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I sit on the couch, my eyes glued to the TV, but my mind is elsewhere. It’s always elsewhere these days, and the reason has a name: Jake. My roommate’s older brother. He’s like a walking, talking temptation, and I’m the fool who can’t look away. Jake’s 28, athletic, with a body that screams years of dedication in the gym. Broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and legs that could crush a man—or pin him down in ways I’d rather not admit to fantasizing about. But it’s not just his body. It’s the way he moves, the confidence in every step, the way his boxers cling to him like a second skin. He’s always in boxers. Always. And I’m always noticing.

I thought I was being subtle. I’d steal glances when he walked by, my eyes tracing the lines of his muscles, the way his ass flexed with every stride. I’d pretend to be focused on my phone, my laptop, anything but the man who made my heart race and my cock twitch. But tonight, I realize I’ve been fooling myself. Subtle? I’m about as subtle as a brick to the face.

The apartment is quiet, my roommate out for the night, leaving me alone with my thoughts—and Jake. He’s in the kitchen, the faint hum of the fridge the only sound breaking the silence. I’m on the couch, trying to focus on the show I’m supposedly watching, but my eyes keep drifting toward the kitchen entrance. I can’t help it. It’s like he’s a magnet, and I’m the metal shard drawn to him.

Then, it happens. The moment that changes everything.

I hear a soft gasp, a muffled sound that makes my head snap up. Jake’s standing by the counter, his back to me, but his body language is unmistakable. His hand is down his boxers, his fingers wrapped around something thick and hard. My breath catches in my throat. I should look away. I should pretend I didn’t see. But I can’t. I’m frozen, my eyes locked onto the sight of Jake’s hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes.

He’s jerking off. In the kitchen. And I’m watching.

My heart pounds in my chest, my cock hardening in my jeans. I’m torn between guilt and arousal, but the latter wins out. I’m transfixed, my gaze glued to the rhythmic motion of his hand, the way his body tenses with each stroke. Then, he turns. His eyes meet mine, and for a moment, I think I’ll die of embarrassment. But Jake doesn’t look embarrassed. He doesn’t look shocked or angry. He looks... intrigued.

His hand doesn’t stop moving. If anything, it speeds up, his grip tightening around his cock. He steps closer, his eyes never leaving mine, and my breath hitches. He’s massive, even softer than I imagined. Thick and veiny, the head already glistening with precum. My mouth waters, and I don’t know if it’s from nerves or desire.

“You really wanna know what I taste like, huh?” His voice is a low growl, rough and commanding. It sends a shiver down my spine, straight to my cock. I swallow hard, my throat dry. I can’t speak. I can’t even nod. But my body answers for me.

I drop to my knees.

The movement is instinctive, my body acting on impulses I’ve tried to ignore for weeks. I crawl toward him, my eyes never leaving his cock. It’s like I’m in a trance, drawn to him by some primal force. Jake watches me, a smirk playing on his lips, his hand slowing as I get closer. He steps forward, his cock now at eye level, the tip leaking with precum.

I lean in, my tongue darting out to lick the salty bead from the tip. The taste explodes on my tongue—salty, musky, uniquely him. Jake sucks in a sharp breath, his cock twitching in response. His hand tangles in my hair, guiding me closer, urging me to take more.

I open my mouth wide, my lips wrapping around the thick head. My tongue swirls around it, exploring every ridge, every vein. Jake groans, his grip tightening in my hair. “Fuck, that’s good,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

I take more, my mouth stretching to accommodate his thickness. I can feel it hitting the back of my throat, making me gag slightly, but I don’t stop. I want this. I want him. I take it all, my head bobbing up and down, my cheeks hollowing out as I suck.

Jake’s hands grip my hair tighter, his hips bucking slightly, fucking my mouth. I moan around his cock, the vibration making him shudder. “Shit, you’re good at that,” he pants, his voice strained. “Take it all. Swallow it down.”

