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The heat is relentless, a suffocating blanket that wraps around me, clinging to my skin like a second layer of sweat-soaked clothing. I’m shirtless, sprawled on the couch, the cheap fabric digging into my back as I try to find a cool spot that doesn’t exist. Alex, my buddy, is next to me, equally miserable, his chest glistening with sweat as he fans himself with a crumpled magazine. The broken AC sits in the corner like a silent mockery, its hum a cruel reminder of what we’re missing.

“This fucking heatwave is killing me,” I groan, tossing the magazine aside. It lands with a soft thud on the floor, joining the pile of discarded junk that’s accumulated over the past week. Alex snorts, his dark hair sticking to his forehead. “Tell me about it. My girlfriend won’t even let me touch her. Says it’s too hot to get frisky.”

I laugh, bitter and hollow. “Same here, man. It’s like the heat’s sucked the life out of everything, even our sex lives.” The words hang heavy in the air, charged with frustration and something else—something I don’t want to name. We exchange a look, the tension between us thickening like the humidity. The TV flickers in the background, a mindless sitcom playing on repeat, but neither of us is watching.

“Fuck, man, I’m so hard up,” I admit, running a hand through my hair. My voice sounds rough, desperate even to my own ears. Alex smirks, his eyes glinting with a dangerous kind of humor. “Wanna jack off to some porn? Just for fun?”

My heart skips a beat. The suggestion is absurd, reckless, but there’s a spark of curiosity—no, desire—that ignites in my chest. I hesitate, my throat dry. “Are you serious?”

Alex shrugs, his smirk widening. “Why not? It’s not like we’re gonna act on it. Just a bit of fun, you know?”

I bite my lip, the idea swirling in my mind like a storm gathering on the horizon. It’s wrong, so wrong, but the heat has me on edge, my skin buzzing with restless energy. “Alright,” I say finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “But just for fun.”

Alex grins, reaching for the remote. He fires up the streaming app, navigating to a porn site with practiced ease. The screen flickers to life, a pair of hot, female, moaning bodies writhing in HD. The sound of their pleasure fills the room, mixing with the hum of the fan, creating a bizarre symphony of desire and discomfort. We both immediately pull our shorts and underwear off and throw them on the floor.

We sit naked, side by side, our shoulders brushing, the air between us crackling with unspoken tension. I glance at Alex, his eyes fixed on the screen, his jaw clenched. My heart hammers in my chest as I reach down, my hand closing around my cock. It’s hard, throbbing; tight against my skin. Alex does the same, his hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes, his breath coming in short gasps.

The room feels smaller now, the heat more intense, as if the very air is charged with our unspoken desire. I steal glances at Alex, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his eyes flicking between the screen and me. His hand moves in sync with mine, our rhythms mirroring each other, a silent dance of lust and curiosity.

“What the fuck are we doing?” Alex mutters, his voice hoarse, but his hand doesn’t stop. I shake my head, my throat dry. “I don’t know, man, but I can’t stop.”

Our thighs brush, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through my body. The heat between us is no longer just from the weather; it’s something raw, primal, and undeniable. I lean in, my lips brushing Alex’s ear, my breath hot against his skin. “Shut up and kiss me,” I whisper, the words bold and reckless.

Alex freezes, his hand pausing mid-stroke. For a moment, I think he’ll pull away, but then his body shifts, his lips finding mine in a rough, desperate kiss. It’s messy, our teeth clashing, tongues tangling as we explore this uncharted territory. The taste of sweat and lust is overwhelming, intoxicating, and I moan into his mouth, my hands gripping his shoulders.

We break apart, gasping for air, our eyes wild with desire. Alex’s chest heaves, his pupils dilated, and I can see the same hunger reflected in my own gaze. “I wanna taste you,” I whisper, my voice thick with need.

Alex’s eyes darken, his lips curving into a wicked grin. “Go for it,” he rasps, pushing himself back onto the couch. My heart pounds as I drop to my knees between his spread legs. The musky scent of his arousal fills my nostrils, and I inhale deeply, my mouth watering.

I reach out, my fingers tracing the hard lines of his chest, dipping lower to grip his throbbing cock. It’s hot in my hand, pulsing with life, and I feel a surge of power, of desire, as I stroke him slowly. Alex groans, his head falling back against the couch, his hands tangling in my hair.

