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The room spins as I crack open my eyes, the morning light slicing through the blinds like a blade, sharp and unforgiving. My head throbs, a relentless drumbeat that echoes the chaos of last night’s drinking. I groan, my mouth drier than the desert, and roll onto my side. That’s when I freeze.

There he is. Liam. My best friend. Shirtless. His hand is already under the blanket, already on my thigh. My heart skips a beat, not from excitement, but from sheer confusion. What the hell is going on?

His fingers drag up my thigh, slow and deliberate, sending a jolt of something—something I can’t quite name—through my body. 

I should push him away. I should say something. But my body betrays me first. A low, involuntary moan escapes my lips, and I let him keep going. It’s just the booze, I tell myself. It doesn’t mean anything.

But when his mouth replaces his hand, when his lips press against my skin, warm and wet, I can’t pretend anymore. My hands clench the sheets, and I find myself grabbing the back of his head instead of pushing him away. His tongue traces a path up my thigh, and I’m lost.

“Fuck,” I mutter, my voice rough and unsteady. “Your mouth’s hotter than my girlfriend’s.”

The words are out before I can stop them, and I cringe inwardly. But Liam doesn’t seem to care. He just hums against my skin, the vibration sending shivers down my spine. His lips move higher, his breath hot against my hardening cock.

I’m frozen, torn between panic and desire. This isn’t me. This isn’t us. But when he takes me into his mouth, slow and deliberate, all rational thought evaporates. His lips are soft, his tongue skilled, and I’m drowning in sensation.

“Fuck, Liam,” I groan, my hands tangling in his hair. “What the hell are you doing?”

He doesn’t answer, just moans around me, the sound vibrating deep in my core. His mouth is relentless, his tongue swirling, his lips tight. It’s the best blowjob I’ve ever had, and I hate myself for admitting it.

“You like that, huh?” he murmurs, pulling back just enough to speak, his breath ghosting over my sensitive skin. “You like my mouth on your big dick?”

I don’t answer. I can’t. My brain is short-circuiting, my body taking over. I’m hard, so hard, and he’s making it worse. His mouth is a vice, his tongue a torment, and I’m teetering on the edge.

But then, something snaps. I don’t know if it’s the alcohol still clouding my judgment or the sheer intensity of the moment, but I flip him onto his stomach in one swift motion. He lets out a startled gasp, his body tense beneath me, but I don’t give him time to protest.

I don’t know what I’m doing, but my body seems to. I press against him from behind, my cock throbbing against his ass. He’s tense, his muscles tight, but I don’t care. I need this. I need to feel something, anything, to make sense of the chaos swirling inside me.

“Relax,” I whisper, my lips brushing against his ear, my breath hot against his skin. “Just let me in.”

He hesitates, his breath coming in short gasps. But then, slowly, he nods. I don’t have lube, don’t have condoms, but I don’t care. I push inside him, slow and steady, and he gasps, his body arching. The tightness envelops me, a vice grip of heat and pressure that sends a jolt straight to my core.

“Fuck, Liam,” I groan, my hands gripping his hips, my fingers digging into his skin. “You’re so tight.”

He doesn’t respond, just bites his lip, his body trembling. I give him a moment, let him adjust, but then I can’t hold back anymore. I start to move, slow at first, but quickly building momentum. My hips snap forward, my cock sliding in and out of him, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. The friction is intoxicating, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Harder,” he pants, his voice barely audible, strained and desperate. “Fuck me harder.”

I don’t need to be told twice. I grip his hips tighter, my thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard banging against the wall with each impact, but I don’t care. All I can think about is the way he feels around me, the way he moans my name, the way his body moves in perfect sync with mine.

“You like this, don’t you?” I growl, my breath hot against his neck, my teeth grazing his sweat-dampened skin. “You like my cock in your ass?”

He doesn’t answer, just moans, his body tensing as he teeters on the edge. I’m close too, so close, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing with each thrust. I lean over him, my lips brushing against his shoulder, and whisper, “Cum for me, Liam. Cum on my cock.”

