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From my seat in the theater, I adjusted myself discreetly—Jefferies always provide terrible support for guys who are blessed down there—must be the lack of padding. The previews hadn't started yet, which gave me too much time to study the side profile of the ridiculously handsome man next to me. Tommy. No last name needed. Just the jut of his jaw alone would make a lonely priest reconsider his vows, and my briefcase-sized best friend Jenn had somehow managed to make this guy her official boyfriend.

"So, did I tell you what happened at the grocery store today?" Jenn leaned across Tommy, effectively creating a ridiculously muscular armrest for her, and her almond eyes were sparkling with the promise of some truly juicy drama about her nemesis coworker Brenda. I loved her more than anything, I really did.

"Nah, what's Brenda done now? Tried to steal your mutually exclusive hot glue gun from the craft room again?" I replied, dragging my eyes away from Tommy to give her my full attention. We fell into our easy rhythm of jokes and gossip as the lights began to dim, the familiar animated cola ad playing on the big screen.

"He brought the kid today," I murmured to no one in particular, but I knew Jenn heard me. "Showing a five-year-old the history of hominid evolution in person. What a guy."

"What guy?" Tommy asked, his voice a low rumble that vibrated pleasantly through my shoulder.

"The jumpy paleoanthropologist who wants my dick," I replied cheerfully, not missing a beat.

Jenn choked back a laugh. "Max! You can't just say things like that."

"An honorary 'show me on the doll where the bad fossil kissed you' badge should be in the mail by Tuesday," I continued unabashedly. I then turned my attention fully to Tommy, meeting his gaze in the flickering screen light. A faint, frantic flush was creeping up the harsh lines of his neck, exactly like it always did when I flirted with him. "What about you, Tommy? Any strange academics trying to corner you about fascinating geological formations today?"

"No," he said, his voice low, almost like he was embarrassed by my honesty, but the corner of his mouth twitched just slightly. And I'm an absolute bastard for it, but I absolutely lived for that twitch.

You see, that's the problem—or rather, the joy. Tommy wasn't just handsome. He was cut straight from some patriotic catalog of male virtue; all earnest blue eyes and forearms that looked like they could effortlessly throw me through the very wall behind me. He played college baseball, for Christ's sake—a total jock in every stereotypical sense of the word—but he was one of the sweetest guys I'd ever met. He remembered that I hated synthetic fabric softener and once brought me my favorite expensive brand of kombucha to the apartment after Jenn mentioned I was having a rough week.

He's my best friend's boyfriend, a solid third to our very intimate, lopsided trio of friends. So I flirted with him—a little, a lot, a constant push-pull of pushing his boundaries that he so shyly retreated from, all the while blushing that maddeningly endearing shade of beet red. And sometimes, when I've had too much wine and he's done enough chores to feel useful, I allow myself to wonder... what if his constant blushes weren't just shyness? What if there was something there? But that thought is always quickly dispatched; this dazzling man is as straight as his walk-on home-run swing and head-over-heels in love with my beloved Jenn.

Still. I leaned toward him as the opening credits rolled, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper just for his ear.

"Relax, big guy. It's just a movie."

Forty-five minutes into some mindless explosion fest, and I'd honestly forgotten there was anyone next to me. My focus was entirely on the screen, on the ridiculous plot that I was idly watching on my own. Jenn, bless her heart, was currently bonding with Tommy over it, her head occasionally ducking to whisper something to him on my right that made him chuckle.

And then I felt it.

Pressure. A warm, solid line of pressure against my left thigh, running from my knee all the way up. My heart did a stupid little stutter-skip against my ribs. It was his leg. Tommy's leg, pressed firmly against mine. He was a big guy, took up space, sure, but there was a foot of empty real estate on my other side. He had to be doing it on purpose. Or he was just ridiculously oblivious, which was always a possibility with jocks. But the universe shone a little brighter for a full minute as I relished the contact.

