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The dining room feels suffocating, the air heavy with unspoken tension. My girlfriend’s mom, Patricia, is grilling me about our future plans, her voice sharp and probing. “So, when are you two thinking of settling down? Buying a house? Kids?” she asks, her fork tapping against her plate like a metronome. Each tap feels like a hammer blow to my chest, and I shift uncomfortably in my seat, my throat dry. I glance at Emma, hoping she’ll intervene, but she’s staring at her food, her cheeks flushed with what I can only assume is embarrassment.

Across the table, her stepdad, Mark, sits silently, his gaze fixed on me. It’s not the first time I’ve noticed him looking, but tonight it feels different. His stare is intense, almost predatory, and it makes my skin prickle. I try to ignore it, focusing instead on the food in front of me, but it’s impossible. Every time I glance up, his eyes are still on me, like he’s studying me, dissecting me.

Mark is undeniably attractive. He’s in his late forties, but he looks like he’s barely aged a day. His broad shoulders fill out his button-down shirt, and his arms are corded with muscle, visible even through the fabric. His jaw is square, his hair salt-and-pepper, and his eyes—a deep, piercing blue—seem to see right through me. It’s confusing because I’ve never been attracted to men before. Never even thought about it. But there’s something about him that makes my stomach twist in a way I can’t explain.

I try to shake it off, focusing on the conversation. Patricia is still talking, her voice droning on about mortgage rates and school districts. I nod along, my mind elsewhere. That’s when I notice Mark’s gaze again. He’s watching me lick sauce off my thumb, his lips parting slightly. My heart stutters, and I quickly drop my hand, feeling heat rush to my cheeks.

“Everything okay, honey?” Patricia asks, her voice snapping me back to reality.

“Yeah, fine,” I mumble, forcing a smile. “Just thinking about... work.”

The lie feels clumsy, but no one seems to notice. Mark’s eyes narrow, and for a moment, I swear I see a smirk play on his lips. It’s unsettling, like he knows something I don’t.

The meal cannot end fast enough. Patricia is still talking, but I’ve tuned her out. All I can think about is Mark’s gaze, the way it makes my skin tingle, the way it makes me feel both uncomfortable and... curious.

When the meal finally ends, I practically leap from my seat, eager to escape the suffocating atmosphere. But as I stand, Mark catches my eye. “Hey,” he says, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over gravel. “You got a minute? Wanted to talk to you about something.”

I hesitate, glancing at Emma, who’s already helping her mom clear the table. “Uh, sure,” I say, though I have no idea what he wants. My heart is pounding, and I can’t tell if it’s from nerves or something else entirely.

He leads me to the garage, a dimly lit space filled with tools, boxes, and the faint scent of oil and wood. The door clicks shut behind us, and suddenly, the air feels even heavier. My heart pounds in my chest as I turn to face him.

“What’s up?” I ask, trying to keep my voice casual, but it cracks slightly, betraying my unease.

Mark leans against the workbench, his arms crossed. His eyes roam over me slowly, like he’s sizing me up, cataloging every detail. “You’re too pretty to be straight,” he says, his voice low and heavy with certainty.

I laugh, nervous and unsure. It’s a laugh that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. “What does that even mean?”

He pushes off the bench, stepping closer. His presence is overwhelming, his scent—a mix of soap and something musky, distinctly masculine—filling my senses. “It means I know what you really need,” he says, his voice a whisper that sends a shiver down my spine. “And I’m gonna show you.”

My breath catches in my throat. This is wrong. So wrong. I should walk away. I should say no. But instead, I stand there, frozen, my heart pounding in my chest. It’s like my body has a mind of its own, betraying every rational thought I have.

Mark’s hand reaches out, brushing a strand of hair from my face. His touch is electric, sending shivers down my spine. It’s firm yet gentle, and I can’t help but lean into it, just slightly. “You’ve never been with a man, have you?” he murmurs, his lips curving into a knowing smile.

I shake my head, my voice failing me. My throat feels dry, and I can’t seem to find the words to respond.

