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Prologue
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This story is inspired by true events from my slutty past. I’ve changed the names, shifted a few details to keep the wrong people from recognising themselves, but the rest? The way bodies fit together when no one was supposed to be watching. The rush of doing what you shouldn’t. The moment you realise you’re not faking it any more. That’s all real.

Read it and wonder which parts I lived. I still do, sometimes, when the house is quiet and the memories come back hotter than they should.

I’ll leave it to you to guess which person I was. Enjoy the ride.


Chapter 1
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I had always thought of myself as straight. Not just “mostly straight” or “curious”. Straight. Full stop.

Girls were the only thing that ever got me properly hard. The way a short skirt rode up on a lecture-hall seat. The soft weight of breasts pressed against my chest when I finally got a girl back to my room. The smell of shampoo in her hair while I took her from behind and she moaned my name. That was my world. That was Daniel Harper, nineteen, second-year business student, decent-looking if you squinted past the instant noodles diet, and one-hundred-percent into women.

So how did I end up naked in my freezing shared house at one in the morning, taking photographs of my cock for a man old enough to be my dad?

It didn’t happen overnight. Nothing this humiliating ever does.

I grew up in a small town two hours north of the city. Council estate. Single mum working double shifts at the hospital. Dad long gone with his new family in Spain. Money was always tight. Holidays meant a week in a damp caravan if we were lucky. University was meant to be my escape, but the student loan barely covered tuition and first-year halls. Second year I moved into this crumbling Victorian terrace with four other students to save cash, and somehow I was still broke.

I had tried every legitimate job going. Bar work which lasted three shifts before the manager sacked me for being too slow. Leaflet drops in the rain. A week on a construction site until my back seized up. Nothing stuck. Nothing paid enough. The debt just kept climbing: rent, phone contract, overdraft, the occasional round at the union bar I couldn’t dodge.

Girlfriends didn’t help matters. I’d had three serious ones since school. Each ended the same way. They got tired of dating someone who was always skint. The last one, Chloe, dumped me right before Christmas because I couldn’t take her anywhere decent. “You’re sweet, Dan, but I’m not a charity case.” I didn’t blame her. It still stung.

After Chloe I went a bit wild. Hooked up with whoever showed interest. Drunk pulls at house parties. Quick blowjobs in club toilets. One memorable night with two girls in the same bed. I loved it. Loved proving I was still desirable. Loved coming inside a girl while she begged for more. That was sex. That was normal.

The idea of charging for it started as a private joke to myself.

I would stare at a minus balance on my banking app and think, maybe I should just start an OnlyFans.

The only problem was, women don’t pay for straight guys jerking off on camera. Only men would be willing to pay for that.

I always laughed it off. Silenced the thought. Jerked off to straight porn and forgot about it.

But the thought kept creeping back, especially on nights when I was horny, broke, and the house was quiet. I would scroll Twitter or Reddit and stumble on posts from rent boys bragging about cash handouts, new trainers, rent paid in one night. Five hundred quid for a couple of hours. A grand if you let them go bare. Easy money, they claimed.

I told myself I could never do it. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t fancy men. The idea of touching another cock made my stomach flip. But my overdraft didn’t care about my sexuality.

The joke stopped being funny the night my rent payment bounced.

I was lying in bed with the lights off. I should have been asleep, but being at university doesn’t teach you good habits. I was wasting time on Reddit, as usual.

Then the notification came at 00:13: Payment declined. Insufficient funds.

Cold sweat. Instant nausea.

We pooled rent, five of us into one account. If my share failed, the whole direct debit collapsed. Tomorrow morning the landlord would email everyone. And they would all know it was my fault. Four people I lived with, ate with, smoked with, would know I was the one dragging them toward eviction.

I could already picture the kitchen scene. Awkward silence. Pitying glances. Someone muttering “fucking hell, Dan” under their breath.

I had no parents to bail me out. Mum was barely covering her own bills. Student finance doesn’t offer advances on their payments. Overdraft maxed. Credit card maxed. Even the emergency tenner in my sock drawer was gone, spent on kebab and beers two weeks earlier.

I lay in the dark with my heart hammering. My cock gave a traitorous twitch from the sheer panic-adrenaline cocktail. My brain ran through every possible escape and found none.

Except one.

I opened the app store before I could talk myself out of it. The app I had looked up a dozen times out of curiosity, but always closed without following through. I downloaded it. Created the profile with shaking fingers.

Username: Student21

Age: 19

Looking for: Generous older guy to help with bills. Discreet. First timer but open-minded.

I hated every word. Hated that I had typed “first timer” like it was a selling point. Hated the cropped selfie I uploaded, me in a tight grey T-shirt at the gym mirror, the only photo where I didn’t look like a complete loser.

Then I waited.

The likes came fast. Dozens in minutes. My phone buzzed like it was alive. I scrolled the grid of torsos, cocks, wedding-ring hands holding champagne glasses, blank silhouettes. Men my dad’s age and older. All of them staring at my photo, imagining things I didn’t want to imagine.

Messages flooded in.

“Hey You free tonight?”

“Nice body Send pics”

I ignored most. If I was going to do this, I was going to be picky about who I did it with. One message stood out to me. It was from “R”. His profile picture showed thick forearms in a white shirt, veins standing out, fingers gripping a brown leather belt. No face. Age: 48.

“I can help you tonight. £500 cash if you come over. But I need to see the goods first.”

Five hundred pounds. Real money. Enough to cover rent, clear my overdraft, maybe even eat proper food for a month.

My stomach lurched. My cock thickened against my thigh.

I typed back, forcing a confidence I didn’t feel.

“Hey. Sounds good. What kind of pics you looking for?”

I wait for his reply, heart pounding in my chest.

“Straight to the point. I like that. Full body naked. Cock hard. Face included. If I like what I see, address comes next.”

Face. Of course he wanted to see my face. That made everything riskier. More real. What if it was someone I knew? What if he shared the photo around?

I hesitated, thumbs hovering over the screen. Another message appeared.

Don’t waste my time, boy. Plenty of pretty students out there.

The “boy” hit like a slap. Shame burned hot in my chest. But something else burned lower, urgent and undeniable.

“I’ve done this plenty”, I lied. “Just making sure you’re serious.”

He replied instantly.

“I’m always serious. £500 upfront when you walk in the door. Another £500 when I’m finished with you. I know what I want and I pay well for it.”

A thousand total. Jesus.

I swallowed hard.

“Cool. Give me a few minutes to get hard and take some proper shots.”

Liar. I had never taken a nude in my life.

“Good boy. Impress me.”

I locked my door. My heart pounded so loud I was sure the guy next door could hear. I flicked on the lamp and stripped.

Standing in front of the wardrobe mirror, I stared at myself. Lean, yes. Runner’s legs from school football. Flat stomach. Decent chest. But nothing special. Certainly nothing worth a thousand pounds to a stranger.

My cock was already half-hard from adrenaline and the sheer wrongness of it all. I wrapped a hand around it and stroked slowly, trying to think of girls. Chloe bent over my desk. The girl from the club riding me in the back of her car. Anything.

It worked, sort of. I got fully erect, flushed and aching. I took a full-body shot, angling the phone to make my dick look bigger. Then a close-up, thumb pushing my cock away from me, a bead of pre-cum catching the light. Finally the face shot, forced smirk, cheeks burning red. I looked like a slut. A desperate straight slut.

I hit send before shame could stop me.

The wait was agony. I sat naked on my bed with my cock throbbing and palms sweating. Every second I expected him to ghost, or laugh, or screenshot and ruin me.

Then:

“Fuck. You’re even better than the profile. Tight little body. Pretty cock. You’ll do perfectly.

Address incoming. Be here within the hour. I’ll leave the porch light on.”

A map pin dropped, a quiet cul-de-sac on the edge of town. Thirty-five minutes on the night bus.

Another message:

“Wear something easy to take off. And bring that attitude you had in the chat. I like a boy who pretends he knows what he’s doing.”

I stared at the screen. Shame crashed over me in waves. I was really doing this. Selling my straight body to a man twice my age because I was too useless to pay rent like a normal person.

