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I’ve always had a thing for college boys. Maybe it’s ‘cause I never got to live it right—never had those late-night dares, those slow, curious moments between best friends when the lines start to blur.

That shit drives me wild. Maybe it does something to you too.

So kick back. Follow these two all-American studs on a quick, dirty ride through friendship, fire, and the kind of fun they don’t teach in class.

And if you want more? I’ve got plenty more mischief waiting for the wild boys of campus.
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Dorm lights low. Game glow high. Jake and Riley, side by side on the futon, controllers gripped, screens blazing—Combat Blitz XIII, final round, sudden death.

Jake: six-foot-two, tan, gym-built with a wide back and a lean waist. His gray sweatpants rode low, clinging to his thighs like a second skin. No shirt. Just golden skin and clean muscle, chest dusted with dark hair that arrowed down his stomach, vanishing below the waistband.

Riley: blond, surfer tan, cut like a swimmer—tight abs, strong arms, baby face with blue eyes too bright for his own good. He wore skimpy gym shorts and nothing else. Legs splayed. One bare foot up on the edge of the futon, the other planted, heel twitching. His thigh flexed with every lurch of his joystick. Their shoulders touched. Casual. Too casual.

“Next round,” Jake said, eyes fixed on the screen. “Loser’s gotta do something epic.” Riley grinned. “Like what?” Jake didn’t blink. “Run the hall. Stark fucking naked.” Riley laughed, a quick bark. “No way.” “You scared?” Riley leaned forward, elbows on knees. The shorts stretched thin across his ass. “Not even.” “Then don’t lose.”

The match started. Blood, fire, pixel screams. Joysticks clacked. Bodies leaned, flexed, swayed. Sweat pooled at the base of Jake’s spine. Riley’s chest rose and fell fast, his breathing tight.

While the boys played, he past rushed in—quick flash, sharp frame. They’d seen each other that first week. Freshman move-in. Late summer haze, shirts clinging to muscle. Jake in cutoff sleeves, Riley in mesh shorts that left nothing to imagination. Nods exchanged. The quiet kind of nod. The kind guys like them give other guys like them. Acknowledgment. Sizing up. Respect. Curiosity too—but buried, boy-deep. 

Didn’t speak for days. Then one morning, Jake came out of the coed showers, towel slung low, hair wet, steam trailing off his chest. Riley was there by the sink, brushing his teeth. He turned, looked up. Froze. For a second too long. Jake remembered the stare. Not hungry, not scared. Just... recognition. Riley remembered the body. Broad chest. Heavy cock swinging like a slow pendulum beneath the towel. And he thought—not in words, but in gut-level truth—that’s a bro I want to bro with.

They’d been tight ever since. Lifted together. Ate together. Gamers, sweaters, dorm rats. Laughed at shit other guys didn’t find funny. Got each other without talking too much. Touch lingered a little too long sometimes. Didn’t matter.

The screen blinked red. KO. Riley lost. Silence.

They stared at the screen. Then at each other. Jake smirked. “Well?” Riley swallowed. His Adam’s apple bobbed. He looked down at his shorts—then back up. “Fuck it.” Riley stood. The room changed. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts. Gave Jake a grin—boyish, daring. Then he shoved them down in one swift move.

The air kissed bare skin. His cock dropped free. Not fully hard. Not soft. That perfect in-between: a thick, lazy tube of flesh swaying under its own weight, the skin stretched loose and heavy. His foreskin draped over the head like a lazy hood, the tip just peeking—slick, swollen, begging. Veins showed faint along the shaft, like blueprints for something bigger.

Jake stared. Couldn’t not. The foreskin moved with every step Riley took—rolled forward, back, never fully retreating. It clung, then released, like it knew how to flirt. Each step made the cock bounce, slap lightly against Riley’s thigh, then swing back. Balls swung too—big, smooth, loose in the heat. Jake noticed —Riley liked it shaved. Pubes trimmed tight, almost to the skin. Balls completely bare. They hung low and heavy, too relaxed, but now started to pull in, tightening from the cooler air of the hallway. Riley had to feel that twist of anxiety—exposed like that. The smooth look gave his cock an extra illusion of length, made it seem wider too. More girth. Riley always bragged about that. Said the chicks he hooked up with loved it shaved. Loved the full view. Said he liked looking right into their teary eyes as they gagged, deep-throating him without warning. Said he always shoved it in fast, made ’em choke first, then moan.

