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Craving Protein

I step out of the gym, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the parking lot. My body is still buzzing from the intense workout, every muscle aching in the best possible way. The endorphins are flowing, and I feel invincible, like I could take on the world. I’m 23, in the prime of my life, and my body is a testament to the hours I’ve spent grinding in the gym. My t-shirt clings to my sweat-soaked chest, and I can’t resist flexing my arms as I walk to my car, feeling the tightness of my biceps and triceps. I’m horny, too—the kind of horny that comes from physical exertion and the knowledge that my girlfriend isn’t home yet. My mind is already wandering to the possibilities of what I could do to release this pent-up energy.

As I drive home, my fingers absentmindedly brush against the bulge in my gym shorts. I’m leaking precum, and the thought of relieving myself is almost overwhelming. But I hold off, savoring the anticipation. My phone buzzes with a notification, and I glance at it while waiting at a red light. It’s an anonymous post from a forum I occasionally browse—something about proving your manhood by tasting your own cum. I snort, rolling my eyes. What a load of bullshit, I think, but the idea lingers in the back of my mind, a forbidden fruit I’m not ready to bite into. Yet.

Back at my place, I strip off my gym clothes without hesitation, tossing them into the hamper. The cool air of the apartment hits my bare skin, sending a shiver down my spine. I pause in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, taking a moment to admire the results of my hard work. My body is a work of art—broad shoulders, a chiseled chest, and abs that ripple with every breath. My nipples are hard, puckered from the cool air, and I reach out to tweak them, a low groan escaping my lips. My gaze drops lower, to the thick, uncut cock that juts out from my groin. It’s already half-hard, the head glistening with a drop of precum. I’m a fucking masterpiece, and I can’t help but feel a surge of pride.

I sink onto the bed, the soft sheets cool against my heated skin. My fingers trace the lines of my abs, the ridges of my pecs, the contours of my arms. I’m still sweating, the scent of my own body filling my nostrils. I press my nose to my armpit, inhaling deeply. The musky, salty smell is intoxicating, primal, and it sends a jolt of desire straight to my cock. My hand drifts lower, wrapping around my shaft. It’s thick, heavier than it looks, and I give it a slow, deliberate stroke, savoring the way it throbs in my grip. My balls are heavy, full, and I reach down to cup them, rolling them gently in my palm. I’m leaking more now, the precum slicking my fingers as I start to jack off in earnest.

My breaths come faster, shallower, and I close my eyes, letting the sensations wash over me. I’m not thinking about my girlfriend, not right now. I’m not thinking about anything except the way my body feels, the way my cock pulses in my hand. I’m moaning, loud and unashamed, the sounds filling the quiet room. My other hand roams, squeezing my pecs, tweaking my nipples, anything to heighten the pleasure. I’m close, so close, and I can feel the tension building in my balls, a pressure that demands release.

And then, out of nowhere, that stupid post pops back into my head. “You’re not a real man until you’ve tasted your own cum.” I snort, but the words linger, a challenge I can’t ignore. Just once, I tell myself. Just to see what it’s like. I slow my hand, trying to draw out the pleasure, but it’s too late. My body is on autopilot, my hips bucking into my fist as I come undone. My cock erupts, shooting thick, white streams of cum all over my abs. It’s hot, sticky, and I moan loudly, my head thrown back as I ride out the waves of pleasure. My abs are coated, the cum pooling in my navel, and I pant, my chest heaving as I catch my breath.

For a moment, I just lie there, basking in the aftermath. But then, curiosity gets the better of me. I reach down, my fingers dipping into the warm, sticky mess. It’s strange, the texture, but not unpleasant. I bring my fingers to my lips, hesitating for just a moment before I taste it.

And then, everything changes.

The flavor explodes on my tongue—salty, musky, with a hint of something sweet. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever tasted, and I’m hit with a rush of arousal so intense it’s almost overwhelming. My cock, still sensitive from the recent orgasm, twitches in response, and I feel a surge of blood rush back into it. I’m hard again, impossibly hard, and I can’t believe how good that tasted.

