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I’m lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing with frustration. It’s been weeks since my girlfriend, Sarah, and I have had sex. Weeks. She’s always tired, or stressed, or just not in the mood. I get it—life’s busy. But I’m a guy in my twenties with a libido that doesn’t understand the word “pause.” My dick is practically begging for attention, and I’m starting to feel like a teenager again, sneaking off to the bathroom for a quick release.

I glance at the clock. It’s past midnight, and Sarah’s already asleep, her soft snores filling the room. I sigh, my hand drifting down to my boxers. I’m not proud of it, but I’ve been jerking off more than I’d like to admit. It’s either that or go crazy. I slide my hand inside, my fingers wrapping around my already semi-hard cock. It’s warm, familiar, and exactly what I need right now.

I close my eyes, letting my mind wander as I start to stroke myself. Usually, I think about Sarah—her soft curves, her laugh, the way she moans when I kiss her neck. But tonight, my mind goes somewhere else entirely. Somewhere weird. Somewhere I’m not ready to admit.

I’m thinking about Jake.

Jake from the party last weekend. The guy with the broad shoulders, the easy smile, and the way his jeans hugged his ass just right. I remember catching myself staring at him, feeling a strange heat in my chest. I brushed it off as admiration—he’s just a good-looking guy, no big deal. But now, as my hand moves faster, my mind is painting a picture I can’t ignore.

I’m imagining Jake standing in front of me, his shirt off, his chest lean and muscular. He’s smirking, that same easy smile from the party, but there’s something hungry in his eyes now. I can feel my heart pounding, my breath quickening. This is fucking weird. I’m straight. I’ve always been straight. But right now, my dick doesn’t care about labels. It’s rock hard, throbbing in my hand, and I’m so close to the edge I can taste it.

I’m picturing Jake’s hand on my shoulder, his lips brushing against mine. My skin tingles at the thought, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. This is insane. I’m jerking off to a guy I barely know, and it’s turning me on more than anything I’ve ever fantasized about. My hand is moving faster now, my grip tight, and I’m so close—

“Fuck,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. My body tenses, and I feel my balls tighten as my orgasm hits me like a freight train. My cum shoots out in thick, hot streams, landing on my chest and stomach. I shudder, my breath ragged, as the pleasure washes over me.

When it’s over, I lie there, my heart still racing, my mind reeling. What the hell just happened? I’ve never felt anything like that before. It was intense, overwhelming, and completely fucking confusing.

I look down at my chest, at the sticky mess I’ve made. Normally, I’d clean it up and forget about it. But tonight, something stops me. Curiosity. I’ve heard guys talk about tasting their own cum, but I’ve never tried it. I’ve always thought it was gross. But now, for some reason, I want to know what it’s like.

I hesitate for a moment, my stomach churning slightly. But then I take a deep breath and bring my fingers to the loaf of cum on my chest, scooping it up slowly. I glance at it for just a second before slipping my fingers into my mouth, tasting myself.

It’s salty, bitter, and surprisingly... not terrible. I lick some more, then even more, my tongue tracing the path of my orgasm over my sticky fingers. It’s weirdly satisfying, like discovering a secret part of myself I never knew existed. I clean myself up, my mind buzzing with questions I don’t have answers to.

I roll onto my back, staring at the ceiling again. What the fuck is happening to me? I’m straight. I’ve always been straight. But tonight, something shifted. Something I can’t ignore.
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The next morning, I wake up feeling off. My mind keeps wandering back to last night, to Jake, to the taste of my own cum. I try to shake it off, telling myself it was just a weird moment, nothing more. But the thought lingers, like a itch I can’t scratch.

I’m at work, staring at my computer screen, when my phone buzzes. It’s a text from Sarah, asking if I can pick up dinner on my way home. I type a quick reply, my fingers moving mechanically, but my mind is elsewhere.

I’m thinking about last night. About Jake. About the way my body reacted to the thought of him. I’ve never felt anything like that before, and it’s both terrifying and exhilarating.