His body shudders, his muscles clenching around me, and he cries out, his release coating us both. I follow moments later, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm, my cum joining his, hot and sticky. The sensation is overwhelming, every nerve ending on fire as I empty myself into him.

We collapse in a heap, our bodies slick with sweat and semen. I pull out, my cock slipping free with a wet sucking sound, and we lie there, panting, our hearts pounding in unison. The air is thick with the scent of sex, and my mind is a blur of confusion and desire.

Liam rolls onto his back, his eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, we just stare at each other. The air is heavy with unspoken questions, with the weight of what just happened. His chest rises and falls rapidly, his skin flushed, his lips parted as he tries to catch his breath.

I reach out, my fingers brushing against his cheek, and he leans into the touch, his eyes closing. I want to kiss him, to taste him, to make sense of what just happened. But instead, I pull back, my hand dropping to my side. The moment stretches, uncomfortable and raw.

“What the hell just happened?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper, hoarse and uncertain.

He opens his eyes, his gaze searching mine, but he doesn’t answer. He can’t. Neither of us can. The silence between us is deafening, filled with questions neither of us knows how to voice.

We lie there, the tension thickening with every passing second. The room feels smaller, the air heavier, and I don’t know what to do. I don’t know what to say.

Finally, I sit up, my body aching, my mind reeling. Liam does the same, his eyes downcast, his expression unreadable. We’re both naked, both confused, both trying to make sense of what just transpired. The evidence of our encounter is smeared across our bodies, a tangible reminder of what we’ve done.

I run a hand through my hair, my thoughts a jumbled mess. “We should... we should probably talk about this.”

He nods, but doesn’t look at me. “Yeah. We should.”

But we don’t. Not then. Not there. We just sit, the silence stretching between us, the questions hanging in the air, unanswered. The weight of the moment is crushing, and I feel like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure if I’m about to fall or fly.

And as I look at him, my best friend, my confusion wars with something else—something I can’t quite name. It’s a mix of guilt, desire, and something deeper, something that makes me wonder if this is the beginning of something new, or the end of everything we’ve ever known.

The room feels colder now, the morning light less inviting. I don’t know what’s next, but one thing is certain: nothing will ever be the same again. The line between us has been crossed, and there’s no going back.

I stand, my legs unsteady, and walk to the bathroom, leaving Liam sitting on the bed. The cold tiles beneath my feet are a stark contrast to the heat of the moment, and I splash water on my face, trying to wash away the confusion. But it’s no use. The image of Liam, his body beneath mine, his moans filling the room, is burned into my mind.

When I return, he’s still there, his back to me, his shoulders hunched. I sit beside him, the bed dipping under my weight.

“Liam,” I start, my voice soft, tentative.

He turns to me, his eyes red-rimmed, his expression a mix of vulnerability and defiance. “I know,” he says, cutting me off. “We don’t have to talk about it now. But... we will. Eventually.”

I nod, because he’s right. We will. But for now, we sit in silence, the weight of our unspoken words pressing down on us. The room feels smaller, the world outside farther away. And in that moment, I realize that whatever happens next, whatever we decide, it’s going to change everything.

The confusion is still there, but so is something else—a spark of something new, something dangerous and exciting. And as I look at Liam, I know that this is just the beginning.
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The room feels heavy, the air thick with unspoken tension. Liam and I are now sitting on the couch, our bodies close but not touching, the silence between us growing louder with each passing second. I shift uncomfortably, my mind racing as I try to make sense of what just happened. The alcohol still lingers in my veins, a fuzzy haze that blurs the edges of reality, but it’s not enough to dull the confusion swirling in my head. My heart pounds in my chest, a mix of guilt, desire, and something I can’t quite name. The scent of last night’s party clings to the air—cheap beer, sweat, and the faint tang of cigarette smoke—but now it’s overshadowed by the raw, musky scent of our bodies, still charged from
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