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I step into my buddy’s apartment, the air thick with the familiar scent of his cologne mingling with the faint aroma of laundry detergent. It’s a scent that’s uniquely his, one I’ve grown accustomed to over the years of our friendship. We’ve been tight since college, and while I’ve always known he’s gay, it’s never been a big deal. He’s my brother, plain and simple. I’m here to housesit for him while he’s out of town for the weekend, which mostly involves feeding his fish and watering his plants. Easy enough, I think to myself as I toss my bag onto the couch.

The apartment is spotless, as usual. My buddy’s always been the neat one, while I’m more of a “clean when I absolutely have to” kind of guy. I head straight to the kitchen to grab the fish food, the sound of my footsteps echoing on the hardwood floors. The fish tank sits on the counter, its blue gravel and vibrant fish a stark contrast to the sleek, modern decor. I sprinkle a few flakes into the water and watch as the fish swarm, their colors hypnotic under the soft glow of the tank light. They move in unison, like they’re dancing to a silent rhythm, and I find myself momentarily lost in their graceful movements.

After the fish are taken care of, I grab the watering can and head to his bedroom to tend to the plants. The room is dim, the curtains drawn to keep the sunlight from damaging his furniture. The air feels heavier here, intimate, like I’ve stepped into a private sanctuary. I walk over to the dresser, where a few potted plants sit, their leaves reaching toward the faint light filtering through the window. As I bend down to water them, something catches my eye.

There, sitting on the dresser, is an 8-inch dildo.

I freeze, my hand still clutching the watering can. It’s not like I’ve never seen one before—I’ve seen them in porn, sure—but this is different. This is real. It’s sitting right there, on my buddy’s dresser, like it’s the most normal thing in the world. My heart skips a beat, and a flush creeps up my neck. I’m not sure why I’m so thrown off. It’s not like I didn’t know he had one. But seeing it there, so casual and unapologetic, makes me curious.

I set the watering can down slowly, my eyes fixed on the dildo. It’s smooth, the silicone catching the dim light in a way that makes it look almost lifelike. I reach out, my fingers hovering over it for a moment before I finally touch it. It’s cool against my skin, heavier than I expected, with a solid weight that feels almost comforting. I run my thumb along the shaft, feeling the ridges and the slight give of the material. It’s well-made, no doubt about that. I turn it over, examining the flared base designed to keep it from going too far. My mind wanders to what that would feel like, and I quickly shake the thought away.

But the curiosity won’t leave me alone. I lift the dildo to my nose, inhaling deeply. The smell hits me immediately—musky, with a hint of something else I can’t quite place. It’s not unpleasant, but it’s definitely... intimate. My stomach flips, and a heat rises in my chest. I know I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help it. The scent is intoxicating, and my mind starts wandering to places it probably shouldn’t.

I think about my buddy, about how this thing has been inside him. The thought sends a jolt through me, and I feel my cock stir in my jeans. I’m straight—I have a girlfriend, for Christ’s sake—but there’s something about this that’s getting to me. Maybe it’s the taboo of it all, or maybe it’s just the sheer rawness of the situation. Whatever it is, it’s making me hard.

I lower the dildo, my fingers still wrapped around it and take a step back. I should put it back, walk away, forget this ever happened. But I don’t. Instead, I bring it back to my nose, inhaling again. The scent is stronger this time, more pronounced. It’s not just musk—there’s something else there, something salty and sharp. Semen, maybe. The realization hits me like a punch to the gut, and my cock twitches in response.

Before I can stop myself, I bring the tip of the dildo to my lips. My heart is pounding, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. I know this is crazy, but I can’t stop. I lick the tip, my tongue tracing the smooth curve of it. The taste explodes in my mouth—musk, man, semen, just like I thought. It’s overwhelming, primal, and it sends a surge of heat straight to my groin.

