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About the Author

By almost every measure going, Donny knew hooking up with Jarel was a terrible mistake. 

The guy was hot, but emotionally ran cold. Clever, but seemed determined not to let that show. And, though he never complained when Donny had his cock in his mouth, Jarel always gave the impression that he resented being attracted to other guys, somehow.  

Angry, too, that Donny could get him off so readily. Angry, that Donny's body was what turned him on, instead of some girl with big tits and a sunny disposition. Donny had the disposition, yes, but his chest was all muscle, and he'd seen how Jarel struggled to look away when he took his shirt off. Like Donny was something to be consumed, something delicious. Something, even, that could cut through the simmering internalized homophobia and shame, and coax Jarel into the sort of erection that Donny couldn't take his eyes off either.

Then again, Donny reminded himself, if it was a responsible, respectable dating decision - the sort of thing you could tell your friends about - they wouldn't call it a sneaky link. 

What they were doing wasn't dating, either, nothing even close. Donny hadn't been in a relationship with a guy, not one where you'd use the "boyfriends" label anyway, but he didn't need that experience to recognize how far from it this particular arrangement was. In fact, Jarel's primary appeal to the college wrestler was in how his enthusiasm overlapped with one of Donny's most prominent kinks. For that, he could overlook a whole host of sins.

His phone pinged; he cursed as he glanced at the screen.

"Change of plan, gotta get groceries for mom."

In a more generous mood, Donny probably could've found it endearing that Jarel still went shopping for his housebound mother. He'd never met the woman, but Jarel spoke about her with a softness that belied his terse, borderline-sharp speech at other times. Considering he'd just spent the past god-knew-how-long cleaning out his hole and then pushing in a butt plug, however, Donny was feeling altogether less accommodating. 

"Can't you go after?" 

He felt petulant - or, worse still, needy - but still hit send. Finding time to hook up with Jarel was always a nightmare, what with the guy's job and his own college classes and wrestling practice. Donny didn't want to admit that the thought of it had been keeping him going through one of Coach's particularly grueling sessions, but he couldn't exactly deny it, either. He'd really been hoping that the salve to his aching muscles would be a different sort of ache completely.

The phone buzzed again. He readied himself for more disappointment.

"Meet me there, then," the message suggested. 

He could hear it in Jarel's distinctive drawl, too, with just a hint of exasperation. The one which made Donny wonder just how much of what they did was convenience, or the fact that the two guys were unlikely to run into each other when each went about his regular life. By which Donny knew it was more about Jarel's regular, straight friends, and how they were all ignorant of their boy's dalliances with a white college kid who didn't mind getting down on his knees. Sometimes Jarel used that same tone when Donny was teasing his dick, when he desperately wanted the wrestling jock's mouth to push him over the edge.

"Which store?"

He waited a moment, watching the rippling bubble that said Jarel was typing. After a minute, a maps link to a grocery store popped up. And then, a second later, another text.

"Tell me when you're in range."

Donny swallowed, suddenly feeling nervous. They'd not discussed it, not in so many words, but he knew what he wanted from Jarel, and the guy himself was hardly confused about Donny's interests. They just didn't usually get to play that way outside.

Trying to ignore the churning sensation in his stomach, he pulled on a sleeveless shirt, briefs, and basketball shorts. Grabbed his keys and his phone, and headed out to tempt fate.

The first time Donny had tried an ass toy, he'd been tricked. A hazing prank, by his wrestling teammates: some story that what looked like a black rubber plug was actually a biometric probe, designed to give the coaches valuable health insights as he trained, and worked out, and fought in matches. The sort of thing every newbie to the team had to endure; just another kind of physical exam, they pointed out, when you thought about it. 

With hindsight, Donny could see how tissue-thin that explanation was, but at the time the tenuousness of their smirking justification didn't matter. What was important was not letting his wrestling bros down, not ruining his reputation as a team player on his very first day in the locker room.

And so he'd eased that butt plug into his tight, virgin hole - until then barely even explored with his fingers, never mind several fat inches of insistent rubber - and then the prank had backfired, because Donny discovered he loved it. Or, at the very least, his cock did: instantly rigid each and every time he squeezed the toy inside. Throbbing in his singlet, a constant accompaniment to his time on the mat, as the smooth contours pressed insistently on his needy prostate.

After a week, the seniors had laughed and confessed the truth. No such thing as a biometric probe, of course, or at least not one intended for your ass. Just some cheap toy one of them had picked up from a sex store, for the sort of trial-by-fire that testosterone fueled jocks think is hilarious. 

Donny hadn't been sure whether to cuss them out good-naturedly, like they seemed to expect, or to thank them for unlocking a part of his brain he'd never known to explore before. 

After that, the bro-bonding escalated to new levels, but so did Donny's private play. A replacement plug the first to find its way into his toy drawer, but nowhere near the last. More plugs, and then dildos, and vibrators, and beads, and whatever else seemed perfect to strum his sensitive hole and grind most effectively against those pleasure spots awakened inside him. An intimacy enjoyed alone, all through his junior year, and for a while he'd assumed that was how it was supposed to be. That some things weren't meant to be shared. 

Right up until a friend of a friend introduced him to Jarel, at some frat party Donny had almost bailed on, and one atypical beer became two, became four, and by the fifth he found he was whispering his secrets to the stoic, soft-spoken, and unutterably hot Black guy. Things Donny had never verbalized before; stuff that had only been the vague shape of thoughts, even, fledgling until speaking them out loud finally made them real. Murmurs to a handsome man who gave every impression of disinterest, all the way up to the point he made clear he was in fact most certainly interested.

"I'm walking through the parking lot," Donny tapped out. Stared at the words on the screen, wondering if he was doing something he'd regret, before hitting send.

No reply, but then again he didn't expect one. His chats with Jarel were hilariously one-sided, a few brief words - if that - in response to his own, longer messages. After a while, he'd come to appreciate the brevity. Some aspects of it, at least; like knowing not to go sifting through each short sentence for subtext and secret angst. The sort of double-meanings and passive aggressive frustration his coupled-off friends complained so regularly about of their own relationships: where silence, or something close to it, automatically meant stress and resentment. Jarel didn't play games that way.

Donny walked through the automatic doors, waiting for the game he and Jarel did play to begin.

It was the sort of thing which should've been embarrassing, in hindsight. Telling a perfect stranger about how hot you thought it would be, to have someone else in control of your vibrating toy: at the mercy of a Bluetooth link and their sly finger dragged across an app. How he even had the plug already - a spontaneous purchase - its thick bulb of curved black rubber innocuous among the other playthings in his drawer, but promising unpredictable mayhem once charged up and turned on.

He'd been hard, when he'd finished explaining. Despite the beer he wasn't used to drinking; despite the heat of the room. Embarrassed by that, too, by how he'd shifted closer and closer to Jarel as he spilled those secrets into the quiet man's ear. Considered escape, even, fleeing from the party altogether; right up until the point he glanced down, and saw the thick heft of Jarel's erection outlined in his baggy jeans. The two of them staring at it, then, as if equally surprised, until the man himself broke the silence.

"Guess you best send me that app, then."
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