
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ben Tyler

Taken At Home


Copyright © 2026 by Ben Tyler

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Chapter 1
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Iwoke up to the sound of rain pattering against the window of my shared house, the kind of gray morning that made you want to pull the covers back over your head and forget about the world outside.

It had been exactly a week since that night with Richard, and the memories still hit me in a wave every time I let my mind wander. My name is Daniel Harper, and I’m just your average university student trying to make it through lectures and exams without drowning in debt. Or at least that’s what I told myself before everything changed.

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

I was as straight as they come, or so I thought, until money got tight and desperation led me to an app where guys like Richard lurked, looking for someone young and willing to bend the rules for cash.

That first night started innocent enough, or as innocent as these things can be. I had met Richard at his place, a nice suburban house that screamed family man with its photos on the walls and kids’ toys tucked away in corners. He was older, probably in his late forties, with that salt-and-pepper beard and a build that said he took care of himself, broad shoulders under his casual shirt, eyes that locked onto you like he already knew what he wanted.

He started slow, leading me to his bedroom where the sheets were crisp and the air smelled faintly of his cologne, something woody and masculine that clung to my skin long after. He watched me undress and I stood there, exposed, feeling the cool air on my body while he looked me over with that hungry gaze. Then he kissed me, deep and commanding, his beard scratching against my smooth face in a way that sent unexpected sparks through me. I was not into guys, I reminded myself, this was just for the pay, but my body betrayed me, responding to his touch and his mouth.

The hours blurred after that. He took his time, exploring every inch of me with his mouth and fingers, making me gasp and arch up despite myself. Then it was my turn to reciprocate, as he guided my head down to take him in my mouth, his thickness filling me as he murmured encouragement, his fingers tangled in my hair. It was awkward at first, the taste salty and unfamiliar, but he was patient, teaching me the rhythm until I got it right, until the sounds he made told me I was doing something that pleased him.

Throughout the rest of the night, he used me however he wanted. He wasn’t satisfied with just my mouth. He didn’t let me cum until the very end, so that I would stay his pliable little toy. My horniness got the better of me. I let him prepare me for the final act, his fingers stretching me open while I gripped the sheets, biting my lip to stifle the moans.

When his cock finally entered me, it was a mix of pain and something else, a fullness that built into pleasure as he moved, slow thrusts turning deeper, his body pressing against mine, sweat slick between us.

I experienced my first orgasm with a man, with that man’s cock inside me. Bent over on all fours in his family home. And it was the best orgasm I had ever had.

The rush I felt as I sprayed cum all over myself and the bed, while his cock pounded my prostate, is indescribable. I was ruined.

And then the shame hit me. I had always thought I was straight, but straight men don’t get fucked like that. So what was I now?

After he finished inside of me, he left me lying there. I was exhausted.

I was sore in places I had never felt before, but the envelope of cash he handed me made it all feel worth it. A thick envelope of bills, more than enough to cover what I owed and then some. We agreed it would be ongoing, him slipping me his number with a promise of more if I wanted it.

He drove me home in the early light, the car quiet except for the hum of the engine. But he wasn’t done with me yet. He used my mouth again, right outside my house. I had to complete a walk of shame, covered in cum and saliva, hoping and praying to all the gods that nobody would see me. I felt such relief when I made it inside without being discovered.

Now, a week later, I lay there staring at the ceiling, the rain still drumming outside. My body had healed, no more aches, but the memories lingered, popping up at the worst times. I rolled out of bed, stretching as I glanced at the drawer where the cash was stashed, a secret reminder of what I had done.

I still didn’t know how I felt about that first time. On the one hand, I felt the shame of having being used and humiliated so thoroughly by a man. It made me question everything I thought I knew about myself.

On the other hand, I couldn’t stop touching myself to the thought of it. Part of me yearned for it to happen again. It had made me feel things I had never felt before, and the orgasm was better than anything I had ever experienced with a woman.

Downstairs, the kitchen was as messy as my thoughts, with Jake and Tom already up, Jake frying eggs while Tom scrolled through his phone at the table. Jake was the loud one, always cracking jokes, his blond hair messy from sleep, while Tom was quieter, dark-haired and focused, the kind who actually studied without being nagged.

“Morning, Dan,” Jake said, flipping an egg with a grin. “You look like shit. Late night studying or what?”

I forced a laugh, pouring myself coffee. “Yeah, something like that. Economics is kicking my ass.”

Tom looked up, nodding. “Tell me about it. That lecture today is going to be brutal. You coming?”

I nodded, sipping the hot liquid, trying to shake off the fog in my head. We ate quick, the three of us chatting about nothing important, the upcoming party at the student union, some girl Jake was into from his psych class. It felt normal, this routine, but underneath it all, my mind kept drifting back to Richard, the way his body felt against mine, the control he had over me that night. I pushed the thoughts away, focusing on the day ahead, but they crept back in as I grabbed my backpack and headed out into the drizzle.

The walk to campus was short, the streets lined with other students huddled under umbrellas, the air fresh with the smell of wet pavement. I made it to the lecture hall just in time, sliding into a seat in the back row as the professor started droning on about market trends and supply curves. The room was packed, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, notebooks rustling as people jotted down notes. I tried to concentrate, my pen moving across the page, but halfway through, my focus slipped. It started with a random thought about money, how the cash from Richard had eased the pressure, let me buy groceries without checking prices. But then it shifted, memories of his hands on me, the way he had whispered commands in my ear, making me do things I never imagined.

I shifted in my seat, feeling a warmth building that had nothing to do with the stuffy room. The professor’s voice faded as I recalled the feel of him inside me, the stretch and the rhythm, how it had hurt at first but then turned into this intense pleasure that left me breathless. My face heated, and I glanced around, hoping no one noticed. There was a girl a few rows ahead, pretty with long hair, the kind I would have flirted with before, but now the thought felt distant, overshadowed by the vivid images of Richard’s bearded face close to mine, his strong arms holding me down. I crossed my legs, trying to ignore the growing hardness, focusing on the slides projected on the wall. But it was no use; the lecture dragged on, each minute a battle to keep my mind from wandering back to that bed, that night.

By the time it ended, I was relieved to pack up and head out, the crowd surging into the hallway. I grabbed lunch at the campus cafe, a sandwich and coffee, sitting with a couple of guys from my course, Mark and Alex. They talked about football, the latest match, laughing about some player’s blunder. I joined in, nodding along, but my thoughts were elsewhere. The money was running low again, bills piling up, and the temptation gnawed at me. Richard’s number was in my phone, a simple text away. Part of me wanted to delete it, pretend it never happened, but the other part, the one that remembered the thrill mixed with the pay, kept it there.

The afternoon lecture was in a smaller room, history of economic thought, the professor pacing as he spoke about Keynes and Smith. I sat near the window, rain streaking the glass, and again, my concentration wavered. This time, the horniness hit harder, a persistent ache that made me adjust my jeans discreetly. I imagined Richard’s voice, low and firm, telling me what to do, his fingers tracing down my back. It was confusing, this pull, because I was straight, always had been, chasing girls at parties, but that night had awakened something, or maybe it was just the power of the cash making me rationalise it. Either way, by the end of the class, I was restless, my body buzzing with unmet need.

Back at the house, the rain had let up, leaving puddles on the pavement. Jake was out, Tom in his room studying, the place quiet except for the distant hum of traffic. I dropped my bag in my room, flopping onto the bed, staring at the phone in my hand. The drawer with the remaining money mocked me. The stack was thinner now after paying rent. I needed more, that was the truth, and the memories made it easier to justify it to myself. My fingers hovered over the phone for a while, as I wrestled with the desire and the reluctance to meet him again. Eventually I surrendered myself to the idea, and I typed out a message to Richard: “Hey, it’s Daniel. Could use some extra cash if you’re interested in another meet.”

His reply came quick, like he had been waiting: “Good to hear from you. Family’s home tonight, can’t host. But I can pick you up in the car, find a spot. Sound good?”

I hesitated again, heart racing at the idea of doing it in his car. What if someone saw me? And yet part of me wanted to be seen. I had felt such a rush the last time he used me that way.

The desire within me got the better of my good sense again.

“Yeah, tonight works. Pick me up around 10?”

“See you then,” he texted back, and just like that, it was set. I lay there, the phone warm in my palm, a mix of nerves and anticipation building as the evening approached.

It was happening again.


Chapter 2
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The clock on my phone ticked over to 21:55, and I stood at the corner of the street, just far enough from the house that Jake or Tom would not spot me if they glanced out the window. The evening air was cool, carrying that faint scent of damp earth from the earlier rain, and I shoved my hands into the pockets of my hoodie to keep them from fidgeting. My heart was racing already, a steady thump that echoed in my ears, mixing with the distant hum of traffic. I had told the guys I was heading out for a quick run to the corner shop for snacks, something mundane to cover my tracks, but every second out here felt like I was wearing a sign that screamed what I was really up to. This was not like last time, that all-night session at Richard’s place where everything felt contained, almost like a dream I could wake from. This was real, out in the open, or at least on the edge of it, and the thought of getting into his car for whatever he had planned made my stomach twist with a cocktail of nerves and something darker, something that pulled at me despite myself.

Headlights swept around the bend, and there was his car, a sleek black sedan that purred to a stop right in front of me. The window rolled down smooth, and Richard’s face came into view, lit by the dashboard glow, his salt-and-pepper beard framing a smile that was equal parts welcoming and predatory. He looked just as I remembered, broad-shouldered in a dark shirt that hugged his chest, eyes scanning me up and down like he was already picturing what was coming. “Get in, Daniel,” he said, his voice low and steady, carrying that authority that made my skin prickle. I hesitated for just a second, glancing back toward the house, but the street was empty, so I opened the door and slid into the passenger seat. The leather was warm, the car smelling of his cologne mixed with that new-car freshness, and as soon as I buckled up, he pulled away smooth, accelerating into the night.

We did not talk much at first, the radio humming soft in the background with some old rock tune, but I could feel his presence filling the space, making the air thicker. My mind raced with what I was doing here, why I had texted him, but the truth was simple: money. Or at least that was what I kept telling myself. The cash from last time had floated me through the week, but bills did not stop coming, and this arrangement, as twisted as it felt, was my lifeline. Richard glanced over at me, his hand resting casually on the wheel, and said, “You look good, kid. Been thinking about you.” His words sent a flush up my neck, and I mumbled something about needing the extra cash, keeping my eyes on the passing street lights. But inside, those memories from his house stirred, the way he had taken control, made my body respond in ways I still could not fully wrap my head around. I was straight, always had been, but there was no denying the heat building low inside me just from being near him.

We drove for a few minutes, weaving through the quieter streets on the edge of town, and then his hand moved, not to the controls but to my thigh, squeezing it firmly through my jeans. “Unzip me,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument, eyes still on the road. My breath caught, the command hitting me like a spark, and I felt that familiar mix of shame and excitement rush through me. We were still in residential areas, houses lit up on either side, but the windows were tinted dark, and the night hid us mostly. I reached over with trembling fingers, finding the zip of his jeans, pulling it down slow, the sound loud to my ears. He was already half-hard, straining against his boxers, and when I freed him, his cock sprang out thick and veined, the head glistening slightly in the dim light. It was bigger than I remembered, or maybe it just felt that way up close like this, and the sight of it made my mouth go dry.

“Go on,” he encouraged, his voice rougher now, one hand on the wheel while the other guided my head down toward his lap. I leaned over the console, the seatbelt digging into my shoulder, and took him into my mouth, the salty and musky taste flooding my senses. He groaned softly as I started to pleasure him, my lips stretching around his girth, my tongue swirling slowly around the head. The car kept moving, the engine’s vibration adding to the sensation, and I felt every bump in the road as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each pass. It was awkward in the tight space, my neck craning, but that only heightened everything, the risk of it all making my pulse thunder in my ears. What if someone saw? A pedestrian glancing in, or another driver at a light? The thought made me feel like a total whore, sucking off this older man while he drove, but it also sent a thrill through me, my own cock hardening in my jeans as I worked his shaft with my mouth.

Richard’s hand stayed in my hair, guiding, pushing me down a bit further each time until I gagged slightly, the head hitting the back of my throat. “That’s it, good boy,” he murmured, his hips shifting upwards slightly to meet my mouth. The praise twisted something inside me, making me want to please him more, even as the shame burned hot in my chest. I could feel him thickening, pulsing against my tongue, the veins prominent as I traced them, sucking harder now, my cheeks hollowing with the effort. Saliva built up, making it slick and messy, dripping down his shaft as I pulled back to breathe, then dove down again. The car turned onto a darker road, leaving the street lights behind, but I barely noticed, lost in the rhythm, the way his breathing quickened, small grunts escaping him. It felt degrading, bent over like this, servicing him while the world blurred by outside, but there was a rush to it, a forbidden high that made my body ache for more.

After what felt like forever but was probably only ten minutes, he slowed the car, pulling off onto a gravel path that led to a car park on the outskirts, surrounded by trees and shadows. The engine cut off, leaving us in near silence except for our heavy breaths and the wet sounds of my mouth on him. “Backseat,” he said, pulling me off him with a gentle tug on my hair, his cock slick and standing rigid. I nodded, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and we both climbed out, the cool night air a shock against my flushed skin.

The car park was empty. Walkers used it during the day to visit the nearby park, but the park was closed now. I hoped that meant we wouldn’t be interrupted. There were no other cars, just the faint rustle of leaves and the distant hoot of an owl. It felt remote, safe in its isolation, but that only amplified the intimacy of what we were about to do.

I slid into the backseat first, the leather sticking slightly to my jeans, and Richard followed, his pants still open, cock bobbing as he manoeuvred in. He closed the door behind him, the car enclosing us, and then he was on me, pushing me back against the seat, his mouth claiming mine in a deep kiss. His beard scratched my face, a rough contrast to the softness of his lips, and his tongue invaded, tasting of mint and desire. I kissed back, my hands finding his shoulders, feeling the muscle there, solid and reassuring. He broke away, eyes dark with want, and pushed my head down again. “Finish what you started,” he said, and I obeyed, taking him back into my mouth, deeper now that my path was unobstructed.

The angle was better, allowing me to relax my throat, swallowing around him as he thrust gentle, his hands cradling my head.

The taste was stronger now, pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip, and I lapped at it, swirling my tongue over the slit, drawing out more moans from him. He was fully hard, the length filling my mouth to the brim, and I felt that stretch in my jaw, a dull ache that mirrored the one building between my legs. I reached down to adjust myself, but Richard noticed, batting my hand away. “Not yet,” he growled, and the denial only fuelled the fire, making me suck harder, desperate for his approval. Minutes stretched as I worked him, varying the pace, slow licks along the underside then fast bobs that had him gripping the seat. His scent filled the car, masculine and heady, and I lost myself in it, the world narrowing to just this, me pleasuring this man who paid for the privilege.