I’m hard now, painfully so. My jeans are tight around my cock, and I can feel pre-cum leaking from the tip. I’m sweating, my skin hot to the touch. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I can’t stop. I’m standing in my best friend’s bedroom, sucking on his dildo like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I kick off my shoes and peel off my shirt, tossing them to the floor. My jeans follow, and I’m left standing there stark naked, the dildo still in my hand. I lie back on the bed, the soft comforter cool against my skin. I’m trembling, my body buzzing with anticipation. I bring the dildo to my lips again, this time taking more of it into my mouth. It’s thick, almost too much, but I manage to gag it down, my throat constricting around it.

I moan, the sound low and guttural. It’s filthy, what I’m doing, but I don’t care. I’m lost in the moment, in the taste and the smell and the sheer wrongness of it all. I reach down, my hand wrapping around my cock. It’s rock hard, throbbing in my grip. I stroke it slowly, feeling the pre-cum slick my fingers. It’s leaking onto my abs, pooling in my navel, and I can’t help but think how fucking hot it is.

I’m jacking off to my buddy’s dildo, sucking on it like it’s a cock. I’m straight, I keep telling myself, but the words feel hollow. My body doesn’t care about labels. It just wants this, needs this. I’m ramming the dildo down my throat, gagging on it, my eyes watering. My cock is leaking, my balls tight and aching. I’ve never been this turned on in my life.

I pull the dildo from my mouth, gasping for air. My lips are stretched, my jaw aching, but I don’t care. I want more. I want everything. I roll onto my stomach, reaching back for the dildo. I’ve never done this before, never even thought about it, but I need to feel it inside me. I need to know what it’s like.

I position the tip at my hole, biting my lip as I push it in. It’s tight, so tight, and it hurts. I hiss, my body tensing, but the pain only makes it hotter. I push harder, the dildo sliding in inch by inch. My hole stretches, my muscles burning, but I keep going. I’m sweating now, my skin slick, my heart pounding in my chest.

I’m fucking myself with my buddy’s dildo, and it’s the most intense thing I’ve ever experienced. The taste is still on my tongue, the smell in my nose, and it’s driving me wild. I’m thrusting back onto the dildo, my cock slapping against my stomach with each movement. It’s rough, desperate, and I can feel my orgasm building.

I’m close, so close. My balls are aching, my cock throbbing. I’m moaning, my voice hoarse, my body trembling. I’m going to cum, I know it, and I don’t want to stop. I fuck myself harder, the dildo buried deep inside me. The pain is intense, but it’s nothing compared to the pleasure. I’m lost in it, drowning in it.

And then I cum. Without touching myself.

It hits me like a wave, my body convulsing as my orgasm rips through me. My cock pulses, shooting ropes of cum onto the bed. It’s everywhere—on my stomach, my chest, the sheets. I’m groaning, my voice a ragged whisper, as my body shakes with the force of it. I’ve never felt anything like this, never come so hard.

I collapse onto the bed, my body spent, my mind reeling. I’m still trembling, my heart pounding, as I pull the dildo from my body. It’s slick with my cum, and I can’t help but smile. I’m a mess, but it’s a good kind of mess. I roll onto my back, staring up at the ceiling as I try to catch my breath. I bring the dildo to my lips again and lick it- tasting my musk and heat.

The room is silent, except for the sound of my heavy breathing. The scent of musk and semen still lingers in the air, mingling with the smell of my own sweat. I feel exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely liberated. I’ve crossed a line, and there’s no going back.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand, snapping me out of my daze. I reach for it, my fingers still shaky. It’s a text from my buddy, just one word and a wink: "Watched."

My heart stops and then starts racing again. Watched? What the fuck does that mean? I sit up, my mind racing. Did he... did he see everything? My face burns with embarrassment, but there’s something else there too—a thrill, a rush of excitement. He saw me, saw what I did. And he’s not mad. He’s... amused, maybe?

I don’t know what to think, what to
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