Riley cracked the door. Peeked. Coast was clear. He stepped into the hall. Jake followed to the doorway, kept just out of sight.

Riley jogged. Not fast. A casual lap. One arm half-raised in triumph. His glutes flexed with every step—perfect, round, dimpled in motion. His cock swung like a pendulum, the foreskin pulling back just enough to flash pink, then sliding forward again to cover it like a secret. The whole shaft had that semi-stiff heft to it—bouncing, but not limp. Getting there. Teasing it. A dick with plans.

Jake’s jaw clenched. His own sweatpants got tighter. He breathed deep—his boy just streaked the hallway naked, cock out, swinging, like it was nothing. And in truth—it was nothing. Just bros being bros. No big deal. Guys dared each other all the time. Guys got naked together in locker rooms, in dorms, in showers, in the backs of trucks after practice. Riley just happened to have a fucking masterpiece between his legs.

Riley came back flushed and smiling. “That epic enough?” he said, cock still swinging, foreskin hanging like draped silk. It was a little fuller now—like it liked the air, the attention. Still boyish, still playful. But there was a slow pulse in it. A hunger. Jake tossed him the controller. Didn’t even comment. Just smirked. “Same rules?” Riley didn’t reach for his shorts. Just sat, legs spread, dick flopped over his thigh, one hand loosely scratching his abs. “Make it harder.” Jake grinned. He already had ideas.

Jake clocked every inch. The flat plane of Riley’s stomach. The ridge of each ab. The V-cut that dove into his groin like an invitation. Jake adjusted his own sweatpants, subtle. His dick stirred—had been for a while. No surprise. They were dudes. Dudes got hard. Locker room logic.

Game started again. Buttons clacked. Their shoulders bumped. The air in the room thickened—like summer, like sweat, like something was waiting to snap.

“You lose,” Riley said, glancing sideways, “you gotta touch yourself for sixty seconds. No breaks.” Jake snorted. “Easy.” Riley smirked. “While I watch.” Jake’s eyes widened. His breath stopped. 

The round was brutal. Fast hands, fast thumbs. Jake almost had him—then fumbled. Screen went red. KO. Jake groaned, tossed his controller. “Fuck.” Riley leaned back, laced his hands behind his head. His cock twitched where it lay, lazy but curious. “Clock starts now, bro.”

Jake didn’t hesitate. He reached into his sweats, shoved them down to mid-thigh. His cock flopped out—thick, cut, already half-hard. Dark brown pubes surrounded the shaft. He trimmed after seeing other men in real life and in pornos with shaved or low-trimmed pubes, but couldn’t bring himself to go that low. He’d reconsider after seeing how Riley did it. 

His dick bounced once. Stood there proud, sloped to the left, veins pushing up against the skin like back roads on a map. Riley’s eyes went low. Focused. His own dick twitched. Still soft, still heavy, but stirring—sensitive in the cool air. His foreskin slipped back on its own. Just gravity. Just blood. Jake gripped the base of his cock and started stroking. Slow. Lazy. Muscles flexed down his forearm. His abs tensed with each movement. His chest rose and fell steady, but his jaw was tight. Riley watched openly. No shame. No jokes. Just boyish awe.

“Looks intense,” he said, voice low. Jake smirked, breath heavier. “Wait’ll it’s your turn.” Riley didn’t respond. He was too focused on the motion—Jake’s fist gliding up, twisting at the head, squeezing back down. It wasn’t porn. It was real. It was live. And it was them. Seconds ticked by. 

“Time,” Riley said, eyes never leaving the shaft. Jake let go, cock now flushed and firm, tip glistening. He pulled his sweats back up halfway. Left his dick hanging out. Like a threat. Like a promise. Riley’s cock had grown too—semi again, the foreskin drawn tighter, pink ridge just visible, like it wanted to say hello but wasn’t ready to shout. He gave it a little shake, then scooped up the controller.

Jake leaned back, chest rising, sweat on his collarbone. “Next level,” he said. “You lose? You gotta show me how you jerk it. Real slow. With both hands.” Riley laughed. “Both?” Jake’s eyes dropped to that fat, curious cock. “You look like you need two.” Riley bit his lip and nodded. “Game on.” 

Round started. They went hard. Twitch reflexes, groans, trash talk. But Jake was locked in—blitzed Riley with a triple finisher. KO. Riley sat back. Blew
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