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The sun is setting, casting a golden glow over the city as I pull up to the familiar apartment building. It’s just another Friday night, and I’m just another delivery guy, lugging a bag of takeout to one of my regular customers. My name’s Aaron, and I’ve been doing this gig for a couple of months now. It’s not glamorous, but it pays the bills, and it keeps me in shape—all that walking up and down stairs, dodging traffic, and hauling heavy bags. I’m 21, athletic, and I’ve got a girlfriend waiting for me at home. Life’s good. Or at least, it was until tonight.

I knock on the door of apartment 3B, the same place I’ve been delivering to for weeks. The guy who lives here, Jason, is a regular. He’s always friendly, always tips well, and always gives me that look. You know the one—the kind that makes you shift uncomfortably in your shoes, the kind that says he’s checking you out. I’ve played it off every time, chalking it up to him being gay and me being, well, not. But tonight, something’s different.

The door swings open, and there he is. Jason. 20 years old, athletic like me, with a confident smirk that’s always made me feel a little off-balance. But tonight, that smirk is wider, more knowing. His eyes lock onto mine, and I swear I can feel the heat of his gaze all the way down to my boots.

“Hey, Aaron,” he says, his voice low and smooth. “Right on time. Come on in.”

I hesitate for a second, my hand still on the doorknob. I’ve never actually stepped inside his place before. It’s always been a quick handoff in the doorway, a “thanks, keep the change,” and then I’m out. But tonight, something in his tone, in the way he’s looking at me, makes me pause.

“Uh, sure,” I mumble, stepping inside. The door clicks shut behind me, and suddenly, it’s just him and me. The apartment is nice—modern, clean, with a faint scent of something spicy in the air. But I’m not here to admire his decor. I’m here because he’s looking at me like I’m the main course, and it’s making my stomach twist in a way I can’t explain.

“So,” he says, leaning against the doorframe, “I’ve been thinking. You’ve been delivering to me for a while now, and I’ve been... appreciating the view. But tonight, I’ve got a proposition for you.”

I shift the bag of food to my other hand, suddenly aware of how heavy it feels. “A proposition?” I repeat, my voice cracking slightly.

He pushes off the doorframe and takes a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine. “Yeah. I’ll double your tip if you let me... stretch you out.”

My heart skips a beat, and I feel my cheeks flush. Stretch me out? What the hell does that even mean? But before I can ask, my eyes drop to his crotch, and I see the outline of something thick and heavy beneath his tight jeans. My breath catches, and I feel a sudden tightness in my own pants. I’m not gay, but damn, the way he’s looking at me, the way he’s talking to me—it’s doing something to me.

I swallow hard, trying to clear my head, but it’s too late. My cock is already twitching, responding to the challenge in his eyes. I’m not sure what’s happening, but I know I’m interested. More than interested. I’m fucking curious.

“What... what does that mean?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jason’s smirk grows, and he takes another step closer, close enough that I can feel the heat of his body. “It means,” he says, his voice dropping even lower, “that I want to show you what it feels like to be on the receiving end. To feel a man’s desire. To feel me.”

My breath hitches, and I can’t look away. His words are like a spell, wrapping around me, pulling me in. I’m not thinking straight anymore. All I can think about is that outline in his jeans, and what it would feel like to have something that big, that hard, pressing against me.

“I’m... I’m not—” I start to protest, but he cuts me off with a finger to my lips.

“Don’t say it,” he murmurs, his eyes intense. “Just feel it. Let me show you.”

And then, before I can think, before I can back out, he’s leaning in, his lips brushing against mine. It’s just a touch, a whisper of a kiss, but it’s enough to send a jolt of electricity through my body. My eyes flutter closed, and I feel my hands rise, resting on his chest. His heart is pounding, just like mine.

He pulls back slightly, his eyes searching mine. “You feel it, don’t you?” he asks, his voice thick with desire.

I nod, unable to speak. I do feel it. I feel it everywhere. My cock is throbbing, leaking pre-cum into my boxers, and my skin is tingling with anticipation. I’ve never felt anything like this before, and it’s both terrifying and exhilarating.

“Good,” he says, his hands moving to my hips, pulling me closer. “Now, let’s get started.”

He steps back, grabbing the bag of food and setting it on the counter. “Eat later,” he says with a wink. “Right now, I want to feed you something else.”

My heart is racing as I watch him unbuckle his belt, unbutton his jeans. He’s not wearing any underwear, and when he pushes his pants down, his cock springs free, thick and long and impossibly hard. It’s easily 11 inches, just like mine, but somehow, seeing it on him, knowing it’s about to be inside me—it’s overwhelming.

“On your knees,” he commands, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitate for a moment, my mind screaming at me to run, to get out of there. But my body isn’t listening. My legs fold, and I drop to my knees, my eyes never leaving his cock. It’s beautiful, in a way I never thought a dick could be. Veins bulge along its length, and the head is swollen, glistening with pre-cum.

“That’s it,” he says, his voice approving. “Now, open your mouth.”

