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The night air is thick with anticipation as I sit on the cold, weathered bench of the dugout, the wooden slats digging into my thighs. The baseball field is eerily quiet, the only sounds the distant hum of crickets and the faint rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze. My son, Jake, has already been picked up by his mother, and the rest of the team has long since vanished into the darkness. It’s just me and Marco Reyes, his son’s coach, sitting side by side with nothing but the oppressive silence and a couple of warm beers between us. The weight of the moment presses down on me, heavy and undeniable.

Marco’s presence is a force of nature, impossible to ignore. Even in the dim glow of the field lights, I can see the way his broad shoulders fill out his tight-fitting t-shirt, the way his dark hair catches the faint light, casting shadows across his sharp features. He’s 34, but he carries himself with a confidence that makes him seem ageless, like a man who’s always known exactly who he is. I’ve always noticed him—how could I not? He’s built like a god, with a smile that could disarm anyone. And he’s openly bisexual, something I’ve tried desperately not to think about too much. But tonight, it’s all I can think about. The knowledge sits in my gut like a stone, heavy and unyielding.

“You’ve got that single dad energy,” Marco says, breaking the silence. His voice is low and warm, a rumble that vibrates through me, settling deep in my chest. I laugh, a little too loudly, trying to play it off as casual. “Yeah, well, it comes with the territory. Two kids, a divorce... it’s a full-time job. Not much time for anything else.”

He nods, taking a long sip of his beer, his eyes never leaving mine. “Respect. But you know, sometimes you’ve gotta take a break. Live a little. You can’t pour from an empty cup, Dan.”

I shrug, staring down at my hands, the calluses from years of manual labor and parenting rough against the smooth surface of the beer can. “I’m not really the type to live a little. I’m more of a... keep my head down, do what’s expected kind of guy.”

Marco turns to me, his gaze sharp and piercing, like he’s seeing straight through the carefully constructed walls I’ve built around myself. He lightly touches my thigh. “And what if what’s expected isn’t what you really want? What if you’ve been denying yourself something... important?”

My heart skips a beat, the question hitting me like a punch to the gut. I don’t know how to answer that. I’ve spent my entire life doing what’s expected—marrying a woman, having kids, pretending to be straight. But deep down, I’ve always known the truth. I’ve just never had the courage to act on it. The thought of it sends a shiver down my spine, equal parts fear and excitement.

“I don’t know,” I admit, my voice barely above a whisper, rough and unsteady. “I’ve never... I’ve never been with a man.”

Marco’s eyes soften, and he leans in, close enough that I can feel the heat of his body radiating against mine. The scent of his cologne, something earthy and masculine, fills my nostrils, and I’m acutely aware of every inch of space between us. “You’ve thought about it, though. Haven’t you?”

I swallow hard, my throat dry, my mouth suddenly parched. “Yeah. For years.”

He smiles, a slow, knowing smile that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my core. “You want to stop pretending?”

Before I can respond, before I can overthink or back out, he closes the distance between us. His lips press against mine, slow and firm, full of promise and unspoken desire. My heart pounds in my chest, a frantic drumbeat that echoes in my ears. For a moment, I freeze, every nerve ending in my body screaming with uncertainty. But then I melt into him, my hands trembling as they come to rest on his solid shoulders. His kiss is everything I’ve imagined and more—hungry, yet tender, like he’s been waiting for this moment just as long as I have.

I’ve never been kissed like this. Never felt this kind of connection, this raw, unfiltered desire. It’s like every cell in my body is waking up, coming alive in a way I never thought possible. Marco pulls back slightly, his breath hot and ragged against my lips. “You okay?”

I nod, my voice hoarse and unsteady. “Yeah. Just... I’ve always wanted to do this....just never had the courage.”

He grins, a wicked, knowing grin that makes my stomach flip. His thumb brushes my cheek, a gentle, intimate gesture that sends a wave of warmth through me. “I can tell. But you’re doing great. Trust me.”

His words send a surge of courage through me, like a shot of adrenaline straight to the heart. I lean in again, kissing him with more confidence this time, my lips moving against his with a newfound boldness. My hands move down his back, feeling the hard, defined muscles beneath his shirt, the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric. He groans softly, a deep, primal sound that vibrates against my lips, and his hands slide up my chest, pushing the fabric of my t-shirt aside, his touch sending shivers down my spine.
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