Finally, he pulled me off, his chest heaving. “Strip,” he commanded, and I did, peeling off my hoodie and shirt, then shimmying out of my jeans and boxers in the cramped space. The air was cool on my bare skin, my cock springing free, hard and leaking, but he ignored it, flipping me onto my hands and knees across the seat. I heard the click of a lube bottle, then his fingers at my entrance, cold and slick, pressing slowly into me. The intrusion made me gasp, the stretch familiar from last time but still intense, his fingers spreading to open me up. “So tight,” he murmured, curling them to hit that spot inside that made stars burst behind my eyes, pleasure shooting through me like electricity. I pushed back against his hand, moaning softly, my head full of shame and bliss.

He took his time preparing me, adding a second finger, then a third, stretching me thoroughly until I was rocking back, needy and empty when he withdrew. Then the blunt head of his cock pressed against me, hot and insistent, and he pushed in slowly, inch by inch, the burn giving way to fullness as he bottomed out. “Fuck, you feel good,” he groaned, hands on my hips holding me steady. The sensation was overwhelming, his thickness splitting me open, every vein dragging against my walls as he started to move. Slow thrusts at first, letting me adjust, but building to a steady rhythm that had the car rocking slightly. I braced against the door, my fingers digging into the leather, moans spilling from my lips as he hit deep, the massaging of my prostate sending waves of ecstasy through me.

I felt so dirty, being taken like this in the back of a car, like some cheap whore, but that only made it hotter, my body betraying any resistance with how eagerly I met his thrusts. Sweat built between us, his chest pressing against my back as he leaned over, beard tickling my shoulder, one hand reaching around to stroke me finally. The dual sensation was too much, his cock pounding into me while his fist worked my length, and I felt the pressure building, coiling tight in my cock. “Come for me,” he whispered, and that was it, I shattered, spilling over his hand with a cry, my ass clenching around him. He followed soon after, thrusting deeper as he came inside me, hot pulses filling me up, marking me as his.

We stayed like that for a moment, breaths ragged, his weight comforting against me. Then he gently began to withdraw his cock, the emptiness leaving me aching, and I felt his cum trickle down my thigh, a sticky reminder of what we had done. He cleaned us up with wipes from the glove box, efficient and calm, while I dressed in a daze, my body spent and humming. “Good job,” he said, slipping a wad of bills into my pocket, thick enough to make my eyes widen. “Same as last time, plus a bit extra for the drive.” I nodded, mumbling thanks, the money feeling heavy, like payment for my soul or something dramatic like that. But it was real, tangible, and that grounded me.

He drove me back, the ride quiet, my mind swirling with the afterglow and the guilt. When he dropped me off at the corner, the house lights were still on, and I walked the short distance, legs shaky, feeling like every step screamed “whore.” Cum still leaked slightly, a wet spot in my boxers, and I prayed Jake and Tom were in their rooms. Slipping in the front door quietly, I heard the TV from the living room, but no one called out. I made it to my room, closing the door softly, and collapsed on the bed, the cash in my pocket a secret victory amid the shame.

I was Daniel Harper, a straight student, but that night, I had been something else entirely, and the worst part was, I knew I would do it again.

I just couldn’t help myself.


Chapter 3

[image: ]

The morning after the car meet with Richard dawned bright and unforgiving, sunlight streaming through the thin curtains of my bedroom window and pulling me from a fitful sleep. My body ached in that familiar way, a dull throb between my legs and a stickiness in my boxers that reminded me of everything that had happened the night before. I lay there for a moment, staring at the cracked plaster on the ceiling, again feeling the intense mixture of confusion and desire that had haunted me all week.

The money was tucked away in my drawer now, added to the remnants from our first night together, a growing stack that should have made me feel secure but instead left me unsettled. It was just for the cash, I told myself again, rolling over to bury my face in the pillow. I was straight, always had been, chasing after girls since secondary school, dreaming of soft curves and sweet perfumes. But the memories from the car lingered like smoke, the taste of him on my tongue, the stretch of him inside me, and I felt a unwelcome stir in my groin just thinking about it. I pushed the thoughts down, forcing myself out of bed, the cool floorboards creaking under my feet as I headed to the bathroom.

The house was already stirring, Jake banging around in the kitchen downstairs, the smell of bacon wafting up the stairs. I splashed water on my face, staring at my reflection in the mirror, my brown hair tousled, eyes a bit shadowed from lack of sleep. Who was this guy looking back at me? Daniel Harper, nineteen, business student, part-time barman when I could get shifts, and now… what? A guy who let an older man fuck him in the back of a car for money? The word “whore” flashed in my mind, hot and shameful, but it came with a rush of heat that made me grip the sink tighter. It was not like that, I rationalised, drying my face with a towel. Richard was just a means to an end, a way to pay the bills without begging my parents for more help. But as I brushed my teeth, the minty foam doing nothing to erase the phantom taste, I could not deny how my body had responded, how I had come hard with him buried deep, his hand stroking me to the edge. It was the thrill, maybe, the forbidden part, not the man himself. Yeah, that had to be it.

Downstairs, Jake was at the stove, flipping bacon with a spatula, his blond hair still messy from bed. Tom sat at the table, nursing a mug of coffee, scrolling through his phone with that focused look he always had in the mornings. “Morning, mate,” Jake said, glancing over with a grin. “You were out late last night. Score some snacks or what?”

I nodded, grabbing a plate from the cupboard and sliding into a chair. “Yeah, just needed some air. Grabbed a few things.” The lie came easy, but inside, my mind replayed the walk back, the way my legs had felt wobbly, cum leaking slow and making me hyper aware of every step. I piled bacon and eggs onto my plate, forcing a casual tone. “What’s the plan for today? Lectures as usual?”

Tom looked up, pushing his glasses up his nose. “Yeah, I’ve got that seminar on macroeconomics at ten. You in the same one?”

I was, but the thought of sitting through another hour of graphs and theories made me groan inwardly. We ate in comfortable silence mostly, Jake cracking jokes about the professor’s monotone voice, mimicking it until Tom chuckled. It felt normal, this routine with my housemates, the three of us navigating uni life together since first year. Jake was the outgoing one, always dragging us to parties, while Tom kept us grounded with his study schedules. Me? I was the middle ground, reliable but now carrying this secret that made everything feel off-kilter. As I chewed my breakfast, my phone buzzed in my pocket, and my heart skipped, thinking it might be Richard. But it was just a reminder for class, and the relief mixed with a strange disappointment that confused me even more.

The walk to campus was brisk, the air crisp with the promise of autumn, leaves crunching underfoot along the tree-lined paths. Students milled about, backpacks slung over shoulders, chatting in groups or hurrying to buildings. I blended in, or tried to, but my mind kept drifting back to the car, the confined space, the way Richard’s cock had felt in my mouth as he drove, thick and insistent. Stop it, I told myself, focusing on the lecture hall ahead, the red brick building rising solid against the sky. Inside, the room filled up quick, the hum of voices echoing off the tiered seats. I found a spot in the middle, pulling out my notebook, but as the professor started talking about inflation rates and fiscal policy, my attention wandered again. The guy next to me, some bloke from my tutorial group, leaned over to whisper a question about the slides, his breath warm on my ear, and for a split second, I imagined Richard’s voice instead, low and commanding. My face heated, and I shifted in my seat, crossing my legs to hide the growing hardness. What the hell was wrong with me? This was not who I was.

By lunchtime, I met up with a few mates from class at the campus cafe, the place buzzing with the clatter of trays and the smell of coffee and sandwiches. Mark and Alex were already there, debating the latest football scores, their voices loud and enthusiastic. I joined in, grabbing a chicken wrap and a drink, laughing at Alex’s rant about the ref’s bad call. It was easy banter, the kind that grounded me, but even as we talked, my eyes caught on Mark’s hands, strong and veined as he gestured, and unbidden, I thought of Richard’s grip on my hips, pulling me back onto him. The image hit me hard, a flush of arousal that made me choke on my bite. “You alright, Dan?” Alex asked, clapping me on the back.

“Yeah, just went down the wrong way,” I muttered, but inside, the denial burned. I was not into guys, not like that. It was the money twisting things, making me confuse necessity with desire. But as the conversation shifted to weekend plans, Jake texting the group about hitting the pub that evening, I felt the pull stronger, a secret craving that whispered lies about what I really wanted.

The afternoon dragged with another lecture, this one on microeconomics, the professor scribbling equations on the board that I copied down mechanically. My notebook filled with notes, but my mind was elsewhere, replaying the car scene in vivid detail: the leather seats sticking to my skin, Richard’s groans filling the air, the hot spill of him inside me. Each memory came with a wave of shame, like I was betraying myself, but it also stirred that heat, making me ache in my jeans. By the time class ended, I was restless, packing up quick and heading back to the house, the walk home a chance to clear my head. The streets were busier now, people heading home from work or classes, and I passed a group of girls laughing together, one of them catching my eye with her bright smile and flowing hair. Normally, I would have smiled back, maybe even stopped to chat if the vibe was right, but today, the interest felt flat, overshadowed by thoughts of something harder, more demanding. Cock. The word echoed in my head, crude and insistent, and I quickened my pace, horrified at where my mind went.

Back at the house, I dropped my bag in my room and flopped onto the bed, staring at the ceiling again. The money was there, safe in the drawer, but it felt tainted now, like each bill carried the weight of what I had done to earn it. I was a whore, plain and simple, selling my body to an older man with a family, letting him use me like that. The thought should have repulsed me, sent me deleting his number, but instead, it sparked a forbidden thrill, my hand drifting down to adjust myself through my jeans. No, I pulled away, sitting up sharp. This was not me. I was Daniel, the guy who dated Chloe last year, who flirted with the barista at the cafe. Straight. Normal. But the denial rang hollow, the memories too potent to ignore.

Jake’s voice called from downstairs, breaking the spiral. “Dan, you in? We’re heading to the pub in an hour. Tom’s coming too.”

“Yeah, sounds good,” I shouted back, forcing enthusiasm. Maybe a night out would reset things, surround me with friends and girls, remind me of who I really was. I changed into a clean shirt and jeans, splashing on some aftershave, the scent sharp and masculine. Downstairs, the guys were ready, Jake in his usual graphic tee, Tom looking polished as always. We walked to the local pub, The Red Lion, the evening air cooling as the sun dipped low, casting long shadows along the pavement. The place was packed when we arrived, the warmth of bodies and the hum of conversation welcoming us in. We grabbed a table near the bar, ordering pints of lager, the foam spilling slightly as we clinked glasses.

The night flowed easy at first, Jake telling stories from his weekend shift at the gym, making us laugh with tales of overly enthusiastic clients. Tom chimed in with uni gossip, some scandal about a lecturer and a student that had everyone buzzing. I joined in, the beer loosening the tension in my shoulders, but as the crowd thickened, girls filtering in from the nearby halls, my focus shifted. A group settled at the bar, one of them a brunette with a laugh that carried over the noise, her dress hugging her figure in all the right ways. Jake nudged me, grinning. “Go on, Dan. She’s been eyeing you.”

I smiled, taking a sip of my pint, and made my way over, leaning against the bar casual. “Hey, mind if I buy you a drink?” I asked, my voice steady, the flirting coming naturally.

She turned, her eyes sparkling. “Sure, why not? I’m Emily.”

We chatted, her telling me about her art course, me sharing bits about my course, the conversation light and easy. She was pretty, her perfume floral and inviting, her hand brushing mine as she laughed at my joke. This was familiar territory, the spark of attraction I knew well, but as she leaned closer, her cleavage subtle in the low light, my mind betrayed me. Instead of imagining her lips on mine, soft and yielding, I thought of Richard’s mouth, rough with beard, claiming me hard. Her curves should have stirred me, but instead, I pictured his cock, thick and veined, filling my mouth, the salty taste making me swallow reflexively. The arousal hit wrong, directed at the wrong memory, and I felt a hardness start that had nothing to do with her.

“Are you okay?” Emily asked, tilting her head.

“Yeah, just… crowded in here,” I said, forcing a smile. We talked a bit more, but the disconnect grew, my responses distracted as shame flooded me. I was supposed to want this, her, not some older guy’s dick pounding into me. Excusing myself with a promise to find her later, I headed back to the table, the guys raising eyebrows.

“What happened?” Jake asked, smirking. “Strike out?”

“Nah, just not feeling it tonight,” I lied, downing the rest of my pint. The beer buzzed in my veins, but it did nothing to dull the internal chaos. As the night wore on, more laughs, more drinks, I watched the crowd, guys and girls mingling, and every strong jawline or broad shoulder pulled my thoughts back to Richard, to being on my knees, taking what he gave. It felt like a curse, this shift, turning me into something I did not recognise, a cock whore in denial, craving the very thing I should hate. By closing time, staggering home with the guys, the cool night air slapping my face, I knew the money was not the only hook any more. Something deeper had taken root, and it terrified me as much as it excited me.


Chapter 4
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The afternoon sun filtered through the half-closed blinds in my room, casting striped shadows across the cluttered desk where my textbooks lay open, untouched for the past hour. I had been trying to study, really I had, flipping through notes on supply chains, but my mind kept wandering back to the pub last night, to Emily’s smile that should have lit something in me but instead left me cold, my thoughts tangled up in memories of Richard’s touch. It was getting harder to deny, this shift inside me, the way my body craved something I never thought I would want. I leaned back in my chair, rubbing my eyes, the house quiet around me except for the occasional creak of floorboards from downstairs where Jake was probably lounging on the couch, watching some match on TV. Tom had headed out earlier for a study group, leaving the place feeling almost empty, a rare pocket of peace in our shared chaos. I glanced at my phone, no messages from Richard since the car drop-off, and a part of me was relieved, while another part ached with that forbidden anticipation. The money from last time sat in my drawer, a secret stash that eased the knot of worry about next month’s rent, but it came with strings, invisible ones that pulled at me in ways I could not quite untangle.

A knock at my bedroom door jolted me upright, sharp and unexpected. I froze for a second, thinking it was Jake coming to borrow notes or drag me into whatever game he was watching. “Yeah?” I called out, spinning my chair toward the door.

The handle turned, and the door swung open before I could stand, revealing not Jake but Richard, his broad frame filling the doorway, that salt-and-pepper beard framing a knowing smile as he stepped inside without waiting for an invitation. My heart slammed in my chest, shock rooting me to the spot. “What the… Richard? How did you get in here?”

He closed the door behind him softly, the click of the lock echoing loudly in the sudden tension of the room. His eyes locked on mine, dark with intent, as he leaned back against the wood, his casual shirt hugging the muscles of his chest, jeans fitting snug around his thighs. “Your housemate let me in,” he said, his voice low and steady, like this was the most normal thing in the world. “Told him I was your dad, come to check on how you’re doing at uni. He bought it easy enough, even offered me a beer. Nice kid.”

Humiliation burned through me, hot and immediate, imagining Jake chatting with him downstairs, no clue that this “dad” was the man who had fucked me senseless in the back of a car just days ago. My face flushed, and I stood up quick, glancing toward the door as if Jake might burst in any second. “You can’t be here,” I whispered urgent, my voice cracking slightly. “This is my house, my space. What if he hears something? Or Tom comes back early?”