“Good,” he says, his thumb grazing my cheek. His touch is warm, insistent. “That means you’re still innocent. Still open to new experiences.”

His words send a rush of heat through me, a mix of fear and excitement. I’ve never thought about being with a man, never even considered it. But standing here, with Mark so close, his body radiating power and confidence, I feel a strange pull, a curiosity I can’t ignore. It’s like he’s awakened something inside me, something I didn’t even know existed.

He steps even closer, his chest brushing against mine. I can feel the hardness of his muscles, the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of his shirt. My breath quickens, my pulse racing. It’s as if every nerve in my body is on fire, alive in a way it’s never been before.

“I’m gonna show you what you’ve been missing,” he whispers, his lips brushing my ear. His breath is hot, sending a jolt of desire through me. “I’m gonna make you feel things you’re girlfriend has never made you feel before.”

His words are like a spell, and I’m helpless to resist. I want to say no, to push him away, but my body betrays me. My hands tremble as I reach out, my fingers brushing his chest. His skin is warm, his muscles taut beneath my touch. It’s like touching something forbidden, something I shouldn’t want but can’t help craving.

Mark’s eyes darken, his gaze intense, almost hungry. “That’s it,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “Touch me. Feel what you’ve been missing.”

I hesitate, my mind screaming at me to stop, but my hands move of their own accord. I trace the lines of his chest, my fingers skimming over his pecs, his abs. His body is a work of art, every muscle defined, every inch perfect. It’s like I’m exploring uncharted territory, and the thrill of it is overwhelming.

He lets out a low groan, his hands moving to my waist, pulling me closer. I can feel the hardness of his body against mine, the heat of his skin. My heart pounds in my chest, my breath coming in short gasps. It’s as if every part of me is alive, buzzing with anticipation.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispers, his lips brushing my neck. His breath is hot, his words sending a jolt of desire through me. “You like the way I feel.”

I don’t answer, but my body speaks for me. My hands move lower, my fingers tracing the waistband of his jeans. My mind is a mess, torn between guilt and desire, but my body has a mind of its own. It’s like I’m being pulled into something I can’t control, something I’m not sure I want to stop.

Mark’s hands move to my shirt, unbuttoning it slowly, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I stand there, frozen, as he slides it off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. His eyes roam over my chest, his gaze hungry, possessive.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his fingers tracing the lines of my body. “So fucking beautiful.”

His words send a rush of heat through me, a surge of desire I can’t control. I’ve never felt this way before, never been looked at like this. It’s intoxicating, overwhelming, like I’m drowning in his gaze.

He pushes me back against the workbench, his body pressing against mine. I can feel his hardness, his desire, and it sends a jolt of need through me. My hands move to his belt, my fingers trembling as I undo it. It’s like I’m crossing a line, stepping into uncharted territory, but I can’t stop myself.

“That’s it,” he growls, his lips brushing my ear. His breath is hot, his voice rough with need. “Undo my pants. Let me show you what you’ve been missing.”

I hesitate, my mind screaming at me to stop, but my body moves on its own. I unbuckle his belt, my fingers shaking as I slide his zipper down. His jeans fall open, revealing the bulge of his erection, straining against his boxers. It’s thick, hard, and I can’t help but stare, my mouth going dry.

My breath catches in my throat. I’ve never seen anything like this before, never been this close to another man. But standing here, with Mark so close, I feel a strange pull, a hunger I can’t ignore. It’s like I’m being drawn into something primal, something I can’t resist.

Mark’s hands move to my pants, unbuttoning them quickly, sliding them down my legs. I stand there, frozen, as he pushes them to the floor, leaving me in just my boxers. His eyes roam over my body, his gaze hungry, appraising.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs, his fingers tracing the waistband of my boxers. “So fucking perfect.”

His words send a rush of heat through me, a surge of desire I can’t control. I’ve never felt this way before, never been looked at like this. It’s intoxicating, overwhelming, like I’m being consumed by his desire.

He pushes my boxers down, letting them fall to the floor. I stand there, naked and exposed, my
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