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The room is dim, the only light filtering through the cracked blinds a soft, amber glow from the streetlamp outside. The air is thick with the scent of stale beer and the faint tang of popcorn, remnants of the work happy hour that feels like it ended a lifetime ago. I’m sprawled on my worn leather couch, my tie loosened and my collar unbuttoned, the weight of the day still clinging to me like a second skin. Across from me, Jake lounges with an ease I’ve always envied, his long legs stretched out, one ankle crossed over the other. His dark hair falls into his eyes as he laughs at something he just said, the sound rich and infectious, filling the small space between us.

“You’re too uptight, man,” he says, his grin wide and teasing. “Loosen up. It’s just us.”

I roll my eyes, setting my beer bottle down on the coffee table with a thunk. “I’m not uptight. I’m just... not as reckless as you.”

“Reckless?” He snorts, leaning back on his hands. “I’m not reckless. I’m free. You should try it sometime.”

His words linger, and I feel a twitch of something unfamiliar—a restlessness I can’t quite name. I take a long pull from my beer, the cold liquid sliding down my throat, a temporary distraction. Jake’s right, of course. I’ve always been the straight-laced one, the guy who follows the rules, who never steps out of line. Predictable, my girlfriend Sarah would say. And she’d be right.

Jake’s still talking, his voice low and easy, like a whisper in the dark. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it’s like to be you. So... straight. So... certain.”

I chuckle, a dry sound, and set my bottle down again. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

He shrugs, his eyes glinting with something I can’t read—curiosity, maybe, or something sharper. “Just that. You’ve never wondered what it’s like on the other side?”

“The other side?” I raise an eyebrow, my chest tightening just a fraction. “You mean being bi?”

“Yeah,” he says, leaning forward now, his elbows on his knees. “You’ve never been curious? Never wondered what it would feel like?”

I shake my head, the heat in my chest rising, unwelcome and unbidden. “No. I’m good. I’ve got Sarah. I don’t need to wonder.”

Jake smirks, but there’s an edge to it, a challenge I can’t ignore. “Sure. But what if she’s not enough? What if there’s something else out there you’re missing?”

“There isn’t,” I say, sharper than I intend, my voice cutting through the room. “And even if there was, I’m not interested.”

He laughs, a low, rumbling sound that makes my skin prickle. “You’re so sure of yourself. But what if I told you there’s a whole world you’ve never experienced? What if I dared you to try it?”

I scoff, the word bitter on my tongue. “Dared me? What, like a game? Come on, Jake. I’m not in high school anymore.”

But Jake isn’t laughing now. His gaze is intense, almost predatory, and it makes my stomach twist in a way I can’t explain. “What would it even feel like?”

The question hangs in the air, heavy and suffocating. I shift uncomfortably, my throat suddenly dry. “What are you talking about?”

“You know,” he says, his voice dropping to a whisper, thick with implication. “What it would feel like. To be with a guy.”

My heart stutters, a skipped beat that leaves me breathless. I’ve never thought about it. Never even considered it. But the way Jake’s looking at me, the way his words linger, makes my skin flush hot and cold all at once.

“I’m not gay,” I say, my voice firm, but there’s a tremor in it I can’t hide.

Jake smiles, slow and dangerous, like he’s unraveling me stitch by stitch. “I didn’t say you were. But wouldn’t you like to experience a pleasure you’ve never experienced before?”

Before I can respond, he stands, his movements fluid and deliberate, like a predator stalking its prey. His tight jeans hug his body in all the right places, and his loose T-shirt does little to hide the lean muscle beneath. He walks toward me, his presence filling the room, and stops just inches away, his scent—musk and something sharper, like fresh rain—invading my senses.

“What are you doing?” I ask, my voice cracking slightly, betraying me.

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he reaches down, his fingers deftly unbuttoning his jeans, his eyes never leaving mine. My breath catches in my throat as I watch, my body reacting in ways I don’t understand, ways I don’t want to understand.

“Jake,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. “Stop. Put your pants back on.”