Richard’s smile widened, a predatory glint in his eyes as he pushed off the door, closing the distance between us in two strides. His hand found my shoulder, squeezing firm, the warmth of his palm seeping through my t-shirt. “That’s the fun part, Daniel. Keeping it quiet, being my good little whore right under their noses. You want the money, don’t you? And I know you want this too, even if you won’t admit it.”

His words hit like a punch, stirring that shameful heat inside me, my cock betraying me with a twitch of arousal even as panic raced through my veins. I wanted to protest, to shove him away and tell him to leave, but his presence filled the room, overwhelming, and the stack of bills in my mind loomed large. Plus, deep down, that craving lingered, the one that had me thinking about his cock even when I was flirting with girls. “Fine,” I muttered, my voice barely above a whisper, glancing at the door again. “But we have to be quiet. Really quiet.”

He chuckled soft, his breath warm against my ear as he pulled me closer, his other hand sliding down to cup my ass through my jeans. “That’s my boy. Now, lock the door properly and get on your knees. Show me how much you need this pay.”

My hands trembled as I double-checked the lock, the metal cold under my fingers, then I turned back to him, sinking to my knees on the worn carpet, the fibres rough against my skin. The room felt smaller now, the walls closing in with the risk of it all, Jake just downstairs, the TV’s muffled commentary filtering up through the floor. Richard unzipped his jeans slowly, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet, and pulled out his cock, already half-hard, thick and veined, the head peeking from the foreskin. The sight of it made my mouth water despite myself, that musky scent hitting me as he stepped closer, guiding it to my lips. “Open up,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

I parted my lips, taking him slowly into my mouth, the salty taste flooding my tongue as I swirled it around the head, feeling him harden. His hand tangled in my hair, holding me steady, encouraging me to take more. I bobbed my head, careful to keep the wet sounds minimal, sucking gently but firmly, my cheeks hollowing with the effort. Every slurp felt amplified in my ears, my heart pounding with the fear that Jake might hear, might come knocking to ask if “dad” needed anything. But that risk only heightened the excitement inside me, making my own cock strain against my jeans, aching for attention. Richard’s breathing deepened, small grunts escaping him that he stifled quick, his hips rocking subtle to meet my mouth. I looked up at him through my lashes, seeing the pleasure etched on his face, the way his beard shadowed his jaw, and a wave of submission washed over me. I was his whore, right here in my own room, servicing him for cash while my housemate sat oblivious below.

He let me work him for minutes that stretched like hours, my jaw aching from the stretch, saliva dripping down his shaft as I took him deeper, gagging softly when he hit the back of my throat. “Good little slut,” he whispered, the words sending a thrill through me, my body responding with a flush of heat. I reached up to fondle his balls, heavy and warm in my palm, rolling them gentle while I sucked, drawing out more pre-cum that I lapped up eagerly. The taste was addictive now, salty and bitter, a reminder of how far I had fallen, or maybe risen, into this role. Footsteps creaked downstairs, Jake moving around the kitchen perhaps, and I froze for a second, Richard’s cock still in my mouth, but he just tightened his grip on my hair, urging me on. The danger made it hotter, my pulse racing as I resumed, faster now, desperate to please him quiet and quick.

Finally, he pulled me off with a soft pop, his cock glistening with my spit, standing rigid and ready. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice hushed but firm, and I obeyed, peeling off my t-shirt and jeans, my boxers following, my own erection springing free, leaking at the tip. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on my skin, but Richard’s gaze warmed me, hungry and approving as he pushed me back toward the bed. I lay down on the mattress, the springs creaking faint under my weight, and he followed, shedding his shirt to reveal the muscled chest dusted with hair, his jeans pushed down just enough. He grabbed the lube from his pocket, slicking his fingers generous, and pressed them against my entrance, circling slow before pushing in.

The intrusion made me gasp, the stretch burning sweetly as he worked one finger, then two, spreading them to open me up. I bit my lip to stifle the moans, my hands clutching the sheets, the fabric bunching under my fingers. His fingers curled, hitting that spot inside that made stars burst behind my eyes, pleasure coiling tight in my gut. “So eager,” he murmured, leaning down to kiss my neck, his beard scratching rough against my skin, teeth nipping gentle. I arched up, pushing back on his hand, needy for more, the risk forgotten in the haze of want. Jake’s voice called from downstairs, something about ordering pizza, and panic spiked again, but Richard just shushed me, his free hand covering my mouth as he added a third finger, stretching me thoroughly.

When he finally withdrew, I felt empty, whimpering soft into his palm, but he replaced his fingers with his cock, the head pressing insistently against me. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, the fullness overwhelming my senses, every vein dragging against my walls as he filled me completely. I muffled my cry into his hand, tears pricking my eyes from the intensity, the burn giving way to bliss as he bottomed out, his balls resting against my ass. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, his breath hot on my ear. “Take it like a good whore,” he whispered, and then he started moving, slow thrusts at first, careful not to make the bed creak too loud.

The rhythm built gradual, his hips rolling as each push began hitting that prostate spot that made my toes curl. Pleasure radiated out in waves. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer, my hands on his back, feeling the muscles flex under my fingers. The quiet forced us to be deliberate, every movement measured, but that only intensified it, making me feel every inch of him sliding in and out, the slick sounds muffled by our bodies. Sweat built between us, his chest hair tickling my skin, his beard brushing my shoulder as he kissed along my collarbone. I felt so full, so owned, right there on my own bed, the posters on the wall witnessing my submission. Shame mixed with ecstasy, knowing I was letting this family man fuck me in secret, paying for the privilege, but my body craved it, my cock throbbing untouched between us.

He picked up pace slightly, thrusting harder but still controlled, his hand moving from my mouth to stroke me, his fist tight and slick with pre-cum. The dual sensation was too much, pleasure building fast, and I bit into his shoulder to stay quiet, the taste of salt on his skin. “Come for me, Daniel,” he growled in a low voice, and that was it, I was overwhelmed, spilling over his hand in hot pulses, my ass clenching around him. He followed moments later, burying his cock deep inside me with a stifled groan, filling me with his release.

We lay there panting, his weight comforting on top of me, until reality crept back in. He pulled out gently, the emptiness leaving me aching, and cleaned us up with tissues from my desk, efficient as always. “Good boy,” he said, slipping bills into my jeans pocket as I dressed shaky. “See you soon.” Then he was gone, unlocking the door and slipping out, leaving me alone with the mess of sheets and the echo of what we had done.

I collapsed back on the bed, heart still racing. The cum leaking slowly from within me was a sticky reminder of what I had just done. Jake called up about the pizza, and I shouted back as normally as I could, but inside, I reeled.

The whore in me was satisfied, but the rest of me was terrified of what would come next.


Chapter 5
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The door clicked shut behind Richard with a finality that echoed through the quiet house, leaving me standing frozen in the middle of my room, legs trembling like I had just run for miles. The air hung heavy with the lingering mix of sweat, his woody cologne, and the sharp musk of what we had done, clinging to my skin and the rumpled sheets behind me. My heart pounded relentless in my chest, throbbing up into my throat as I listened to his footsteps descend the stairs, each creak amplifying the terror rushing through me. Downstairs, muffled voices filtered up: Richard’s low, casual tone thanking Jake for the chat, something about the weather or traffic, then Jake’s easy laugh in response. The front door opened and closed softly and I heard the sound of his car starting faintly outside, then pulling away into the night. Only then did I exhale, a shaky rush of air that left me light-headed, collapsing back onto the bed where everything had happened moments before. The mattress dipped under me, sheets tangled and damp, and I buried my face in the pillow that still carried his scent, a wave of panic crashing over the fading afterglow.

What the fuck had I just let happen? Right here in my own room, the one I shared walls with Jake and Tom, with Jake lounging downstairs the whole time, probably flipping channels or raiding the fridge. One louder moan, one slip of Richard’s hand from my mouth, one curious knock from Jake, and it all could have exploded. The thought twisted my gut cold, nausea rising sharp as I pictured it: Jake’s face shifting from confusion to shock, questions spilling out, the secret shattering everything normal about this house. I sat up slowly, body protesting with deep aches, the soreness inside a constant throb where Richard had taken me hard, his thickness stretching me until I moaned into his palm.

Cum still leaked slowly from within me, warm and sticky between my thighs, soaking into my boxers. Every movement reminded me of how he had claimed my body for his pleasure.

I fished the money from my pocket with fingers that would not stop shaking, the thick wad of bills heavy in my hands as I counted them under the dim lamp light. More than before, enough to cover the next rent, buy groceries without scraping change, maybe even a textbook I had been putting off.

But it felt dirty now, heavier than the relief it should have brought, like blood money for selling pieces of myself I could not get back. I shoved it into the drawer with the rest, slamming it shut too hard, the bang making me flinch and listen paranoid for footsteps. Nothing. Just the low hum of the TV downstairs. Jake called up then, voice casual through the floorboards, asking if I was in for the pizza he was ordering since Tom was still out. “Yeah, sounds good,” I yelled back, forcing normality into my tone, but my voice cracked slightly. It was strained like I had swallowed glass. I padded to the bathroom quickly, splashing cold water on my face, staring hard at my reflection in the mirror.

My cheeks were flushed, my eyes glassy with that lingering haze. Hair a mess from his firm grip as he used me. I looked wrecked, used, and the fear spiked again: did I smell like him? Like sex? I scrubbed my face harder, rinsed my mouth, but the taste lingered faintly, salty and forbidden.

Heading downstairs felt like walking a tightrope, each step deliberate to hide the wobble in my legs, the subtle shift to avoid pressure on sore spots. Jake sprawled on the sofa in sweats and a faded tee, feet up on the coffee table, remote in hand as football highlights flickered across the screen. He glanced over casually, tossing me that easy grin, blond hair tousled from running hands through it. “Your dad’s alright, man. Seemed chill. Brought you stuff or just checking in?”

There was no edge in his voice, no suspicion in those blue eyes, just normal housemate chat. Relief flooded me, but guilt followed close behind.

“Yeah, just dropping some cash for bills and saying hi,” I mumbled, dropping into the armchair across from him, my body sinking into the cushions. Every shift sent fresh reminders, the ache deep inside pulsing as I crossed my legs.

“Didn’t stay long.”

Jake nodded, scrolling the pizza app on his phone. “Lucky you. My folks are always on my case about jobs.” He rattled off options, pepperoni with extra cheese like usual, and I agreed numb, mind replaying upstairs vivid: Richard’s body pinning mine, cock driving deep while his hand muffled my cries, beard scraping my shoulder as he growled praise in my ear.

The risk had made it intense, sharpened the pleasure to a knife edge, but now the blade turned inward, cutting with what-ifs. Jake ordered, chatting about the match, pointing out a bad call with animated gestures, and I nodded along, forcing laughs that felt hollow. Inside, shame burned hot: I had been used for pleasure in my own bed, let this married older man use me like a secret toy, all while Jake sat oblivious below. I had reduced myself to this for cash, craving the dominance even as it terrified me. Why couldn’t I stop?

The delivery guy buzzed eventually, breaking the spiral for a minute as Jake paid and brought in the steaming boxes. We ate on paper plates in front of the TV, grease dripping, cheese stretching, as Jake cracked jokes about the commentators’ suits. Tom texted he would crash at the library late, some group project running long, so it was just us two, the living room cosy with the smell of pizza and faint rain still tapping the windows. Jake stretched out longer on the couch, thigh brushing the coffee table, easy and unaware, while I chewed slow, flavours muted by the knot in my stomach. This normal evening, laughing over dumb replays, reminded me sharply of what I stood to lose: the easy friendship, the shared house that felt like home, the facade of a regular uni life. One wrong move, and it crumbles. For money that would vanish quickly, leaving me chasing more, deeper in this hole.

We finished the pizza, Jake crumpling plates and tossing them toward the bin with a miss that had us both chuckling for a moment. He headed upstairs soon after to call his on-again girlfriend, voice fading as he shut his door, leaving me alone with the TV murmur and my thoughts closing in. I flipped channels restlessly, landing on a nature documentary about ocean depths, dark waters and hidden creatures that felt too on the nose. My phone weighed heavily in my pocket, Richard’s contact a live wire. Part of me burned to text him right then, to end it once and for all: no more visits, no more cash, done. The words drafted in my head, simple and final. But pulling the phone out, screen glowing in the dim room, hesitation gripped me. The money had eased real pressure, let me sleep without overdraft alerts buzzing, and eat proper meals instead of instant noodles. And worse, deeper, the craving twisted: his control, the way he made my body sing despite every denial, the release that left me boneless and sated in ways nothing else touched.

I set the phone down untouched, heading up as the house quieted, street lights casting stripes through the hall window. Tom’s door stayed dark, Jake’s light off now, the place settling into night sounds: pipes ticking, wind against glass. In my room, the bed mocked me with its rumpled appearance and faint scent, so I stripped sheets quickly, bundling them for wash tomorrow, changing into fresh ones that felt cool and impersonal.

When sleep came it was fractured, I was tossing through dreams where Richard’s thrusts blurred into Jake bursting in, face shifting from shock to disgust, questions firing like accusations. I woke sweating multiple times, in early light gray and unwelcome, resolve flickering but holding: this stops now. The risk outweighed everything, the emotional churn too heavy to carry.

Morning routine dragged, lectures blurring as I sat back row, notebook filling with doodles more than notes on inflation models. The professor paced enthusiastically, but his words washed over me, my mind replaying close calls: Jake’s footsteps below, or Richard’s low groan I had stifled just in time.

Lunch with Mark and Alex at the crowded cafe offered a brief respite from the storm of emotions, steam from coffee mugs and sandwich smells grounding me as they planned their weekend party.

“Bring someone hot,” Alex teased, but the idea of flirting with girls felt exhausting, sparkless now. Emily from the pub flashed in my memory, her laugh and touch would once have excited me, but compared to Richard’s rough hands, it felt flat. I brushed off the invites, claiming I had assignments due, but inside the confusion deepened: my straight label was fraying thread by thread, replaced by that addictive pull toward a man’s dominance.

Afternoon brought Richard’s text mid-seminar, my phone vibrating against my thigh: “Can’t stop thinking about how good you felt. Hotel soon? Safer.”

Heat flushed my face immediately, my cock stirring traitorously within my jeans, memories vivid of his praise, calling me good boy as I clenched around him. I typed “maybe”, hesitated, deleted it, typed a firm no, but my fingers froze with indecisiveness.

Back home, Tom stirred a pasta sauce rich with garlic, the kitchen warm and inviting. Jake joined us and we sat, the three of us eating around the table like always, passing garlic bread and laughing over Tom’s viral video of a cat failing jumps. Normalcy wrapped comfortingly around me, reminding me why I needed out: these guys, this house, the life I had. The straight life I had. Risking it for cash and thrills felt insane now, reckless.

Plates cleared, I retreated upstairs. I was determined now to end it, pulling the phone out in the quiet of my room, night deepening outside.

I drafted the message with conviction: “We can’t keep doing this. Too close yesterday. It’s over. Thanks for the help.”

But my thumb hovered over the send button, my heart racing at the idea of it being over for good. Doubt slipped back into my mind. The bills wouldn’t stop coming. But it wasn’t just the bills any more, it was something more. That ache inside me. The thought of never feeling that fullness again.