But underneath the shame pulsed that relentless throb between my legs. My body didn’t care about labels tonight. It felt the forbidden rush of being wanted this much by another person. Even if it was a man.

I showered fast, scrubbing everywhere like I could wash the decision away. I dressed in dark jeans and my least ratty hoodie. Grabbed wallet, keys, phone. Left a note on the kitchen table in case anyone wondered, “Out with mates, back late.” Lame, but better than the truth.

The night-bus stop was five minutes away. January air bit my face. The streets were empty except for drunks and foxes. I kept my hood up, hands in pockets, trying not to think about what waited at the end of the ride.

The N29 pulled up ten minutes late. I climbed to the top deck and took a seat at the back. Only three other passengers, none looking my way. The bus lurched away from the kerb.

For thirty-five minutes I sat there while city lights strobed across the window and my stomach stayed knotted.

I replayed every straight memory I had, trying to anchor myself. First time with Emily behind the school gym. Chloe screaming my name. That girl in freshers’ week who swallowed and then kissed me after.

None of it helped. My mind kept circling back to the messages. To the way he had called me “boy”. To the promise of cash in my hand and a stranger’s cock in my mouth.

I shifted in my seat. My jeans were uncomfortably tight again. I hated myself for it.

When the bus finally hissed to a stop at the edge of the cul-de-sac, I got off on shaky legs. I checked the map and started walking.

Neat semis. Driveways with two cars. Porch lights glowing. Normal family homes. Somewhere among them a married man, probably with kids, waited to pay me to betray everything I thought I was.

I stopped under a streetlamp and took a breath that tasted of frost, fear, and something darker.

Then I walked up to the door with the porch light on and knocked.

Whatever happened next, I had earned every penny of the humiliation.


Chapter 2
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The door opened before I could knock again.

A man stood there under the porch light, taller than I expected, filling the doorway completely. His hair was short and dark with just enough grey to make him look distinguished rather than old. The face was sharp, clean-shaven, the kind of handsome that came from good genes and probably a gym membership he actually used. He wore the same white shirt from his profile picture, sleeves rolled up, top buttons undone. He looked like any normal dad picking kids up from football practice. Not like someone who paid strangers for sex.

His eyes moved over me slowly and deliberately. Taking me in.

I stood there frozen on the step, cold air raising goosebumps on my arms under the hoodie. My heart was still racing from the bus ride, from the walk up the quiet street, from the constant loop in my head telling me to turn around and go home.

He tilted his head toward the inside of the house. “Come in.”

There was a firmness in his voice that took away my indecisiveness.

I stepped past him. The door shut behind me with a soft thud. The lock clicked. The sound felt final, there was no going back now.

The hallway was warm, smelling faintly of lemon cleaner and whatever they’d had for dinner earlier. Family photos on the walls caught the low light from a lamp on the side table. A woman with a nice smile. Two teenagers, one boy one girl. Holiday shots. A dog. Everything screamed normal life. Kids’ school bags hung on hooks by the stairs. It made my stomach twist harder. This wasn’t some anonymous hotel room. This was someone’s home.

He watched me take it all in. “They’re away until Sunday,” he said, voice low. “Whole house to ourselves.”

I nodded. Couldn’t find words. My mouth was dry.

He reached to the table and picked up a plain white envelope. Thick. “Five hundred. Count it if you like.”

I took it. The weight of it felt real in my hand. I didn’t open it. Just folded it once and slid it deep into my back pocket. Counting seemed too professional. I was still clinging to the idea that I wasn’t really doing this.

He didn’t wait for thanks. Just turned and headed up the stairs. I followed because there was nothing else to do.

The stairs were carpeted, soft under my trainers. He moved easily, like he owned every inch of the place. Which I suppose he did. At the top he turned left, past a couple of closed doors, to one at the end of the landing.

He pushed it open and stepped inside. I followed.

It was a spare bedroom. Big double bed against one wall, stripped down to just a fitted sheet. No duvet. No pillows. A dresser with a lamp giving off warm light. His intentions were very clear, this room wasn’t set up for romance.

He closed the door. Another soft click.

I stood in the middle of the room, hands shoved in my hoodie pocket, feeling completely out of place. In the messages I’d acted cocky, like I did this all the time. Now I didn’t even know where to look.

He leaned against the dresser, arms loosely folded. He studied me the way you study something you’ve already decided to buy. “Take your clothes off.”

No niceties. He knew what he wanted.

I pulled the hoodie over my head. Dropped it on the floor. Kicked off my trainers. Pushed jeans down, stepped out of them. Socks next. I folded nothing. Just piled it all near my shoes, making sure the envelope stayed tucked inside one trainer. Like hiding it would make any difference.

I stopped at my boxer shorts. Stood there in the quiet, arms hanging awkward at my sides.

He waited. One eyebrow raised slightly.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down. Stepped out. Naked now. In a stranger’s house. My cock was already half-hard, because my body clearly had its own ideas.

He didn’t say anything at first. Just walked a slow circle around me. Close enough that I could feel the heat coming off him. Not touching. Just looking. I felt my face burn. I’d never been examined like this. Girlfriends had always been quick to touch, quick to laugh, quick to get to the fun part. This felt different. Like he was checking for flaws.

He stopped in front of me again. Close. I could smell his aftershave, something expensive and clean.

“Turn around.”

I turned. My back to him. Then his hand settled between my shoulder blades, firm and warm. He guided me until my back hit the wall. Cool plaster against my skin. He stepped in, crowding me.

Then he kissed me.

I hadn’t expected that. Thought it would be straight to business. His mouth was harder than any girl’s, the faint scratch of evening stubble shocking. He tasted of coffee and mint. His tongue pushed in, no asking. I opened because I didn’t know what else to do. He took control completely, one hand pinning both my wrists above my head, the other cupping my jaw, tilting my head exactly how he wanted.

I made some sound I didn’t recognise. My cock finished hardening against his thigh.

He pulled back just enough to look at me. Eyes darker now. “You lied in the messages,” he said quietly. “You’re not experienced at all.”

I couldn’t meet his eyes. “No.”

“Ever touched a man before tonight?”

I shook my head.

He made a low sound, almost a growl of approval. “Perfect.”

Then he dropped to his knees.

The sight hit me like a punch. This grown man, still fully dressed in his nice shirt and trousers, on the floor in front of me. He didn’t hesitate. Just leaned in. Hot breath on my cock first, making me twitch. Then his mouth closed around the head and all of a sudden… warm, wet, bliss.

After all of that build up, it was unreal. I didn’t know how turned on I was until I felt his lips and his tongue stroking up and down my cock. The suction, the sensation. The little wet noises his mouth made as he greedily worked my cock with his mouth, trying to milk it down his throat.

He took me deep in one smooth slide, lips stretched around my shaft, nose brushing my stomach. I gasped, hands scrabbling at the wall for something to hold. No girl had ever taken me like that. His tongue pressed flat along the underside, with perfect suction. He pulled back slowly, dragging his lips the whole way, then sank down again. Again. Again. Steady rhythm. No teasing. Just taking what he wanted.

My legs started shaking. I locked my knees. The room shrank to the heat of his mouth, the soft wet sounds, the way his throat flexed when he swallowed around me. Pleasure built fast and hard. Too fast. I could feel an orgasm building in my cock, overwhelmed by the pumping of his mouth. I couldn’t help myself.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, voice cracking.

And then all of a sudden, nothing. The mouth was withdrawn. He stopped. Pulled off completely. Cool air hit wet skin and I groaned, hips chasing nothing.

“Not yet,” he said, standing. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, casual. “I need you eager and attentive.”

He started undressing. Shirt unbuttoned slowly, folded over the back of a chair. Trousers next, creased neatly on top. Boxer briefs last. His cock was thick, heavy, curving up slightly. Bigger than mine. Veins standing out. The sight should have scared me. Instead my mouth went dry and my own cock leaked against my stomach.

He lay back on the bare mattress, arms behind his head, legs spread. Completely at ease. “Your turn, Daniel.”

I crawled between his thighs on unsteady knees. Up close he smelled clean, faint musk and soap. I wrapped a hand around his shaft. It was warm and thick and smooth. A bead of pre-cum at the tip. I leaned in and licked it off.

