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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.”
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