I set my phone down with the message unsent, pacing the small space, paranoia whispering Jake might have heard something anyway, his casual comments hiding suspicion. Sleep evaded me, guilt churning in my mind in endless loops, the drawer of money a siren call in the dark.

The following days stretched, routine on surface but paranoia simmering under. Lectures passed with me distracted, my friends’ invites declined politely, nights alone with phone in hand drafting endings I never sent.

Richard texted once more, his offer simple and tempting, but I left it unread, my resolve hardening. Yet the craving lingered stubbornly, as my body remembered his touch in quiet moments, leaving me torn.


Chapter 6
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The text from Richard lit up my phone just as I was finishing with the washing up, the screen glowing with his name and a simple command: “Hotel tonight. Premier Inn, edge of town. Room 212. 8pm. Don’t be late.”

My stomach did that slow roll it always did now, a mix of dread and something hotter that I still refused to name. I stared at the message longer than I should have, the rag in my hand dripping soapy water onto the floor. The memory of Jake almost catching us in my room a few days ago still sat heavy in my chest. I had come so close to ending it, thumb hovering over the words that would stop the money and stop whatever this was becoming. But I had not sent them. Rent was due, tuition was looming, and if I was brutally honest, the thought of never feeling Richard’s hands on me again left a hollow ache I could not explain.

A hotel felt safer. Thick walls, no housemates, no thin doors requiring us to muffle every gasp. Neutral territory where I could let myself go without listening for footsteps in the hallway. I typed back a quick “Okay,” pocketed the phone, and finished closing up, the fluorescent lights humming overhead like they knew exactly how twisted I had become.

The house was empty. Jake was at the gym, Tom buried in the library again. Perfect. I showered quickly, hot water pounding over my shoulders, steam filling the small bathroom until I could barely see. As I soaped up, my mind went straight to Richard: the scrape of his beard, the weight of his body pinning me down, the way he filled me until I forgot my own name. My cock thickened in my hand almost immediately. I stroked it slowly, letting the fantasy build, imagining his mouth on me, his fingers opening me up, but I forced myself to stop before I came. I wanted to save every ounce of tension for him. This was still just business, I told myself as I dried off and pulled on fresh jeans and a plain gray hoodie. Just business.

I texted the guys some vague lie about a late study group and headed out while the sky was still streaked with orange. The bus ride felt endless, commuters packed in tight, their chatter a dull roar I barely heard over the thud of my own pulse. Every jolt of the brakes reminded me what was waiting: a whole night, no interruptions, no need to stay quiet. The thought made me shift in my seat, the seam of my jeans pressing against my half-hard cock in a way that was almost painful.

The Premier Inn was exactly what I expected: bland, anonymous, perfect. I crossed the lobby without making eye contact with the receptionist and took the lift to the second floor. The hallway carpet swallowed the sound of my steps. Room 212 was at the far end. I knocked softly, not wishing to draw attention to myself.

The door opened immediately. Richard filled the frame, shirt sleeves rolled up, top two buttons undone, that salt-and-pepper beard framing a smile that went straight to my groin. “Right on time, Daniel,” he said, voice low, stepping aside so I could slip past him. His hand brushed the small of my back as I entered, a deliberate touch that sent heat licking up my spine.

The room smelled faintly of hotel cleaner and something warmer: his cologne, the same one that always clung to my skin for days afterward. A king bed stood proudly in the middle of the room, white sheets turned down, curtains drawn against the parking-lot lights. He closed the door. The lock clicked like a starting gun.

He did not speak. He simply pulled me in, one hand at the nape of my neck, the other gripping my hip, and kissed me hard. His mouth tasted faintly of mint and whiskey. The scratch of his beard against my smoother skin made me shiver. I opened for him without thinking, letting his tongue slide against mine, letting him take control the way he always did. His body pressed me back until my shoulders hit the wall, solid and warm and overwhelming. I could feel how hard he already was through his slacks, the thick line of him grinding slowly against my thigh.

Minutes passed like that, just kissing, deep and filthy, until my lips felt swollen and my lungs burned. When he finally pulled back, his eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “Strip,” he said, stepping away to lean against the desk, arms crossed, watching.

I swallowed. The room felt suddenly huge and too bright. I tugged the hoodie over my head, then the t-shirt beneath, letting them drop to the carpet. Cool air tightened my nipples instantly. My hands went to my belt, fingers clumsy for a second before the leather slid free. Jeans down, kicked aside. I stood there in just black boxer briefs, cock straining against the cotton, a damp spot already forming at the tip.

Richard’s gaze dragged over me, slow and possessive. “Everything.”

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out so I was completely bare. The vulnerability hit me hard, standing naked while he was still fully dressed, but the way he looked at me, hungry, approving, made my cock twitch and leak another bead of pre-cum.

He crossed the room in two strides, cupped my jaw, and kissed me again, softer this time, almost tender. Then he guided me backward until my knees hit the bed and I sat. He pushed gently until I was lying on my back, sheets cool against my heated skin. He stood between my legs, looking down at me like he owned me. In that moment, he pretty much did.

His hands started at my throat, thumbs stroking over my pulse point, then down my chest, pausing to circle each nipple until they ached. He pinched one hard, rolled it between finger and thumb, and I arched off the bed with a gasp that came out louder than I expected. No need to be quiet here. The realisation loosened something inside me. I let the next moan come unfiltered when he bent and took the other nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to sting.

He worked his way lower, beard scraping deliciously over my stomach, tongue dipping into my navel. When he reached my cock, he did not touch it right away. Instead he mouthed along my hipbones, nipped the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, breathed hot breath over my cock until I was writhing, hips lifting off the bed seeking contact.

“Please,” I whispered, not even embarrassed by how wrecked I already sounded.

He chuckled, the vibration humming against my skin, and finally, finally wrapped his lips around me. One slow stroke from root to tip, tongue swiping over the head to spread the wetness there. I groaned loudly, my head falling back. He did it again, tighter this time, working his mouth down my cock. My thighs trembled.

But he stopped too soon, released me, and stood. I watched, chest heaving, as he unbuttoned his shirt and let it fall. The sight of his chest, broad, lightly furred with dark hair going silver at the edges, still punched the air out of me. Trousers next, pushed down along with his underwear, and there he was: thick cock curving up toward his stomach, flushed and leaking, heavy balls beneath. I licked my lips without thinking.

He reached into the small overnight bag on the desk and pulled out lube, a bottle of water, and then the thin rattan cane he had used on me once before. My breath caught. He laid the items on the night stand with deliberate care, then turned back to me.

“Since we have real privacy tonight,” he said, voice rough, “we’re going to play properly.”

He traced the cane lightly over my chest, down my stomach, along the length of my cock so the cool wood made me jerk. Goosebumps raced across my skin.

“Turn over.”

I rolled onto my stomach, cheek against the pillow, ass up slightly without being told. The first strike landed lightly across both cheeks, a sharp sting that bloomed into warmth. I exhaled shakily. The second was harder, a clean line of fire that made me moan into the pillow. He rubbed the spot with his palm, soothing, then struck again, varying the rhythm, some quick flicks, some slow and heavy. Each impact pushed me deeper into the mattress, my cock grinding against the sheets, the pain twisting into pleasure so intense my eyes watered.

By the tenth or twelfth stroke my ass was burning, skin hot and tight, and I was pushing back for more, shameless. He paused to drizzle lube over my hole, cool and slick, then pressed one thick finger inside without warning. I clenched, then forced myself to relax as he worked it deeper, reaching to brush my prostate. My moan came out broken.

Another finger joined the first, reaching, stretching. He added a third, slow, relentless, until I was rocking back onto his hand, begging in hoarse whispers for more. The cane marks throbbed in time with my heartbeat, every movement making them sing.

When he finally pulled his fingers free, I felt empty, desperate. He flipped me onto my back again, lifted my legs over his shoulders, and lined himself up. The blunt head of his cock nudged my entrance, slick with lube and his own pre-cum. He pushed in slow, inexorable, letting me feel every thick inch until he bottomed out and my breath stuttered.

He started moving, long deep strokes that dragged over my prostate on every pass. The bed creaked steadily, headboard tapping the wall, and I did not care. I let every sound spill out: moans, gasps, his name broken on my tongue. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, angling me so he went even deeper. Sweat beaded on his chest, dripped onto my stomach.

He shifted us again, pulling me to the edge of the bed so he could stand, my legs around his waist. From this angle he hit harder, faster, the slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet room. He picked up the cane again, gave my inner thighs light stinging taps in time with his thrusts. The dual sensations, burn and fullness, sent me spiralling. My cock bounced untouched between us, leaking steadily.

“Look at me,” he ordered, voice gravel.

I forced my eyes open, met his gaze, dark and fierce. “Come for me, Daniel. Show me how much you need this.”

The command tipped me over. I came hard, my cock untouched, stripes of white painting my chest and stomach, my ass clenching tight around him. He groaned, thrusts turning erratic, and followed with his own cum pulsing hot inside me.

We stayed locked together while the aftershocks rolled through us, his weight a welcome anchor. When he finally pulled out, I felt the slow trickle of his cum down my thighs and shivered.

But he was not finished. He cleaned us both with warm wash cloths from the bathroom, surprisingly gentle, then pulled me up the bed and started again. This time slower, face to face, his mouth on mine while he worked me open with fingers and tongue until I was begging again. He used a slim vibrating plug on me next, the buzz against my prostate drawing out another orgasm that left me shaking. Then he took me on my side, spooning behind me, one hand stroking my oversensitive cock while he fucked me steady and deep until we both came a third time, quieter now, exhausted.

Hours later, tangled in sweat-damp sheets, he pressed the envelope of cash into my hand and kissed my forehead almost tenderly. I lay there in the dark, body aching in the best way, skin marked and sated, listening to his breathing even out beside me.

I knew then that the money was only part of it. The addiction ran far deeper than I wanted to admit, and walking away was no longer an option.


Chapter 7
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The morning after that intense night in the hotel with Richard, I woke up tangled in my own sheets back at the shared house, my body heavy and sore in ways that went beyond just bad sleep.

Sunlight pushed through the thin curtains, painting soft stripes across the cluttered floor of my room, but it could not touch the haze clouding my mind. Every muscle carried the memory of him, a deep, lingering ache between my thighs and faint welts across my ass that stung whenever I shifted. I could still feel the ghost of that thin cane, the way Richard had traced it slowly over my skin first, teasing, before snapping it down in sharp, precise strokes that made me gasp and arch off the bed.

In that anonymous room, with its thick walls and locked door, I had let everything out, moaning loud and shameless, begging him for more as he drove into me again and again, his thick cock stretching me open until I was trembling and drenched in sweat. It had been overwhelming, the freedom to surrender completely, no fear of footsteps in the hallway or voices downstairs. And the worst part, or maybe the best, was how much I had wanted it, how my body had responded to every command, every touch, like it recognised something in him that no one else had ever reached.

I stayed in bed longer than I should have, staring up at the ceiling, letting the memories roll through me in vivid detail. The way Richard’s bearded jaw had scraped against my neck as he kissed me roughly, his strong hands pinning my wrists above my head while he fucked me slow and deep, drawing out every sensation until I was pleading for release. I remembered the taste of him too, salty and masculine, when he had guided my head down and I took him into my mouth without a second thought, my lips stretching around his girth, throat relaxing as he groaned my name and praised me for being so good, so eager. Even now, hours later and miles away, my cock stirred at the thought, a traitorous twitch that made me groan and roll over, burying my face in the pillow. I was supposed to be straight. Always had been. The guy who noticed the curve of a girl’s hips in the campus cafe, who had hooked up with a few back in secondary school and pictured a normal future with someone soft, someone who laughed easily and fit against me in all the familiar ways. But after nights like that, those images felt faded, pushed aside by the raw hunger Richard woke in me, the need to be dominated, claimed, filled in a way that left me shaking and satisfied on a level I could not explain.

Eventually I dragged myself out of bed, my legs a little unsteady as I padded to the bathroom. The cool tiles under my bare feet helped ground me, but the mirror told a different story. My brown hair stuck up in every direction from restless sleep, dark circles shadowed my eyes, and there was a faint flush still lingering on my cheeks, like my body refused to let go of the night.

I lowered my shorts to examine the marks, thin red lines criss-crossing my skin, tender to the touch. The sight of them sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Richard had soothed them afterward with gentle fingers and soft kisses, murmuring how beautiful I looked marked by him, and the memory made my breath catch. As I brushed my teeth, the sharp mint did nothing to erase the phantom taste of him, that musky flavour coating my tongue as I had swallowed around him, eager for every drop. I splashed cold water on my face, trying to shake it off, telling myself it was just the money, the thrill of the secret, the adrenaline making everything feel more intense. But deep down, I knew it was more, and that scared me as much as it excited me.

Downstairs, the kitchen was alive with the rich aroma of fresh coffee and buttered toast. Jake was already up, pouring himself a steaming mug, his blond hair a wild mess like he had rolled straight out of bed and into the day. Tom sat at the table, fingers flying over his laptop keyboard, dark hair neatly combed as always, focused on whatever assignment deadline loomed. “Morning, Dan,” Jake said, sliding a mug across the counter toward me without looking up from his phone. His voice was casual, but there was a tightness around the edges, a subtle sharpness that made me hesitate before wrapping my hands around the warm ceramic. “Out late again last night. Study group overrun?”

“Yeah,” I replied, taking a careful sip, the bitter heat steadying me as I leaned against the counter. “Had to cram for the next exam.” The lie slipped out smoothly by now, practised from too many similar mornings, but Jake’s blue eyes flicked up to mine, holding the contact a beat too long, like he was probing for cracks in the story. He nodded eventually, but there was no easy grin to follow, just a return to his screen, thumb scrolling with a bit more force than necessary. Tom glanced between us, sensing the shift maybe, but he stayed quiet, buried in his work. We moved through breakfast like usual, Jake scrambling eggs while I toasted more bread, the conversation drifting to safe topics, upcoming lectures, the chance of rain over the weekend, weekend football plans. But Jake kept steering it back, casual questions that felt anything but. “Your dad coming around again soon? He seemed decent, that day he dropped in.”

I shrugged, focusing on spreading strawberry jam thick across my toast, the knife scraping rhythmically to buy time. “Dunno. He’s slammed with work.” My stomach knotted as I said it, wondering if Jake had caught something that afternoon in my room, a muffled gasp, the creak of the bed frame, anything that did not fit the “quick visit” story. The hotel had felt safer, with no risk of interruption, but back here, surrounded by thin walls and shared spaces, his subtle probing made paranoia creep in. We cleared the plates together after Tom rushed out for an early class, leaving just me and Jake at the sink. He bumped my shoulder in that playful way he always did, but his voice dropped lower, more serious. “You good, mate? You’ve been off lately. Vanishing at weird hours, looking knackered half the time.”

“I’m alright,” I said, drying my hands on the dish towel, avoiding his gaze in the window reflection. “Just uni stress piling up.” He accepted it with a nod, but the scepticism lingered in his expression, like he was filing it away for later. I grabbed my backpack and escaped out the door, the cool morning air a temporary relief as the latch clicked behind me.

