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The familiar glow of the TV casts a flickering dance of light and shadow across the room, a comforting backdrop to what has become anything but a typical Friday night. It’s just me, Josh, a six-pack of beer that’s now half-empty, and an action movie that neither of us is actually watching. The explosions on the screen are drowned out by the steady hum of the refrigerator and the occasional pop of a beer can. Josh, my best friend since high school, sits next to me on the couch, his long legs sprawled out, his thigh pressing against mine. It’s not unusual for us to sit close—we’ve always been physically comfortable with each other—but tonight, there’s something different in the air.

“This movie is so bad, it’s actually good,” Josh laughs, taking a swig from his bottle. His dark hair falls over his forehead, and he pushes it back with a casual flick of his wrist. I grin, nudging him with my elbow.

“That’s why we picked it, remember? So we could make fun of it.”

He grins back, his green eyes sparkling with mischief. “Yeah, but I didn’t think it’d be this hilarious. Did you see that guy’s muscles? They look like they’re about to burst out of his skin.”

I chuckle, leaning back into the cushions. The beer is cold and refreshing, and the comfortable silence between us is something I’ve come to cherish over the years. Josh has always been the more outgoing one, the life of the party, while I’m content to stay in the background, observing. But tonight, something feels off. Or maybe, something feels on.

As the movie drags on, Josh starts to inch closer, his thigh pressing more firmly against mine. I shift slightly, trying to create some space, but he doesn’t seem to notice. Or maybe he does, and he’s ignoring it. I clear my throat, feeling a bit uncomfortable.

“Uh, Josh, you’re kinda in my space,” I say, trying to keep my tone light.

He glances at me, his expression innocent. “Am I? Sorry, man. Didn’t realize.”

But he doesn’t move away. If anything, he leans in closer, his shoulder brushing against mine. My heart skips a beat, and I tell myself it’s nothing, that he’s just being his usual affectionate self. Josh has always been physically demonstrative—hugging me tightly whenever we meet, ruffling my hair like an older brother. But this feels different. More... intentional.

By the time the credits roll on the first movie, Josh’s hand has found its way to my thigh, his fingers tracing idle patterns on the fabric of my shorts. I stiffen, my heart rate quickening. This is new territory, and I’m not sure how to navigate it. I’m straight—I’ve never even considered the possibility of anything else. But Josh is persistent, his touch sending sparks through my body. I’m drunk, horny, and curious, a dangerous combination.

“Josh, come on, man. Chill,” I say, attempting to sound casual, but my voice cracks slightly.

He looks up at me, his eyes unreadable. “What? I’m just being friendly.”

Friendly? His hand is now dangerously close to my crotch, and I can feel myself starting to react. I’m not sure what’s happening, but my body seems to have a mind of its own. I open my mouth to protest again, but no words come out. Instead, a soft groan escapes my lips as his fingers brush against the growing bulge in my shorts.

“Shh,” Josh whispers, his warm breath tickling my ear. “Just let me, okay?”
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