
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Seducing the Straight Guys: Lucas

        

        
        
          Seducing the Straight Guys, Volume 8

        

        
        
          A. Maxton

        

        
          Published by A. Maxton, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SEDUCING THE STRAIGHT GUYS: LUCAS

    

    
      First edition. July 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 A. Maxton.

    

    
    
      Written by A. Maxton.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


I had one week left.

One week to wrap up what I started before the truth outpaced me. The secret was moving faster than I could contain it, and at this rate, Lucas would hear it before I had the chance to speak for myself. I couldn’t let that happen. Not with him.

He was never supposed to be part of the fallout. He was supposed to be the bright spot, if I was allowed one. But I was never good at clean exits.

Lucas wasn’t just another name. He wasn’t a stranger, and he wasn’t someone I could throw charm at and hope for the best. He was different. He always had been.

Lucas was the kind of guy people told stories about the next day. The parties. The dares. The chaos he made look like fun instead of damage. He didn’t just own a room, he bent it. Loud, wild, magnetic. But underneath the buzz and the reckless laughter was something colder. Sharper. He remembered everything. And if you lied to him, he’d know. If you crossed him, you’d never forget.

But with me?

He’d always been... better. Softer, maybe. We weren’t best friends, but there was trust. A connection that came from late-night drives, half-drunk confessions on porches, shared silences that meant more than words. Lucas gave you pieces of himself carefully like lit matches and trusted you not to burn him with them.

I’d spent a year walking that line with him. And now I was here, about to cross it. I told myself I was going for closure. That I just needed to see him. But deep down, I knew it wasn’t that simple. Lucas wasn’t someone you visited for peace of mind. He was a storm. And I was already too close to the edge.

The street was dead quiet when I pulled up. His lights were off. No music thumping from the garage. No people spilling out into the driveway like usual. Just stillness.

It was 1:07 a.m.

And I was standing at his front door, heart thudding, fist raised, unsure if I was here to confess... or to be caught. I knocked. The door opened slow.

Lucas stood in the frame, shirtless, hair messy, gray sweatpants hanging low on his hips. The porch light cut a warm outline around him, but his expression didn’t match the softness of the scene.

He didn’t smile.

"Hi,” he said, voice low. Not cold, but not welcoming either. Just... aware. Like he’d been expecting me but hadn’t decided if that was a good thing.

I swallowed. “Hey.”

He stepped back wordlessly and left the door open. I followed him in.

The house smelled like laundry detergent and eucalyptus. Familiar. Safer than it should have been. The living room was dimly lit, just one lamp casting long shadows over the furniture. Lucas sank into the couch without looking at me, one leg tucked under him, the other stretched out. Remote in hand. TV on mute.

I stood there, awkward. “You up late?” I asked, voice tentative.

He didn’t look up. “Guess so.”

“You watching anything?”

He flipped the channel. A slow news segment changed to a rerun of something with laugh tracks. “Not really.”

Silence again. I cleared my throat and sat on the edge of the armchair across from him. The cushion dipped like it was trying to lean toward him. Like it knew I couldn’t yet.
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