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The morning sun filters through the thin nylon walls of the tent, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. I blink, my head throbbing slightly from the whiskey we’d been passing around last night. The forest outside is alive with the chirping of birds and the rustling of leaves, but inside the tent, it’s uncomfortably silent. My body feels heavy, pressed into the sleeping bag, and it takes a moment for me to realize why. Jake’s leg is draped over mine, his arm slung across my chest, his breath warm against the back of my neck. My heart skips a beat as I register the hardness pressing against my ass.

Jake. My best friend since high school. The guy who’s been dating Sarah for two years. The same guy whose dick is now unmistakably hard against me. I’ve always told myself Jake was just a friend—but there were moments, quiet ones, when I caught myself watching him too long. My brain screams at me to move, to say something, but my body feels frozen, like I’m caught in a dream I can’t wake up from. I shift slightly, testing the waters, and he doesn’t pull away. Instead, his hand shifts, sliding down my side, his fingers brushing the waistband of my boxers. My breath hitches, and I close my eyes, trying to process what’s happening. 

“Jake...” I whisper, my voice rough with sleep and confusion. He doesn’t respond. Instead, his hand tightens on my hip, pulling me closer to him. 

I can feel his chest rising and falling against my back, his heart pounding as fast as mine. The air in the tent feels thick, charged with something I can’t name. His other hand slides down, gripping my thigh, and then—rip—the sound of fabric tearing snaps me out of my daze. My boxers are torn open, the cool morning air hitting my exposed skin like a slap.

“Jake, are you sure about this?” I whisper, heart pounding. He nods against my shoulder, murmuring, “Only if you are. His weight presses me into the sleeping bag, and I can feel his cock, hot and insistent, nudging at my ass. My mind races. Last night, we’d been drinking, laughing, swapping stories about our girlfriends like we always do. But this? This is something else entirely.

“Jake, stop,” I say, but even I can hear the hesitation. It’s not fear—it's disbelief. I don’t want him to stop. Not really.

He doesn’t stop. His hand slides up my back, his fingers digging into my shoulder as he positions himself behind me. I feel his cock, thick and throbbing, pressing against my hole. My breath catches, and I clench my fists, my nails digging into the fabric beneath me.

He pauses, his breath hot on my neck. “You sure you want this?” he asks, voice low. I nod, pushing back against him. “Yeah. Don’t stop.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, and against every rational thought in my head, I relax. Just a little. Enough for him to press forward, the head of his cock teasing my entrance. I bite my lip, my body tensing as he pushes in, slow and relentless. It burns, stretches me in a way I’ve never felt before, and I can’t stop the whimper that escapes my lips.

“Fuck, Jake,” I gasp, my voice breaking.

He pulls back slightly, then thrusts forward again, harder this time. I cry out, my head falling forward as he begins to move, his hips snapping against mine. The tent is filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the wet slap of his cock sliding in and out of me. It’s rough, primal, and I can’t deny how good it feels.

My cock is hard, trapped between us, rubbing against the rough fabric of the sleeping bag. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and I can feel my body responding to his despite my confusion and guilt. Jake’s hand wraps around my waist, pulling me closer with each thrust, his other hand reaching up to grip my shoulder, anchoring me in place.

“You like this, don’t you?” he pants, his voice tight with need.

I don’t answer. I can’t. All I can do is nod, my face pressed into the sleeping bag as he pounds into me, his rhythm relentless. The tent walls seem to close in around us, the sounds of the forest muted by our desperate gasps and moans. No one’s here to hear us, no one to judge us, and the thought only makes me hotter.

Jake’s thrusts speed up, his grip on my hip bruising as he fucks me with abandon. I can feel his sweat dripping onto my back, mixing with mine, and the scent of it—musky and male—fills my nostrils. My mind is a blur, my body on fire, and I know I’m close. So close.

“Jake... I’m—”

He cuts me off with a sharp thrust, his cock hitting a spot inside me that makes my vision blur. “Cum for me, Ryan,” he growls, his voice raw. “Cum on my dick.”

His words push me over the edge. My body convulses, my cock twitching as I cum, hot and messy, between us. My cries are muffled by the sleeping bag, my muscles trembling as I ride out my orgasm. Jake doesn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more frantic, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck... Ryan... I’m gonna—”

He slams into me one last time, his body stiffening as he cums, his hot seed filling me up. I groan, my body still shaking, as he empties himself inside me. The tent is silent for a moment, the only sound our heavy breathing and the distant chirping of birds.

Jake collapses on top of me, his weight heavy but not unwelcome. His heart pounds against my back, his breath hot against my neck. I close my eyes, my mind reeling from what just happened. What the fuck just happened?

After a moment, he rolls off me, and I turn onto my back, my body aching in the best way. Jake sits up, running a hand through his messy hair, his chest heaving. He avoids my gaze, his jaw clenched tight.

“We... we shouldn’t have done that,” he mumbles, his voice thick with guilt.

I don’t respond. What can I say? He’s right. We shouldn’t have. But we did. And now... now I don’t know what comes next.

Jake grabs his boxers, pulling them on quickly, his movements jerky and awkward. I do the same, my hands shaking as I cover myself. The tent feels smaller now, the air thick with tension.

“We should... get breakfast,” he says, his voice strained.

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. We crawl out of the tent, the morning sun blinding after the dimness inside. The forest is alive with sound—birds singing, leaves rustling—but it feels distant, like we’re in our own little bubble.

As we walk toward the campfire, I can’t shake the feeling that something has shifted between us. Something fundamental. I glance at Jake, his profile sharp in the morning light, and wonder if he feels it too.

The campfire is still smoldering from last night, the ashes gray and lifeless. Jake kneels to restart it, his hands moving mechanically as he piles kindling and strikes a match. I watch him, my mind racing. His shoulders are tense, his jaw set, and I can’t help but notice the way his muscles flex under his skin as he works.

“You okay?” I ask, my voice soft.

He looks up, his eyes meeting mine for a fraction of a second before he looks away. “Yeah. Fine.”

The silence stretches between us as the fire catches, flames licking at the logs. I sit down on a nearby log, my legs feeling weak. Jake joins me, sitting a little farther away than usual. I can’t stop thinking about the way he looked at me when he was inside me, his eyes dark and hungry. The way he growled my name as he came. The way he filled me up.

I shake my head, trying to clear the thoughts, but they linger, like a shadow I can’t escape. Jake hands me a cup of coffee, his fingers brushing mine, and I flinch, the contact sending a jolt through me.

He notices, his eyes narrowing, but he doesn’t say anything. We sit in silence, sipping our coffee, the forest around us a blur of green and gold.

The morning wears on, and the tension between us doesn’t ease. We pack up the tent in near silence, our movements awkward and stilted. Jake avoids my gaze, his jaw clenched tight, and I can’t help
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