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I touched the computer mouse nervously.  I looked behind me once again, making sure the apartment was silent.  My roommate definitely wasn't here.  It was time.

I got my headphones and slipped them over my ears.  I couldn't believe the guilt I was already feeling.  There were so many confusing emotions happening inside of me, and I hadn't even clicked play yet.  But I had to do this.  I had to get over this frustration and finally figure out what was going on inside my head.  I started the video and skipped ahead a few minutes.  I didn't want to see any build up.  I just wanted to see some action.

Two men were on the screen in front of me.  The camera zoomed in close as one guy took the other man's impressive dick and stuck it down his throat.  I stared, not necessarily excited, but definitely amazed.  Would I ever be willing to take a man's cock in my mouth?  To give someone a blow job?  I honestly couldn't imagine it.  However, those two men in front of me made it look pretty tempting.  The recipient of the blow job was throwing his head back, mouth stuck in an o-shape as he moaned with pleasure.  I wondered if I could ever made a dude feel like that. 

Between my legs, my own dick was beginning to stiffen from the video in front of me.  I was surprised by how quickly it happened.  There was something undeniably sexy about two men pleasuring one another.  It was something that I wanted to do.  I skipped ahead through the video again.  I wanted to get to the best part.

One of the men was now on his hands and knees on a bed.  He was ready to take it.  His partner gave his fingers a lick before he delved them into the other guy's ready ass.  I reached into my own sweatpants and grabbed my hard dick.  I stroked it, letting myself get lost in the movie.  I was watching it so intensely that I seemed to forget my surroundings.  For all my mind knew, I was sitting right there with them in the room.  I stroked harder at my dick as the two guys finally got to it.  The camera zoomed in on a close-up of a cock penetrating an ass.  The guy on top began fucking the other man, balls slapping against his ass with every thrust.  My breath came in big gulps as I watched, jerking myself furiously.  As the camera moved around to show both of the men's bodies moving together, getting lost in one another, something in my head seemed to click.  I wanted this.  I really wanted someone to fuck me up the ass.  I wanted to have sex with a man.  

Admitting that fact to myself seemed to set me free.  It had been a burden that weighed on my mind for weeks and months.  I wasn't sure when I had started getting those ideas, but they grew bigger and bigger up to this moment.  Now I was free from worrying.  I just needed to accept it.  I liked this.

Just as I was feeling my balls tighten and my dick get even harder, almost completely lost in the lust of that moment, a chilling noise made my body freeze up.  The sound of my door opening.  

The apartment that my best friend James and I rented was pretty old, and the doors all squeaked and creaked with every movement.  I'll never forget the loud screech from the hinges as he opened my door.  My back was facing him, so at least he couldn't see me with my hand down my pants.  But there was no mistaking that he saw what I was watching.  Two guys were on the screen right in front of me, fucking and moaning.  I managed to get my shaking hands to exit out of the website, but it was already too late at that point.  The damage was done.

"Oh, shit," I could hear behind me.  James closed the door and yelled out an apology through it.  I sat there, stiff and mortified.  I had just been caught by my best friend watching gay porn.  My life officially sucked.
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By the time I emerged from my room, James was luckily gone.  I wouldn't have to face him yet.  I knew, like so many other awkward situations we had had in the years of being friends, that we would most likely never speak of what happened again.  But it would still be there, in the shameful glances and heavy in every word we spoke for awhile.  I had just created a huge elephant in the room, and we were going to ignore it until it went away.

I managed to get through a few days without even seeing James, which was actually a relief.  It wasn't unusual to see very little of him.  He was the best kind of roommate in that he was home very little, so he was never there to hog the bathroom or kitchen or make any messes.  With his full schedule of university classes along with an internship and part-time job this semester, I usually only saw him a few times a week.  Of course, this week, the time I saw him happened to intersect with the time I was exploring my budding sexuality.

It was a Saturday night by the time I saw him again.  Four days had passed since the incident, and the bulk of the awkwardness had dissipated, at least.  We went through the usual motions, discussing what we'd been up to, complaining about school, making a few plans.  And then we sat on the couch in front of the TV.  I had thought that I had gotten away with it, and that I was really going to be able to live my life without worrying about anything involving my sexuality again.  I was coming to terms with it on my own.  I didn't want to involve my best friend and complicate things again.