The walk to campus usually cleared my head, streets filling with other students hurrying along, laughter and chatter bouncing off the buildings. I tried to blend in, headphones in but no music playing, but the memories kept intruding in flashes. Richard gripping my hips hard enough to bruise as he pulled me back onto him, the cane’s fiery kiss followed by the soothing slide of his tongue, the way he had flipped me onto my stomach and entered me again, slow at first, then building to a punishing rhythm that had me burying my face in the pillow to muffle screams of pleasure. In the lecture hall, I claimed a seat near the back, the professor’s voice washing over the room about supply and demand and monetary policy, but my notebook stayed mostly empty, pen tapping restlessly as my mind wandered. A girl a couple rows ahead turned to whisper to her friend, long auburn hair swinging, her laugh light and flirty. Any other day, I might have noticed the way her shirt hugged her figure, maybe even worked up the nerve to chat after class. But today, the sight barely registered, overtaken by the vivid image of Richard’s broad chest, the dark hair there rough under my palms as I clutched him during those final, deep thrusts. My body reacted traitorously, cock hardening under the desk, and I crossed my legs tightly, heat flooding my face as shame twisted in my gut. This was not who I was supposed to be.

Lunch at the campus cafe was no better. Mark and Alex were already at our usual table, plates piled with chips and sandwiches, dissecting the latest Premier League match with animated gestures. I picked at my chicken wrap, nodding along as Mark shoved his phone toward me, grinning wide. “Check this out, Dan. This girl I’ve been messaging, absolute stunner.” The photo showed her in a tight dress at some party, curves on full display, lips painted red. “Hot, yeah?” I forced a nod, mumbling something agreeable, but the image blurred almost immediately, replaced by Richard’s strong arms caging me in, the scrape of his stubble as he kissed down my spine before spreading me open again. No girl had ever made me feel that exposed, that desperate. The faint soreness between my legs throbbed as I shifted in my seat, a reminder of how thoroughly he had used me, how I had come untouched just from the feel of him inside me. I made an excuse about needing the library and left early, seeking quiet among the stacks.

But even there, surrounded by the hush of turning pages and the faint scent of old paper, I could not escape. I opened a textbook, stared at the words until they swam, then gave up and rested my head on my folded arms. The memories were relentless, Richard’s low voice calling me his perfect boy, his good little whore, as he striped my skin and then fucked the sting away. My hand drifted unconsciously to my lap, pressing against the growing ache, but I stopped myself, heart pounding at the risk of someone noticing. By the time I headed home that afternoon, the internal war had exhausted me, doubt and desire tangled so tightly I could not tell where one ended and the other began.

Jake was sprawled on the living room couch when I walked in, game controller in hand, the TV blasting explosions and gunfire. He paused it as soon as he saw me, setting the controller aside and stretching with a lazy grin that did not quite reach his eyes. “Hey, your actual dad rang earlier, said to tell you hi.” I relaxed for a split second, realising the mix-up, but then he continued, tone still light but probing. “Funny though, that other bloke who came by, the one you called your dad. Didn’t look much like you, mate. Stayed upstairs the whole time. Family drama or something?”

Blood drained from my face, but I played it cool, heading to the fridge for a cold drink to hide behind. “Yeah, complicated step-family stuff. Long story.” The excuse sounded flimsy even to me, and Jake’s nod came slow, thoughtful, his gaze lingering as I muttered about homework and escaped upstairs. In my room, I collapsed onto the bed in a torrent of humiliation. Jake’s growing suspicion turned the familiar space oppressive, with every sound outside my door a potential threat.

Evening brought Tom home, and we ordered pizza, gathering around the coffee table with boxes and beers, conversation flowing easier with the buffer of another person. But Jake’s glances kept finding me across the room, subtle but persistent, like puzzle pieces clicking into place behind his eyes. I laughed at the right moments, contributed to the banter about lecturers and upcoming parties, but inside I was coiled tight, waiting for the question that would unravel everything.

Later, alone in the dark, the hotel night consumed me again. Richard’s weight pressing me into the mattress, the cane’s rhythmic bite blooming into heat that pooled low in my belly, his cock sliding home in one smooth thrust that stole my breath. I could hear his grunts in my ear, feel the slap of skin on skin, the way he had reached around to stroke me in time until I came hard, clenching around him, pulling his own release deep inside me. Under the covers, my hand moved without conscious thought, wrapping around my aching length, stroking slow and firm as I relived every detail. The build was swift, intense, and when I spilled over my fingers with a stifled groan, the pleasure was sharp and perfect. But the afterglow faded fast, replaced by heavy guilt and swirling questions. Was I still the straight guy I had always believed myself to be, or had Richard’s touch, his money, his dominance cracked open something irreversible? Jake’s suspicion only amplified the storm, leaving me staring into the darkness long after, the envelope of cash hidden in my drawer feeling like both lifeline and anchor, pulling me deeper into waters I was not sure I wanted to escape.


Chapter 8
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The afternoon sun was dipping low, casting long shadows through the living room windows as I paced back and forth, checking my phone every few minutes. Richard had texted earlier that day, saying he wanted to come over, that his place was off-limits again because of family stuff, and he had some new ideas he wanted to try. The hotel night was still fresh in my mind, the way we had let loose without any fear of being heard. The stinging marks of the cane had faded, but not the memory of them.

Part of me thrilled at the thought of seeing him again, my body already stirring with anticipation, but another part remembered Jake’s suspicious looks, the way he had been acting off lately, asking too many questions about my “dad.” I had checked the house twice already, Tom was at a late lecture and then meeting friends for dinner, Jake had said he was heading to the gym and would be out until evening. The place felt empty, the kind of quiet that amplified every creak and hum from the fridge, and I told myself it was safe enough, just this once more at home.

When the knock came at the door, sharp and confident, I opened it to find Richard standing there, his broad shoulders filling the frame, that salt-and-pepper beard framing a smile that made my pulse quicken. He was dressed casual, a dark shirt hugging his chest, jeans that showed off his strong legs, and he carried a discreet black bag slung over one shoulder. “Hey, kid,” he said, stepping inside without waiting, his voice low and warm as he closed the door behind him. “Housemates out?”

“Yeah,” I replied, glancing down the empty hallway, the house still and silent. “Tom’s at uni stuff, Jake’s at the gym. We should have the place to ourselves for a couple hours.” The words felt like a jinx even as I said them, but the excitement won out, my body already responding to his presence, the way he looked at me like I was something he owned.

“Good,” he murmured, his hand finding the back of my neck, pulling me in for a kiss that was deep and claiming right there in the entryway. His beard scratched against my skin, a rough texture that sent sparks down my spine, his tongue invading my mouth with that familiar taste of mint and him. I kissed back, my hands on his chest, feeling the solid muscle under the fabric, the heat building between us fast. We broke apart after a moment, both breathing heavier, and he nodded toward the stairs. “Your room?”

I led the way up, the steps creaking under our weight, but with the house empty, it did not matter. My room was as I had left it, bed made roughly, desk cluttered with books and notes from classes I had barely focused on lately. Richard set his bag down by the bed, unzipping it slow, revealing glimpses of things inside that made my stomach twist with a mix of nerves and want: ropes, a thicker cane than before, lube, and a couple toys that looked intimidating in their sleek blackness. “Since we’re alone,” he said, turning to me with that predatory glint in his eyes, “we can make this one memorable. Strip for me, Daniel.”

My hands trembled slightly as I pulled off my t-shirt, the cool air of the room raising goosebumps on my chest, my nipples hardening under his gaze. I kicked off my shoes next, then unbuttoned my jeans, sliding them down along with my boxers, stepping out of them to stand naked in front of him. My cock was already half-hard, twitching under his inspection, and he reached out, trailing a finger down my chest, circling one nipple before pinching it firm, making me gasp. The sound echoed in the room, louder than it would have been if we were whispering, and the freedom of it sent a rush through me. “On the bed,” he instructed, and I obeyed, lying back against the pillows, my heart racing as he started to undress himself.

He took his time, peeling off his shirt to reveal the toned torso I had felt so many times now, the scattering of hair across his chest leading down to his abs, then his jeans coming off, his cock springing free, thick and veined, already erect and ready. He climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips, his weight pinning me down as he leaned in for another kiss, this one slower, his hands exploring my body like he was mapping every inch. His fingers traced down my sides, over my hips, then between my legs, cupping my balls gently before stroking my cock, the touch light and teasing, making me arch up into his hand. “You want this, don’t you?” he whispered against my lips, his beard brushing my cheek. “My little kept student, always so eager for more.”

“Yes,” I admitted, the word coming out breathy, my body betraying any leftover doubts from the days before. The hotel had opened something in me, a willingness to explore the depraved sides he brought out, and here, thinking we were alone, I let myself sink into it. He reached for the bag, pulling out the ropes, soft but strong, and started binding my wrists to the headboard, the knots secure but not too tight, leaving me spread out and exposed. The vulnerability of it made my cock throb, pre-cum beading at the tip, and he noticed, swiping a finger through it and bringing it to my lips. “Taste yourself,” he said, and I opened my mouth, sucking his finger clean, the salty flavour mixing with the heat in my veins.

Once I was tied, he moved down my body, kissing and nipping along the way, his mouth finding my nipples, sucking one into the wet heat while his hand pinched the other, the dual sensation making me moan loud, the sound filling the room without restraint. I tugged at the ropes, testing them, the restriction adding to the thrill, my hips bucking up seeking friction. He chuckled against my skin, the vibration sending shivers through me, then continued lower, his beard trailing a rough path over my abs, down to my groin. He nuzzled there, inhaling deep, his breath hot on my cock before he licked a stripe up the underside, from base to tip, swirling his tongue around the head. The pleasure was sharp, making me gasp, my legs spreading wider as he took me into his mouth, sucking slow and deep.

The blowjob was thorough, his mouth working me with expert rhythm, taking me to the back of his throat without gagging, the tightness there sending bursts of sensation through my cock. I moaned freely, the sounds echoing off the walls, “Richard, fuck, that feels so good,” the words tumbling out as he bobbed his head, saliva dripping down my shaft, making it slick and messy. One finger teased lower, circling my entrance, pressing in dry at first, the friction burning sweet until he pulled back, grabbing the lube from the bag. He applied it generously to his fingers, then pushed one inside me, crooking it to hit that spot that made my whole body jerk, pleasure surging from within me. A second finger joined it, stretching me open, working me inside as he continued sucking me, the dual assault pushing me closer to the edge.

“Don’t come yet,” he warned, pulling off my cock with a pop, his fingers still working inside me, adding a third now, the fullness making me whine, my hips rocking back onto his hand. The stretch was intense, bordering on pain but tipping into bliss as he massaged my prostate, waves of ecstasy building. I tugged at the ropes again, wanting to touch him, but the restraint only heightened everything, making me feel completely under his spell. He withdrew his fingers after a while, leaving me empty and begging, “Please, Richard, I need you inside me.”

He smiled, reaching for the thicker cane this time, the wood darker and more imposing than the one at the hotel. “Not yet,” he said, trailing it over my thighs, the cool surface making me shiver. “First, let’s warm you up.” The first strike came across my inner thigh, a sharp sting that made me yelp, the pain blooming into heat that spread to my cock, making it twitch. He alternated sides, light taps building to firmer swats, each one leaving red welts that throbbed, my moans mixing pain and pleasure. “You like the pain, don’t you?” he asked, his voice rough with arousal, and I nodded, gasping as he struck my ass cheeks when I lifted my hips, the impact echoing loud in the room.

After a dozen strikes, my skin burning hot, he set the cane aside, positioning himself between my legs, his cock slick with lube. He began to press against my entrance. He pushed in slow, the thickness splitting me open, every inch stretching me wide, the fullness overwhelming as he bottomed out, his balls resting against my ass. I cried out uncontrollably, “Fuck, you’re so big”

My body began adjusting to the invasion, pleasure radiating from where we joined. He started moving, slow thrusts at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in deep, the rhythm building as he leaned over me, his chest hair tickling my skin, his mouth finding mine in a messy kiss.

The pace quickened, his hips snapping forward, the bed creaking under us, our bodies slapping together with each thrust. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, the angle hitting my prostate perfectly, stars exploding with every push. “Harder,” I begged, and he obliged, pounding into me, his grunts mixing with my moans, the room filled with the sounds of our fucking. Sweat slicked our skin, his hand reaching between us to stroke my cock, the friction matching his thrusts, pushing me toward the cliff. “Come for me, Daniel,” he growled, and I did, spilling hot over his hand and my stomach, my ass clenching around him, milking his cock.

We were not done, though. He untied my wrists, flipping me onto my stomach, tying them behind my back this time. My face was pressed into the pillow as he entered me again from behind, a new deeper angle, his body covering mine. The depravity ramped up, him spanking my already sore ass with his hand between thrusts, the slaps echoing, pain blending with pleasure until I was hard again, rocking back onto him. He pulled out after a while, grabbing a toy from the bag, a thick dildo that he lubed up, pressing it against me. “Take this,” he said, sliding it in slow, the silicone stretching me differently, filling me as he watched, his cock in his hand stroking himself. The toy hit deep, vibrating when he turned it on, the buzz sending vibrations through me, making me moan into the pillow, my body trembling.

He fucked me with it for minutes, varying the speed, bringing me to the edge again before pulling it out, replacing it with his cock, the warmth of him a contrast to the toy. We went like that, switching between his body and the toys, him edging me until I was begging, tears pricking my eyes from the intensity. Finally, he untied me, pulling me onto his lap, me riding him slow at first then faster, his hands on my hips guiding the pace, our eyes locked as I bounced, the friction building to another climax. We came together that time, my release spilling between us, his filling me, the mess sticky and hot.

He stayed for a bit after, cleaning us up with wipes from his bag, slipping the money into my drawer with a kiss to my forehead. “Good boy,” he said, dressing and heading out, the door closing behind him with a click. I lay there spent, body humming, until I heard footsteps in the hall, the door opening to reveal Jake, his face pale. “I was here the whole time, Dan. I heard everything.”


Chapter 9
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The words hung in the air like a punch to the gut, knocking the breath right out of me. Jake stood there in the doorway of my room, his face pale but his eyes locked on mine, wide with something I could not quite place. Shock, maybe. Or disgust. Or worse. My body still hummed from everything Richard had done, every thrust, every sting from the cane, every pulse of release that left me spent and sticky. The ropes’ marks on my wrists were faint but there, the welts on my ass throbbing against the rumpled sheets where I sat, naked and exposed in more ways than one. Cum leaked slowly from between my legs, a warm reminder of how thoroughly I had been used, and now Jake knew. He had heard it all.

“I was here the whole time,” he repeated, his voice low but steady, like he was trying to convince himself as much as me. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click that echoed too loud in the sudden silence. The room felt smaller with him in it, the air thicker, charged with the weight of what he had overheard. Moans. Grunts. The bed creaking under Richard’s rhythm. My begs. Everything.

