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I step into the party, the bass from the music vibrating through my chest, and immediately feel a bit out of place. It’s not my usual scene, but with Sarah out of town for the weekend, I figured why not? The apartment is packed with people, laughter, and the clinking of glasses. I grab a beer from the cooler on the balcony, taking a moment to scan the crowd. I’m simply here to kill some time and maybe meet some new friends.

The air is thick with the scent of cheap pizza and expensive cologne. I lean against the railing, sipping my beer, when someone taps my shoulder. I turn to see a guy with dark hair, a sharp jawline, and a smile that’s way too confident for his own good. “Hey, you’re Zack, right?” he asks, his voice smooth and a little too close to my ear.

“Yeah, that’s me,” I reply, trying to keep it casual. I’ve never been great at small talk, especially with guys who are clearly flirting with me. I mean, I’m straight. Always have been. But there’s something about this guy—his easy charm, the way his eyes lock onto mine—that makes me hesitate.

“I’m Alex,” he says, extending his hand. His grip is firm, his skin warm. “I’ve seen you around, but we’ve never actually talked.”

“Oh, yeah?” I say, shaking his hand. “I don’t get out much. Usually stuck at home with my girlfriend.”

Alex’s smile falters for a second, but he recovers quickly. “Well, lucky me, then. She’s out of town, right?”

I nod, feeling a little weird about how he knows that. “Yeah, just for the weekend. Figured I’d come out and be social for once.”

“Good call,” he says, leaning closer. “So, what do you do when you’re not being a homebody?”

We spend the next hour talking—about work, hobbies, random stuff. Alex is easy to talk to, and I find myself laughing more than I expected. He’s funny, smart, and there’s this intensity in his gaze that’s hard to ignore. I catch myself checking him out a few times—his broad shoulders, the way his jeans fit, the hint of muscles under his tight shirt. It’s not something I usually do, but there’s something about him that’s... magnetic.

At one point, he brushes my arm, and I feel a jolt of something I can’t quite name. Heat? Curiosity? It’s confusing, and I try to brush it off. I’m straight. This is just friendly banter. But as the night goes on, I can’t shake the feeling that there’s more to it.

By the time the party starts winding down, I’m surprised to realize I’ve been talking to Alex almost the entire night. The rest of the crowd has thinned out, and the music has switched to something slower, more intimate. Alex turns to me, his eyes glinting in the dim light. “So, Zack,” he says, his voice low. “You’re not like the other guys here, are you?”

I frown, not sure what he means. “What do you mean?”

He shrugs, a playful smirk on his lips. “You’re... different. Not just because you’re straight. There’s something about you. Like you’re holding back.”

I laugh, feeling a flush creep up my neck. “I’m not holding back. I’m just... not used to this.”

Alex steps closer, his breath warm against my ear. “Not used to what? Talking to a guy? Or feeling something you’re not supposed to?”

My heart skips a beat, and I take a step back, suddenly aware of how close we are. “I should probably head out,” I say, my voice unsteady.

He nods, his expression softening. “Yeah, me too. But hey, it was nice talking to you, Zack. Really nice.”

I mumble a goodbye and make my way to the door, my mind racing. What the hell just happened? I’ve never felt this way around a guy before. It’s unsettling, and I can’t stop replaying the night in my head as I step into the Uber.

The ride home is quiet, but my thoughts are anything but. Alex’s smile, his touch, the way he looked at me—it’s all swirling in my mind, and I can feel my pulse quickening. My jeans are suddenly too tight, and I shift uncomfortably in the seat. I’m getting hard, and I don’t know why.

By the time I get home, I’m a mess of confusion and desire. I unlock the door, toss my keys on the table, and head straight for the bathroom. I need a shower—something to clear my head.

The water hits my skin, hot and steamy, and I let out a sigh, closing my eyes. But instead of calming me, the warmth only makes things worse. My mind drifts back to Alex—his muscles, his smile, the way he leaned in close. My cock twitches, and I groan, my hand instinctively reaching down to adjust myself.