I scoop up more, this time using my fingers to gather every last drop. I lick them clean, savoring the flavor, and my mind is reeling. This is wrong, so wrong, but it feels so right. I’m spiraling, my inhibitions crumbling as I give in to the craving. I need more.

My hand wraps around my cock again, my strokes faster, more desperate this time. I’m not thinking about anything except the taste, the way it made me feel. My balls are tight, aching for release, and I know I won’t last long. I’m moaning, my voice hoarse, as I jack off with a urgency I’ve never felt before.

And then I’m coming again, my cock pulsing as another load of cum shoots out, this time landing on my chest and neck. It’s messier this time, but I don’t care. I reach up, scooping it up with both hands, and bring it to my mouth. I eat it, greedily, my tongue lapping at my fingers as I savor the taste. It’s even better this time, and I’m lost, completely lost in the sensation.

My cock is still hard, unbelievably hard, and I know I could keep going. But I stop, forcing myself to slow down, to breathe. My body is covered in my own cum, and I feel dirty, so dirty, but it’s the best kind of dirty. I lie there, my heart pounding, my mind racing as I try to process what just happened.

I’ve crossed a line, a line I never thought I’d cross. But the taste, the way it made me feel—it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced. I’m hooked, and I know it. This is just the beginning, the start of something I can’t control. I’m craving it, craving the taste, the sensation, the forbidden thrill of it all.

I roll off the bed, my body sticky and glistening, and head to the bathroom. As I step into the shower, the warm water cascades over my skin, washing away the evidence of my indulgence. But the memory of the taste lingers, a ghost on my tongue. I close my eyes, letting the water run over me, and I know this is only the start. The craving has taken hold, and I’m not sure I’ll ever be the same again.

As I step out of the shower, dried off and wrapped in a towel, my phone buzzes with a text from my girlfriend. “Hey babe, I’m running late. Don’t wait up for dinner.” I smile, a dark, knowing smile. She has no idea what I’ve just done, what I’ve discovered. But I do, and it’s a secret I’ll carry with me, a secret that will fuel my cravings, my desires, my need to explore this new, forbidden world.

I walk back into the bedroom, the mirror reflecting my bare chest, my hard body. I flex, watching the muscles move beneath my skin, and I know I’m not just a man anymore. I’m something more, something primal, something hungry. And as I lie back on the bed, my hand drifting to my still-hard cock, I know this is only the beginning. The taste of my own cum is now a part of me, a craving I can’t shake. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

***
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A week later, I’m sitting on the couch at Jake’s house- he is my long-time gym buddy and friend. The leather of the couch creaks beneath me as I shift, the cold beer bottle in my hand a stark contrast to the heat building within me. The gym session with Jake earlier had been grueling, every rep pushing my muscles to their limits, the burn in my biceps and quads a constant reminder of the effort we’d put in. Now, as I take a long swig of the beer, the condensation on the bottle dripping onto the coffee table, my mind drifts back to the forum post I’d read earlier. The article about tasting your own cum has lingered in my thoughts all day, every day, a forbidden curiosity that I couldn’t shake. For the past week, I have eaten my cum every day after the gym when I jacked off. 

Across from me, Jake lounges on the couch, his gaze fixed on the sports highlights flickering on the TV. His tank top clings to his broad shoulders, the fabric damp from our workout, showcasing the intricate map of veins beneath his skin. His biceps flex as he lifts the remote, the muscles twitching with every movement. I’ve always admired his physique, the way his body seems sculpted from marble, but today, the sweat-soaked shirt clinging to him like a second skin, he’s impossible to ignore.

“Hey, Jake,” I say, setting the beer down with a thud. The sound breaks the silence, pulling his attention from the screen. “I read an article last week that I found interesting.”

He glances over, his brow furrowing slightly. “Oh yeh? About
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