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Aaron steps into his apartment, the familiar scent of home wrapping around him like a warm, musky blanket. His gym bag slung over one shoulder feels heavier than usual, but it’s not the weight of the bag—it’s the weight of the workout still buzzing through his muscles. His body is alive, every fiber screaming with the satisfying burn of exertion. But it’s not just his muscles that are on fire. His cock is throbbing, heavy and hard, pressing against the tight fabric of his shorts. He’s horny—really fucking horny. And for once, he’s alone. No one to judge, no one to see. Just him, his body, and the mirror waiting for him in the bedroom.

He drops the gym bag by the door with a thud, the sound echoing in the quiet space. His fingers itch to peel off his sweat-soaked shirt, and he does, the fabric clinging to his skin before falling to the floor. His chest rises and falls with heavy breaths, the air conditioning doing little to cool the heat pooling in his veins. He pauses in the hallway, his bare feet sticking slightly to the wooden floor, and takes a moment to listen to the silence. It’s just him here, and the thought sends a shiver down his spine.

He walks toward the bedroom, his gaze catching on the full-length mirror as he passes. His reflection stares back at him, and for a moment, he just stands there, taking it all in. His body is a map of hard work—defined abs, biceps bulging, veins tracing paths along his forearms. He runs a hand over his chest, feeling the ridges of muscle beneath his skin. His fingers brush over his nipples, and he pauses, a shiver running down his spine. They’re hard, sensitive, and his cock twitches in response. He can’t help but smile. This is his body, his playground, and tonight, he’s going to explore every inch of it.

He steps closer to the mirror, his gaze dropping to his armpits. The hair there is dark, curly, a stark contrast to his pale skin. He lifts his arm, sniffing deeply. The scent is musky, raw, undeniably masculine. His fingers brush through the hair, and he brings them to his nose, inhaling again. It’s intoxicating, primal. Without thinking, he licks his fingers, the taste salty and sharp. His heart races, his breath quickens. This is new, this is strange, but it’s fucking hot.

“What the hell are you doing?” he whispers, his voice hoarse with desire. But the voice in the mirror doesn’t answer. Instead, it smirks, a challenge in its gaze. It’s not his voice, but it’s in his head, a fantasy, a hallucination. It’s deep, commanding, and it sends a thrill through him. “Keep going,” it urges, and he obeys without question.

He lowers his arm, but only to lift the other, licking his pits directly this time. The taste is stronger, more intense, and he moans softly, his head tilting back. His cock throbs, pre-cum leaking from the tip. He swipes his thumb over the wetness, bringing it to his mouth. It’s bitter, metallic, but he groans, his eyes fluttering closed. This is fucking insane, but he can’t stop. He’s falling down a rabbit hole of sensation, and he’s not ready to climb out.

His hands move down his body, tracing the lines of his muscles. He flexes his arms, watching the way they bulge, the way the veins pop. He’s a fucking work of art, and he wants to worship every inch of himself. His fingers brush over his nipples again, tweaking them, pinching them. His breath hitches, his cock hardening even more. He’s losing control, and it’s exhilarating. The voice in his head laughs, low and dark. “You’re mine now,” it whispers, and he shivers, his skin prickling with goosebumps.

He reaches down, rubbing his pubic hair, his fingers grazing the head of his cock. It’s hot, throbbing, begging for attention. He swipes his thumb over the tip again, collecting more pre-cum. He tastes it, his tongue flicking over his fingers. It’s addictive, this taste of himself. His hands move lower, cupping his ass. It’s firm, strong, a testament to hours of squats and deadlifts. He squeezes, feeling the power in his grip. His fingers brush over his taint, and he shivers, a jolt of pleasure shooting through him.

He brings his fingers to his nose, sniffing deeply. The scent is darker now, more intense, and he licks them, his tongue tracing the pad of his thumb. It’s filthy, but he doesn’t care. He’s lost in this, consumed by it. His fingers drift lower, tracing the crack of his ass. He hesitates, his heart pounding. This is new territory, but his cock is begging for it. He presses a finger against his hole, circling it slowly. It’s tight, sensitive, and he groans, his head falling back.

“Do it,” the voice commands, and he does. He pushes in slowly, his breath catching as his finger slides inside. It’s warm, wet, and he moans, his hips shifting involuntarily. He adds another finger, stretching himself, his cock throbbing with every movement. He’s fucking himself, and it’s the hottest thing he’s ever done. He starts to move faster, his fingers plunging in and out, his cock leaking pre-cum with every thrust. But it’s not enough. He needs more.

He pulls his fingers out, licking them clean, the taste of himself driving him wild. He looks around the room, his eyes landing on a water bottle on his nightstand. It’s smooth, hard, the perfect size. His hands shake with anticipation as he grabs it, his mind racing with the possibilities. He lube it up with saliva, his mouth watering as he coats it. He positions it at his hole, taking a deep breath before pushing it in. It’s thicker than his fingers, filling him completely. He groans, his cock throbbing, pre-cum dripping onto the floor.

“That’s it,” the voice purrs, and he starts to move, fucking himself with the bottle, his hips rocking back and forth. It’s intense, overwhelming, and he’s on the edge, teetering between control and surrender. His cock is in his hand now, stroking in time with the thrusts. He’s close, so fucking close. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his muscles tensing as he edges himself, pulling back just before he explodes.

“Not yet,” the voice whispers, and he freezes. It’s not his voice, but it’s in his head, a fantasy, a hallucination. It’s commanding, controlling, and he obeys without question. He slows his movements, his strokes, his breath evening out. The voice laughs, low and dark, and he shivers, his cock throbbing with anticipation.

He starts again, slower this time, savoring every sensation. The bottle fills him, his cock in his hand, and he’s lost in the pleasure. The voice guides him, telling him when to speed up, when to slow down, when to edge. It’s a game, a dance, and he’s its puppet. His cum is building, pressure mounting in his balls. He’s close, so close, but the voice holds him back, pushing him to the brink again and again.

Finally, it gives the command. “Now,” it whispers, and he obeys, his hips snapping forward, his cock stroking fast and hard. His cum explodes, hot and thick, shooting onto his stomach, his chest. It’s the most intense orgasm he’s ever had, his body shaking with the force of it. He collapses onto the bed, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his heart pounding in his chest.

He lies there, his body coated in sweat and cum, the bottle still buried in his ass. He pulls it out slowly, licking it clean, the taste of himself mingling with the taste of his ass. It’s filthy, degrading, and he loves it. With shaking fingers, he wipes the cum from his chest, bringing it to his mouth. It’s salty, bitter, but he swallows it, savoring the taste. His fingers trace the trails of cum on his stomach, collecting it, bringing it to his lips. He licks his fingers clean. He then scoops up more cum and smears it over his nipples with his fingers, watching his chest rise and twitch under his own touch.

He’s a mess, but he’s never felt more alive. What the fuck just happened? He doesn’t know, but he’s not sorry. His hand drifts down to his cock, still hard, still throbbing. Maybe it’s time for round two. The voice in his head laughs, a promise of more to come. “You’re mine now,” it repeats, and he smirks, his fingers wrapping around his cock. This is just the beginning.
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