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Beep

Fuck. My legs are still shaking.

I'm in the bathroom, sitting on the edge of the tub with the door locked. Jenna's passed out in my bed, probably. Bro can sleep. Me? I'm wide the fuck awake. My heart's still trying to beat its way out of my goddamn chest.

Just finished railing her. God, it was good. Practice today was a killer; Coach had us running drills until my lungs burned and my legs felt like jelly. All that aggression, all that energy... I needed a hole. And Jenna's got a great one. Tight, wet pussy. Perfect tits. She knows what I like.

She was on her knees before I even got my jersey off. Loves sucking my dick. Says it's the perfect size. I grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair, guided her head, fucked her face a little. She gagged, moaned, took it like a champ. Fucking hot.

Usually, that's it. I'll kiss her, sure, but it's just... a thing. Tonight though, I don't know. I pulled her up and I really kissed her. Deep. And I could taste it. I could taste my dick on her tongue, musky and salty. In the back of my mind, a little voice went, huh, but I didn't hate it. Not even a little. It just... was.

I pushed her down onto the bed, spread her legs, and slid right in. No warm-up. She was already wet for me. I started pounding, hard and fast, just like I needed. The headboard was slamming against the wall, she was screaming into my neck, nails digging into my back. It was primal. Just what my body was craving, taking out all the frustration from practice on her.

I was getting close, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. I pulled out, my go-to move. I straddled her chest and started jacking my dick, aiming right for her face. She loves it. Loves watching me lose control, loves when I paint her with my cum. I was right there, on the edge, my whole body tight as a drum.

And then... fuck.

Her hand came up. Her soft fingers started playing with my balls, rolling them gently. That's normal. That's good. But then her fingers went further back. She was rubbing my taint, that little spot right behind my sack. It was like a fucking electric current shooting straight up my spine. I grunted, my hips jerking forward. It felt so good it was almost painful.

And then... then she did it.

She pressed her thumb right against my asshole. I tensed up, my whole body going rigid. What the fuck? But she didn't stop. She started circling it, slow, teasing. And then she pushed. Just the tip of her thumb slid inside.

I exploded.

I'm not kidding. I saw fucking stars. It was like a bomb went off in my dick, in my brain, everywhere. I came so hard I almost passed out. My whole body seized up. I shot my load all over her face, her neck, her tits, my legs gave out, and I almost collapsed right on top of her. It was the best orgasm I have ever had in my entire life. Bar none. Nothing else even comes close.

And now I'm in here, freaking the fuck out. My heart is still hammering. My ass feels... weird. Tingly. I keep clenching it, and I can still feel the ghost of her thumb there.

A girl put her thumb in my ass. And I came so hard I almost blacked out from it.

What the fuck does that make me? Does that make me gay?
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Beep

I'm in my truck, parked outside the coffee shop. Jenna's inside getting us breakfast. I couldn't be in that apartment with her for another second. I needed air. I needed space to think.

Last night... I barely slept. Every time I closed my eyes, I could feel it. That pressure. That invasion. That fucking explosion behind my eyes. I woke up with a hard-on, which is normal, but this one felt... different. It felt like it was coming from inside, from that spot she touched.

She woke up this morning, all smiles, stretching like a cat. "Morning, big guy," she said, her voice all sleepy and sexy. She leaned over and kissed me, and my whole body went rigid. I couldn't stop thinking about where her mouth had been, where her thumb had been.

"About last night..." she started, tracing the lines on my chest. My stomach clenched. Here it comes.

"What about it?" I mumbled, trying to sound casual, like my heart wasn't trying to jackhammer out of my chest.

She looked up at me, her eyes twinkling. "What did you think?"

My brain just... stopped. What was I supposed to say? That it was the most earth-shattering, mind-altering, terrifyingly good orgasm of my life? That I've been questioning my entire sexual identity since her thumb breached my defenses? I just stared at her like a fish out of water.

She must have seen the panic in my eyes. The hesitation. She sighed, but it wasn't an annoyed sigh. It was a... knowing one.

"It doesn't make you gay, you dumb jock," she said, laughing a little and poking me in the ribs. "God, you guys are all the same. So fragile."

I just blinked at her. "What?"

"There are a ton of nerve endings there, Joey. For guys. It's just... another place that feels good. Go a little deeper and you hit the prostate. It's like the male G-spot. Many guys do it with their girls. It's just for fun. It's just pleasure."

She said it so matter-of-factly. Like it was no big deal. Like she hadn't just detonated a nuclear bomb in my worldview. Prostate. G-spot. I'd heard the words, but they were always jokes, things guys said to mess with each other. I never thought... I never thought it was real.

She leaned up and kissed my cheek. "Relax, captain. You're still a hundred percent straight. You just discovered a new toy. And from the way you came, I'd say it's a toy you really, really like."

She winked and got out of bed, swaying her naked ass on her way to the shower. And I just laid there, staring at the ceiling. Intrigued. That's the word. I'm intrigued. And still cautious. And yeah, still very fucking straight. I think.

But I can't stop wondering what it would feel like... if she did it again. Or... what it would feel like to do it myself.
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Beep

I'm still in the shower. The water's gone cold, but I can't move. My legs are useless.

Fuck. I've been half-hard all day. Every time I shifted on the bench during practice, every time I made a tackle, I'd feel a ghost of a tingle back there. Jenna's words were on a loop in my head. Prostate. Male G-spot. Just for pleasure. By the time I got back to the apartment, my dick was so hard it was physically painful. I needed a shower. I needed to get this out of my system.

So I got in. Let the hot water pound against my sore muscles. I soaped up, washed the sweat and grime from practice off my body. My hand brushed against my dick, and it was like a switch flipped. I was so fucking horny.

I started jacking it, slow. Just my fist, sliding up and down my shaft, slick with soap. My other hand came up to my chest, tweaking my nipples. They got hard instantly. A soft moan escaped my lips. God, that felt good.

My hand drifted down, cupping my balls, rolling them around, pulling them gently. My head fell back against the tile, and I just focused on the feeling. The slow, steady rhythm. The heat. The pressure building.

And then I remembered. The taint.

My hand moved lower, my fingers tracing that same path Jenna's had taken last night. I started rubbing. Slowly at first, then a little harder. And fuck. The sensation shot straight up my spine. My dick got so hard, so fast, I almost came right then. I had to stop stroking, had to grip the base to keep from shooting my load all over the shower wall. I was breathing hard, my heart hammering.

What would a finger feel like?

The thought just... appeared. Unbidden. I looked down at my other hand. At my fingers. They looked so big. So... not supposed to go in there.

I grabbed the shower gel, poured a glob into my palm, and coated my index finger. It was slippery. Cold. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my ears.

I reached behind me, found that tight, puckered ring of muscle, and I pressed.

I tensed up instantly. It was weird. It was... a lot. I forced myself to relax, to breathe. And I pushed. Slowly. The tip of my finger slid inside. It was so tight. So intense. It burned a little, but it wasn't a bad burn. It was... an interesting burn.

My finger felt so big inside me. But I kept pushing. Relaxing. Breathing. I was in to the first knuckle. I started jacking my dick again, a little faster this time. The two sensations... the stroking and the fullness... it was incredible.

I pushed again. All the way in. My whole finger.

And then I hit it.

My prostate.

It was like a lightning bolt. A jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure that shot through my entire body
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