I’m hard—really hard. My dick is throbbing, and I can’t ignore it anymore. I start stroking slowly, my fingers wrapping around my shaft, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. It’s been a while since I’ve touched myself, and the sensation is overwhelming. I pinch my nipples, feeling a rush of pleasure, and imagine Alex’s hands on me, his mouth close to mine.

Guilt nags at the back of my mind. Sarah. She’s my girlfriend. I love her. But right now, all I can think about is Alex. His body, his touch, the way he made me feel. I squeeze my balls, my breath coming in short gasps, and rub my taint, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through me.

It’s not enough. I need more. My eyes land on the shampoo bottle sitting on the edge of the tub—thin, smooth, and just the right size. I grab it, my heart pounding, and squirt some soap onto it, slicking it up. I hesitate for a moment, my mind screaming at me to stop, but my body has other ideas.

I position the bottle at my entrance, my hands trembling, and take a deep breath. Slowly, I push it in, biting back a moan as it slides past my tight ring of muscle. It’s strange, uncomfortable at first, but then it feels... good. Really good. I start moving, fucking myself with the bottle, the soap making it easier, smoother.

My mind is a blur of images—Alex’s face, his smile, the way his muscles flexed when he laughed. I’m moaning now, loud and unashamed, my cock throbbing in my hand. I’m close, so close, and I can’t stop. I thrust harder, the bottle filling me up, and I imagine it’s Alex, his cock sliding into me, claiming me.

“Alex,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. “Fuck, Alex.”

The orgasm hits me like a wave, tearing through my body, and I scream his name as I cum, my seed splattering against the shower wall. My legs shake, my vision blurs, and I collapse against the tiles, the bottle slipping out of me.

For a moment, I just stand there, breathless, my heart pounding in my chest. What the hell just happened? I’m confused, turned on, and more than a little guilty. I turn off the water, step out of the shower, and wrap a towel around my waist, my mind still reeling.

I’m straight. I have a girlfriend. But tonight... tonight was something else. Something I can’t explain. And as I stand there, dripping wet and exhausted, I realize one thing: I have no idea what to do next.

*** 
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The next morning I step into the café, the familiar hum of chatter and the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee enveloping me like a warm embrace. It’s a cozy spot, tucked away on a quiet street, the kind of place where time seems to slow down, and secrets feel safe. The wooden tables are polished to a shine, and the soft jazz playing in the background adds a layer of intimacy to the atmosphere. I scan the room, my eyes landing on him almost immediately. Alex. Sitting by the window, bathed in the golden light of the late afternoon sun, he looks like he belongs here, like he’s always belonged here. His dark hair falls just so over his forehead, and his lips are curved in that lazy, knowing smile that’s been haunting my thoughts since last night at the party. My heart stutters, a drumbeat gone erratic, and for a moment, I consider turning around and walking out. But something pulls me toward him, a magnetic force I can’t ignore, no matter how hard I try.

“Fancy meeting you here,” I say, sliding into the seat across from him. My voice sounds steady, but my hands are trembling slightly as I set my bag down. The weight of the moment presses down on me, and I can’t help but wonder if he feels it too.

Alex looks up, his green eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that makes my breath catch. There’s a challenge in his gaze, a question I’m not sure I’m ready to answer. “Zack,” he says, his voice low and warm, like honey poured over gravel. “What a surprise. Thought you’d be holed up at home, nursing your existential crisis.”

I laugh, though it’s a little forced, a little too loud. “Something like that. How’d you know I’d be here?”

He shrugs, leaning back in his chair with an ease that makes me jealous. “I didn’t. Just figured this was your kind of place. Quiet, unassuming. Like you.”

I raise an eyebrow, my chest tightening at the implication. “Unassuming, huh? That’s one way to put it.”

Alex smirks, his gaze flicking down to my lips before meeting my eyes again. There’s a hunger there, raw and unfiltered, and it sends a jolt of heat through me. “You’re full of surprises, Zack. That’s what makes you interesting.”

The air between us crackles with tension, thick and heavy, like the smoke from a thousand cigarettes. I shift
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