I stayed perfectly still, scared to breathe, scared to shift and break the spell. The innocent touch began to morph into something else. Something heavy and thick that settled in my groin. Every tiny vibration of the theater's sound system traveled up from the floor, through his leg, and directly into mine. I could feel the denim-on-denim friction, the subtle shift of his quadriceps against mine as he crossed his other leg over his knee, applying even more pressure to the side of mine.

Then Jenn straightened up, her momentary terror forgotten. "Ugh, my butt is numb from this seat," she whispered to him, leaning forward to get her phone from her purse on the floor in front of her. Fumbling with the zipper gave me the perfect cover. I stole a glance down at his lap.

And saw it.

A thick, solid ridge straining against the dark fabric of his gym shorts. It wasn't a fold, it wasn't a wrinkle. It was a distinct, unmistakable outline of a cock, rigid and angled slightly toward me, the fabric pulled taut over the thick head. Could it be? Fucking— of course it was.

My own breath hitched. I was hard instantly, a violent, steel-tube erection jamming into my zipper. Here he was, Mr. Lacrosse State Champion, popping a semi next to his girlfriend's other best friend while watching car chases.

Time to test the theory.

Casually, like I was just shifting to get more comfortable, I placed my left hand on the armrest between our seats. Then, with the slowness of moving glaciers, I let my pinky finger drop until it rested against the outside seam of his shorts. My finger now lay directly on top of the thick, muscular swell of his outer thigh. The fabric was warm. So was the skin I could feel beneath it.

Jenn was absorbed again, whispering another plot point to him that he nodded along to. It was just me, the flickering light, and this insane electrifying connection pulsing through my single pinky.

Wiggle.

Just a tiny, almost imperceptible movement of my finger against his leg. A caress so light a fly wouldn't notice it. But he wasn't a fly. I saw it happen as clear as day. The thick ridge in his shorts throbbed. A powerful, visible pulse under the fabric, a twitch from within. A clear, undeniable answer to a silent, idiotic question.

My throat went dry. All my blood was rushing south. And then, as if the universe wanted to torture me further with gasoline-soaked images, Jenn's voice echoed in my head from weeks ago, complaining late one night over too much wine: "God, Max, it's massive. I can't even get the whole thing in my mouth without gagging, and sometimes... sometimes taking him all the way inside just hurts. He's just too damn big."

My eyes darted back to that tent in his shorts. It wasn't big. It was enormous. And it was currently, apparently, pulsing in time with my goddamn finger.

Every rational part of my brain was screaming at me to stop. This was my best friend's boyfriend in a public movie theater. But the louder, dumber, more desperate part of my anatomy, the one currently putting significant strain on my zipper, was cheering me on like a Roman emperor at a gladiator match.

I kept my finger perfectly still for a full minute, letting the connection breathe, letting him process. Then, the movie explosions faded into meaningless noise because something real was happening.

His thigh moved.

It wasn't a shift away. It was a slow, deliberate press upward, a muscular flex that met my resting finger with firm, insistent pressure. He was meeting me. He was leaning into the touch. It was a silent, hopeless, gorgeous surrender.

Game on.

My hand didn't move on the armrest. Only my fingers did. I left my pinky where it was, the anchor, the point of contact. Slowly, carefully, I let my ring finger fall beside it, then my middle finger. My hand was no longer just touching his thigh; my fingertips were draped over it, feeling the furnace of his skin through the thin fabric. His entire body seemed to lock, to hold a silent breath. I could feel the tremor running through his quad, a conflicted mix of tension and arousal.

Jenn chose that exact moment to whisper something else to him, completely oblivious. He turned his head toward her, gave a vague, distracted nod, and immediately turned back to the screen. The denial was as potent as the touch.

My fingers began their journey. A slow, inching crawl, so slight I doubted anyone could see it unless they were specifically looking for it. I traced the seam of his shorts upward, toward the heat pooling in his lap. I didn't have a destination, not really; I was just following the current.

Then I hit it. The back of his hand.

I froze. My fingers were now lying directly over his knuckles. I could feel the curled tension, the way his hand was probably clenched into a fist on his own leg. I waited for him to pull away, to mutter an excuse and shift his arm, ending this insane experiment.
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