My heart slammed against my ribs, my pulse pounding in my ears. I grabbed the sheet, pulling it up to cover myself, but it did little to hide the mess. The toys Richard had left scattered on the floor, the lube bottle on the night stand, the ropes still dangling from the headboard. Evidence everywhere. “Jake… what do you mean? You were supposed to be at the gym.” My voice came out shaky, higher than usual, like I was a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. But this was no cookie jar. This was me, Daniel Harper, a supposedly straight guy, getting fucked by an older man in our shared house for money.

He ran a hand through his blond hair, messing it up more than it already was, and leaned back against the door, like he needed the support to stay upright. His eyes flicked over the room, taking in the chaos, then back to me. “I lied about the gym. Felt like shit this morning, headache or something, so I stayed in. Thought I’d nap it off. But then I heard… everything.” He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “The noises. The talking. That guy you said was your dad… he’s not, is he? What’s going on, Dan? Are you… hooking up with him? For cash?”

The question hit like a slap, burning through the haze of afterglow that still clung to me. I shifted on the bed, wincing as the movement sent a fresh ache through my hole, Richard’s cum shifting inside, warm and slick. How much had Jake heard? The moans when Richard tied me? The cane striking my skin? The wet sounds of him thrusting into me, deep and relentless? My face heated, shame flooding in hot and fast, mixing with the panic. “It’s not… it’s not what you think.” The words tumbled out weak, defensive. I pulled the sheet tighter around my waist, hiding the evidence of how turned on I had been, how my body had betrayed me again and again.

Jake pushed off the door, taking a step closer, his expression shifting from shock to something else, confusion maybe, or curiosity. He was wearing his usual gym shorts and a loose tank, the kind that showed off his arms, toned from all those hours at the weights. He had always been the fit one in the house, the guy who dragged us out for football or runs, blond hair always messy in that effortless way. We had been mates since first year, sharing beers, complaining about lectures, no secrets between us. Until now. “Not what I think? I heard you, man. The begging. The… the sounds. And him calling you ‘boy’ or whatever. Then something about money. Are you… selling yourself? To that old guy?”

I flinched at the words, “selling yourself,” because that was exactly what it was. Gay for pay, straight guy bending over for cash, letting Richard use me like his personal toy. But hearing it from Jake made it real in a way it had not been before, stripping away the excuses I told myself. The room felt too hot, the air thick with the scent of sex still lingering, sweat and cum and lube. I could feel a fresh trickle between my legs, warm against my thighs, and I clenched to stop it, but that only made the ache worse. “It’s complicated, okay? Money’s tight. Rent, bills, all that shit. He… helps with that. It’s not like I’m into it or anything.” The lie tasted bitter on my tongue, because after tonight, after the hotel, after everything, I knew it was more than money. My body craved it now, the dominance, the fullness, the way Richard pushed me to edges I never knew existed.

Jake stared at me, his blue eyes narrowing, like he was trying to piece together a puzzle that did not make sense. He took another step closer, now at the foot of the bed, close enough that I could see the flush creeping up his neck, the way his chest rose and fell a bit faster. “Not into it? Didn’t sound like that from where I was. You were moaning like… like it was the best thing ever. And that guy… he’s old enough to be your dad. What the hell, Dan? You’ve always been with girls. Chloe, that one from the pub last term. You’re straight. Aren’t you?”

The question hung there, heavy and accusing, and I felt my stomach twist. Straight. Yeah, that was what I had always told myself. Girls with soft curves, sweet smells, the way they felt under me. But lately, with Richard, it was different. The beard scratching my skin, the strong hands pinning me down, the thick cock stretching me open. I had come harder than ever tonight, tied up, caned, fucked deep. And now Jake was looking at me like he saw right through the lie. Tension built in the room, thick and electric, the kind that made the air feel heavy. I shifted again, the sheet slipping a little, exposing my thigh, and I saw his eyes flick down, then back up quick. “I am straight,” I said, but it came out weak, defensive. “This is just… temporary. For the money. It’s not like I like it.”

Jake’s flush deepened, spreading to his cheeks, and he rubbed the back of his neck, a gesture I knew meant he was uncomfortable but not backing down. He sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight, closer than he had ever been in a situation like this. The room smelled of sex, of Richard, and I wondered if he could smell it too, if it was making his head spin like mine was. “Temporary? You’ve done this before, haven’t you? That time he came over, said he was your dad. I thought the noises were weird then, but now… fuck, Dan. You’re letting him tie you up? Cane you? And… other stuff?” His voice dropped on the last part, like he could not quite say it, but his eyes were dark now, pupils wide, and I saw the way his gaze dropped to my covered lap, then away.

The tension ratcheted up, my heart pounding faster as I realised something in his look was not just shock. Curiosity, maybe. Or heat. The way he leaned in a little, his knee brushing mine through the sheet. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, the taste of Richard still faint on my tongue. “It’s not… I mean, yeah, a few times. But it’s just business. He pays well. Rent’s covered, no more bounced payments. You saw how stressed I was.” I tried to keep my voice steady, but it cracked, the shame mixing with a strange thrill at confessing, at seeing Jake’s reaction. His breath came a bit quicker, his hand still on his neck, fingers digging in like he was holding back.

He shook his head, but he did not move away. If anything, he leaned closer, his face inches from mine now. “Business? That didn’t sound like business. You were begging him. Moaning his name. It sounded like you loved it.” His voice was rough, low, and I saw the flush on his neck spread lower, under his tank. The room felt too warm, the air between us charged, like the moment before a storm breaks. I could smell him, clean sweat from whatever he had been doing, mixed with the lingering scent of sex in the room. My body responded without permission, my cock stirring under the sheet, the ache in my hole reminding me of Richard but now mixing with this new tension.

I opened my mouth to deny it, to say it was all an act, but the words stuck. Jake’s eyes were on my lips now, his breathing shallow, and before I could process it, he closed the distance. His mouth crashed against mine, hard and urgent, nothing like the girls I had kissed before. No softness, just pure desire, his hand coming up to cup the back of my head, pulling me in. Shock froze me for a second, but then heat flooded through me, my body reacting on instinct. I kissed back, my lips parting, tasting him, salt and mint from his toothpaste. His tongue pushed in, exploring, dominant in a way that made my cock twitch fully hard now.

We broke for air, both breathing heavy, his forehead against mine. “Fuck, Dan,” he whispered, his voice husky. “Hearing you like that… it got to me. I couldn’t stop listening. It turned me on so much.” His hand slid down my neck, over my shoulder, fingers digging in. The confession hung there, raw and unexpected, and it sent a thrill through me. Jake, my straight housemate, the guy who chased girls at the pub, turned on by me getting fucked.

I pulled him back in, kissing harder this time, my hands finding his tank, pulling it up to feel the warm skin underneath. He groaned into my mouth, shifting closer on the bed, his body pressing against mine through the sheet. The tension that had been building since he walked in snapped, turning into something hot and desperate. His hands roamed, one sliding under the sheet to grip my thigh, fingers close to where Richard had left me sore and slick. “Tell me to stop if you want,” he murmured against my lips, but his touch said he hoped I would not.

“Don’t stop,” I said, my voice rough, surprise mixing with want. This was new, different from Richard’s control, but the heat was the same, building quickly within me. Jake’s hand moved higher, brushing my cock, making me gasp. He stroked me slowly, exploring, his thumb circling the head where pre-cum leaked. The sheet fell away, exposing me completely, but I did not care. The room was ours now, Tom still out, the house quiet except for our breaths.

Jake pulled back, eyes dark as he looked down at me, taking in my naked body, the marks from Richard still fresh. “Shit, he really did a number on you.” His fingers traced a welt on my thigh, light touch that made me shiver. “Did it feel good?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, the word slipping out before I could stop it. His hand on my cock tightened, stroking firmer, and I bucked into it, moaning softly. The confrontation had turned into something else, tension shifting from fear to desire, and I let it happen, my body craving more even after everything I had done with Richard.

He kissed down my neck, teeth grazing my skin, then lower, over my chest, tongue flicking a nipple. I arched up, hands in his hair, blond strands soft between my fingers. He was different from Richard, younger, his body lean from gym sessions, not the broad bulk of an older man. But the way he took charge now, pushing me back onto the mattress, made my pulse race. “Want to see what all the fuss is about,” he muttered, his mouth moving lower, over my abs, hot breath on my skin.

When he reached my cock, he hesitated for a second, looking up at me with those blue eyes, then leaned in, licking tentatively from base to tip. The sensation shot through me, warm and wet, making me groan. He did it again, bolder this time, tongue swirling the head, tasting the pre-cum. “Fuck, you taste good,” he said, voice muffled, then took me into his mouth, lips stretching around the girth.

I watched him, shock mixing with pleasure as Jake, my straight mate, sucked my cock. His mouth was hot, tongue pressing the underside, cheeks hollowing as he bobbed. It was awkward at first, him figuring out the rhythm, teeth grazing lightly with each pass, but he got better quickly, taking more, his hand wrapping the base to stroke what he could not fit. The sight of him between my legs, blond head moving, only enhanced the pleasure I was feeling.

“Jake… shit,” I gasped, my hips lifting without permission, pushing deeper. He gagged a little, pulling back, but came right back in, determined. His free hand explored my thighs, then lower, fingers brushing my hole where it was still slick from Richard. He pushed a finger into me easily, the lube and earlier stretching making it slide deep, curling to hit my prostate.

The dual pleasure hit hard, his mouth on my cock, finger inside, rubbing that spot. I moaned loud, hands fisting the sheets, body arching. “Don’t stop… feels so good.” He hummed around me, the vibration sending me closer to the edge, his finger thrusting slow in time with his sucks.

But he pulled off suddenly, finger withdrawing, leaving me panting and needy. “My turn,” he said, voice rough, standing to push down his shorts. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, curved slightly up, pre-cum glistening at the tip. He was bigger than I expected, veined and flushed, balls heavy below. He stepped closer, cock level with my face as I sat up on the edge of the bed.

I looked up at him, our eyes locking, the tension thick. This was Jake, my friend, the guy I shared beers with, and now his cock was inches from my mouth, hard because of me, because of what he had heard. I leaned in, licking the head, tasting the salt, then took him into my mouth slowly. He groaned, hand in my hair, guiding but not pushing. “Fuck, Dan… your mouth.”

I sucked him deeper, tongue swirling, lips tight. The taste was different from Richard’s, less musky, fresher, but the fullness was the same, stretching my jaw as I bobbed. He thrust gentle, hips rocking, his breaths coming fast. “So good… didn’t think it would feel like this.” His hand tightened in my hair, pulling me deeper, the head hitting my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, but kept going, hollowing my cheeks, sucking harder.

He started moving his hips to meet my needy mouth, fucking my face, the wet sounds filling the room. Saliva dripped down my chin, onto my chest, mixing with the drying remnants from Richard. Jake’s moans were low, guttural, his free hand on my shoulder, fingers digging in. “Gonna cum soon… you gonna swallow?”

I nodded around him, humming yes, the vibration making him curse. He thrust deeper, pace erratic now, cock swelling on my tongue. “Fuck… here it comes.” He pulled back just enough, the head on my tongue, and came hard, hot pulses filling my mouth. Salt and heat, thick and plenty, spilling over my tongue. I swallowed fast, milking him with my lips, taking every drop as he groaned long and low, hips jerking.

When he finished he pulled out slowly, cock softening, shiny with saliva. I gasped for air, cum on my lips, swallowing the last bit. He looked down at me, chest heaving, a grin spreading on his face. “Shit, that was intense.” He pulled me up, kissing me deep, tasting himself on my tongue, his hands roaming my back, over the welts, making me wince and moan.

We fell back onto the bed, bodies pressing close, his cock softening against my thigh, mine still hard and aching. The confrontation had turned into this, unexpected and hot, tension releasing in a way I never saw coming. Jake’s hand found my cock, stroking slow, his mouth on my neck. “Your turn,” he whispered, and I let him, losing myself in the pleasure, the secret now shared between us.


Chapter 10
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The days after Jake caught me with Richard and everything exploded into that heated confrontation blurred into a strange, intoxicating new normal, one where the house looked exactly the same on the surface but was buzzing with a secret electricity that crackled every time Jake and I were in the same room.

I woke up the morning after with my body still humming from the night before, the soreness from Richard’s thorough use lingering deep inside me, but now overlaid with the fresh, vivid memory of Jake’s cock heavy on my tongue, pulsing hot as he came with a low groan that echoed in my head. The taste of him clung to the back of my throat, salty and undeniable, and I lay there tangled in my sheets, the faint morning light filtering through the curtains in soft gray streaks because of the rain outside. My heart pounded in my chest as I stared at the familiar cracks in the ceiling plaster, replaying every moment: the way his shock had melted into raw hunger, his questions turning to rough kisses, his hands gripping my hair while I sucked his cock on my own bed. It had been impulsive, overwhelming, nothing like the calculated heat with Richard or the casual make-outs I remembered with girls. Jake knew everything now, had heard the moans and the bed creaking from Richard’s visits, and instead of judgment or disgust, it had flipped a switch in him, pulling us both across a line I never thought I would cross with my housemate.

I stayed in bed longer than usual, listening to the house wake up, the distant clatter of mugs downstairs and the low murmur of voices. Part of me dreaded facing him, worried the daylight would bring regret or awkwardness, but another part, deeper and more confusing, ached for more of that intensity. Eventually I dragged myself up, splashing cold water on my face in the bathroom, staring at my reflection under the harsh light. My lips looked a little swollen, my eyes brighter than they should have been after barely any sleep, and there was a faint flush on my neck where Jake’s stubble had scraped during those frantic kisses. I pulled on jeans and a hoodie, something loose to hide the way my body still felt tender, and headed downstairs, my steps careful on the creaky stairs that always gave away movement in this old house.

The kitchen smelled of fresh coffee and burnt toast, steam curling from the kettle as Tom stood at the counter, pouring cereal into a bowl with one hand while scrolling his phone with the other. His dark hair was already combed neat, ready for his early lecture, and he glanced up with his usual quick nod. Jake was there too, leaning casually against the fridge in gray gym shorts that hung low on his hips and a tight tank top that showed off the lean muscles from his workouts. He looked completely relaxed, sipping from a mug, but when our eyes met across the small space, a slow smile tugged at his lips, knowing and heated, sending my stomach into a sharp flip. “Morning, Dan,” he said, voice steady and normal, sliding a second mug of coffee across the table toward me like it was any other day. His fingers brushed mine deliberately as I took it, just a second too long, and heat shot straight through me, memories flashing vivid of those same fingers tangled in my hair just hours before.

Tom mumbled a hello around a mouthful of cereal, oblivious as always, buried in some article on his screen, and we settled into breakfast together, the rain pattering steady against the window. We talked about nothing important, upcoming assignments, the crappy weather turning the streets into rivers, Tom’s complaints about a group project partner who never showed up. It felt almost ordinary, the three of us around the scarred wooden table like we had been for months, but every time Jake shifted in his chair, his knee brushed mine under the table, lingering there, warm and intentional. The contact kept me on edge, my cock stirring traitorously in my jeans as I tried to focus on stirring sugar into my coffee. Tom finished first, grabbing his bag and heading out with a wave, the front door clicking shut behind him, leaving the kitchen suddenly quieter, the air thicker.

