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The hum of the engine is a steady, hypnotic rhythm, a lullaby that’s lulling everyone but me into a false sense of calm. The highway stretches endlessly ahead, a ribbon of asphalt cutting through the darkness, illuminated only by the occasional glow of a passing streetlight. I’m in the driver’s seat, my hands gripping the wheel tightly, my knuckles pale under the dim glow of the dashboard. My girlfriend, Sarah, is sprawled in the backseat, her soft snores a testament to how deeply she’s asleep. Her head lolls to one side, her dark hair spilling across the seat like a silken cascade. Beside me, Drew sits shotgun, his presence both familiar and unnervingly charged. The air in the car feels thick, heavy with unspoken tension, and I’m acutely aware of every breath, every shift in the silence.

Drew breaks it first, his voice light and teasing, but there’s an edge to it, a hint of something more. “Long drive, huh?” he says, his tone casual, yet his eyes flicker to me in the dim light, holding just a fraction longer than necessary. I chuckle, playing along, though my heart skips a beat. “Yeah, but it’s been a good weekend,” I reply, forcing my voice to stay steady. The weekend has been good—a quick getaway with Sarah and Drew, her best friend since college. Drew’s always been the life of the party, the one who keeps things lively, but tonight, there’s a different energy to him. I can feel it, like a current running just beneath the surface, electric and undeniable.

The miles tick by, and Drew’s jokes keep coming. At first, they’re harmless, the kind of banter you’d expect on a late-night drive. He talks about the weird roadside attractions we passed, mimics the waiter from dinner, and even does a spot-on impression of Sarah’s snoring. I laugh, but it’s forced, my chest tight with anticipation. Then, his hand brushes my thigh. It’s accidental, or so I tell myself. I shift slightly in my seat, my jeans tight against my skin, and laugh it off. “Careful, Drew,” I joke, my voice light, but my pulse quickens. He smirks, his eyes glinting in the faint light of the dashboard. “Sorry,” he murmurs, but his hand lingers, just for a moment, his fingers warm against my skin, before he pulls it away.

The car falls silent again, but the tension has shifted. It’s electric now, charged with something I’m not ready to acknowledge. Drew’s cologne drifts through the air, a sharp, spicy scent that mingles with the faint smell of leather seats and the residual aroma of fast food from our last pit stop. I focus on the road, my grip on the wheel tightening, trying to ignore the way my pulse has quickened, the way my skin feels too tight. Sarah stirs in the backseat, her head lolling to the other side, and I glance at her in the rearview mirror. She’s still asleep, her breathing even, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that’s both soothing and unnerving. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding, my eyes flicking back to the road.

Drew’s voice cuts through the silence again, low and steady, a purr that sends a shiver down my spine. “You know, Jake,” he says, his tone teasing but with an undertone of something else, something darker and more enticing, “if you’re not into this, you should just say so.” I frown, my brow furrowing as I glance at him, not sure what he’s talking about. “Into what?” I ask, keeping my voice neutral, though my heart is pounding in my chest. He chuckles, a soft, knowing sound that makes my skin prickle. “Come on, don’t play dumb. You feel it too, right?”

I don’t answer, and the silence stretches between us, thick and heavy. Drew’s hand brushes my thigh again, this time deliberate. My breath catches, and I glance at him, but he’s looking straight ahead, his smirk still in place, his eyes gleaming with something I can’t quite decipher. “Tell me to stop,” he whispers, his voice barely audible over the hum of the engine, his breath hot against my ear. “And I will.”

My heart is pounding now, a steady drumbeat in my chest. I should tell him to stop. I have a girlfriend. I’m straight. But the car is dark, and Sarah is asleep, and Drew’s hand is warm against my thigh, his touch sending a jolt of heat through me. I don’t say anything.

Drew’s smirk widens, and he leans closer, his breath hot against my neck, his scent enveloping me. “That’s what I thought,” he murmurs, and before I can process what’s happening, his head lowers to my lap. My breath hitches, and I grip the wheel tighter, my knuckles white, my body rigid with a mix of fear and anticipation. Drew’s lips part, and his breath is warm against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. I’m frozen, caught between panic and something else, something I can’t name, something that makes my stomach twist and my cock twitch in my jeans.

