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The theater is dim, the kind of darkness that swallows you whole, leaving only the faint glow of the movie screen to guide your eyes. I’m sitting in the back row, my girlfriend’s hand resting lightly in mine. It’s a typical date night—popcorn scattered between us, a bad action movie blaring on the screen, and the comforting hum of the projector overhead. The film is loud, explosions rattling the speakers, but I’m only half-watching. My mind keeps wandering to the argument we had earlier, something stupid about her ex that I can’t quite let go of. Still, I’m trying to relax, to let the tension dissolve into the familiar routine of this night.

Beside me, my girlfriend shifts in her seat, her thigh brushing against mine. She’s wearing her favorite jeans, tight in all the right places, and a loose sweater that smells faintly of her vanilla perfume. I glance at her profile, the way the light from the screen highlights her cheekbones and feel a pang of guilt for being so distant. She smiles at something on the screen, and I squeeze her hand, hoping it’s enough to bridge the gap between us.

That’s when I notice him.

He’s sitting two seats down, his presence so subtle I hadn’t even registered him before. He’s alone, his posture relaxed but alert, like a predator waiting for the right moment to strike. His arms are crossed, showcasing the defined muscles beneath his tight black t-shirt. His jaw is sharp, his hair neatly trimmed, and his eyes—dark and intense—are fixed on the screen. Or so I think.

Halfway through the movie, my girlfriend leans over and whispers, “I’ll be right back. Bathroom break.” I nod, letting go of her hand, and watch as she disappears into the aisle. When my girlfriend gets up, he shifts slightly, his gaze flicking in my direction. I look away, pretending not to notice, but my heart is already pounding. There’s something about him, something electric and dangerous, that makes my skin prickle. I tell myself it’s just the tension from earlier, the lingering frustration that’s making me hyperaware of everything around me.

But then he moves.

Slowly, deliberately, he leans forward, his elbow resting on the armrest between us. His voice is low, almost a whisper, when he speaks. “You dropped something.”

I frown, glancing down at the floor, but his hand doesn’t reach for anything. Instead, it slides under the armrest, brushing against my thigh. My breath catches, and I freeze. My first instinct is to pull away, to shift my leg out of his reach, but I don’t. I can’t.

The screen flickers, casting shadows across his face, and for a moment, I can’t read his expression. His fingers are warm, his touch deliberate, and my body reacts before my mind can process what’s happening. My heart races, my palms grow sweaty, and a flush creeps up my neck. I’m hyperaware of the space between us, the way his scent—musky and masculine—fills my lungs.

His hand doesn’t stop. It moves higher, his fingers grazing the seam of my jeans, and I hold my breath. The theater is silent except for the movie, the explosions and gunfire a distant backdrop to the tension building between us. No one else is sitting this far back. My girlfriend is still gone. And his touch... it’s sending shocks through my body, waking something I didn’t even know was asleep.

I tell myself it’s just curiosity. A weird moment. A mistake. But when his fingers brush against my zipper, and I let out a quiet gasp, I know it’s more than that. My body is responding, my cock twitching to life, and I’m trapped in this seat, unable to move, unable to think.

His hand hovers there, his thumb brushing the fabric of my jeans, and I’m acutely aware of how hard I’m getting. My breath quickens, my chest tightens, and I’m torn between pushing him away and letting him continue. The rational part of my brain screams at me to stop this, to remember who I am, who I’m with. But the rest of me... the rest of me is curious. Desperate.

He leans closer, his lips brushing my ear, and his voice is a low rumble. “Relax,” he murmurs. “No one’s watching.”

And he’s right. No one is.

His hand moves again, this time unzipping my pants with a slow, deliberate motion. My breath hitches, and I close my eyes, my head spinning. This isn’t me. I’m not this guy. I’m straight. I’m in a relationship. But his touch is undeniable, his confidence intoxicating, and I’m powerless to stop it.

His fingers slip inside my boxers, brushing against my cock, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. It’s been so long since I’ve felt anything like this—the raw, primal need that surges through me at his touch. My girlfriend’s hand was warm and familiar, but this... this is something else entirely.

