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I’m standing in the hallway, frozen, my heart pounding in my chest. The soft glow from the living room spills into the corridor, and I can’t help but peek inside. My girlfriend’s brother, Jake, is pressed against the couch, his lips locked with another guy. The stranger’s hand is buried in Jake’s messy brown hair, pulling him closer, while Jake’s hands roam over the guy’s broad, muscular shoulders. They’re both shirtless, their chests flushed and glistening with sweat. The air is thick with the scent of cologne and something undeniably masculine.

I know I should turn around, walk away, pretend I didn’t see anything. But my feet feel rooted to the floor, my gaze transfixed on the scene unfolding before me. Jake’s always been the straight-laced, athletic type—the kind of guy who’d never do anything like this. Or so I thought. Watching him now, his lips parting, his tongue tangling with the stranger’s, I feel a heat coil low in my stomach. It’s wrong, it’s so fucking wrong, but I’m hard. My dick throbs against the fabric of my shorts, and I shift uncomfortably, trying to ignore the way my breath quickens.

The stranger breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down Jake’s jawline, his neck. Jake tilts his head back, a soft groan escaping his lips. The sound sends a jolt through me, and I bite my lip, my hand twitching at my side. I want to touch myself, to ease the ache building in my groin, but I don’t dare move. Not yet.

Then, Jake’s eyes flutter open. For a split second, our gazes meet. My stomach drops. I’m caught. But instead of pushing the guy away or yelling at me to leave, Jake smirks. It’s a knowing, inviting smirk that sends a jolt of electricity through me. He nods subtly toward the stranger, then glances at me, his lips curling into a silent invitation.

The stranger follows Jake’s gaze and turns to look at me. His eyes are dark and intense, assessing me like prey. He’s taller than Jake, with a lean, sculpted body and a scattering of dark hair across his chest. “If you’re gonna watch,” he says, his voice low and husky, “you might as well participate.”

My mouth goes dry. Participate? My brain screams no, but my body is already moving before I can stop it. I step into the room, my heart hammering against my ribs. The air feels charged, heavy with anticipation. Jake’s smirk widens as he takes my measure, his eyes flicking down to the bulge in my shorts before meeting mine again.

“You sure about this?” he asks, his voice steady, but there’s a challenge in his tone. His breath smells faintly of mint and something sweeter, something uniquely him.

I swallow hard, my throat tight. “Yeah,” I manage, though I’m not sure at all. This is crazy. I’ve never even thought about being with a guy, let alone two. But here I am, my dick aching, my skin buzzing with anticipation. The room feels hotter now, the scent of sweat and desire overwhelming.

The stranger steps closer, his presence commanding. He reaches out, his hand gripping my shoulder firmly, grounding me. “Good,” he says, his thumb brushing my skin in a way that sends shivers down my spine. “We could use another pair of hands.”

Before I can overthink it, he pulls me closer, his other hand tangling in Jake’s hair to angle his head for another kiss. I stand there, frozen again, as their lips meet, their bodies pressing together. The stranger’s hand slides down my arm, his fingers brushing mine, and I shiver. It’s a small touch, but it sends a rush of heat through me.

Jake pulls away from the kiss, his breath coming in short gasps. He looks at me, his eyes dark and hungry. “You gonna stand there all night, or you gonna do something?” His voice is rough, laced with desire.

I blink, torn between fear and desire. Slowly, I raise my hand, my fingers trembling as I reach out to touch Jake’s chest. His skin is warm under my palm, his muscles tense beneath my touch. He lets out a low hum, his head falling back as I trace the line of his pecs, my fingers skimming over his nipple. It’s hard, sensitive, and he shudders, his breath hitching.

The stranger watches me, his expression intense, his eyes flicking between Jake and me. “That’s it,” he murmurs, his hand moving to rest on my hip. His touch is firm, guiding. “Feel how hard he is.”

I glance down, my cheeks heating as I realize Jake’s dick is straining against his jeans, just like mine. My thumb brushes over his nipple, and he shudders again, his eyes closing as he leans into my touch. “Fuck,” he groans, his voice thick with need.

The stranger steps closer, his body pressing against mine. I can feel the heat of him, the solid wall of his chest against my back. His hand slides down, his fingers brushing the waistband of my shorts. My breath catches as he dips his hand inside, his fingers wrapping around my cock through my boxers.

