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Thursday night. 9 PM. His place.

Those five words in a text message had been my world for the last four days. A low-level electrical current of obsession and dread that had kept my dick semi-hard and my stomach in a constant knot.

Walking down the loud, chaotic hallway of North Building felt like a zebra willingly stumbling into a lion's den. The thump of music and the territorial shouts of other athletes were a constant reminder that I didn't belong here. Room 413.

I knocked.

The door swung open and there he was, larger than life in his own element. Kai. Shirtless, wearing only a pair of grey sweats that hung dangerously low on his hips, a pair of headphones slung around his neck. He was chewing on a piece of gum, looking me up and down with an unreadable expression.

"You're late," he grunted, stepping aside. His scent, a concentrated blast of chlorine and clean sweat, washed over me.

"I... I’m ten minutes early," I stammered, stepping into his domain.

His room was a chaos of male energy. A massive, unmade bed dominated the space, while a top-of-the-line gaming PC glowed on a desk littered with empty protein shake bottles. Posters of muscle cars and shredded UFC fighters covered the walls.

He flopped onto his gaming chair, kicking his feet up onto the bed, and looking every inch the king. "Let's get this over with. I've got a party in an hour."

My stomach tightened. An hour. That was all the time I was allotted in his world.

I set my backpack down, pulling out the poetry anthology we were supposed to be covering. "So, I was thinking we could start with—"

"We're not studying that bullshit," he cut me off. He leaned forward, his forearms resting on his knees, the muscles shifting under his skin. "We're gonna make a new deal."

"A... a new deal?"

He let out a rough, impatient sigh. "Look. This tutoring shit... it's cutting into my time. It's boring as fuck. I need an incentive."

I just stared at him, my mind racing. "I... what kind of incentive?"

He pushed himself up out of his chair and walked toward me, his movements fluid and predatory. He was invading my space, backing me up against his desk. He stopped so close our chests were almost touching.

"I'm busy, Leo," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my ribs. "I've got practices, weights, meets, parties. I don't have time to waste on dead poets. So, I’ve decided that you will write my papers instead... every B-plus paper you help me get... I'll give you a reward."

My breath hitched. I couldn't form words.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the collar of my shirt, a touch that was both possessive and dismissive. "Since you're so obsessed with me, I figure you'll want to get paid in something you actually care about." His gaze dropped to my mouth. "Me."

My entire body went rigid. "What?" I whispered.

"I'll pay you with my dick," he said, his voice dropping to a cruel, confident whisper. "Write me B+ papers and I'll let you blow me. Or maybe I'll even fuck you again. It's a win-win. You get the straight jock of your dreams, and I get to pass my classes without actually trying." He smirked, a flash of white teeth in the dim light. "Sound fair?"

I couldn't breathe. This was so much worse, so much better than I had ever imagined. He was turning my desperate obsession into a formal transaction. My brain and my body were at war.

"I'm not here to... to be your..." I couldn't even say it.

"No?" he challenged, leaning even closer. His lips were almost touching my ear. "Then get the fuck out, and I'll find someone else to write my papers. I'll fail wrestling, but at least I won't have some poetry fag staring at me with those big, hungry eyes."

It was a threat. An ultimatum. And it worked.

"What... what do you want me to do?" I finally choked out, the words tasting like defeat.

A slow, triumphant grin spread across his face. He took a step back, giving me space, but the room still felt like it was closing in. "I want to give you a payment in advance; to show you I’m good for it," he said, his voice back to its normal, casual tone. "So, its time for your first payment."

He hooked his thumb into the waistband of his sweats and pushed them down just enough. His cock sprang free, already thick and stirring to life. He grabbed it by the base, aiming it at me.

"Well?" he grunted, stroking it once. "Come here poetry boy. Get on your knees."
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His words hung in the air, thick and suffocating. Come here poetry boy. Get on your knees.

My body moved before my brain could process the full, sickening weight of his command. It was a puppet response, strings pulled by a desperate, starved obsession I’d nurtured for months. I took a step, then another, the cheap carpet of his dorm room feeling rough against the soles of my sneakers.

"Good," he grunted, his voice a low rumble of approval. His hand remained wrapped around his cock, stroking it slowly, lazily, as if he had all the time in the world. The broad, flushed head was already glistening with a slick bead of pre-cum.

I sank to my knees in front of him, the motion almost graceful in its surrender. I was level with it now, with the thick, powerful length of him. His scent, that sharp, clean combination of chlorine and musk, was dizzying this close. It filled my lungs, crowded out my thoughts.

"You already proved you can take a dick down your throat," he said, his tone dripping with a casual condescension that was far more humiliating than the question he could have asked. "So this time, I want you to prove you're worth it. That it wasn't a fluke."

He fisted his hand in my hair, his grip tight and unyielding. It wasn't a caress; it was a handle. "Show me you're as good at this as you are at writing papers. Open up."

My lips parted, my breath hitching. He didn't wait for an invitation. He pushed forward, sliding the hard, blunt head of his cock past my lips and into my mouth. The taste was immediate—salt, musk, and the clean, bitter tang of his arousal. It was overpowering. It was real.

He felt bigger than he looked last week, thicker, heavier on my tongue. My jaw ached with the stretch. I tried again to remember what to do, what I’d seen in videos, but my mind was a complete blank.

"Use your tongue, poetry boy," he commanded, his voice rougher now. He pushed in deeper, and the head of his cock hit the back of my throat. I gagged, a violent, reflexive heave that made my eyes water.

"Fuck, yeah," he groaned, a sound of pure pleasure that cut through my humiliation. "Gag on it. Take it." He pulled back just enough for me to gasp for air before pushing in again, setting a slow, punishing rhythm. He was fucking my face, using my mouth like a toy.

My hands, which had been limp at my sides, came up to rest on his powerful thighs. The skin was hot and smooth, stretched tight over muscle. I felt the flex and release of his quads as he rocked his hips, driving himself deeper. I was completely at his mercy, a vessel for his pleasure.

"That's it," he panted, his strokes getting faster, more erratic. "That's a good little cocksleeve. Knew you'd be a natural."

His words were like filth poured directly into my soul. They were humiliating, degrading, and they made my own dick, trapped and straining in my jeans, harder than it had ever been. I was so turned on it hurt.

He held my head steady with both hands now, his hips snapping forward, chasing his release. His breathing was ragged, his body a tense coil of muscle. I could feel him getting close.

"Don't you fucking dare swallow," he grunted, his voice tight. "Not yet. I want you to taste it."

His body seized up with a strangled groan. The first hot pulse of his cum hit the back of my throat, shocking me with its liquid heat. Another, and another. He emptied himself into my mouth, his whole body trembling with the force of his orgasm. It was everything I had fantasized about and more—raw, primal, and completely overwhelming.

He pulled out with a wet, obscene sound, leaving me gasping for air, my mouth full of his release. It tasted exactly as he promised—bitter, salty, and fundamentally him.

"Swallow," he commanded, his voice cold and final.

I did. I looked up at him, my eyes wide and tear-streaked, my lips swollen and slick, as I swallowed his load.

A slow, cruel satisfaction spread across his face. He reached down, wiping a stray drop of cum from the corner of my mouth with his thumb. He brought it to my own lips.

"Lick it off," he ordered. "You
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