I do. I take every inch, my throat adjusting to his size, my mouth working eagerly. I can feel his balls tightening, his body tensing. He’s close. I redouble my efforts, my head moving faster, my hand wrapping around the base, stroking in time with my mouth.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—” His words cut off with a groan as he comes, his cock pulsing in my mouth. Hot, salty cum floods my mouth, and I swallow every drop, my own cock throbbing with need. I don’t waste a drop, my mouth milking him dry until he’s spent, his body slack against the counter.

But Jake’s not done. Not even close.

He spins me around, his hands gripping my hips, bending me over the kitchen counter. I hear the rustle of a condom wrapper, feel the cool lube being drizzled down my crack. My breath quickens, my heart pounding in anticipation. I’ve wanted this—wanted him—for so long.

Then, with one swift thrust, he’s inside me. His cock fills me completely, stretching me in ways I’ve only dreamed of. I gasp, my hands gripping the edge of the counter, my body adjusting to his size. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growls, his voice in my ear, his breath hot against my neck.

He starts to move, his hips slamming against my ass, his cock pounding into me. I can feel every inch, the pleasure-pain of it making me see stars. Jake’s hands are on my hips, holding me in place, his cock slamming into me over and over. I moan, my voice hoarse, my body trembling with each thrust.

“You like that, huh?” he pants, his voice rough. “Like my cock in your ass?”

I can’t speak, can only nod, my body answering for me. I do like it. I like it more than I can say. I like the way he fills me, the way he dominates me, the way he makes me feel.

Jake’s thrusts become harder, faster, his cock pounding into me relentlessly. I can feel his balls slapping against my ass, the sound obscene, the sensation overwhelming. My own cock is leaking, the pleasure building in my belly. But I know I won’t cum until he does.

I can feel his body tensing, his cock swelling. “Fuck, I’m close,” he groans, his voice strained. “Gonna fill you up, you little slut.”

His words send a jolt of arousal through me, my body trembling with anticipation. With a final, powerful thrust, he comes, his cock pulsing inside me. I can feel the warm cum filling the condom, his body shuddering with his release.

As Jake pulls out, I’m left trembling, my body buzzing with pleasure. But I’m not done. Not even close.

I turn to him, my eyes locked onto the condom filled with his cum. I reach out, my fingers wrapping around it, pulling it off. Jake watches me, his eyes dark with desire, his cock already hardening again.

I look him in the eye, my tongue darting out to lick the tip of the condom. The taste of him explodes on my tongue—salty, bitter, undeniably him. I open my mouth wide, taking the condom in, sucking out every last drop of cum. I moan as I swallow, my eyes never leaving his.

“Fuck,” Jake breathes, his voice hoarse. “You’re something else.”

I smile, my fingers still coated in his cum. I reach down, my hand wrapping around my own cock, stroking myself. ass. I stroke myself faster, with Jake watching, his eyes glued to my body, his cock hardening further. “Shit, you’re gonna make me lose it again,” he groans.

With a cry, I come, my cock pulsing, my cum spilling onto the kitchen counter. My body shudders, my head falling back, my breath ragged. But even as I finish, I know this isn’t over.

I turn to Jake, my eyes locking onto his. He’s hard again, his cock standing at attention, his eyes dark with desire. I smile, a wicked idea forming in my mind.

“You know,” I say, my voice low, “I think I’ve had enough of the kitchen.”

Jake raises an eyebrow, his lips curling into a smirk. “Oh yeah? And where do you wanna go next?”

I step closer, my hand reaching out to trace the lines of his chest. “How about your bedroom? I hear the bed’s more comfortable.”

Jake’s smirk widens, his hand wrapping around the back of my neck, pulling me in for a kiss. His lips are rough, demanding, his tongue invading my mouth. I moan, my body pressing against his, my cock already hardening again.

“Lead the way,” he murmurs against my lips, his voice a promise.

I do. I take his hand, leading him down the hall to his bedroom. The night is far from over, and I have every intention of making sure Jake—and I—get exactly what we want.

But as we walk, my mind wanders to the future. This was supposed to be a one-time thing, a moment of weakness. But as I look at Jake, his body pressed against mine, his desire mirroring my own, I know this is just the beginning.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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