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The air in the apartment is thick with anticipation, the kind that hangs heavy and electric, like the moment before a storm breaks. I’m still sitting on the couch, my phone forgotten in my lap, as the faint sounds from Jax and Ryan’s room grow louder. It’s not just the moans now—there’s a rhythm to it, a syncopated beat of skin on skin, of breath catching and releasing. My heart quickens, and I realize I’m holding my breath. I let it out slowly, the curiosity burning in my chest too strong to ignore.

I stand, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor, and pad toward their door. The hallway feels longer than usual, every step a deliberate choice. The door is cracked open, a sliver of light spilling into the dimly lit hall. I pause, my hand hovering over the knob. This is their moment, their privacy. But the sounds—God, the sounds—pull me in like a magnet. I push the door open just enough to see inside.

The room is bathed in the soft glow of their string lights, casting a warm amber hue over the scene. Jax and Ryan are on the bed, their bodies a study in contrasts and complements. Jax, with his lean, wiry frame, is sitting up, his hand wrapped tightly around his cock. Ryan, broader and more muscular, lies back against the headboard, his fingers teasing the tip of his own erection. Their eyes are locked, intense and unblinking, as if they’re the only two people in the world.

My chest tightens, a mix of arousal and something else—something I can’t quite name. I’m not supposed to be here, not supposed to be watching. But I can’t look away. Their movements are slow, deliberate, like they’re savoring every second. Jax’s hand moves in a steady rhythm, his uncut cock glistening with pre-cum. Ryan’s fingers circle the head of his own, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Then Jax sees me. His eyes flick to the door, and for a moment, I think he’ll stop. But instead, he smirks, his grip tightening on his cock. “Cole,” he says, his voice low and rough. “You’re just in time.”

My throat goes dry. “In time for what?”

Ryan chuckles, his hand never slowing. “For this. We were just... experimenting. Want to join?”

Heat flushes my cheeks, but I don’t look away. We’ve talked about this before—joked about it, even. But seeing it, really seeing it, is different. It’s raw, primal, and fucking hot. I step into the room, my heart pounding in my ears. “Experimenting, huh? What kind of experiment is this?”

Jax’s smirk widens, his eyes never leaving mine. “The kind where we find out what turns us on. And so far, it’s being watched.”

My cock twitches in my jeans, and I shift uncomfortably. “So, you’re saying you’re turned on by me watching you jerk off?”

Ryan’s gaze darkens, his chest rising and falling with his quickening breaths. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”

I hesitate, my mind racing. This is uncharted territory. But the heat in my veins wins out. I kick off my shoes and join them on the bed, sitting cross-legged between them. My cock is already half-hard, and I don’t bother hiding it. If they’re comfortable being naked in front of me, I can at least show them I’m into it too.

“So, what now?” I ask, my voice steady despite the chaos in my chest.

Jax reaches out, his fingers brushing against my thigh. The touch is electric, sending a jolt straight to my groin. “Now, we see how far we can take this.”

His words hang in the air, heavy with possibility. Ryan’s hand moves faster, his cock throbbing with each stroke. Jax’s eyes are fixed on me, hungry and unapologetic. This isn’t just about jerking off anymore. It’s about pushing boundaries, about seeing how far we’re willing to go.

I take a deep breath, my fingers trembling as I reach for my belt. “If we’re doing this, let’s do it right.”

Jax grins, his hand leaving his cock to help me with my pants. Ryan watches, his breaths coming in short gasps as he strokes himself faster. The room is charged, the air thick with tension and desire. My pants hit the floor, and I’m left in just my boxers, my cock tenting the fabric.

Jax’s fingers brush against my thigh again, this time moving higher, closer to my groin. I shiver at the contact, my skin tingling with anticipation. “Take them off,” Ryan says, his voice rough and demanding. “Let’s see what we’re working with.”

I hesitate, my heart pounding. But the way they’re both staring at me, their eyes dark with desire, makes me bolder. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers and slide them down, letting them fall to the floor. My cock springs free, already hard and leaking pre-cum.

Jax’s eyes widen, and he reaches out, his fingers wrapping around the base of my shaft. “Damn, Cole. You’ve been holding out on us.”

I let out a sharp breath as his hand moves, stroking me slowly. “Feels like you guys have been holding out on me too.”

