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I step into the dimly lit living room of Jake’s house, the bass from the speakers vibrating through my chest, mingling with the hum of voices and laughter. The air is thick with the scent of cheap beer, sweat, and something sweet—maybe the remnants of a spilled cocktail. I pause for a moment, taking it all in, feeling the weight of being here alone. Emma’s absence is a hollow ache in my chest, but I’m determined to make the most of it. I grab a beer from the cooler on the kitchen counter, the cold bottle a welcome relief against my clammy palm. As I crack it open, the sharp hiss of the cap echoes in my ears, and I scan the room for a familiar face.

That’s when I see him. Ryan. He’s leaning against the wall near the window, a drink in his hand, his laughter cutting through the noise like a knife. His dark hair falls perfectly over his forehead, and his smile is easy, confident, like he owns the room. I’ve seen him around before—he’s a friend of Jake’s—but we’ve never really talked. He’s always been... noticeable. Not just because he’s good-looking, but because he carries himself like he’s untouchable, like he knows something you don’t.

I take a long sip of my beer, trying to shake off the sudden awareness of him. It’s stupid, but I can’t help but notice the way his jeans hug his thighs or how his shirt clings just enough to hint at the muscles underneath. I force myself to look away, focusing instead on the group of guys playing pool in the corner. Their raucous laughter fills the space, a temporary distraction from the way my stomach flips at the sight of Ryan.

“Hey, Cameron!” Jake calls out, slapping me on the back hard enough to make me stumble. “Good to see you, man. Where’s Emma?”

“Work,” I reply, shrugging. “Figured I’d come anyway.”

Jake nods, already turning back to the girl he was talking to, her laughter high and tinkling. I take another swig of my beer, feeling a little adrift. That’s when Ryan appears beside me, his presence announced by the faint scent of his cologne—something woody and spicy that makes my stomach flip in a way I can’t explain.

“Cameron, right?” he says, extending his hand. His grip is firm, his touch warm, and I feel a jolt of electricity run up my arm. “Ryan. We’ve met before, but I don’t think we’ve actually talked.”

“Yeah, I remember,” I say, trying to keep my voice casual. “How’s it going?”

He smiles, and there’s something in his eyes—a spark of mischief, maybe—that makes me uncomfortable in the best way. “It’s going great now that I’m talking to you,” he says, and I laugh despite myself.

“Smooth,” I tease, raising my beer.

“Just being honest,” he replies, clinking his drink against mine. His knuckles brush mine, and I feel a flush creep up my neck.

We fall into easy conversation, talking about the party, the music, the usual small talk. But there’s an undercurrent to his words, a playful flirtation that I can’t quite ignore. He’s not subtle about it, either. He leans in closer than necessary, his hand brushing mine when he gestures, his laughter low and infectious. I find myself laughing along, even though a part of me is hyperaware of every touch, every glance.

At one point, he teases me about my beer choice. “You’re drinking that light stuff? Come on, man, live a little.”

“I like it,” I say, defensively, even though I can feel my cheeks heat up.

He rolls his eyes, a smirk playing on his lips. “Fine. But if you change your mind, I’ve got a bottle of whiskey in the kitchen with your name on it.”

I laugh, but my heart is pounding. “Maybe later.”

As the night goes on, I find myself seeking him out, drawn to his energy like a moth to a flame. We end up on the back porch, away from the crowd, sitting on the steps and sharing a joint he offers me. The air is cool, and the stars are starting to come out, twinkling like distant fires. It’s peaceful, just the two of us, and I feel myself relaxing in a way I haven’t in weeks.

“So,” Ryan says, breaking the comfortable silence, his voice low and husky, “you and Emma been together long?”

“A couple years,” I reply, exhaling a cloud of smoke that dissipates into the night. “How about you? Anyone special?”

He shrugs, a small smile playing on his lips. “I’m more of a free agent. Keeps things interesting.”

I laugh, but there’s a tightness in my chest I can’t explain. “Sounds like it.”