“Fuck, Andrew, don’t stop,” he pants, his voice pleading. I smile, a wicked glint in my eye, and lean in, pressing a soft kiss to the head of his cock. The skin is smooth, salty, and I lick a stripe up the underside, moaning at the taste. Alex’s hips buck, a sharp groan escaping his lips, and I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, bobbing my head with growing confidence.

His hands tighten in my hair, guiding me, urging me on. “Fuck, yeah, just like that,” he groans, his voice raw with need. I hum in response, gagging at times; my mouth working in rhythm, my tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. The sound of his pleasure fills the room, mixing with the hum of the fan, creating a symphony of lust.

“Your turn,” I say, pulling away, breathless. Alex grins, wicked and wanton, and sits up, pulling me closer. He returns the favor, his mouth closing over my cock with eager enthusiasm. His lips are warm, his tongue skilled, even though he has never done this before. I groan, my hands gripping the couch as he sucks me deep.

We devour each other, lost in a haze of lust and sweat. The air is thick with the scent of our desire, the sound of our moans filling the room. Alex’s fingers trace patterns on my thighs, his touch sending shivers of pleasure through my body. I’m close, so close, but he doesn’t stop, his mouth working tirelessly, driving me wild.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I pant, my body tense, but Alex keeps going, his tongue swirling, edging me closer. I bite my lip, my hips bucking, as he takes me deeper, his throat working in rhythm with my thrusts.

Then, without warning, he pulls away, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Not yet,” he whispers, pushing me back onto the couch. I groan in frustration, my cock dripping and throbbing with my heartbeat; he just smiles, his hands roaming over my body.

“Spread your legs,” he commands, his voice low and dominant. I obey, my heart pounding, as he positions himself between my thighs. His breath is hot against my skin as he leans in, his tongue tracing a path down my chest, pausing to nip at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

His mouth continues its slow descent, his tongue leaving a trail of fire in its wake. And then, his breath ghosts over my cock, teasing, before he flips me over onto my stomach; his mouth hovers over my hole. My breath hitches as his tongue presses against it, hot and wet, sending shivers of pleasure rippling through me.

“Fuck,” I moan, my hands gripping the couch, my hips bucking involuntarily. Alex groans against my skin, his tongue fucking me gently, his breath hot and moist. “You like that?” he murmurs, his voice muffled by my skin.

I can’t respond, my body overwhelmed with sensation. His tongue is relentless, pushing deeper, his hands gripping my thighs, holding me open. The pleasure is intense, overwhelming, and I’m lost in a haze of lust and desire.

“Please,” I beg, my voice hoarse, my body trembling. Alex chuckles, his breath tickling my skin, before pulling away, leaving me aching, desperate for more. His eyes glint with mischief. “I want you to fuck me!”

I groan, my cock throbbing, my body on the brink. Alex grins, his hands roaming over my chest again. 

I flip us over, my body hovering above his, my cock nudging his ass. Alex’s eyes darken, his lips curving into a wicked smile. “Finally,” he rasps, lifting his legs, giving me access.

I spit on my cock and position myself right outside of his hole, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing with anticipation. Alex reaches out, his hands guiding me, his touch steady and sure. “Slow,” he whispers, his voice thick with need.

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps, as I press the head of my cock against his entrance. The skin is tight, hot, and I pause, my heart racing, before sinking in slowly, inch by inch, stretching him, filling him.

“Oh fuck,” we moan in unison, our voices raw with pleasure. Alex’s hands grip my hips, his nails digging into my skin as I push deeper, our bodies joining in a primal rhythm. I’m surrounded by heat, by tightness, and I groan, my head falling back, my hips snapping forward.

Alex meets my thrusts, his body moving in sync with mine, his moans loudly filling the room. The couch creaks beneath us, the fabric rough against my skin, but I don’t care. All I can feel is Alex, his body, his heat, his tightness enveloping me.

“I wanna breed you,” I growl, my voice rough with dominance. “Feel me deep inside you, filling you up.”

Alex’s eyes flash with desire. “Do it,” he pants. “Claim me, Andrew. Make me yours.”

His words send a surge of possessiveness through me. I grip his hips tighter, pounding into him with renewed ferocity. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, our moans, groans, and
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