His tongue flicks out, tracing the outline of my jeans, and I gasp, my body reacting before my mind can catch up. Drew hums softly, a sound of satisfaction that vibrates through me, and his hands move, unbuttoning my pants with practiced ease. I’m hyperaware of every sensation—the cool air on my exposed skin, the heat of Drew’s breath, the scent of his cologne mingling with the faint smell of leather and the tang of my own nervous sweat. My heart is racing, and I’m acutely aware of Sarah in the backseat, her soft snores a stark contrast to the intensity of the moment.

Drew’s lips close around me, and I bite back a moan, my hands tightening on the wheel, my fingers digging into the leather. His mouth is warm and skilled, his tongue swirling in a rhythm that has my hips twitching involuntarily, my cock throbbing in his mouth. I glance at the rearview mirror, checking on Sarah. She’s still asleep, her chest rising and falling steadily, but I can’t shake the feeling that she could wake up at any moment. The thrill of it—the risk, the forbidden nature of what’s happening—sends a jolt of adrenaline through me, making my cock harder, my breath shallower.

Drew’s hands move to my hips, holding me steady as he deepens his rhythm, his lips sliding up and down my shaft, his tongue flicking at the sensitive tip. His mouth is soft, his tongue insistent, and I’m lost in the sensation, my mind a blur of pleasure and panic. I thrust gently, face-fucking him while keeping one eye on the road, the other on the mirror. Sarah stirs again, her head shifting on the seat, and my heart stops. I freeze, holding my breath, but she settles back into sleep, her snores resuming.

Relief washes over me, but it’s short-lived. Drew’s mouth is relentless, his lips and tongue working in perfect harmony, and I’m teetering on the edge, my body coiled tight with anticipation. I’m crossing a line I can’t uncross, and the realization sends a rush of heat through me, making my cock throb in his mouth. I’m straight. I have a girlfriend. But in this moment, none of that matters. There’s only Drew’s mouth, his hands, the way he’s looking up at me with dark, hungry eyes, his lips slick with my pre-cum.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my voice hoarse, and Drew chuckles, the vibration sending shivers through me, making my cock twitch in his mouth. “Like that, huh?” he murmurs, his lips never stopping their rhythm, his tongue swirling around the head of my cock, teasing the slit. I don’t answer, my mind too clouded with pleasure to form words. I’m thrusting into his mouth now, my hips moving of own accord, my cock desperate for more of his wet heat. I’m dimly aware that I’m driving, that Sarah is asleep in the backseat, that this is all kinds of wrong.

But it feels so right.

Drew’s hands grip my thighs tighter, his nails digging into my skin, and I’m close, so close. I glance at the mirror one more time, but Sarah is still asleep, her face relaxed, oblivious to what’s happening up front. Drew’s mouth is a vice, his tongue a torment, and I’m on the brink, my body trembling with the effort of holding back.

“Drew,” I whisper, my voice a plea, but he just hums, his lips tightening around me, his throat hollowing as he takes me deeper. I’m lost, drowning in sensation, and then I’m falling, my body convulsing as I cum, my release hot and intense, my cum shooting down his throat in thick, pulsing streams. Drew swallows, his throat working in a rhythm that has me quietly groaning, my head falling back against the seat, my body limp with satisfaction.

The car is silent for a moment, the only sound the hum of the engine and my ragged breathing. Drew sits back, his lips swollen, his eyes smoldering as he looks at me, a strand of my cum glistening on his chin. I’m a mess, my shirt damp with sweat, my jeans still unbuttoned, but I feel lighter, freer than I have in a long time, though guilt nags at the edges of my pleasure.

I glance at Sarah in the mirror, and she’s still asleep, her chest rising and falling steadily. The reality of what just happened hits me, and I’m flooded with emotions—guilt, excitement, confusion. I turn to Drew, but he’s already looking out the window, his expression unreadable, his jaw tight.

After pulling up my jeans, the rest of the drive passes in silence, the tension between us now a different kind. I’m lost in my thoughts, replaying the moment, the sensations, the way Drew’s lips felt against my skin, the way his mouth milked my cock, the way he swallowed my cum like it was the sweetest
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