Jake waited until Tom’s footsteps faded completely before he spoke again, voice lower now. “Sleep okay?” His eyes held mine, that spark flaring bright, and I felt my face heat.

“Yeah,” I managed, taking a sip that burned my tongue. “You?”

He grinned, standing to rinse his bowl, his body brushing close as he passed behind my chair. “Not much sleep, actually. Kept thinking about you.” The words hung there, simple but loaded, and my pulse raced as he leaned against the counter again, watching me finish my coffee in silence charged with possibility.

Classes that day dragged endlessly, the lecture hall packed and stuffy with the smell of wet coats from the rain outside. I claimed a seat in the back row, notebook open, trying to concentrate as the professor clicked through slides on economic models, graphs and equations glowing huge on the screen. I copied them down robotically, pen scratching paper, but my mind refused to stay put. It kept drifting back to Jake’s cock filling my mouth, the weight of it on my tongue, the way his hips had thrust gently at first then harder as he lost control, his groans rough and needy. The memory made me shift in the hard seat, crossing my legs to hide the growing hardness, face flushing as I glanced around, hoping no one noticed my distraction. Being “straight” had always felt straightforward, chasing girls at parties, feeling that easy spark when one laughed at my jokes or brushed my arm. But now, with Jake, it was a different pull, raw and immediate, layered on top of the paid intensity with Richard. Was it just the secrecy making it hotter, the risk in our own house? Or something more that scared me because I craved it already?

By lunchtime I escaped to the campus cafe, grabbing a sandwich and coffee, finding a corner table by the window where rain streaked the glass and students hurried past under umbrellas. A girl from my tutorial waved as she passed, Sarah or something, pretty with her dark hair tied back and a bright smile that once might have caught my interest. I waved back politely, even smiled, but the usual flutter was gone, replaced by restless thoughts of Jake back at the house, wondering if he was thinking about me too. The afternoon lecture on microeconomics was worse, theories about supply and demand that I scribbled notes on without absorbing a word, my pen doodling absent curves that looked suspiciously like the line of Jake’s shoulders.

When classes finally ended, I pulled my hood up against the downpour and walked home slow, puddles splashing cold under my trainers, the fresh rain smell mixing with city exhaust. The house felt warm when I stepped inside, quiet except for the hum of the fridge. Tom’s door was closed with music faintly coming through it. He was probably buried in textbooks. Jake’s room was silent, door ajar, and I dropped my soaked bag in my bedroom, flopping onto the bed still damp from outside. The mattress dipped familiarly under me, the same spot where Richard had bound and caned me, where Jake had pushed me down and taken my mouth just last night. Faint marks from the cane had faded to yellow shadows on my skin, but the ache inside remained, a reminder that twisted into want as I lay there, cock half-hard just from the memories.

The knock came softly but deliberately maybe twenty minutes later, my heart jumping immediately because I knew exactly who it was. “Come in,” I called, sitting up as Jake slipped inside, closing the door quietly and locking it with a soft click that sent anticipation racing through me. His blond hair was still damp from a post-gym shower, curling slight at the ends, and he wore loose gray sweats that did nothing to hide the outline of his cock, paired with a plain t-shirt clinging to his chest. He looked at me with that same knowing smile from breakfast, crossing the room in a few strides to sit on the bed’s edge, his hand landing warm on my thigh through my jeans, squeezing gentle but firm. “Been thinking about you all day,” he said low, eyes dark as they held mine.

“Me too,” I admitted, voice rough, shifting closer until our faces were inches apart. He closed the distance slow this time, nothing frantic like the confrontation night, his lips brushing mine softly at first then deeper, tongue tracing lazily before pushing in. The kiss tasted of mint and faint coffee, his stubble scraping light against my skin in a way that sent sparks straight down my spine. His hand slid higher, palming my cock through the denim, feeling it harden fast under his touch, and I moaned softly into his mouth, my own hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer until he was half on top of me.

We broke apart breathing heavier, and Jake tugged his shirt off in one smooth motion, revealing the smooth, toned chest I had glimpsed before but now could touch freely, my fingers tracing the defined lines of his abs. He pushed my hoodie up and off, then worked my jeans open, zipper loud in the quiet room. I lifted my hips eager, letting him slide jeans and boxers down together, cool air hitting my skin as my cock sprang free, already leaking at the tip. His eyes darkened hungrily, taking me in slowly, then he leaned down, breath hot against my thigh before his tongue licked a stripe up my length, swirling the head and tasting the pre-cum. The wet warmth when he sucked me in made me groan loudly, hands fisting his damp hair as he bobbed slowly, taking more each time, his hand stroking at the base. It was different from Richard’s commanding experience, Jake still exploring but so eagerly, hollowing his cheeks and humming softly around me until my hips bucked up involuntarily.

He pulled off too soon, grinning wicked with shiny lips. “Not yet. Want that mouth again first.” He stood, pushing his sweats down, his cock bobbing thick and curved, the head flushed and glistening. I knelt up on the bed eagerly, wrapping my hand around the base, stroking slowly while I leaned in, tongue flicking the slit to taste his sharp and salty pre-cum. His groan was immediate, hand reaching through my hair, and I took him deeper, lips stretching wide, tongue pressing flat along the underside as I found a rhythm. The feeling of him filling my mouth, heavy and hot, made my own untouched cock throb, saliva slicking everything as I bobbed faster, hand twisting in time with my mouth. Jake’s hips rocked gently, steadily fucking my mouth, his breaths coming raggedly. “Fuck, Dan, just like that. Your mouth feels so good.”

The praise flushed heat through me, making me suck harder, taking him to the back of my throat until I gagged. I pushed through it, eyes watering as I looked up at him. He watched intensely, thumb brushing my cheek, then pulled out carefully, breathing heavily. “Turn over,” he murmured, voice rough with want, and I did, quickly getting on all fours at the bed’s edge, ass up and exposed. The vulnerability sent a thrill through me, my hole still tender from Richard but clenching eagerly. Jake grabbed the lube from my night stand drawer like he already knew where it was, slicking his fingers generously before pressing one inside. My hole was already stretched from Richard’s cock, making no effort to resist his finger, and I pushed back with a moan as he curled it perfectly, brushing my prostate until sparks shot up my spine.

A second finger joined, opening me wide while he leaned over my back, mouth hot on my shoulder, nipping light. “So ready for me,” he whispered, breath tickling my skin, then withdrew his fingers and lined up, the blunt head of his cock ready to pounce. He pushed into me, inch by thick inch, the curve dragging along my insides until he bottomed out, balls snug against mine. The fullness made me gasp, forehead dropping to the mattress as he started moving, slow deep thrusts that built steadily, his hands gripping my hips. The bed creaked rhythmically as the our skin slapped together with each thrust, and I muffled moans into the pillow.

Jake’s thrusts built towards a crescendo as he neared completion. When his pleasure reached its peak, he buried himself to the hilt, pumping his load deep inside me. I felt the twitches of his convulsing cock as it shot his cum into my ass. My own cock lay forgotten, my body having served its purpose in pleasing him.

That first afternoon set the pattern, and Jake began knocking whenever the house was empty or Tom was asleep, slipping in for sessions that started quick but stretched longer each time. One evening after dinner, with Tom out at a study group, Jake cornered me in the hallway, pushing me against the wall for a messy kiss before dragging me to my room. He bent me over the desk that time, books and pens scattering to the floor as he entered me hard from behind, one hand clamped over my mouth to stifle my cries while he pounded deep inside me, the angle hitting perfectly until I came, my untouched cock spilling messily over scattered notes.

Mornings became dangerous too. A few days later, before classes, he woke me with soft knocks, slipping under the covers still warm from sleep. His mouth found my cock immediately, sucking slowly and lazily until I was fully hard and rocking into the wet heat, his blond hair tickling my thighs. He flipped me onto my stomach, sliding in from behind with minimal prep, the burn sharp and perfect as he thrust, arm wrapped around my chest pulling me in close. I bit the pillow hard to stay quiet, the house silent around us, the risk of Tom stirring down the hall making every thrust electric until we both came shuddering.

The shower became another favourite spot, steam filling the small bathroom one afternoon when Tom was at the library. Water cascaded hot over us as I dropped to my knees on the tiled floor, taking Jake deep while rivers ran down his chest, his hands braced on the wall as he fucked my mouth, careful not to slip. He returned the favour after, pressing me against cool tiles, rimming me slow until my legs shook before standing and sliding inside, water slicking everything as he took me standing, my palms flat on the wall.

Through it all, daily life continued on the surface: lectures I attended but barely heard, notebooks filling with half-hearted scribbles while my mind replayed Jake’s body over mine, the way his curve dragged perfect inside me. Lunch with friends at the cafe, laughing at dumb jokes about professors or football, but catching myself watching guys now too, wondering, the confusion deepening sharp. Girls still smiled my way in hallways, flirty glances that once would have sparked interest, but now felt distant, irrelevant next to the addictive rush of Jake’s knocks, his cock demanding my mouth or ass whenever the mood struck him.

Richard’s visits had paused after that close call, his texts sparse and careful, but the money still came, keeping bills paid. Yet with Jake it was different, no cash involved, just raw want that pulled me deeper into questioning everything I thought I knew about myself. Straight felt like a fading label, crumbling under the weight of how hard I came for him, how I craved the next knock, the next time he pushed inside and made me forget everything else.

The routine I settled into was addictive and dangerous, the house no longer just home but a place charged with our secrets, pulling me further from the guy I used to be and into something new I wasn’t ready to name.


Chapter 11
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The knock at the door came just as the evening light was fading, casting a soft orange glow through the living room windows that made everything feel warmer, almost inviting, even though my stomach was already twisting with that familiar mix of nerves and anticipation. I had been waiting for it all afternoon, my phone buzzing earlier with Richard’s message that his family was out for the evening and he needed to see me again, the words simple but loaded with everything we had built over these weeks. The routine Jake and I had fallen into felt comfortable in its own secret way, those late-night visits leaving me sore and questioning everything I thought I knew about myself, but Richard was different, the original pull, the one who paid and controlled and made my body respond in ways I still tried to tell myself were just for the cash. Tom was out at his study group until late, and Jake had headed to the pub with some friends from his course, so the house felt truly empty for once, the kind of quiet that let sounds carry too far and made every creak feel like a warning. I opened the door, and there he was, his playful smile sending a rush through me, his dark shirt open just enough at the collar to show a hint of chest hair, jeans hugging his strong legs, and that discreet bag slung over his shoulder promising more than a casual visit.

He stepped inside without a word at first, closing the door behind him and pulling me close, his hand firm on my waist as his mouth found mine in a kiss that started slow, but quickly became possessive and hungry, his beard scratching against my skin in that rough way my body had learned to crave. The taste of him flooded my mouth, mint mixed with something deeper, masculine, and I kissed back harder than I meant to, my hands sliding up his chest to feel the solid muscle under the fabric, the warmth radiating through. We stood there in the entryway for what felt like minutes, breaths mingling, his tongue exploring mine while his free hand roamed down my back, cupping my ass and pulling me tighter against him so I could feel how hard he already was, pressing insistent through his jeans. My own cock stirred in response, traitor that it was, even as my mind flashed with the usual excuses, this is just for the money, just to keep the bills paid, nothing more.

We broke apart finally, both breathing heavier, and he glanced around the empty living room, the couch still indented from where I had been sitting earlier, scrolling mindlessly to kill time. “Housemates definitely out this time?” he asked, his voice low and rough, eyes meeting mine with that knowing glint that made my pulse quicken.

“Yeah,” I said, leading him toward the stairs, my hand brushing his as we moved. “Tom’s buried in books until late, and Jake’s at the pub with his mates. We’ve got the place to ourselves.” The words hung there, tempting fate after everything that had already happened in this house, but the need was too strong, the stack of bills in my mind mixing with the way my body already ached for his touch. We climbed the stairs slow, the wood creaking under our weight, and once in my room he locked the door behind us, setting the bag down by the bed with a soft thud that made my stomach flip. The lamp on my desk cast a warm glow, shadows playing across the walls, and he turned to me, backing me against the door this time, his body pressing full length against mine as he kissed me again, slower now, deliberate, his hands sliding under my shirt to trace the lines of my abs, fingers rough and sure.

“I’ve been thinking about you all week,” he murmured against my neck, his beard tickling as he kissed down to my collarbone, teeth grazing light enough to make me shiver. I gasped, head falling back against the wood, the sensation sparking straight to my cock, already straining against my jeans. His hands pushed my shirt up and off, tossing it aside, then roamed freely over my bare chest, thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened, pinching just hard enough to draw a moan from me that echoed too loud in the quiet house. The freedom of being alone let me relax into it more than usual, no muffled sounds or hurried pace, just his mouth and hands exploring like he owned every inch, because in these moments he did. I reached for his shirt, pulling it open button by button, revealing the broad chest dusted with hair, the muscles firm under my palms as I traced down to his belt, undoing it with fingers that trembled slight from the building want.

He stripped me the rest of the way slow, unbuttoning my jeans and sliding them down my legs along with my boxers, cool air hitting my skin as my cock sprang free, hard and leaking already, curving up toward my stomach. His eyes darkened, taking me in, hungry and appreciative, and he pushed me gently toward the bed until I sat on the edge, watching as he shed the rest of his clothes. His body was everything I remembered, strong and mature, cock thick and veined, standing heavy and ready. He reached into the bag, pulling out the softer ropes this time, the ones that bit less but held just as firm, and started binding my wrists to the headboard, looping them carefully but securely, testing the knots so I could not pull free. The restriction sent my pulse racing, cock twitching as he trailed fingers down my arms, over my chest, pinching nipples again, then lower, teasing around my cock without touching, making me arch up and whine softly for more.

“You’re mine tonight,” he said, voice rough with want, climbing between my legs and spreading them wider. His hands explored everywhere, palms rough on my thighs, fingers tracing the faint marks from previous times, then up to cup my balls, rolling them gently while his mouth followed, kissing over my abs, beard scraping delicious trails that made me shiver. He took his time, licking slow paths, nipping at sensitive skin until I was breathing fast, tugging at the ropes, the pull heightening every touch. Finally he reached my cock, tongue swirling the head, tasting the pre-cum before sucking me in deep, wet heat enveloping me inch by inch. The pleasure built steadily, his experienced mouth working relentlessly, hand stroking the base while the other teased lower, finger circling my entrance, pressing lightly but not yet entering me. I moaned louder than I should have, hips bucking up into his mouth, the ropes holding me back just enough to make it frustrating and perfect.

He pulled off after minutes that felt endless, grinning up at me with shiny lips, then grabbed the lube, slicking his fingers with it. One pressed in slow, the stretch easy now from all the times before but still making me gasp, my body opening for him as he worked it deep, curling to brush that spot inside that sent sparks through me. A second finger joined, scissoring wide, stretching me open while he leaned up to kiss me messily, tongues tangling, beard rough on my face. The dual sensation had me rocking back onto his hand, whining into his mouth, needy for more. “So ready for me already,” he murmured, adding a third finger, the fullness intense, thrusting in time with his tongue until I was trembling, my cock leaking onto my stomach.

