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The first time I noticed him, we were both in the dorm’s common room, losing our minds to a trashy reality show on the communal TV. His name was Kyle, or so I’d heard a friend of a friend call him. We didn’t run in the same circles. He was a soccer guy, all lean muscle and effortless cool, with a perpetually easy laugh. I played lacrosse and had a steady girlfriend, Sarah. Our worlds were parallel lines, never destined to cross. But that night, my eyes kept drifting from the TV to the dark stubble on his jaw, the way his t-shirt rode up when he stretched, revealing a sharp slice of hipbone.

I told myself it was just... observation. A guy can notice another guy's build, right? Straight guys do it all the time. It’s a primate thing. But it felt different. It felt like a hook snagging in my gut. Later that night, fucking Sarah, her face buried in my pillow, my mind traitorously replayed the image of Kyle’s lazy smile, and I came so hard it startled us both. I kissed her forehead, my heart thudding with guilt, and told myself it meant nothing.

It meant nothing the next time I saw him at the mail center, the easy way he leaned against the counter, long legs crossed at the ankle.

It meant nothing when I passed him in the hallway and the scent of his clean, sporty deodorant clung to the air and made my mouth go dry.

But it was starting to mean everything. The idea of him was taking root in my brain, a silent, creeping vine of wrongness that made every interaction with my actual life feel like I was reading lines from someone else’s script. I was straight. I was in love with my girlfriend. So why was the thought of a guy I'd never spoken to becoming the electric hum behind my every thought?

Today, practice had been brutal. Coach had us running suicides until my lungs burned and every muscle screamed. I smelled like a gym bag left in the sun. I trudged to the third-floor bathroom, the one connected to my hall, my only mission to wash the grime away before heading to Sarah’s. Pushing the heavy door open, I was hit by a wall of dense, billowing steam.

And then I saw him.

He was in the last shower on the left. The one with the busted curtain that never closed all the way. And he wasn't closing it at all. It was pulled back completely, leaving him exposed, a silent, glistening spectacle under the fluorescent lights. My backpack slipped from my shoulder and hit the linoleum with a soft thud I didn't even register.

My entire body seized.

It was just Kyle. Taking a shower. But to me, it was like stepping into a dream. Every half-formed thought I’d had about him was magnified, rendered in dizzying high-definition. The curve of his shoulders. The water cascading over a chest that was all carved muscle and tapering abdomen. The powerful, fluid lines of his thighs. My gaze dropped, a magnetic pull I was powerless to stop, and I saw his cock.

It was just... hanging there. A thick, heavy weight of flesh that was somehow more intimidating than a full-on erection. It was half-hard, maybe, and it seemed to possess an arrogant confidence, a tangible presence that made my own pulse kick into overdrive. This was a man. A raw, unfiltered picture of masculinity that my own stunted fantasies couldn’t have even imagined. I was flooded with a feeling so intense it bordered on pain—pure, undiluted want.

Then I heard a sound that wasn't the shower. A low, guttural sigh of absolute relief. My eyes flickered up to his face, his head tipped back into the spray, and then back down just as quickly. The sight that greeted me sent a jolt through my system so powerful it felt like a physical blow.

A hot, forceful jet of liquid was shooting from the tip of his cock. A solid, golden stream that splashed onto the tiled floor between his feet, foaming slightly as it swirled toward the drain.

He was pissing. Just... pissing in the shower. The casual, unashamed normalcy of it was the most shocking thing I had ever seen.

Every straight-guy alarm in my head was screaming Disgust! Look away! But my body refused to listen. Instead, a different sensation took over. A white-hot heat that coiled in my balls and shot up my spine, making my own dick, trapped in my jock, ache with a sudden, vicious need. It wasn't just dirty. It was powerful. It was the ultimate act of "I don't give a fuck." Dominant. Primal. He was marking his territory, right here, right now, and I was the only one watching.

His stream slowed to a trickle. He lowered his head, his eyes opening, pushing the wet hair from his forehead. And they found mine.

Locked. My gaze was pinned on him, my face an open book of horrified, shameless fascination. I was exposed. A deer caught in the world’s most intense headlights. A hundred silent "I'm sorrys" died on my lips.