I do as he says, my lips parting, my breath coming in short gasps. He steps closer, positioning himself in front of me, and then, slowly, he presses the head of his cock against my lips. It’s hot, pulsing with life, and I can taste the salty sweetness of his pre-cum.

“Suck it,” he orders, his hands tangling in my hair.

I close my eyes and take him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around the head. He groans above me, his hips jerking forward slightly, and I feel his cock twitch against my tongue. It’s huge, stretching my mouth, but I’m determined to take it all.

I hollow my cheeks, sucking him deeper, and he lets out a low moan, his hands tightening in my hair. “That’s it, Aaron,” he says, his voice rough. “Take it. Suck my cock like you’ve been wanting to.”

His words send a fresh wave of heat through me, and I moan around his shaft, the vibration making him shudder. I’m not sure how I know what to do, but my body seems to remember, my tongue swirling around the head, my lips sliding up and down his length.

He’s fucking my face now, his hips snapping forward, his cock thrusting deep into my throat. I gag, my eyes watering, but I don’t stop. I want this. I want him. I want to feel every inch of him, to taste him, to make him feel good.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” he pants, his hands gripping my hair tighter. “But I’ve got other plans for that mouth of yours.”

He pulls out of my mouth with a wet pop, and I whimper at the loss, my lips tingling from the stretch. He grabs my arm, pulling me to my feet, and then he’s pushing me toward the couch.

“Lie down,” he says, his voice commanding.

I do as he says, my heart pounding as I stretch out on the soft cushions. He looms over me, his eyes dark with desire, and then he’s kissing me again, his lips hungry, his tongue demanding entrance. I open for him, our tongues tangling, our breaths mingling. It’s hot, it’s messy, and it’s fucking incredible.

His hands roam over my body, tracing the muscles of my chest, the ridges of my abs. I’m hard as a rock, my cock aching in my pants, and I can feel his own hardness pressing against my thigh.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmurs against my lips, his hands moving lower, unbuttoning my jeans. “I’ve been wanting to do this for so long.”

He pushes my pants down, along with my boxers, and my cock springs free, thick and leaking. He hums in approval, his eyes tracing the length of it before he leans down, taking me into his mouth.

I arch off the couch, a strangled moan escaping my lips as he sucks me deep, his tongue swirling around the head. It’s different from when I’ve had my girlfriend do it—rougher, hungrier, like he’s starving for me.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hands tangling in his hair. “Jason, I—”

He pulls off with a wet pop, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Not yet,” he says, sitting back on his heels. “I’ve got other plans for you first.”

Before I can ask what he means, he’s pushing my legs apart, his hands roaming over my thighs, my hips. I’m trembling with anticipation, my breath coming in short gasps as he leans down, his lips brushing against my inner thigh.

“You’re so tight,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin. “I can’t wait to stretch you out.”

His tongue traces a path up my thigh, closer and closer to my ass, and I feel my muscles clench in anticipation. I’ve never had anyone touch me there before, and the thought of it is both terrifying and unbelievably hot.

“Relax,” he says, his hands soothing on my hips. “Just let me in.”

His tongue presses against my hole, and I gasp, my body arching off the couch. It’s wet, insistent, and it feels fucking amazing. I never knew something like this could feel so good, but as his tongue pushes inside me, I’m moaning, my hands clutching at the cushions.

“That’s it,” he says, his voice muffled against my skin. “Take it. Let me rim you.”

He’s rimming me, his tongue fucking my ass, and I’m losing my mind. It’s dirty, it’s filthy, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. My cock is throbbing, leaking onto my stomach, and I’m close, so fucking close, but he’s not letting me come.

“Not yet,” he says, pulling back, his lips curved in a satisfied smile. “I’ve got more in store for you.”

He reaches for the lube on the side table, squeezing a generous amount onto his fingers. “Ready?” he asks, his eyes locking onto mine.

I nod, my breath shaky, my body trembling with anticipation. He presses a finger against my entrance, and I flinch, the sensation foreign and intense.

“Relax,” he says again, his voice gentle. “It’ll feel good, I promise.”

He pushes inside, slowly, and I hiss at the stretch, my muscles tight around his finger. But as he starts to move, circling, pressing deeper, I feel a strange pleasure building, a warmth spreading through my lower belly.

“That’s it,” he says, his voice encouraging. “Let me in.”

He adds a second finger, and I gasp, my body arching, my cock twitching. It’s too much, not enough, and I’m drowning in sensation. He’s stretching me, preparing me, and I’m fucking loving it.

“Jason,” I pant, my voice desperate. “I need—”

“I know what you need,” he says, his eyes dark with desire. “I’m going to give it to you.”

He pulls his fingers out, and I whimper at the loss, my body craving more. But then he’s positioning himself between my legs, his cock pressing against my entrance, and I realize what’s coming next.

“Ready?” he asks, his voice low.

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps. I’m not ready, but I want this. I want him. I want to feel him inside me, stretching me, filling me.

He pushes in slowly, his cock thick and unrelenting. I scream, the pain intense, my body clenching around him. But he doesn’t stop. He just keeps pushing, his hands gripping my hips, his breath hot against my neck.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groans, his voice strained. “So fucking tight.”
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