Salty. Stronger than I expected. Not unpleasant.

I took the head into my mouth. He let me fumble for a few seconds, trying to remember what he’d done, swirling my tongue, testing suction. Then his hand settled in my hair. Firm. Guiding.

“Relax your throat,” he murmured. “Breathe through your nose.”

He pushed me down further. The head hit the back of my mouth. I gagged, eyes watering. He eased up. Let me catch my breath. Then he guided me down again, thrusting his hips and guiding his cock into my eager mouth. We found a rhythm. My jaw stretched. Saliva built, dripped down his shaft. He moved his hips in small thrusts, fucking my mouth slow and steady.

I should have hated it. I didn’t.

Every push sent a spark straight to my untouched cock. I was moaning around him, muffled embarrassing sounds. My hips rocked against nothing, seeking friction.

His breathing changed. His grip tightened. “Close.”

I felt his cock begin to pulse, and his grip on my hair tightened. He pulled me down to the hilt, until my nose was pressed against his mound. Thick ropes began to pump out of his cock, into my throat, into my mouth. I was choking on his cum as I felt his cock twitching and heard him moaning and grunting.

I swallowed frantically, choking a little, tears running. He groaned deep and long, hips jerking through it.

His cock slipped from my mouth and his grip relented. When he let go I collapsed forward, forehead on his thigh, gasping. Cum and spit cooling on my chin. My head floated. I felt completely out of it, almost high. High on cock, the little voice in my head told me.

His fingers stroked through my hair, gentler now. “What’s your name?”

“Daniel,” I rasped.

“Daniel.” He said it like he was tasting it. “I’m Richard. Rich to my friends.”

I lifted my head. He was watching me with satisfaction. Maybe something softer.

I knew I looked destroyed. Lips swollen. Face wet. He didn’t care.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

I nodded before I could stop myself.

He smiled slow. “Not yet. You’re still pretending you don’t love this. If I let you finish now you’ll crash and spend the night hating yourself. I want you aching. Begging. I have you until morning.”

My cock throbbed at the words. Traitor.

His hand took its place on my head again, guiding it back down to his softening cock. “Clean me.”

Still floating, I obeyed. I took it into my mouth. I could taste the cum and spit, leftover from my last service. I gently sucked on the soft cock in my mouth, playing with it, flicking my tongue on it and moving it around. Hoping it felt good, that it would please him. I didn’t want to get a reputation for bad customer service after all…

I licked the sticky mess and sucked gently until he was clean and twitching half-hard again. He let me linger, humming approval when I traced the head with my tongue.

Then he tugged me off. “Good boy. Now I want a drink. White wine in the fridge. Bring me a glass.”

I blinked, brain sluggish. “Now?”

“Now.” Tone firm. “And leave your clothes here.”

Naked. Downstairs. In a family home.

I stood on shaky legs. With cum drying on my chin and my cock painfully hard, I walked out onto the landing.


Chapter 3
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As I stepped out of the bedroom, the shame slammed into me like a cold wave.

Naked. Lips swollen. Chin sticky with drying cum and spit. Cock jutting out hard and aching. I was in a stranger’s family home, having just sucked off the owner twice. Covered in his load. Doing whatever he told me to. And the worst part was how turned on it made me. I had always been straight. Girls only. This didn’t fit. None of it made sense.

Yet here I was, tiptoeing down the stairs like some desperate slut.

The carpet felt soft under my bare feet at first, then the kitchen tiles hit cold against my soles. I kept the lights off. The fridge light would be enough. I didn’t want any neighbour glancing through a window and seeing me like this. Naked. Hard. Face messy. What would they think? That the nice family man down the street had a rent boy over while his wife and kids were away?

I opened the fridge. Cool air washed over my skin, raising goosebumps. My cock bobbed as I bent to grab the white wine. I found a glass in the first cupboard I tried. Proper wine glass, stem and all. The drinks cupboard next to it had spirits lined up neat. Whiskey. Gin. Vodka. For a second I stared at the vodka. A quick shot might steady my nerves. Make whatever came next easier to take.

But I didn’t want to piss him off. He’d told me wine. Just wine. I poured carefully, hand shaking a little so it didn’t spill. The glass felt fragile in my fingers.

I closed the fridge. Darkness again. I padded back across the cold tiles, up the stairs slow, trying not to slosh red stains on the pale carpet. My cock hadn’t softened at all. If anything the shame made it worse. Harder. Leaking.

At the top the bedroom door was closed. I stood there naked, holding his drink like some servant. Cock dripping. Heart pounding. I knocked softly.

The door opened. Richard stepped out, took the glass from my hand without a word. Then he held out a strip of dark cloth.

A blindfold.

“I don’t want you spoiling the surprise,” he said. Voice calm. “Put it on.”

I didn’t even argue. Just took it. Tied it around my eyes. The world went black. Soft fabric, but tight enough I couldn’t peek. My pulse spiked. Completely helpless now.

He took my free hand and led me inside. The door shut behind us.

I shuffled forward, relying totally on his grip. The room smelled faintly of us already. Sex. Sweat. Cum. He guided me until my calves hit the bed. Something rougher than the sheet under my feet. A towel spread out, maybe.

He turned me so my back faced the mattress. Then let go.

I stood there blind. Naked. Cock throbbing in the air. No idea what came next.

Then warmth. His mouth closed over my cock.

I gasped. The sudden heat after the cool house shocked me. Without sight every sensation sharpened. His lips sealed tight. Tongue swirling the head. He took me deep slow, letting me feel every inch disappear into wet suction.

My knees buckled. I grabbed his shoulders to stay upright. He didn’t stop. Just worked me steady. Up and down. Tongue pressing the underside. Cheeks hollowing. Wet sounds loud in the quiet room.

It was too good. Better than before. The blindfold stripped everything else away. All I felt was his mouth. The slide. The heat. The way his throat opened and took me to the root.

A moan slipped out before I could stop it.

He pulled off. Cool air hit slick skin. I whimpered.

“You like my mouth, don’t you?”

“Yes.” My voice cracked.

“Yes what?”

“Yes sir.”

“Want me to keep going?”

“Please sir.”

He took me back in. Deeper this time. Faster. I rocked my hips, fucking his mouth gently. Pleasure coiled tight and hot. I was close already. So close.

He pushed me back onto the bed.

I landed on the towel. He followed, mouth never leaving my cock until I was flat. Then he stopped again.

“You don’t cum yet boy. I’m not finished.”

I couldn’t help the frustrated sigh that escaped. I needed it. Badly.

His voice hardened. “What was that?”

“I’m sorry sir. I didn’t mean…”

“You need reminding who’s in charge here. Turn over.”

I rolled onto my stomach. Face pressed to the towel. Still blind. Heart racing.

I heard him move. Drawer opening. Something thin swishing through air.

“You’re wondering what I have,” he said. “It’s a cane. Thin rattan. You can say no. But I think you want it. I think you want to prove what a good slut you are. Are you going to take it?”

I swallowed. My cock throbbed against the towel. Pain scared me. But the idea of backing down now felt worse.

“Yes sir.”

“Louder.”

“Yes sir. I want you to cane me.”

“Good boy. Count each one. Miss a number and we start over.”

“Yes sir.”

The first strike landed sharp across my ass.

Fire exploded. I yelped. “One!”

Second across the top of my thighs. Stinging heat bloomed.

“Two.”

Third higher on my ass. Tears pricked my eyes.

“Three.”

The pain was bright. Intense. But after each strike something warm followed. Endorphins maybe. A rush that made my cock leak harder against the towel.

Fourth. I lost track for a second.

He waited.

“Four?” I guessed.

“Wrong. Back to zero.”

The next landed harder. I cried out. “One!”

He kept going with a steady rhythm. Each strike landed with precision. Welts rose hot and raised. I reached back once to feel them. Ridges across my skin. Burning.

By ten my brain started to fuzz. The pain blurred into something else. Heat spreading through me. Cock aching. I floated. Like the feeling I experienced with his cock down my throat, but deeper.

