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I wake up to the warm summer sun streaming through my bedroom window, the light dancing across my bare chest. I stretch my arms above my head, feeling the familiar ache of morning stiffness, and yawn, my mouth tasting like last night’s pizza. At 19, my body is lean but toned, the result of hours spent at the gym and a metabolism that still hasn’t caught up with my appetite. I run my hands down my sides, tracing the faint lines of my abs, and smirk at my reflection in the mirror. Today’s the day. I’m going to find a straight guy and suck his dick. The thought sends a thrill through me, a mix of excitement and nervousness that settles low in my stomach.

I step out of bed, my bare feet padding softly against the cool hardwood floor. My room is a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, posters of half-naked models peeling at the corners, and a half-empty bottle of lube on my nightstand. I grab a pair of tight black shorts and a tank top, pulling them on without much thought. My cock is already half-hard, the anticipation of the day ahead making my skin tingle. I run a hand through my messy brown hair, leaving it in its usual disarray, and head downstairs.

The kitchen is quiet, the only sound the hum of the refrigerator. I pour myself a glass of orange juice, the cold liquid refreshing as it slides down my throat. I glance out the window and spot him—the landscaper. He’s across the street, shirtless, his bronzed skin glistening with sweat as he trims the hedges. His name is Jake, or at least that’s what I’ve heard the neighbors call him. He’s 24, with broad shoulders, a dusting of dark hair across his chest, and arms that look like they could lift a car. My mouth goes dry as I watch him work, the muscles in his back flexing with each movement.

I set my juice down and grab a cold water bottle from the fridge. This is my chance. I step outside, the heat hitting me like a wall, and cross the street, my heart pounding in my chest. Jake looks up as I approach, his brow furrowed in confusion.

“Hey,” I say, trying to keep my voice casual. “Thought you might want this. It’s hot as hell out here.” I hold out the water bottle, my eyes flicking down to his chest before meeting his gaze again.

He takes the bottle with a nod, his lips curling into a faint smile. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it.” His voice is deep, rough around the edges, and I feel a shiver run down my spine.

I take a step closer, letting my eyes linger on his body. “You’re, uh, pretty ripped,” I say, licking my lips. “Must be all the hard work.”

Jake laughs, a low, rumbling sound that makes my cock twitch. “Something like that.” He takes a long drink from the bottle, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallows.

I bite my lip, my mind racing. “You know, it’s even hotter out here than I thought. Why don’t you come cool off in my backyard? I’ve got shade and a pool.” I wink, hoping he gets the hint.

He hesitates, his eyes narrowing slightly, but then he shrugs. “Sure, why not? Just for a minute, though. I’ve still got work to do.”

My heart leaps as I lead him across the street and into my backyard. The grass is cool beneath my feet, and the shade from the oak tree offers a welcome respite from the sun. I gesture to a lounge chair. “Make yourself comfortable.”

Jake sits, stretching his long legs out in front of him. I sit on the edge of the chair opposite him, my knees bouncing with nervous energy. “So, you do this a lot? Work outside, I mean.”

He shakes his head, taking another sip of water. “Nah, just picking up extra cash for the summer. Usually I’m in construction, but this is easier on the body.”

I laugh, leaning forward slightly. “Yeah, I bet. Still, you must get pretty sweaty.” My eyes drift down to the waistband of his shorts, my mind already imagining what’s underneath.

Jake follows my gaze, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Something like that.”

I take a deep breath, my pulse quickening. This is it. I stand up, slowly, letting my eyes lock with his. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it’s like to, uh, suck a straight guy’s dick. Just once. To see what it’s like.”

His eyes widen, and for a moment, I think he’s going to stand up and leave. But then he swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing again, and sets the water bottle down. “You’re serious?”

I nod, my heart pounding in my ears. “Dead serious. I mean, if you’re not into it, that’s cool. But if you are...” I trail off, letting the offer hang in the air.

Jake shifts in his seat, his gaze flicking down to my lips before meeting my eyes again. “I’ve never... done anything like this before. But... fuck, you’re making it hard to say no.”
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