“Jesus,” I whisper, my head falling back as he strokes me through the fabric. It’s too much, too fast, but I can’t stop the moan that escapes my lips. My knees feel weak, and I lean against the stranger for support.

Jake opens his eyes, his gaze locking with mine. “You like that?” he asks, his voice rough, his lips curled in a smirk.

I nod, unable to speak. The stranger’s hand is firm, his grip confident as he works my dick, his thumb brushing the head through my boxers. My body feels like it’s on fire, every nerve ending alive and buzzing.

“Take your shirt off,” the stranger orders, his breath hot against my ear. His voice is commanding, but there’s a hint of pleasure in it, like he’s enjoying this as much as I am.

I hesitate for a moment, my hands hovering over Jake’s chest. But then I remember his smirk, his invitation, and I act. My fingers fumble with the buttons of my shirt, peeling it off and letting it fall to the floor. The stranger hums his approval, his hand tightening on my hip.

Jake’s eyes roam over my chest, his lips curling into a smirk. “Not bad,” he says, reaching out to trace the line of my abs. His touch is light, teasing, and I shiver. His fingers are warm, calloused from years of sports, and they send sparks of sensation through me.

The stranger steps back, his eyes taking in the both of us. “Get him out of those jeans,” he instructs, his voice commanding. There’s a hunger in his gaze now, like he’s mapping out every inch of our bodies.

I swallow hard, my hands trembling as I reach for Jake’s belt. My fingers fumble with the buckle, but I manage to undo it, my heart pounding as I lower the zipper. Jake’s dick is already hard, pressing against the fabric of his boxers, and I pause, my breath catching.

“What are you waiting for?” the stranger prompts, his hand resting on my shoulder, guiding me.

I take a deep breath, then slide my hands into Jake’s jeans, pulling them down his legs. He steps out of them, his boxers following, and I’m hit with the sight of his cock. It’s thick and heavy, the head flushed and glistening. My mouth goes dry. I’ve never seen another guy’s dick up close, let alone one as impressive as Jake’s. My own cock twitches in response, and I shift uncomfortably, my shorts suddenly feeling too tight.

The stranger chuckles, his hand moving to grip my jaw. “You like what you see?” His thumb brushes my lower lip, and I nod, unable to tear my eyes away from Jake’s cock.

“Then taste him,” the stranger orders, pushing my head down gently but firmly.

My heart races as I drop to my knees, my hands trembling as I reach for Jake’s hips. I’ve never done anything like this before, but the thought of wrapping my lips around his dick sends a jolt of desire through me. The room smells of sweat and lust, and I’m drowning in it.

I lean in, my breath ghosting over his skin, and Jake shudders, his hands tangling in my hair. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum,” he groans, his voice hoarse with need.

I hesitate, my lips hovering over the head of his cock. What if I do this wrong? What if I—

“Just do it,” the stranger says, his voice firm but encouraging.

I take a deep breath, then close my lips around Jake’s dick. He gasps, his hips jerking forward, and I pull back slightly, my tongue flicking over the head. He tastes salty, musky, and I shiver as he groans, his hands tightening in my hair.

“Fuck, yeah,” he murmurs, his hips moving slowly, feeding his cock into my mouth.

I relax, letting my lips slide down his shaft, my tongue swirling as I take him deeper. The stranger watches, his expression intense, his hand still gripping my shoulder.

“That’s it,” he says, his voice low. “Suck him off. Make him cum.”

I moan around Jake’s cock, the vibration sending a shudder through him. His hands guide my head, setting a rhythm as he fucks my mouth. My own dick throbs, trapped in my boxers, and I whimper, my hips rocking forward instinctively.

The stranger chuckles, his hand moving to my waist. “Not yet,” he says, pulling me back gently. “We’ve got plans for you.”

I let Jake’s cock slip from my lips, my breath coming in short gasps. Jake groans, his eyes half-lidded, his chest heaving. He looks fucked out, but his dick is still hard, leaking pre-cum onto his abs.

“Stand up,” the stranger orders, his hand gripping my arm to help me to my feet.

I stumble slightly, my legs shaky, as the stranger steps closer, his body pressing against mine. His lips brush my ear, his breath
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