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It had been a week since college intern Pete Johnson accidentally and officially became a voyeur.  That was the night Pete spied on Senator Brick Scrotorum as his college buddy rammed the naked senator's ass on the floor of the senator's office.

The picture he had taken that night from his hiding place in the supply closet provided Pete with his daily masturbatory material.  He was glad he had whipped his camera out at just the right moment to snap a picture of Brick's friend spraying his nose with a glob of cum.

Pete couldn't concentrate on anything else for more than a minute.  No matter who he talked to or what he was doing throughout the day, everything reminded him of Brick.  

He managed to whack off to the picture, as well as his memory of witnessing the event, several times a day.  It was the first thing he did in the morning as soon as he woke up, even before he got out of bed.

He also pleasured himself with it as soon as he came home from the office each day.  On days he was at the college, he had to sneak off to the restroom between classes just to rub one out.

One evening, Pete sat on the couch in his apartment trying to study for an exam.  He couldn't concentrate.  All he could think of was the way Brick had touched him in the office earlier that day...

Pete had been sitting at his desk typing.  Senator Scrotorum stopped by and asked, "What are you working on there, Pete?"

Pete felt the butterflies in his stomach perform acrobatic maneuvers like they always did whenever the DILF senator spoke to him.

His mouth went dry.  "I'm compiling information from a recent constituent poll about controversial issues," Pete squeaked out like a teenager whose voice was changing.

Senator Scrotorum put his arm around Pete's shoulder as he leaned in closer to see Pete's computer monitor.

Pete closed his eyes.  He breathed in the smell of Brick's manly cologne.  He felt the pressure of Brick's strong arm around his back.

This was the first time he had any physical contact with Brick since that day in the office when the photographer took those staged pictures.

Pete wanted so badly to simply turn his face and rub it against Brick's dress shirt.  He yearned to bury his head in the crook of Brick's arm, safe in the older man's embrace.  If he just shifted his shoulder an inch or so, he could plant it smack against Brick's cock.

He still remembered how big and juicy that cock looked sliding in and out of his buddy's mouth.  Pete longed to taste it for himself.  

After surveying the work on the computer screen, Brick flashed his irresistible smile.  "Good job, Pete.  Keep up the hard work."  He squeezed Pete on the shoulder before moving on to see what one of the other office aides was working on.

Now sitting on the couch at home thinking about it, Pete could still feel the impression of Brick's strong hand on his shirt.  The sensation was enough for him to pop a boner inside his jeans.

Pete checked the clock.  His roommate wasn't due home from his internship at the newspaper for another hour.  That would give him plenty of time.

Pete tossed his poli-sci textbook aside.  He picked up his phone and slid his thumb across the screen.

He found the icon for the photo album.  He navigated to the photo he had snapped from his vantage point in the supply closet on that fateful night.

The pic filled the screen.  Pete practically drooled as he stared at it.

Brick's friend's pulsing cock glistened with cum as it hovered over Brick's open and willing mouth.  A cum drop ran down the senator's nose.

Pete leaned back on the couch.  His leg knocked his textbook to the floor.

Pete's free hand automatically aimed for his prick.  He felt the rising bulge trying to fight its way out of his pants.

The young stud took a deep breath as he rubbed his crotch in a circular motion.  He massaged his hard-on by grabbing it length-wise and bringing his fingers in close together.

His hand moved over the button of his jeans.  It didn't stop there.  It made its way under the hem of his shirt.

His fingers glided effortlessly over the smooth, creamy skin on his stomach.  Pete caressed the fine, almost invisible hairs that ringed his bellybutton and made their way down to his dick.  

He imagined that it was Brick's hand doing the exploring, finding its way to his throbbing cock.

Although it felt good, he didn't want to neglect his prick.  He needed both hands.

Pete placed the phone on the back of the couch.  The rough material helped to keep the phone balanced just right, putting Brick's naked pic at his eye level while preventing the phone from slipping off.

One hand went south, pressing against the unforgiving denim.  His dick was like a jack-in-the-box.

He would push it down and his cock would instantly pop back up, straining against the fabric.  His legs tensed and relaxed rhythmically to match the motion of his hand. 

Pete's other hand slid under his tee shirt.  His fingers traced each ab on their way towards the underside of his pecs.