He stopped. I don’t know how many in the end. Enough that my ass and thighs throbbed constant.

His hands gentle now. Guiding me. Turning me until my head hung off the edge of the bed. Upside down. Throat open.

I knew what was coming next. I craved it.

He stepped close. I felt his hot cock against my lips. I opened my mouth and he slid in deep straight away. The angle was perfect. His cock slid right into my throat, held there for a moment, then pulled back, ready for another thrust.

He fucked my mouth slow and thorough. Balls brushed my forehead. Saliva dripped down my face, into my hair. With the blindfold every slide felt huge. Veins dragging over my tongue. The head stretching my throat.

My cock leaked onto my stomach. I humped air, desperate for sensation.

He picked up pace. Deeper. Using me completely.

I felt him swell. His cock twitched, then heat flooded my throat again. Thick pulses of cum. I swallowed around him, milking it into my mouth. He groaned long and low. Held his cock deep inside me until the last spurt.

Then he pulled out slow.

I lay there gasping. Mouth full of him again. Body wrecked. Ass stinging. Cock aching worse than ever.


Chapter 4
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He let me lay there for a while. I wasn’t sure how long I had been lying there, naked and used, but I must have fallen asleep. I woke to the sound of the door opening, and the smell of food drifting in. Bacon, definitely. My stomach growled before I even opened my eyes.

Richard’s voice came from the doorway. “You can take the blindfold off now.” He chuckled, low and easy. “I’ve made you some food. Figured you’d be starving after all that. Come down to the kitchen when you’re ready.”

I heard his footsteps head back downstairs. I pulled the blindfold off and blinked at the dim room. Still naked. Still sticky in places I didn’t want to think about too hard. My clothes were nowhere in sight. Great. Guess I was eating dinner—or breakfast, whatever this was—like this.

I sat up slowly. My ass stung where the cane had landed, a dull throb that reminded me of every strike. My jaw ached a little too. I rubbed my face, feeling the dryness around my mouth. I needed water. Food. Anything normal.

The stairs felt familiar now as I padded down them barefoot. The house was quiet except for the sizzle from the kitchen. I stepped through the doorway and there was Richard, fully dressed in jeans and a plain shirt, apron tied around his waist like he was some regular dad making a late-night snack for his kids. He glanced over his shoulder and nodded toward the table.

“Sit. It’s almost ready.”

The curtains were drawn tight. Thank fuck for that. I pulled out a chair and sat, wincing as my sore ass hit the wood. If anyone peeked in, they’d see me like this—naked, marked up, slick with cum—and him calm as anything, flipping bacon. The contrast hit me hard. I crossed my arms over my chest, suddenly aware of how exposed I was.

He slid a plate in front of me: scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, a couple slices of toast. Simple, but it smelled incredible. “Dig in,” he said, sitting across from me with his own plate. “You’ve earned it.”

I didn’t need telling twice. I was starving. Turns out getting your mouth used like that burns calories. I shovelled in a forkful of eggs. They were perfect.

“This is good,” I mumbled between bites. “Really good.”

He smiled, cutting into his bacon. “Glad you approve. Thought you could use a proper meal. It’s been a long night for you.”

I nodded, focusing on the plate. A long night. That was one way to put it. I still couldn’t believe half the stuff that had happened. The cane. The blindfold. Swallowing his load twice. My face heated up just thinking about it.

We ate in silence for a minute. The clock on the wall ticked. I glanced around the kitchen at clean counters, a fridge covered in magnets and kids’ drawings, family photos on the wall. Smiling wife, two teenagers. Normal life. It didn’t fit with the guy who’d just caned my ass red.

Richard caught me looking. He set his fork down. “You’re wondering about the photos. About why I do this when I’ve got all that.”

I shrugged, but yeah, he was right. “Kind of.”

He leaned back, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “It’s not complicated, really. I love my wife. Love my kids. This house, the holidays, all of it—it’s good. But there’s this side of me that doesn’t fit into that picture. Always has been. I need… this.” He gestured vaguely upstairs. “Men. Younger guys like you. The control. The way you respond.”

I kept eating, slower now. His voice was calm, like he was talking about a hobby he kept secret.

“I tried ignoring it for years,” he went on. “Thought marriage would fix it. Kids. Normal stuff. But it doesn’t go away. So I manage it. Send the family off for a weekend now and then. Find someone discreet. Pay well. Everyone wins. She gets the life she wants. I get what I need without blowing everything up.”

I swallowed a bite of toast. It made sense, in a twisted way. Better than cheating with some woman and risking divorce. But still. “Doesn’t she ever suspect?”

He shook his head. “Not really. I’m careful. Good at compartmentalising, I guess. Comes with the job—finance guy, lots of secrets to juggle.”

I nodded like I understood. I didn’t, not fully. But I got the part about needs you can’t ignore. Mine were screaming at me right now. Money, mostly. Rent. Food that wasn’t instant noodles.

“You got a girlfriend, Daniel?” he asked suddenly.

“No.” I poked at the last bit of egg. “Not any more. Last one dumped me before Christmas. Said I was too broke to date properly.”

He made a sympathetic noise. “That’ll do it. Girls your age want fun, nights out. Hard when you’re scraping by.”

“Yeah.” I set my fork down. Plate clean. I felt fuller than I had in weeks. “Thanks for this. Seriously.”

“No problem.” He stood, started clearing plates. “But listen. Tonight’s been good. For both of us, I think. And five hundred quid won’t fix your problems long-term. Mine neither. This itch doesn’t stay scratched forever.”

I looked up at him. He was rinsing dishes now, back to me. My heart picked up a bit. I knew where this was going.

“What are you saying?”

He turned off the tap, dried his hands. Came back to the table and sat again, closer this time. “I’m saying we could make this regular. Once a week, maybe twice if it works. I pay you each time. Three hundred as the minimum, more if you’re… accommodating. You get your rent covered, some breathing room. I get what I need without hunting around apps every time.”

Three hundred a week. Shit. That was real money. Enough to stop the constant panic about bills. Maybe even save a bit. But regular? More nights like this? My stomach flipped.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Tonight is… a lot. First time and all.”

He nodded. “I get that. You’re straight, right? Keep saying it.”

I flushed. “Yeah. I am.”

“Sure.” His tone was gentle, not mocking. “But you stayed. You’ve taken everything I’ve given you. That means something.”

I looked away. He wasn’t wrong. My body had betrayed me all night. Still was, if I was honest, the way my cock twitched remembering his mouth.

“We’d keep it simple,” he said. “Discretion first. Here when the house is empty, or a hotel if needed. No strings otherwise. You set limits if you need them. I’m not into anything crazy. Nothing that shows or hurts bad long-term.”

Limits. That sounded fair. Tonight had pushed me hard, but nothing I couldn’t handle. The cane stung, but the rush afterward… I shifted in my chair.

“And the money’s always upfront,” he added. “Cash. No chasing.”

I thought about my housemates. The bounced rent tomorrow. The awkward kitchen tomorrow morning if I didn’t fix it. Three hundred a week meant no more of that. Ever.

“Okay,” I said finally. “I’m in. But we figure limits as we go. And if I say stop, it stops.”

“Deal.” He held out his hand. We shook, like it was a business agreement. His grip was firm, warm. “We’ll start slow. Build it up each time.”

Each time. It sank in. This wasn’t a one-off desperation move any more.

He stood, untied the apron. “You want coffee? Water?”

“Water’s good.”

He poured me a glass, set it down. I drank half in one go. The food and water were grounding me, pulling me back from that floaty head space I’d been in upstairs.

We talked a bit more after that. Nothing heavy. He asked about uni—business studies, second year. I told him about growing up north, mum working nights, no dad around. How jobs never stuck because I was shit at turning up on time or lifting heavy stuff all day.

“Sounds rough,” he said. “I get it. Came from nothing myself. Manchester estate. Worked my ass off to get where I am.”

I asked about his kids. They were teenagers, one boy, one girl. Football matches, school runs. Normal dad stuff. It was weird hearing it while sitting naked at his table, welts on my ass. But he talked easy, like it didn’t faze him.

Eventually the plates were empty, glasses too. The clock said it was past three now. Dawn wasn’t far off.