Of course, I had no such luck.  James had been my best friend since childhood.  He was concerned about everything that happened in my life.  While I was the type who ignored problems, who stayed silent most of the time and just grinned and bared it, James couldn't just let things go by like that.  He turned to me on the couch after muting the TV.  My heart almost stopped.  I knew exactly what was about to happen.

"Look," he began.  I cringed.  "I never got a chance to apologize about what happened a few days ago.  I'm really sorry."

"It's fine.  Forget about it," I said.  I could feel my cheeks burning as blood rushed to my face.  How humiliating.  I prayed that he would just let it go, but there was no way.

"Do you wanna talk about it?" he asked.

"Nope!" I said.  I was unable to make eye contact with him at this point.  

"Are you gay?" he asked me.  My head swiveled to him in shock.  I hadn't expected him to be so blunt.  But that was James.

"No!" I said firmly.  I wasn't gay.  At least I didn't think I was.  I just liked to fantasize about sex with guys sometimes.  

"Then why were you watching that?" he asked.  

I groaned.  Why couldn't he let this go?  "I don't know.  It just happened.  I was just curious," I said.

"So you like guys?" he ask, raising an eyebrow.  "But you're not gay?  Is that it?"

I sighed, growing frustrated with the conversation.  "It's complicated.  I don't know."

"I think I understand it," he said.  

I looked at him, and he looked back at me with a serious expression.  His dark brows were furrowed together over his clear blue eyes.  In fact, I realized now that he was pretty good looking.  Despite all the time he spent on other activities for school and work, James still managed to make the time to go to the gym.  He was well-built, strong and lean and athletic, just like the guys that I had been fantasizing about earlier that week.  He had a long, sculpted jawline, the kind that women went crazy for.  Maybe the kind that I went crazy for too, I thought.  He was really good looking.  My eyes scanned his plump lips that looked like they knew exactly what to do.

As soon as I realized the thoughts I was having, I wrenched my head to this side.  I was checking out my best friend!

"Um," I said.  "What exactly do you understand?"

He was quiet for a long time, which made me turn towards him.  His eyes were piercing into me, almost making me flinch away again.  I would have done so if my jaw hadn't been held in place suddenly.  “Maybe you need some help figuring it out?” he commented.  I vaguely realized that James's hand was holding my chin in place.  He was coming closer to him, his eyes closing as his face approached mine.  By instinct, my eyes closed, too.  And then I felt those lips against mine.  From that moment on, I knew I could never turn back from this.  Although, I didn't think that I ever wanted to.

My lips melted into his, like we were meant to be doing this, like we had been doing it all our lives.  We kissed one another slowly, testing what the other liked and was comfortable with.  It was a friendly kiss somehow, and both of us wanted to take control and make the other feel good.  Eventually, I let James dominate the kiss.  

He leaned me back after awhile, pushing me down onto the couch and crawling over me.  Our lips never broke apart for much time throughout the whole thing.  A moan escaped through my throat at one point as James's body slid against mine.  His tongue took that opportunity to enter the cavern of my mouth.  Our tongues slide together, desperate for a taste of the other person.  My mind was already feeling light, filled with only the sensations and the lust as my thoughts drained away.  I was loving every second of having James's mouth on mine.

Our hands soon joined in, stroking and grabbing at whatever we could through the layers of clothes we had on.  I got my hands under the sweater he was wearing, and for the first time I got to stroke the curves and dips of his ab muscles.  I couldn't believe the hardness there, the carefully honed and sculpted muscle that he had worked so hard to build.  Now I was the one who got to enjoy them.  

Just as my hands were about to go exploring a little lower, James finally broke our lips apart.  It took a few seconds for me to be able to open my eyes again.  My brain had begun to stop functioning.  When I managed to open them, James's eyes were staring right back into me, just a few inches between us.  We both breathed heavily after all of that exertion, sharing the air.  There was an intensity between us that I had never felt before.  I was nervous to break that tension.

James finally broke the spell, chuckling and tucking his head under.  He moved his body away from me, leaving only a cold absence.  “So what do you think?” he asked.  My mind churned, trying to make logical sense of what had just happened.

"Wait," I said, trying to clear away the fog.  "Do you like guys, then?  Are you gay?"  I had never in a million years suspected that possibility.

"No, I'm not.  But maybe for you, I could make an exception."  He gave me a grin.

"That was amazing," I said in a breathy whisper.  His smile told me he agreed.  

We sat there the rest of the night on the couch as though nothing had happened, as though my
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