But he doesn’t. He steps out of his jeans, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and turns around, facing away from me. He’s wearing black boxer briefs, tight enough to leave little to the imagination. My eyes dart down, and I see the outline of his cock, thick and prominent, pressing against the fabric. My mouth goes dry, my throat constricting.

“What would it feel like?” he repeats, his voice soft, almost teasing.

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “I don’t know. I don’t want to know.”

“Sure you do,” he says, his tone daring, his voice a low purr. “Why don’t you try it?”

I shake my head, but my body isn’t listening. My dick is hardening, a traitorous ache that presses against my jeans, and I can’t ignore the way my breath is coming faster, shallower. This is wrong. So wrong. But I can’t look away.

“I’m not doing this,” I say, my voice barely audible, a plea to myself as much as to him.

Jake wriggles his ass, the movement slow and deliberate, and I feel a jolt of something primal, something I can’t name. “You want to,” he says, his voice low and sure. “I can see it in your eyes.”

I don’t respond. I can’t. My hands are shaking as I reach down, my fingers clumsy as I unbutton my jeans. I’m not thinking. I’m just reacting, my body taking over, driven by a need I don’t understand. I pull my cock out, thick and heavy in my hand, and let out a shaky breath.

“What are you doing?” Jake asks, his voice laced with amusement, with something darker.

“I don’t know,” I mutter, my voice hoarse, my mind a mess of confusion and desire. “I don’t know.”

I start to jack off, slow and tentative at first, but then faster, my grip tightening. My eyes are fixed on Jake’s ass, the way it’s presented to me, inviting and forbidden. I spit on my hand, the sound obscene in the quiet room, and rub it over my shaft, the wetness making my movements smoother, more urgent.

“That’s it,” Jake says, his voice encouraging, his tone sending a shiver down my spine. “You like what you see?”

I don’t answer. I can’t. My mind is a whirlwind, my thoughts a jumble of confusion and desire. I’m not gay. I’m not. But my body doesn’t care. It wants this. Needs it.

I take a step forward, my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming in short gasps. Jake doesn’t move, doesn’t say anything, just waits, his ass still raised, his boxer briefs tight against his skin. I reach out, my hand trembling, and touch him, my fingers brushing against the soft fabric. His skin is warm beneath, and I feel a jolt of electricity, a connection I can’t explain.

“What does it feel like?” I whisper, more to myself than to him, my voice raw and unsteady.

Jake lets out a soft moan, the sound sending a rush of heat through me. “You tell me,” he says, his voice thick with desire, with something darker, more primal.

I don’t know what I’m doing. I’ve never done this before. But I push my boxer briefs down, letting them pool at my ankles, and position myself behind him. My cock is throbbing, heavy and hot, and I can feel the heat radiating from his body, a siren’s call I can’t resist.

“I’m not—” I start, but Jake cuts me off.

“Just do it,” he says, his voice urgent, his tone brooking no argument. “Stop thinking and just feel.”

I take a deep breath, my hands gripping his hips, my fingers digging into his flesh. I thrust forward, my cock pressing against his tight hole, and I feel a rush of pleasure so intense it steals my breath. He’s so warm, so soft, and I feel a connection, a heat I’ve never known.

“Fuck,” I groan, my voice rough, torn from me against my will. “You’re so tight.”

Jake moans, his head falling forward, his hair brushing the couch. “That’s it,” he says, his voice strained, his body tensing beneath me. “Keep going.”

I don’t need to be told twice. I push forward, slowly at first, but then harder, my hips moving in a rhythm I didn’t know I had. Jake’s hole is like nothing I’ve ever felt, tighter than Sarah’s pussy, hotter, more intense. I can feel every inch of him, every muscle clenching around me, and it’s overwhelming, a sensation that consumes me.

“Fuck,” I say again, my voice louder now, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “You feel so good.”

Jake’s moans are loud, filling the room, and I can hear the couch creaking beneath us, the sound obscene and thrilling. I’m fucking him hard now, my hips snapping forward, my cock buried deep inside him. The smell of sweat and sex fills the air, and I can’t get enough. His skin is slick beneath my hands, and I can feel the heat of his body, the way he trembles with each thrust.

“Harder,” Jake pants, his voice desperate, his body arching back
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