Richard stood, stretched. “Ready to head back up? Night’s not over yet.”

My pulse jumped. Yeah. Part of me was dreading more. Part of me wasn’t.

I pushed my chair back. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

He led the way upstairs, hand brushing the small of my back as we went. The spare room waited, sheet still rumpled. Whatever came next, I’d signed up for it now. Money in my future. Him too.


Chapter 5
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I followed Richard back into the spare room, the door clicking shut behind us like it was sealing me in for whatever came next. The air felt thicker up here, away from the normalcy of the kitchen. The sheet on the mattress was still rumpled from earlier, the towel folded neatly at the foot of the bed. No pillows, no duvet. Just that bare setup that screamed this room was for one thing only.

Richard turned to me, his eyes scanning my naked body like he owned it. Which, tonight, he kind of did. I stood there, arms at my sides, trying not to fidget. My cock was already half-hard again, traitor that it was. The food downstairs had settled my stomach, but it hadn’t done shit for the nerves buzzing under my skin.

“Get on the bed,” he said, voice low and steady. “On your back. Legs up.”

I swallowed hard. Legs up? That sounded… exposed. More than I’d been all night. But I did it. Climbed onto the mattress and lay back, pulling my knees toward my chest a bit. The welts on my ass throbbed as they pressed against the sheet. I felt ridiculous, vulnerable, my hole on display even if I couldn’t see it.

He moved to the night stand, opening a drawer I hadn’t noticed before. Pulled out a bottle of lube and something else I couldn’t make out at first. Then he stripped off his shirt, tossing it onto the chair with his folded clothes from earlier. His chest was solid, a light dusting of hair across it, muscles defined from whatever gym routine he kept up. He looked like a dad who took care of himself. Not some creepy old guy. That made it worse, somehow. Easier to hate if he was ugly.

“Good boy,” he murmured, climbing onto the bed between my legs. He pushed my knees farther apart, spreading me wide. Cool air hit my hole, and I tensed up without meaning to. “Relax. We’re taking it slow. You’ve been good tonight. Time to show you something new.”

New. Yeah, that was one way to put it. I’d never had anything up there. Not a finger, not a toy, nothing. Girls I’d been with never suggested it, and I sure as hell never thought about it myself. This was virgin territory, and the guy about to explore it was twice my age, married, with kids sleeping in rooms down the hall on normal nights.

He squirted lube onto his fingers, rubbing them together to warm it. Then he leaned over me, one hand on my thigh, holding me open. The first touch was just a circle around my hole, light and teasing. I sucked in a breath. It felt weird. Foreign. But not bad. Ticklish, almost.

“Breathe,” he said. “Push out a little when I press in.”

I nodded, staring at the ceiling. Tried to relax. His finger pushed gently, just the tip at first. Pressure built, then it slipped inside. A strange fullness. Not pain, exactly, but a stretch that made my toes curl.

“Fuck,” I whispered. My cock twitched, hardening fully now.

He chuckled. “See? Your body’s already liking it.”

He moved slow, sliding deeper, then pulling back a bit. In and out, gentle. The lube made it slick, no real friction. I felt my hole clench around him involuntarily, and he waited, letting me adjust.

“You’re tight,” he said. “Perfect. Just what I like.”

I bit my lip. Tight. Yeah, because no one’s ever been there. The thought made my face burn. Straight guys didn’t do this. But here I was, legs spread for cash, letting him finger my ass like it was normal.

He added a twist, crooking his finger inside me. Searching. Then he hit something, and electricity shot through me. My hips bucked off the bed.

“What the—”

“Prostate,” he said, voice satisfied. “Every guy’s got one. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He rubbed it again, firm circles. Pleasure built fast, deep inside, different from anything I’d felt before. Not like stroking my cock. This was internal, radiating out, making my balls tighten and my dick leak pre-cum onto my stomach.

“Oh shit,” I gasped. My hands gripped the sheet. “That’s… intense.”

He kept at it, steady pressure, watching my face. “Told you. You’re made for this, Daniel. Look at you. Hard as rock from one finger.”

I couldn’t deny it. My cock was throbbing, untouched, begging for attention. But he ignored it, focused on that spot inside me. The pleasure mounted, wave after wave. I started thrusting my hips a little, chasing it.

“Please,” I muttered. Didn’t even know what I was asking for.

“Not yet.” He pulled his finger out slowly, leaving me empty and aching. I whined—actually whined—like some needy slut.

He grabbed the lube again, coating two fingers this time. “Deep breath.”

The stretch was more now. Burned a bit as the second finger pushed in alongside the first. I hissed, tensing.

“Push out,” he reminded. “Let me in.”

I did, and they slid deeper. Fuller. He scissored them gently, opening me up. Then back to that spot, rubbing both fingers over it.

The burn faded quick, replaced by that deep throb of pleasure. Better with two, somehow. More pressure. I moaned, low and embarrassing.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Feel it build.”

He worked me like that for what felt like forever. Slow fucks with his fingers, hitting my prostate on every stroke. My cock leaked steadily now, a wet spot forming on my abs. I reached for it without thinking, needing to stroke.

He slapped my hand away lightly. “No touching. Hands above your head.”

I groaned but obeyed, stretching my arms above me. The denial made it worse. Better. The pleasure coiled tight, with no release.

“You’re edging already,” he said. “Good boy. Hold it.”

Edging. I’d done it jerking off sometimes, to make it last. But this was different. Out of my control. He would decide when I could cum.

He added a third finger after a while. The stretch burned more, made me gasp and squirm. “Too much?”

I shook my head. “No. Just… full.”

He smiled, twisting them deep. Hit that spot hard. Stars burst behind my eyes. “You’ll take more than this soon.”

More. The word hung there. Toys? His cock? My hole clenched around his fingers at the thought, and he laughed softly.

“See? Your ass wants it.”

He finger-fucked me steadily, building me up, then slowing when I got too close. My moans filled the room, needy and desperate. Sweat beaded on my skin. I was lost in it, that deep internal pleasure radiating everywhere.

After ages, he pulled out. I felt empty, gaping a little. He reached for something else from the drawer—a small black plug, tapered, with a flared base. Silicone, shiny with lube as he coated it.

“Time for this,” he said. “Hold yourself open.”

I reached down, pulling my cheeks apart. Exposed completely. He pressed the tip against my hole. It slid in easier than expected, the stretch familiar now from his fingers. Wider at the base, then it popped in, seat snug against me.

Full. Constant pressure. The tip nudged my prostate just right.

“Fuck,” I breathed. My cock jerked.

He tapped the base, making it shift inside me. Pleasure spiked. “How’s that feel?”

“Full. Good. Too good.”

He left it there, letting me adjust. Then grabbed another toy—a wand vibrator, big head, plugged into the wall. I’d seen them in porn. Girls loved them.

He clicked it on low. The buzz filled the room. Pressed it against my balls first. I jolted, moaning loud.

“Sensitive,” he noted. Then moved it up, circling my cock head.

The vibration was intense. Direct on my most sensitive spot while the plug pressed inside. Pleasure overloaded me. I bucked, babbling nonsense.

“Please… gonna cum…”

He pulled it away. “Not yet.”

Over and over. Buzz on my cock, vibrations shooting through me, plug shifting with every move. Taken to the edge, then nothing. I was sweating, trembling, begging.

“Richard… sir… please let me cum.”

He ignored it, focused. Added more lube around the plug, twisting it slowly. The movement rubbed my prostate constantly.

“You’re leaking so much,” he said. “Look at that pre-cum. Your straight cock loves this.”

I was a mess. Denied orgasm after orgasm. Body on fire. Hole stretched around the plug, prostate milked relentlessly.

He swapped the plug for a bigger one after a while. Stretched me more, burned going in, then seated deep. Bigger pressure on that spot.

Then beads. Anal beads, string of them, increasing size. Pulled the plug out slow—pop—and fed the beads in one by one. Each pop inside made me groan.

Fuller than before. He tugged them gently, fucking me with them. Slow pull out, then back in.

Combined with the wand on my cock—low buzz on the shaft, high on the head when I got close.