Ryan chuckles, but his eyes are serious as he watches Jax’s hand move up and down my cock. “We’re not holding out anymore. Not tonight.”

I glance at him, our eyes meeting. There’s something unspoken passing between us, a silent agreement to let go of inhibitions, to see where this takes us. I reach out, my hand hovering over Ryan’s, before closing my fingers around his wrist and guiding his hand to my mouth.

“Let me taste you,” I murmur, my lips brushing against his fingers.

Ryan’s breath hitches, and he nods, his eyes never leaving mine. I lick his fingers slowly, savoring the salty taste of his skin. His pre-cum clings to his fingertips, and I suck them into my mouth one by one, swirling my tongue around them.

Jax watches, his grip on my cock tightening as he strokes me faster. “Fuck, Cole. That’s hot.”

I glance at him, my lips still wrapped around Ryan’s fingers. “You want a turn?”

Jax’s eyes darken, and he nods, his hand leaving my cock to reach for his own. He strokes himself roughly, his breaths coming in short gasps. “Yeah. I want a turn.”

I release Ryan’s fingers with a pop, my gaze flicking between the two of them. “Then let’s make this a real experiment.”

Ryan’s hand moves to his own cock, stroking it in time with Jax’s rhythm. “What did you have in mind?”

I lean back against the headboard, my cock throbbing between us. “I’m thinking... facials. Cum swapping. Whatever feels good.”

Jax’s eyes widen, and he lets out a low whistle. “You’re not holding back, are you?”

I smirk, reaching out to grab a pillow. “Not anymore.”

Ryan’s gaze is intense as he watches me. “You sure about this? We’re not just bros anymore if we do this.”

I meet his eyes, my heart pounding in my chest. “We’ve never been just bros. Not really.”

He nods, his hand moving faster on his cock. “Then let’s do it. But first... I want to taste you, Cole.”

My breath catches as Ryan leans forward, his lips brushing against the head of my cock. He licks a stripe up the underside, his tongue teasing the sensitive skin. I let out a sharp gasp, my hands tangling in his hair as he takes me deeper into his mouth.

Jax watches, his own hand moving in sync with Ryan’s rhythm. “Fuck, that’s hot. I want a turn too.”

I glance at him, my eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “You’ll get one. But right now, I want to watch you.”

Jax smirks, his hand tightening on his cock. “Watch this, then.”

He leans back, his strokes becoming more urgent. His chest is heaving, his eyes fixed on Ryan as he sucks me off. The room is filled with the sounds of our heavy breathing and the wet noises of Ryan’s mouth on my cock. It’s filthy, and I love every second of it.

Ryan hums around my shaft, his hands gripping my thighs as he takes me deeper. I’m close, so fucking close, but I want to make this last. I want to savor every moment of this, every touch, every taste.

“Ryan,” I groan, my fingers tightening in his hair. “Slow down. I’m not ready to come yet.”

He pulls back, his lips slick with my pre-cum. “What do you want, Cole?”

I meet his gaze, my heart racing. “I want to see you come first. I want to taste you.”

Ryan’s eyes darken, and he nods, his hand moving to his own cock. He strokes himself slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. “Then watch this.”

He speeds up, his breaths coming in short gasps as he edges closer. Jax watches, his own hand moving in time with Ryan’s. The tension in the room is palpable, and I can feel the heat building between us.

“Fuck, Ryan,” Jax groans. “You’re going to make me come too.”

Ryan’s eyes flick to Jax, a smirk playing on his lips. “That’s the idea.”

He strokes himself faster, his chest heaving as he teeters on the edge. I lean forward, my mouth watering in anticipation. I want to taste him, to feel his cum on my tongue.

“Come for me, Ryan,” I murmur, my voice thick with desire. “Let me see it.”

Ryan’s eyes roll back, and he lets out a sharp cry as he comes, his cock pulsing as he shoots thick streams of cum onto his chest and stomach. Jax follows moments later, his hand moving frantically as he spills his load onto his abs.

I watch, mesmerized, as their cum glistens in the dim light. It’s fucking hot, and I can feel my own cock throbbing with the need to come. But I want to taste them first.

I lean forward, my fingers tracing the trails of
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