He turns to me then, his gaze intense, and for a moment, I feel like I’m drowning in it. “You know, Cameron, you’re a lot more fun when you’re not attached to her hip.”

My heart stutters, and I look away, suddenly self-conscious. “I’m not... I mean, I’m happy with Emma.”

He doesn’t say anything, just takes a drag from the joint and passes it back to me. But I feel his eyes on me, and it’s like he’s seeing right through me, into parts of myself I’ve never even acknowledged.

The rest of the night is a blur of music, laughter, and more drinks than I care to admit. Ryan stays by my side, his presence both comforting and unnerving. At one point, he pulls me onto the dance floor, and I let loose, moving with the music, feeling free in a way I haven’t in a long time. His body is close to mine, his hands resting lightly on my hips as we move together. It’s innocent, just dancing, but my skin is buzzing where he touches me, and I can feel the heat of his breath on my neck.

When the party starts to wind down, Ryan offers me a ride home. I hesitate, but the thought of walking back alone in the dark is unappealing, so I accept. The drive is quiet, the only sound the hum of the radio and the occasional thump of the bass from the party we just left. The car smells faintly of leather and that same woody cologne, and I find myself breathing it in, committing it to memory.

As we pull up to my apartment building, Ryan turns to me, his expression unreadable. “Thanks for tonight, Cameron. You’re... good company.”

“Yeah,” I say, my voice hoarse. “Thanks for the ride.”

He doesn’t move to leave, just sits there, his gaze locked on mine. My heart is pounding in my chest, and I’m acutely aware of how close we are, how easy it would be to close the distance between us. His lips part slightly, and I swear I can see the flicker of his tongue wetting them.

“You know,” he says, his voice low and rough, “if you ever want to... talk, or something, my number’s in your phone.”

I nod, my throat too tight to speak. He gives me a small smile. The way he looks at me, the way he touched me at the party, the way he made me feel—alive, desired, confused. I’m buzzed, but it’s not just from the alcohol. There’s something else swirling in my chest, something I can’t name, something that feels both exhilarating and terrifying.

I stumble out of the car and into my apartment, flipping on the lights and immediately regretting it. The brightness hurts my eyes, and I rub my face, trying to shake off the haze of the night. I head straight for the bedroom, intending to change into something comfortable, but as I pass Emma’s dresser, something catches my eye.

The top drawer is slightly ajar, and I pause, my hand hovering over the handle. I know I shouldn’t, but curiosity gets the better of me. I pull it open, and there they are—her toys. A vibrator, a couple of dildos, a few other things I don’t recognize. My face heats up, and I quickly close the drawer, but it’s too late. The image is burned into my mind, and my heart is racing.

I sit on the edge of the bed, my head in my hands. What the hell is wrong with me? Why can’t I stop thinking about Ryan? About the way he looked at me, the way he touched me? And now this—Emma’s toys, sitting there like a reminder of everything I’m not supposed to be thinking about.

I get up, pacing the room, trying to clear my head. But the more I try to push the thoughts away, the stronger they become. I’m hard, achingly so, and I can’t ignore it anymore. I’m confused, turned on, and scared all at once.

I go back to the drawer, my hands shaking as I pull it open again. The dildo is right there, smooth and cold to the touch. I pick it up, turning it over in my hands, my mind racing. I’ve never done anything like this before, never even considered it. But there’s a part of me that’s curious, a part that wants to know what it would feel like.

I lay back on the bed, the dildo still in my hand. My heart is pounding, and my palms are sweaty, but I can’t stop now. I’m already too far gone. I close my eyes, trying to push away the guilt, the confusion, the fear. All I can think about is Ryan—his smile, his touch, his scent.

I bring the dildo to my nose, inhaling deeply. It smells like latex and something else—something faintly floral, maybe from Emma’s lotion. I run my fingers over the smooth surface, tracing the curves, the ridges. It’s strange, holding something so intimate, something that’s been inside her. But it’s also... exciting.

I press it to my lips, hesitating for a moment before I lick it slowly, tasting the faint residue
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