I lost track of time. Hours? Minutes? Just sensation. Denial. His control.

“You’re opening up nice,” he said eventually, voice husky. He’d stripped fully now, cock hard and leaking. Stroked himself slow while toying me.

Pulled the beads out slow, each pop sending shocks. My hole gaped, empty again. Then a dildo—realistic, veiny, not huge but thicker than the plug.

Lubed heavy. Pressed in slow.

The stretch was intense. Burned good. Filled me completely as he worked it deeper.

Then fucked me with it. Slow thrusts, angling to hit my prostate every time.

Wand back on my cock.

I was delirious. Moaning constantly, hips chasing both toys.

“Please… need to cum… can’t take it…”

He leaned down, breath hot on my ear. “Soon, boy. But first, you’re ready for me.”

Ready. For his cock.

He pulled the dildo out, leaving me clenching at nothing. His hand went to his cock, thick and hard. He slathered it with lube.

Positioned between my legs, his head was pressing against my stretched hole.

I panted, heart racing. This was it. The line I couldn’t uncross.


Chapter 6
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The head of his cock pressed against me, hot and slick with lube. I was still on my back, legs spread wide, knees pulled up to my chest. Everything from the toys had left me open, stretched, ready in a way I never thought I would be. But now it was real. Not silicone. Not fingers. His actual cock, thick and pulsing, right there at my hole.

I sucked in a breath. My heart hammered so hard I felt it in my throat. This was the line. The one I kept telling myself I wouldn’t cross. Oral was one thing. Toys were weird but I could pretend it was just experimenting. But this? Letting a man fuck me? Actually taking his dick inside? That changed everything.

Richard looked down at me, eyes dark, hand wrapped around his shaft to guide it. “Breathe, Daniel. Push out a little. You’re ready for this.”

I nodded, but my body tensed anyway. The pressure built as he leaned forward, slow and steady. The tip breached me, stretching the ring of muscle that had already been worked open. It burned. A sharp, intense burn that made my toes curl and my fingers dig into the sheet.

“Fuck,” I gasped. It felt huge. Bigger than the dildo he’d used earlier. Hotter. Alive.

He stopped, just the head inside, letting me adjust. His free hand rubbed my thigh, soothing. “Good boy. Relax around me. You’re doing perfect.”

I tried. Focused on breathing, pushing out like he said. The burn eased a fraction, turning into a heavy fullness. He pushed deeper, inch by inch. Slow. So slow I felt every bit of him sliding in. The veins on his shaft dragged against my walls. The heat of him filled me up in a way the toys never did.

Halfway in, I whimpered. It was too much. I felt split open, stuffed full. My cock, traitor that it was, throbbed against my stomach, leaking pre-cum like I was enjoying this. Which I wasn’t. Couldn’t be.

“Richard… it’s big,” I muttered. My voice cracked.

He smiled, leaning down to kiss my knee. “I know. But look at you taking it. Your hole is gripping me so tight. Feels incredible.”

He pulled back a little, then pushed forward again. Deeper this time. I moaned, low and involuntary. The angle shifted, and his cock dragged across my prostate. Pleasure sparked deep inside, sharp and sudden. My hips jerked up without permission.

“There it is,” he murmured. “Feel that?”

He did it again. A shallow thrust, just enough to rub that spot. Pleasure built, warm and heavy, spreading through my gut. I gripped the sheet harder, knuckles white.

More inches slid in. He was patient, pausing whenever I tensed, whispering praise. “Such a good straight boy. Opening up for me. You were made for this.”

I shook my head, but the words didn’t come. Because he was right about one thing. My body was responding. My hole clenched around him, pulling him deeper even as my brain screamed this was wrong.

Finally, he bottomed out. His hips pressed against my ass, balls resting against me. He was all the way inside. Buried to the hilt. I felt his pulse throbbing in my guts. Full. So fucking full I could barely breathe.

We stayed like that for a moment. Him deep inside me, me trying to process it. A man’s cock was in my ass. Completely. And my own dick was rock hard, aching, untouched.

“Fuck,” I whispered. Tears pricked my eyes, not from pain but from the intensity. The wrongness. The pleasure starting to creep in.

Richard leaned over me, chest brushing mine, hands on either side of my head. “You’ve taken all of me, Daniel. Proud of you.”

He pulled back slowly, almost all the way out. The drag was intense, every ridge of him pulling at my walls. Then he slid back in, one long stroke. My prostate lit up again, pleasure punching through me.

I moaned. Loud. Couldn’t help it.

He started moving then. Slow thrusts, deep and deliberate. Out until just the head stretched me, then back in until his hips met my ass. Each stroke hit that spot inside, building pressure like nothing I’d felt before. Not with girls. Not jerking off. This was deeper, fuller, making my balls tighten and my cock leak steadily.

“Listen to you,” he said, voice rough. “Moaning like a slut. Your straight ass loves my cock.”

I bit my lip, trying to stay quiet. But another thrust dragged a groan out of me. My hips started moving on their own, tilting up to meet him. Chasing that pleasure.

He kept the pace slow for ages. Long strokes that filled me completely, then emptied me, then filled me again. The lube made wet sounds, obscene in the quiet room. Skin slapped softly. His balls tapped my ass on every deep push.

I reached up, hands on his arms, feeling the muscles flex as he held himself over me. His chest was sweaty now, hair sticking to his forehead. He looked focused, hungry, but still in control.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked. “Tell me.”

I shook my head, but my body betrayed me with another moan. “It’s… intense.”

He chuckled, thrusting a little harder. The bed creaked. “That’s not a no.”

Pleasure coiled tighter. My prostate was on fire, constant stimulation making me shake. I tried thinking of girls. Chloe bent over. That girl from freshers week riding me. Anything to remind myself I was straight. But the images slipped away. All I could focus on was him inside me, fucking me slow and deep.

He shifted angles, lifting my legs higher over his shoulders. The change drove him even deeper. I cried out, back arching.

“Yes,” he growled. “Right there.”

He pounded that spot now, short thrusts that hammered my prostate. Pleasure built fast, overwhelming. My cock bounced against my stomach, untouched, pre-cum pooling on my skin.

“Please,” I gasped. Didn’t know what I was begging for. More? To cum? For it to stop?

He reached down, thumb brushing my nipple, then trailing down my chest. But he didn’t touch my dick. Just fucked me steady, watching my face.

“You’re close already,” he said. “I can feel your hole fluttering around me.”

I was. So close. The orgasm felt different, building from inside, not just my cock. Full-body, centred on where he was buried in me.

But he slowed again, long strokes to pull me back from the edge. Edging me. Again.

I whined, actual frustration. “Richard…”

“Not yet, boy. Want to enjoy this tight ass a bit longer.”

He pulled out suddenly. I felt empty, clenching at nothing. Cum dripped from my hole already? No, just lube. But I felt gaping, used.

“Turn over,” he said. “On your stomach.”

I did, legs shaking. Ass up a little as I settled. He grabbed my hips, pulled me to my knees. Doggy. The position felt even more vulnerable. Exposed.

He pressed back in without warning. One smooth thrust, all the way. I buried my face in the sheet, muffling a groan. Deeper this way. He hit spots he hadn’t before.

His hands gripped my hips hard. Fingers digging in. He started fucking me properly now. Steady rhythm, skin slapping louder. The bed rocked.

Every thrust punched my prostate. Pleasure exploded with each one. I moaned into the mattress, constant now. Couldn’t stop.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. Your ass is perfect.”

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. Lost in it. Shame burned in my chest, but the pleasure drowned it out. I was getting fucked. Hard. By a man. And it felt incredible.

He leaned over me, chest to my back, one hand wrapping around to pinch my nipple. His breath hot on my neck. “You love it. Say it.”

“No,” I gasped. But my body screamed yes.

He fucked harder, hips snapping. The room filled with sounds. Wet slaps. My moans. His grunts.

Sweat dripped down my back. His too, onto me. Mixing.

He pulled me up suddenly, back to his chest. One arm around my throat, not tight, just holding. The other reached around, finally wrapping around my cock.

I cried out at the touch. So sensitive. He stroked slow, in time with his thrusts.