When I get home, Sarah’s already there, cooking in the kitchen. She kisses me hello, her lips brushing against mine, but it feels distant, like we’re going through the motions. We eat dinner in silence, the tension between us palpable.

Afterward, I retreat to the living room, my phone in hand. I’m scrolling mindlessly through social media when something catches my eye. An ad for Grindr, the gay dating app. I’ve seen it before, but tonight, it feels like a sign.

My heart races as I download the app, my fingers trembling slightly. What am I doing? I’m straight. I’m in a relationship. But the curiosity is eating me alive. I need to know.

I create a profile, keeping it anonymous. Just a username, no face pic. I don’t know what I’m looking for, but I know I need to explore this.

The app is overwhelming at first, a flood of profiles and messages. But then I see him. A guy named Alex, just a few miles away. His profile is simple: “Looking for fun. No strings.”

My heart pounds as I send him a message. “Hey.”

The response is almost instant. “Hey. What are you looking for?”

I hesitate, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. What am I looking for? I don’t know. But I type the first thing that comes to mind. “Something new.”

We exchange a few more messages, and before I know it, we’re arranging to meet. He gives me an address, a nondescript apartment building not far from where I live.

I’m nervous as I drive there, my hands gripping the steering wheel. What the hell am I doing? I’m straight. I’m in a relationship. But the thought of meeting Alex, of exploring this side of myself, is too tempting to resist.

When I arrive, I take a deep breath before getting out of the car. The building is quiet, the hallway dimly lit. I knock on the door, my heart pounding in my chest.

The door opens, and there he is. Alex. He’s taller than I expected, with dark hair and a smile that sends a shiver down my spine. “Hey,” he says, his voice low and inviting.

“Hey,” I reply, my voice cracking slightly.

He steps aside, gesturing for me to come in. The apartment is small, but clean, with a faint scent of cologne in the air. I follow him inside, my eyes scanning the room nervously.

“So, what are you into?” Alex asks, leaning against the wall. His eyes are intense, his gaze locking onto mine.

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I’m... not sure,” I admit. “This is my first time.”

He raises an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips. “Your first time? With a guy?”

I nod, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. “Yeah. I’m... curious.”

Alex pushes off the wall, closing the distance between us. “Well, I’m glad you chose me to show you the ropes,” he says, his voice husky.

Before I can respond, he’s leaning in, his lips brushing against mine. It’s soft, tentative, but it sends a jolt of electricity through my body. I close my eyes, letting myself feel the moment.

His hands move to my waist, pulling me closer. I can feel his hardness pressing against mine, and my breath hitches. This is really happening.

Alex breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck. “You’re so tense,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin. “Relax. Let me take care of you.”

I nod, my body trembling slightly. I’m not sure what to expect, but I trust him. I want this.

He steps back, his eyes roaming over my body. “Take off your shirt,” he commands, his voice firm but gentle.

I obey, my fingers fumbling with the buttons. When it’s off, I stand there, feeling exposed but strangely aroused.

Alex’s eyes darken as he takes in my chest, his gaze lingering on my nipples. “You’re beautiful,” he says, his voice soft.
’
I blush, unsure how to respond. He steps closer, his hands moving to my shoulders, then down my arms, his touch sending shivers through me.
“Turn around,” he whispers, his breath hot against my ear.

I do as he says, my heart pounding. I can feel his eyes on me, his gaze tracing the lines of my body.

His hands move to my waist, then lower, his fingers brushing against the waistband of my jeans. “You’re hard,” he observes, his voice laced with satisfaction.

I bite my lip, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. “Yeah,” I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

Alex steps closer, his body pressing against mine. I can feel his hardness against my ass, and my breath hitches. This is so fucking hot.

His hands move to my belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. My jeans slide down my legs, pooling at my feet. I’m standing there in just my boxers, my cock straining against the fabric.

Alex’s fingers hook into the waistband, pulling them down slowly. My cock springs free, throbbing in the cool air.

He lets out a low whistle. “Impressive,” he says
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