But the look on Kyle’s face wasn't disgust or anger. It was the furthest thing from it. His blue eyes registered my shock, then drifted down, noticing the rigid, pathetic line in my own shorts. A slow smile spread across his lips. Not a friendly smile. It was a predator's smile. A smirk of pure, absolute understanding that said he saw every filthy, desperate thought in my head and knew, just knew, that I wanted him.

He turned his back to me to rinse, the curve of his ass a final, devastating image before the spell broke.

I was momentarily paralyzed; my feet rooted to the grimy tiles. Then, the world snapped back into focus. With a desperate lunge, I grabbed the strap of my backpack that I'd dropped. It was an insane, robotic motion. I spun around, my movements clumsy and jerky, and fled. I didn't look back. I didn't dare. My blood was roaring in my ears as I bolted down the hall, fumbling with my key card. The door to my single room slammed shut behind me, the click of the lock echoing like a gunshot in the sudden silence.

I leaned against the door, chest heaving, my backpack slipping from my numb fingers to land on the floor with a dull thud. My whole body trembled. I felt like I'd been stripped of my skin, every nerve raw and exposed to the air. Violated. That was the word that surfaced in my shocked brain, but it was a lie wrapped around a truth. I had just been psychologically violated in the most profound way possible, and every sick, depraved cell in my body had loved it.

My dick was a bar of steel, the pressure almost painful, a throbbing, insistent demand.

My eyes landed on the full-length mirror nailed to the back of my door. A different kind of hunger took over. I shed my clothes, tearing at my damp, sweaty shirt and kicking my shorts and jock aside until I was standing completely naked, the air from the vent cool against my feverish skin.

I looked at myself. Not in the way I normally did—a quick, critical check. I really looked. I saw the defined arms from lacrosse, the flat plane of my own stomach. For a fleeting second, I wondered what Kyle would think if he saw me like this. Would he smirk? Would he see me as competition? Or just another guy? The thought was simultaneously terrifying and intoxicating. But it wasn't my body I truly wanted to see. It was Kyle's, reflected back at me in my own eyes.

I gripped my cock, my right hand wrapping around the thick, rigid shaft. The initial contact made me hiss. I started to stroke, my gaze locked on my own reflection, but I wasn't seeing myself. I was seeing him.

I remembered the water sluicing over Kyle's carved abs, making them glisten. I pictured his powerful thighs, the dusting of dark hair. My own hand tightened, mimicking the unconscious grip I imagined he'd have. The memories were so vivid, so potent. The thought of his thick, heavy cock, hanging there with that arrogant confidence, made my own dick jump in my fist. My pace quickened, the rough, fast friction sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

But it was the final image that sent me spiraling. The stream. That hot, forceful golden jet of piss, bursting from him. It played in my mind on a loop; more explicit and more erotic than any pornography I had ever seen. There was nothing hesitant about it. It was predatory. Dominant. The act of a man so utterly comfortable in his own skin, so powerful, that he could piss where he wanted, when he wanted, and a part of me—all of me—had been utterly captivated by it. God, how I loved it. The heat. The filth of it. The sheer primal audacity.

A choked gasp escaped my lips. My hips jerked forward, my movements becoming erratic, desperate. I was jacking myself furiously, my knuckles almost white, my other hand braced against the wall to keep my shaking legs upright. The pressure was unbearable, building deep in my gut. I stared at my reflection, at the lust-contorted mask my face had become, and I aimed the tip of my cock right at the glass.

I came. Hard.

A thick, white ribbon shot out and splattered against the mirror, smearing the image of my distorted face. Another jet followed, and another, coating the glass in my own sticky, hot release until it dripped in viscous streams toward the floor. I groaned, long and low, my body sagging, the energy completely drained from me.

Panting, I leaned my forehead against the cool, slick surface of the mirror, right next to a warm glob of my own come. My breath fogged the glass. And in the silence of my room, with my body humming with satisfaction and my soul drowned in shame, the single thought, the absolute truth, echoed in my head: I wanted his piss on my skin. I wanted to feel it, hot and scalding, marking me as his.
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