The door opened suddenly, the knob turning without warning, and my heart slammed to a stop as Jake walked in, blond hair messy from the wind outside, eyes widening huge at the sight before him. Richard froze, fingers still buried deep inside me, and I yanked hard at the ropes, panic crashing through the haze of pleasure like ice water. Jake stood frozen in the doorway, mouth open, taking in everything: me tied naked to the bed, hard and desperate, Richard between my spread legs with his hand obviously where it was, cock hard and glistening nearby. The air went thick, tension snapping so tight I could barely breathe, expecting Jake to explode, to yell or storm out or worse.

But his shock shifted slow, eyes darkening as he stepped inside and closed the door quiet behind him, locking it with a click that echoed. “What the actual fuck,” he said low, voice not angry but strained, gaze flicking from my bound wrists to Richard’s unmoving hand, then lingering on me, flushed and exposed.

Richard pulled his fingers out gradual, wiping them on the sheet, sitting back on his heels but making no move to cover himself. “And you are?” he asked calm, though there was an edge, like he was sizing up the interruption.

Jake’s flush crept up his neck, but he held ground, stepping closer to the bed. “Jake. Dan’s housemate. And I know exactly who you are. The fake ‘dad’ who’s been sneaking in.” His eyes met mine, that familiar heat from our own sessions flashing there, mixing with something new, possessive maybe. “Heard you two before. Multiple times. But seeing it now…”

Richard glanced at me, eyebrow raised slow, then a small smile tugged his lips, like he sensed the shift in the air. “Since you’re here, Jake, perhaps you’d care to join us? Daniel does seem to enjoy company.”

Jake hesitated long seconds, breath coming faster, chest rising visible under his t-shirt, but his gaze stayed locked on me, tied and wanting, and I felt my cock twitch traitorously under the attention. The panic ebbed, replaced by a fresh rush of heat at the idea, shameful and thrilling. I nodded slightly, barely, and Jake’s eyes darkened further. He stepped right to the bed, hand reaching out to grip my thigh hard, squeezing the muscle. “Yeah,” he said, voice rough and low. “I want in.”

Richard moved aside gracefully, giving him space, and Jake climbed onto the bed, leaning down to kiss me, his mouth tasting of beer from the pub, tongue pushing in like he had been holding back for weeks. Richard watched, stroking himself slowly, then joined from the side, beard scratching my neck as his lips found skin there, sucking a fresh mark while Jake’s hand wrapped my cock, stroking firmly and sure from all our practice. My senses were overwhelmed by the two mouths on me, two sets of hands exploring, ropes holding me open and helpless as I moaned into Jake’s kiss, body arching between them.

They stripped Jake together, Richard helping pull off his shirt to reveal the lean gym-toned chest I knew well now, Jake kicking off shorts and boxers until his cock sprang free, thick and curved up, already leaking. The sight of both men naked above me, hard because of me, sent my head spinning, confusion mixing with raw want. Richard untied one wrist to reposition me on my side, then guided us: Jake sliding behind me, spooning close, his cock pressing hot between my cheeks while Richard knelt in front, thick length brushing my lips. I opened for him without hesitation, taking him deep, the familiar length of his cock filling my mouth as Jake lubed up quickly and pushed in slow from behind, inch by inch. They found a rhythm together, Richard thrusting into my throat, Jake rocking deep in my ass, hands everywhere, Jake’s on my hip pulling me back, Richard’s in my hair guiding me.

The fullness from both ends was overwhelming, pleasure building in waves that crashed higher with every thrust, muffled moans around Richard’s cock mixing with their low groans. Sweat slicked skin, the room filling with wet sounds and heavy breaths, beard scratching my shoulder as Richard leaned to kiss Jake over me, the sight sending another surge through my body. They switched after what felt like forever, Jake moving to my mouth, taste of myself on him as he fed me his cock, Richard taking my ass with deeper, harder strokes that made the bed creak loud. Positions blurred after that, me on my back again, legs spread wide as they took turns, one fucking my mouth while the other pounded deep, hands stroking my cock in between until I was begging muffled around whoever filled me.

Climax built slowly then shattered, Jake coming first down my throat, hot and thick, Richard following deep inside me, their releases triggering my untouched cock to erupt, spilling over my stomach as I shook between them. We collapsed tangled, breaths slowing, hands still roaming lazy in the afterglow, the ropes finally untied so I could wrap arms around both, confusion deeper than ever but drowned for now in the satisfied haze.


Chapter 12

[image: ]

The morning after that wild night with Richard and Jake, I woke up tangled in sheets that smelled heavily of sweat, lube, and the sharp, unmistakable musk of three bodies pushed to their limits. My whole frame ached in a way that went beyond simple tiredness, a deep, throbbing reminder in every muscle, especially between my legs where the stretch lingered like a brand. I could still feel the ghost of them both, Richard’s thick length buried deep while Jake fed his cock into my mouth, their rhythms syncing until my mind had gone blank under the onslaught. My wrists carried faint pink lines from the ropes, nothing dramatic but enough to sting when I flexed my fingers, and when I shifted, the soreness inside made me draw a slow breath. Sunlight slipped through the half-closed curtains in thin golden bars, catching dust motes that drifted lazy across the room, and for a long minute I just lay there, staring at the ceiling cracks I knew by heart now, letting the memories roll over me in waves.

I kept telling myself it had started for the money, plain and simple. Richard’s cash had kept the rent paid, the fridge stocked, the panic at bay. But last night there had been no envelope waiting on the dresser afterward, just the raw, greedy heat of two men taking what they wanted from me while I arched and begged for more. The shame hit first, hot and familiar, curling in my gut. My straight persona now reduced to this: coming untouched while my housemate and a married older man used me from both ends in my own bed. Yet underneath the shame burned something else, something that scared me more, an addictive glow that made my cock twitch even now at the memory of Jake’s low groan when he spilled down my throat, Richard’s beard scraping my thighs as he drove in deep.

I rolled onto my side, burying my face in the pillow that still carried Jake’s scent, citrus shampoo mixed with sweat. Part of me wanted to stay there all day, hide from the daylight and the questions it would bring. But the house was already stirring, the faint clink of a mug downstairs, the low hum of the kettle. Tom, ever the early riser. I forced myself up, legs shaky as I padded to the bathroom. The mirror showed exactly what I expected: hair sticking up in every direction, dark shadows under my eyes, but a flush high on my cheeks that no amount of cold water could wash away. I turned the shower hot, letting steam fill the small space, and stood under the spray longer than necessary, soaping myself slowly, feeling every tender spot as I cleaned up. The water ran over the faint rope marks, over the small bruises on my hips where fingers had gripped too hard, and I closed my eyes, reliving the moment Jake had walked in, shock turning to hunger in seconds.

By the time I dressed, plain jeans and a loose hoodie to hide anything visible, the smell of fresh coffee had drifted upstairs. I descended carefully, avoiding the creaky third step, and found Tom at the kitchen table, laptop open, headphones half on as he typed furiously. He glanced up, offered a quick nod. “Morning, mate. You look wrecked. Heavy night?”

My laugh came out forced. “Late one, yeah. Revision caught up with me.” I poured coffee with hands that still trembled slightly, the mug warm against my palms. Jake appeared moments later, fresh from his own shower, blond hair damp and curling at the ends, wearing loose shorts and a faded gym tee that clung to his chest. Our eyes met across the room and held, a current passing sharp and undeniable. He smiled, small and secret, the same smile he had worn when he pushed into me from behind while I swallowed Richard whole. My stomach flipped. He brushed past me to reach the cereal cupboard, his hand grazing the small of my back for half a second, deliberate, possessive. Heat flared low in my belly.

Breakfast unfolded in that strange domestic bubble we had perfected, the three of us around the small table talking about nothing and everything: upcoming exams, Tom’s nightmare group project, the lecturer who never uploaded slides on time. Jake laughed at the right moments, added his own complaints about the gym being packed, but every so often his bare foot found mine under the table, hooking gentle around my ankle, tracing slow circles that kept me half-hard and distracted. Tom remained oblivious, earbuds back in, fingers flying over keys. I sipped my coffee too fast, scalding my tongue, and tried to focus on anything except the memory of Jake’s taste mixed with Richard’s on my lips.

The day dragged on after that. Lectures blurred together, the lecture hall packed and stuffy, the professor’s voice a distant drone about supply curves while I sat in the back row, notebook open but blank. My mind refused to stay on marginal utility; instead it replayed the night in relentless loops: the slick slide of Jake entering me while Richard’s cock stretched my throat, the way their groans had mingled, rough and desperate, the moment both had come almost together and I had followed untouched, shaking between them. I shifted in the hard plastic seat, crossing my legs tight to hide the growing problem in my jeans, face burning as I glanced around, paranoid someone might notice. A girl two rows ahead turned, caught my eye, smiled the way she had before all this started. Pretty, ponytail swinging. Once I might have smiled back, asked for her number. Now the thought felt distant, irrelevant. All I could picture was Jake’s curved length disappearing into me, Richard’s strong hand tangled in my hair guiding my mouth.

Lunch at the campus cafe with Mark and Alex offered brief distraction, their loud banter about the weekend’s football match pulling laughs from me I did not entirely feel. We argued over the ref’s offside call, demolished chips and burgers, but even there my phone buzzed in my pocket with a text from Jake, simple emoji, fire and eggplant, that sent a jolt straight through me. I excused myself early, claiming another lecture, and spent the walk home trying to sort the tangle in my head. The money from Richard was real, stacked neat in my drawer, but Jake gave me something else entirely, something free and reckless that scared me because I wanted it just as badly.

Back at the house that afternoon Tom was out at the library, and Jake wasted no time. I was grabbing water from the fridge when he appeared behind me, hands sliding around my waist, mouth hot against my neck. “Been thinking about you all day,” he murmured, pressing me forward against the counter, his hardness evident through thin shorts. We kissed hungrily, his tongue familiar now, tasting of mint and want. His hand slipped under my hoodie, thumb circling a nipple until I gasped into his mouth. “Last night was something else,” he said against my lips. “You looked so fucking good between us.”

I nodded, throat tight, kissing him again to avoid answering. We kept it brief, Tom was due back soon, but the promise lingered in his eyes, in the way he squeezed my ass before letting go.

The next few days settled into a charged routine: lectures, gym for Jake, late-night knocks on my door when Tom crashed early, quick urgent sessions that left us both breathless and sticky. Jake grew bolder, pushing me to my knees in the bathroom once, leaving me swallowing around him while the shower ran to cover the sounds. Each time deepened the confusion, the word straight feeling thinner, more ridiculous. I caught myself watching him across the kitchen, tracing the line of his shoulders, the curve of his smile, wondering if this was just convenience or something I could no longer deny.

Then Richard’s text came mid-lecture, phone vibrating against my thigh: “Need to talk. Coming over tonight, last time there.” My heart sank and raced at once. Last time. The money, the arrangement, the overwhelming way he commanded my body, all shifting. I replied quick, confirmed the time, and spent the rest of the day distracted, anticipation and dread twisting together.

Jake noticed the moment I walked in. He cornered me in the hallway while Tom showered upstairs. “You okay? You’ve been weird since lunch.”

“Richard’s coming over,” I said low. “Says it’s the last visit here.”

His eyes flashed, heat and something possessive. “Tom’s out tonight, some club social. I’ll be in my room.” The implication hung heavy: door unlocked, listening, maybe ready to join again. The thought sent a shiver down my spine.

Evening crept in slowly. I showered again, nerves jangling, dressed simple, jeans and tee. When the knock finally came, soft but unmistakable, I opened the door to Richard filling the frame, leather jacket over dark shirt, that salt-and-pepper beard framing a small, serious smile. He stepped inside, pulled me into a brief, firm kiss that tasted of mint and authority, then followed me upstairs without a word.

In my room he set his bag down but did not open it, sitting on the edge of the bed with a sigh that made the air feel heavier. I sat beside him, mattress dipping, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his body. “We need to talk, Daniel.”

My pulse hammered. “Yeah. Your text… last time?”

He rubbed a hand over his beard, eyes meeting mine steady but troubled. “My wife’s getting suspicious. Late nights, vague excuses. She went through my phone last week, saw some messages that weren’t… incriminating, but enough to raise questions. I can’t risk coming here any more. If she finds out about us, about any of this…” He trailed off, gaze drifting to the window where street lights flickered on. I felt the weight of his other life crash in sudden: wife, kids, the big house I had only glimpsed once. Guilt twisted sharp, mixed with selfish panic at losing the income, the intensity.

“So we’re done?” The words came out smaller than I intended.

He shook his head, hand settling warm on my thigh, squeezing. “Not done. Just changing venues.” His smile turned teasing, eyes darkening. “I’ve accepted a guest lecturer position in your economics department. Starts next semester. So I’ll be seeing you on campus, Mr. Harper.”

The news landed like a spark on dry grass. Excitement flared with me, visions of stolen moments in empty lecture halls, his office door locked, the thrill of public risk. Fear followed next: campus was crowded, familiar faces everywhere. But the possibilities lit something hungry inside me.

We talked longer than usual, his hand sliding higher, conversation drifting from logistics to lighter memories, the first night, the hotel, the way I had begged. Heat built gradually, inevitably. When he finally kissed me, it was slower than usual, almost tender, his beard scratching soft against my jaw as he eased me back onto the bed. Clothes came off piece by piece, his mouth tracing every inch he uncovered, lingering on the faint marks still visible from nights before. He took his time preparing me, fingers slick and thorough, curling until I was rocking back, pleading hoarse. When he entered me it was face to face, deep eye contact, his thickness stretching me open in that familiar burn that melted into pleasure. He moved deliberate, long strokes that hit every sensitive spot, hand wrapped around my cock in perfect rhythm. We came together quiet but intense, his release hot inside me, mine spilling over his fist as I muffled my cry against his shoulder.

Afterward he held me a minute longer than usual, beard tickling my neck, then dressed with quiet efficiency. At the door he pressed the envelope into my hand, thicker than expected, final payment and maybe something extra. One last kiss, firm and lingering. “See you on campus, Daniel.”

The door clicked shut behind him. I lay in the dark, body humming, soreness settling in for tomorrow. The house felt suddenly larger, quieter. Down the hall Jake’s light stayed on, but he did not knock tonight. Maybe he understood this was closure of a kind.

I stared at the ceiling again, envelope heavy on the night stand, mind already racing ahead to next semester: Richard in front of the lecture hall, authoritative and untouchable, eyes finding mine across rows of students. The risks higher, the stakes sharper. Whatever label I had clung to was fraying fast, but the want remained, stronger than ever.

Campus waited.
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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 on Campus

In the third instalment of the series, Daniel’s work and play collide.

Richard is now lecturing on campus. His presence is inescapable.

What little separation Daniel has between his work and play is rapidly collapsing. Can he still maintain the illusion of normality when he is Taken On Campus?
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