“Gonna cum for me?” he whispered in my ear. “While I’m balls deep in your straight ass?”

I nodded, couldn’t speak. The dual sensation—his cock pounding my prostate, his hand on my cock—was too much.

He sped up. Fucking me rough now, bed creaking loud. Headboard tapping the wall. Didn’t care if neighbours heard.

My orgasm built huge, from deep inside. Prostate swelling, pleasure radiating everywhere.

He flipped me again suddenly, onto my back. Legs over his shoulders. Folded in half. Eye contact now. He wanted to watch.

He slammed back in. Hard. Deep.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

I did. His face intense, focused. Sweat on his brow.

He pounded me. Relentless. Prostate hammered on every stroke.

His hand jerked my cock fast.

“Cum,” he said. “Now.”

I did. My cock exploded. The orgasm hit like nothing I had ever felt before. My whole body shook. Cum shot across my chest, ropes hitting my chin. My vision went white. I screamed his name, or something like it. Clenching around him hard.

The spasms milked him. He groaned long and low, buried deep. Hot pulses filled me. His cum pumping inside, warm and thick. Marking me.

He thrust a few more times, riding it out. Milking every drop.

Then collapsed over me, breathing hard. Still inside.

We stayed like that. Me wrecked. Him spent.

After a minute, he pulled out slow. I felt the cum leak out, warm down my crack. Hole sore, gaping.

He kissed my forehead. “Perfect, Daniel. You were perfect.”

He got up, went to the bathroom. Came back with a warm cloth. Cleaned me gently. Chest, stomach, then between my legs. Tender now.

I lay there, floating. Body humming.

He dressed quietly. “Rest. I’ll take you home when you’re ready.”

Then he left. Door soft click.

I stared at the ceiling. Alone.

I just got fucked.

A man fucked me. Came inside me.

I begged for it. Moaned like a whore.

And I loved every second.

The shame hit then. Hard.

I was changed. No going back.

Straight? Not now. Maybe I never was.

All I knew was I’d be back for more.

For the money.

And for this.


Chapter 7
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The light coming through the curtains was grey and cold. Dawn. I had no idea what time it was, only that my body felt heavy and used in ways I couldn’t quite believe yet. I lay on my back, naked, the sheet twisted around one leg. My hole throbbed with a dull, constant ache. Every time I shifted, I felt the slow leak of his cum still inside me, slick and warm, trickling down between my cheeks. The welts on my ass stung against the mattress. My jaw was sore. My throat raw. And my cock, even now, gave a lazy twitch at the memory of him buried deep, pounding me until I saw stars.

I just got fucked. Fucked. By a married man with kids. And I had begged for it.

The thought hit me like a punch. Shame burned hot in my chest, but underneath it was something else. Satisfaction. A bone-deep glow I couldn’t deny. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to push it away. This was supposed to be about money. Rent. Survival. Not… this.

The door opened quietly. Richard stepped in, dressed now in dark jeans and a navy jumper, hair neat, looking every bit the respectable dad dropping kids at school. The contrast made my stomach flip. He carried my clothes, folded on his arm like he’d done my laundry.

“Time to go,” he said softly. “Sun’s coming up.”

I sat up slowly. Everything hurt in the best and worst way. He watched me with that small, possessive smile as I took my clothes. My boxers first. The fabric stuck to the drying cum on my skin. When I pulled them up, more leaked out, warm against my balls. I winced. Jeans next. Every movement reminded me how stretched I still felt. T-shirt. Hoodie. Shoes. I moved like an old man.

Richard waited by the door. When I stood, he slipped a thick envelope into my pocket. “Second half. You earned every penny tonight.”

My fingers brushed the wad of cash. A thousand total. More money than I’d seen in months. I should have felt relieved. Instead I felt owned.

He rested a hand on the small of my back as we went downstairs. Light touch, but it sent a shiver through me. The kitchen still smelled faintly of bacon. Family photos watched us pass. I felt like a thief sneaking out of someone else’s life.

Outside, the January air bit hard. Frost glittered on the grass. His car was a silver SUV, clean and expensive, the kind that blends into every suburban driveway. He opened the passenger door for me. His fingers grazed my ass as I climbed in. “In you get.”

The leather seat was cold against my sore cheeks. I shifted, trying to find a position that didn’t remind me of every thrust. He got in, started the engine, pulled away smooth and quiet. The cul-de-sac slipped past, curtains still drawn in every house. Normal people sleeping. Normal lives.

We drove in silence for a while. Radio low, some early morning talk show I didn’t listen to. Heater blowing warm. Street lights gave way to grey dawn. My body ached with every bump in the road.

“You were incredible,” he said eventually. Voice calm, like he was commenting on the weather. “Better than I hoped.”

I stared out the window. “Thanks.”

He glanced over. “How do you feel? Physically.”

“Sore,” I admitted. My voice came out rough. “Really sore. But… okay.”

He nodded. “That’s normal. First time always is. You’ll loosen up. Feel it less next time.”

Next time. The words hung there. I swallowed. “About that. The arrangement.”

His hand settled on my thigh, warm through the denim. “Thought you might want to lock it in before I drop you off.”

I nodded. Couldn’t look at him yet. “Yeah. Let’s.”

He squeezed my leg. “Good boy. Once a week to start. More if we can make it work. Three hundred base each meet. Five if it’s a full night like this, or if you take extras.”

Extras. My hole clenched at the thought. “What counts as extras?”

“Whatever we agree on. Bare. Toys. Riskier places. You say no to anything, anytime. But I’ll push. You know that.”

I did know. And part of me already wanted the push. I hated that part.

“Cash upfront every time,” he continued. “No apps, no records. We use a code phrase for texts. Something boring. ‘Study group Thursday?’ means you’re free. I’ll confirm location.”

“Discretion,” I said. “Yeah. I get it.”

His thumb rubbed slow circles on my thigh. Higher now. “You’re mine when we’re together. No other guys. No advertising yourself. I don’t share.”

I bristled. “I wasn’t planning on it.”

“Good.” He smiled. “You won’t need to. I’ll keep you paid. And satisfied.”

My cock stirred despite everything. Traitor.

“What about condoms?” I asked. Needed to know.

He shrugged. “I prefer bare. Feels better. I’m clean, get tested regular. But if you insist, we use them until you trust me.”

Until. Not if. He already knew I’d give in.

We talked details for the rest of the drive. Hotels when his family was home. How to handle last-minute changes. What to do if I got spooked and wanted out. He made it sound reasonable. Professional. Like we were negotiating a part-time job instead of me selling my ass.

By the time we reached my street, the sky was pale blue. Early commuters passed. A neighbour walked their dog. My stomach knotted.

He didn’t pull away. Parked right outside the shared house, engine idling. Curtains still closed upstairs. No lights on. But any second someone could wake up.

Richard turned to me. Unzipped slow. Pulled his cock out, already half-hard, thick against his thigh. “One last thing before you go. To seal the deal properly.”

My eyes darted to the windows. “Here? Someone could see.”

“That’s the point.” His hand settled on the back of my neck, guiding. “Quick and quiet. Show me you’re committed.”

I glanced around again. Heart pounding. But his grip tightened, gentle but firm. I leaned over the console, mouth watering despite myself. The car smelled of leather and him. Morning light made everything bright and dangerous.

I took him in slow. Lips stretching around the head. He was warm, salty, already leaking. I swirled my tongue, tasting him again. His hand threaded into my hair, not pushing yet. Just holding.

“Good boy,” he murmured. “Just like that.”

I sank lower, taking more. The angle was awkward over the gear stick, but I managed. Bobbed slow, sucking, hollowing my cheeks. Wet sounds filled the car. His cock hardened fully in my mouth, thick and heavy on my tongue.

He started thrusting gently. Shallow pumps into my throat. I gagged quietly, eyes watering. Drool escaped the corners of my mouth, dripping onto his jeans.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “Sucking cock in broad daylight. Anyone walks past, they’ll see what a little slut you are for me.”

The risk made me harder. I moaned around him, vibrations making him groan low. His hips lifted off the seat, fucking my face steadier now. Hand tight in my hair, controlling depth.

