him.

My tongue swirls around the head, teasing, tasting, and I can feel his hips bucking against my mouth. His hands grip my head, guiding me, and I can hear his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Andrew,” he groans, his voice thick with desire. “That feels so good.”

I pull back slightly, my lips sliding up his length, before taking him deep again. His cock fills my mouth, and I hum, the vibration sending him over the edge. His hips thrust against my mouth, his body tensing as he cries out my name.

“Andrew, I’m close,” he warns, his voice shaky.

I pull back, my lips brushing against his skin, and I can feel his body trembling. “Come for me,” I whisper, my voice low and dirty. “Let me taste you.”

His eyes meet mine, and I can see the trust there, the willingness to let go. He nods, and then his hips are thrusting against my mouth, his body tense as he cries out my name.

His cum explodes into my mouth, hot and salty, and I swallow it down, savoring the taste of him. His body shudders as he comes, his hands gripping my head, and I can feel his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

I pull back slowly, my lips brushing against his skin, and I can feel his body relaxing beneath mine. His eyes are closed, his chest rising and falling rapidly, and I can see the satisfaction on his face.

I lean up, kissing him deeply, and I can taste myself on his lips. His hands move to my chest, pulling me closer, and I can feel his heartbeat against mine.

“That was—” he starts, his voice shaky.

“Amazing,” I finish for him, smiling against his lips.

He nods, his eyes searching mine. “Yeah,” he says, his voice soft. “It was.”

I shift, moving to lie beside him, our bodies still pressed together. Aaron’s hand finds mine, our fingers lacing together, and I can feel his heartbeat through our touch. I lean in, kissing him softly, and he responds eagerly, his tongue tangling with mine
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