They soon pinched his hard little twink-sized nip.  He switched to the other nip and gave that one a good workout as well.

Each time he tweaked his nip, it resulted in an immediate and direct pulsation in his hard-on.  His cock ached to be free from the jeans.

It just wasn't right to keep a stiff prick like that hidden away.

Pete unbuttoned the jeans.  He carefully opened the zipper.  Since he was going commando, he had to avoid getting hair caught in the fastener.

The material parted and the young man's meaty cock popped out.

He wriggled his ass enough to push the jeans down a couple inches, giving his hand clearance to really work over his tool.  He wrapped his fingers around it and pumped slowly.

His cockhead poked in and out of his fist as his hands enveloped his pulsing cock.  He felt the first dribbles of precum wet his fingers.

Sweat spots started to form on Pete's tee shirt.  He grabbed the hem with both hands and ripped it off.

He slung it over the side of the couch.  The rush of air felt cool on his pecs.  Little goosebumps formed around his nips which hardened instantly.

Pete pushed his jeans farther down to his knees.  He kicked his legs around until he had worked off his jeans.  They fell in a heap on the floor beside the couch.

He stretched out his fully naked body.

With Brick Scrotorum's pic on the screen as constant inspiration, Pete cupped his balls in one hand.  He kneaded them like dough, slowly and carefully with just the right amount of pressure.

At the same time, he teased his own cockhead, urging the next drop of precum to form.  He decided it needed a little help.

Pete spit into his hand.  He attacked his cock with his newly slick fingers.

It felt amazing.  First, his hand worked on the spot where his shaft disappeared into his ballsac.  Then, his hand traveled back up the length of his prick to the crown and into the valley of his piss slit.

Pete shifted positions and knelt on the couch.  His ballsac dangled between his legs while his prick stuck straight out at full attention.  The cool air made his sweaty ass tingle.

Pete stretched.  He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror on the far wall.

He pretended he was posing for a website photo shoot.  He arched his back and his taut, twinky stomach muscles rippled.

He put his hands behind his head and locked his fingers.  He made his biceps bulge.

Pete flexed his ass muscles and made his cock bounce.  He smiled and licked his lips as he imagined Senator Scrotorum holding the camera.

The young stud spit into his open palm.  He slicked his cock with the moisture.

The movement sent a pleasurable sensation right up his spine.  Pete let his head fall back and he moaned softly.

Pete grabbed a throw pillow from the couch.  He positioned it in front of him and plopped his body down on it.

He pretended the soft pillow covering was Brick's ass cheek.  Pete ground himself into the pillow harder and harder.

He clenched his butt and thrust into it like a mad man.  He gripped the edge of the couch cushion for leverage and fucked the shit out of the pillow.  Beads of sweat rolled off his back.

"Oh, hell, yeah," Pete mumbled as that unstoppable urge to cum built up in the young man's dick.  If the pillow really was Brick's asshole, it would have been fucked raw and burning due to the way Pete pounded it.

Pete drew in shallow and more frequent breaths.  He flipped himself over.  He took one last look at Brick's naked body displayed on his cell phone screen.

The young stud propped his legs up on the back of the couch.  Pete's cock twitched.  He threw his head back and closed his eyes.

"Uh, oh, ah," sounds spilled out in between rapid breaths through his mouth.  His face clenched and a couple veins in his forehead showed.  His stomach muscles tightened.

Pete's large cock pulsed between his fingers.  It spewed a stream of cum that shot right up to his neck.

"Oh, shit!" he said as two more cum waves soaked his chest.  His muscles and breathing relaxed as the final spurt emptied from his cock and left a trail between his ballsac and belly button.

"I hope you're giving out free samples," a voice said behind him.

Pete's eyes popped open.  It took him a second to comprehend the situation.  "Oh, fuck, Dave!  What are you doing home early?" he asked his grinning roommate.

"Early?  Seems to me I got here just on time," Dave replied, eyeing Pete's still rock solid cock and naked upper torso drenched in cum.

The cell phone.  The picture.  Senator Brick Scrotorum naked.  With another man.  Oh, my God!  Did he see it?

The disjointed and incomplete thoughts raced through Pete's mind.

I'm naked.  I just shot jizz all over myself.  In front of Dave.  I'm still a virgin
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