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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.
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