He grips me firmly, his hand hot and calloused, and I’m instantly harder than I’ve been in months. His thumb brushes the head of my cock, and I shudder, my body arching slightly into his touch. The theater is a blur, the movie a distant echo, and all I can focus on is the way his hand moves, slow and steady, milking me with a rhythm that’s both torturous and exhilarating.

I’m drowning in sensation, my mind a mess of conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. This is so fucking wrong. But it feels so right. His touch is confident, practiced, and I’m helpless against it. My cock throbs in his hand, pre-cum leaking onto his fingers, and I’m teetering on the edge, my body begging for release.

And then I hear it—the faint sound of footsteps approaching. My girlfriend. She’s coming back.

Panic surges through me, and I’m about to pull away, to stop this madness, but his hand tightens around me, his grip firm and insistent. “Stay,” he whispers, his breath hot against my neck. “Let me finish.”

I hesitate, my heart pounding, but his touch is relentless, his thumb brushing the sensitive spot just below the head of my cock. My body betrays me, my hips bucking slightly into his hand, and I know I can’t stop now. I’m too far gone.

My girlfriend slides back into her seat, her hand finding mine again, and I force a smile, my voice steady. “Everything okay?” she asks, her tone casual.

“Yeah,” I manage, my voice hoarse. “Just... watching the movie.”

She nods, her attention turning back to the movie, and I exhale slowly, trying to calm my racing heart. But his hand is still there, still moving, and I’m trapped between two worlds—the one where I’m a loyal boyfriend, and the one where I’m on the verge of coming in a stranger’s hand.

The theater is dark, the only light coming from the screen, and I’m grateful for the shadows that hide my flushed face. His touch is discreet now, his movements subtle, but the pressure is still there, his fingers working me with a skill that’s both maddening and irresistible.

I’m hard, so hard, and my girlfriend is right here, her hand in mine, oblivious to what’s happening inches away. The irony isn’t lost on me—the girl I’m with, the life I’ve built, and the secret I’m keeping. But I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

His hand speeds up, his grip tightening, and I’m close, so close. My breath comes in short gasps, my body tense, and I’m desperate to cum, to let go, but I can’t make a sound. Not with her here.

He leans closer, his lips brushing my ear again, and his voice is a low growl. “You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?”

I don’t answer, but my body does. My hips jerk into his hand, my cock throbbing, and I’m on the edge, teetering, my mind a blank slate except for the overwhelming need to release.

Then, he does something that sends me over the edge. He stops. His hand freezes, his fingers still wrapped around me, and I whimper, my body aching for more. “Not yet,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my neck. “I’m not done with you.”

My heart pounds, my body trembling, and I’m suspended in this moment, caught between desperation and anticipation. The theater is silent, the movie a distant hum, and all I can feel is his hand, his presence, his control.

He leans back, his grip loosening, and I’m about to protest, to beg him to continue, but then I see what he’s doing. He’s unzipping his own pants.

My breath catches, my eyes widening in the darkness, and I’m frozen, my mind racing. What the fuck is he doing?

His hand emerges from his jeans, his fingers brushing against something thick and hard, and my mouth goes dry. He’s pulling out his cock, his grip firm, and I’m mesmerized, my gaze fixed on the faint outline of his hand moving in the dark.

He leans closer, his body pressing against mine, and I’m acutely aware of the space between us, the heat of his skin, the scent of his cologne. His voice is a whisper, his breath hot against my ear. “Watch me,” he commands.

I obey, my eyes fixed on his hand, on the way his fingers move, slow and deliberate, as he strokes himself. His cock is thick, veins prominent, and I’m transfixed, my body responding despite my confusion, my guilt.

He’s close, I can tell, his movements urgent, his breath coming in short gasps. And then, without warning, he leans forward, his lips brushing my ear. “I want to taste you,” he murmurs.

My breath hitches, my body freezing, and I’m torn between shock and desire. This is too much. This is too fucking far. But his words send a jolt through me, my cock twitching in anticipation.
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