I worked him eagerly. Tongue under the shaft, lips sealed tight. Saliva coated everything, shiny and messy. He hit the back of my throat over and over. I swallowed around him, taking it deeper.

“Fuck, your mouth,” he grunted. “So hot and wet. Gonna cum down your throat if you keep that up.”

I didn’t stop. Wanted it. Needed to taste him one more time. My own cock strained against my jeans, sore hole clenching as I remembered him inside me.

He sped up. Thrusts sharper. Car rocked slightly. I prayed no one noticed.

“Close,” he warned. Voice rough.

Then he pulled me off suddenly. Hand fast on his cock, aiming. First rope hit my cheek, hot and thick. Second across my lips and chin. Third into my open mouth. More on my nose, my forehead. He milked himself dry, painting my face messy and deliberate.

I sat up gasping. Cum cooled fast in the morning air. Dripping down my chin, onto my hoodie. Salty on my tongue.

He wiped the tip on my lower lip. “Leave it. Walk in like that. Remember who you belong to now.”

I stared at him, stunned. Face sticky, shining. Panic surged within me.

He zipped up, with a satisfied smile. “See you next week. Text me your free nights.”

I scrambled out of the car. Hood up, head down. I ran across the road to the house, cum sliding down my neck. My heart hammered in my chest as I fumbled my keys into the lock. The front door creaked open. I slipped inside, making sure to close it quietly behind me.

The hallway was dark, the stairs silent. No sounds were coming from upstairs.

I paused, breathing hard. My face a mess, smelling of sex and shame.

And already counting days until next time.


Chapter 8
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I stood in the hallway with the door shut behind me, holding my breath. The house was dead quiet. No footsteps upstairs. No toilet flush. Nothing. Just the tick of the old clock in the living room and my heart smashing against my ribs. Cum was cooling on my face, thick streaks drying tight across my cheeks and chin. Some were still wet, sliding slow down my neck and soaking into the collar of my hoodie. It smelled strong. Salty. Musky. Like sex. Like him.

My hair felt crusty where it had landed. Lips sticky. When I licked them nervous, I tasted him again. Saliva mixed with it, shiny on my skin. The front of my hoodie had dark patches where it dripped. Jeans stuck to my thighs from the lube and whatever leaked out when I walked. Between my legs everything felt raw. Hole puffy and sore, still leaking slow. Every step made me clench, and more came out, warm against my balls. Welts on my ass burned under the fabric. Jaw ached from the car. Throat scratched.

I looked like a mess. Proper slut mess. If anyone came down now, saw me standing here with a face glazed like that… no excuse in the world would cover it.

I waited another second. Listened. Still nothing. Then I moved. Tiptoes on the cold floorboards. Avoided the third step that always creaks. Past Tom’s door. Past Jake’s. Mine at the end. Key in slow. Lock click soft. Inside. Shut it. Leaned back against the door and let out a breath that shook.

Safe.

Sunlight came through the thin curtains. I caught my reflection in the wardrobe mirror. Fuck. I looked wrecked. Face shiny in patches, white streaks dried flaky on my cheeks. One thick rope across my forehead into my hairline. Chin dripping still. Eyes red from lack of sleep. Hair matted. Hoodie stained. I pulled the hood down and more flakes fell.

I grabbed tissues from the box on my desk. Wiped rough. The cum smeared first, sticky mess spreading before it came off in clumps. Lips swollen. Taste lingered no matter how much I spat into the bin. Neck next. Collar soaked through. I peeled the hoodie off careful. T-shirt stuck to my chest where sweat and spit dried. Everything smelled of him.

Jeans down. Boxers last. They were soaked. Front wet from pre-cum. Back from lube and his load leaking steady. Hole felt open still. Tender. When I bent to step out, more trickled down my thigh. I wiped with more tissues. Kept wiping until the box was half empty.

Naked now. Body marked. Turned to the mirror again. Ass red with cane lines, some raised welts. Thighs pink. Hole puffy when I reached back careful. Fingertips came away slick. Still leaking him. The sight made my cock twitch, half-hard even now. I hated that.

I sat on the bed. Pulled the envelopes from my pocket. Thick. Heavy. Opened one. Fifties mostly. Crisp. Counted slow on the duvet. Five hundred. Then the other. Another five. Thousand total. More money than I’d held in years. Stacks neat. I fanned them. Smelled the paper. Laughed quiet. One night. Mouth. Ass. Everything. And this.

Rent covered. Overdraft gone. Food. Beers. Maybe even a takeaway tonight. I lay back, money spread on my chest. Feeling like a king and a whore at the same time.

But my body remembered. Hole throbbed. Welts stung. Throat raw. I closed my eyes and saw him. Felt him. Deep. Pounding. The way I came harder than ever. Shame hit again. I told myself it was just money. Survival. Straight guy doing what he had to. But my cock hardened fully thinking about it. I ignored it. Too sore. Too tired.

Waited another half hour until I heard someone stir upstairs. Toilet flush. Safe to move. Grabbed towel. Clean boxers. Joggers. T-shirt. Slipped out quiet. Bathroom empty. Locked the door.

Shower hot. Steam filled quick. I stood under it forever. Water stung the welts at first. Then soothed. Soaped everywhere. Face scrubbed hard until skin felt raw but clean. Hair shampooed twice. Between my legs careful. Soap on my hole made me hiss. Fingers brushed inside accidental. Still open. Slick even after all that. His cum swirled down the drain, white threads in the water. Watched it go. Felt empty.

Stroked myself once under the spray. Slow. Remembering. Stopped quick. Not yet. Too much.

Dried off. Mirror fogged. Wiped it. Welts still red but fading. Hole less puffy. Face normal again. Almost. I looked tired. Older somehow.

Dressed fresh. Felt human.

Downstairs smelled of coffee. Toast. Jake at the kettle. Tom on the sofa scrolling his phone. Both looked up grumpy.

“Mate,” Jake said. “Landlord emailed again. Bounced payment. We’re fucked if you don’t sort it today.”

Tom nodded. “Yeah. He’s threatening notice.”

I pulled the cash from my pocket. Peeled off my share. Plus extra for the fees. Handed it over. “Here. Sorted.”

They stared. Notes thick in my hand.

“Where the fuck did you get that?” Tom asked. “All cash?”

I shrugged. Brain blank. Then it came out. “I don’t trust the central banking system, so I keep all my money as cash.”

Silence.

Jake snorted. Tom burst out laughing. “What? You sound like a proper conspiracy nut.”

I forced a grin. Cheeks burned. Where the fuck did that come from? But they took the money. Counted it. The mood lifted in an instant.

“Legend,” Jake said. “Coffee?”

“Yeah.”

We ate toast. Talked shit about lectures. Football. Normal stuff. Weight gone. No more side-eyes. No eviction. I ate two rounds. Stomach full for once.

Back in my room later. Money left stashed safe under the mattress. Texted Mum quick. “Rent paid. All good.” Lie, but she didn’t need worry.

Sat on the bed. Phone in hand. Richard’s number there. Saved as “Rich Study.” Thumb hovered. Thought about deleting. Didn’t.

One week. Then I’d text. Or I’d have to. Money was good. Problems gone. But it wasn’t just that any more.

He knew where I lived now. Dropped me right outside. What if he turned up? When housemates were out. Or worse.

I lay back. My body was still sore. My hole a tender reminder.

I told myself it was just for the money.

But next week couldn’t come soon enough.
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About the Author

I’ve always been drawn to the edges of desire—the places most people only visit in fantasy. The riskier, the more forbidden, the better. I never back down from what turns me on, even when it surprises me.

Years of reading erotica made me hungry to tell my own stories. Then one day it hit me: I didn’t need to make anything up. I’d already lived versions of these scenes…

I hope Daniel and Richard’s story got under your skin the way those nights still get under mine.

If you loved it, hated it, or just want to tell me which parts felt too real, leave a review. I read every one.
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Taken At Home

In the sequel to Taken All Night, Daniel’s limits are pushed even further in the pursuit of money.

But is it even about money any more? Or is that just an excuse he tells himself?

Can he continue to keep his two lives separate when he is Taken At Home?
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