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Gay College Roommate Domination

My heart beat wildly when I finally heard Ross pulling into the driveway. I was sitting in the living room, staring at the television without watching it. When I heard his key turning the lock, I finally shut off the T.V. and stood up.

Just like you practiced, I told myself.

Then, Ross, my roommate, finally walked through the door.

“Hey, man,” I said, hoping to sound casual.

Ross acknowledged me with a brief nod. “Hey, Chris. How was your day?”

My stomach clenched with nerves. “It was all right, I guess. There’s something I need to tell you, though. Do you want to sit down for a minute?”

Ross paused on his way through the living room. “Sure,” he said. He frowned, looking concerned, as he flopped onto the couch. “What’s up?”

Just like you practiced, I reminded myself for the second time. I sat down on the other end of the couch and began wringing my hands. I took a deep breath before speaking.

“I got fired from my job,” I said.

“Again?” Ross said. He didn’t sound angry, only disappointed. Somehow, that made it worse.

I’d been renting a room from Ross, a young college student in his early twenties, for the past eight months. The reason I couldn’t get my own place was because I had a felony on my record, a stupid trespassing charge from this one time last year when I drunkenly fell asleep in the wrong person’s truck. With all the time I spent handling the subsequent legal mess, I’d lost my job at the insurance company, and I’d been forced to skip around different odd jobs, trying to make ends meet.

This last position had been a dishwashing gig at a Mexican restaurant.

Ross leaned forward. “Did they find out about your criminal record?” he said.

I nodded. “Yeah. For some reason, I didn’t think they’d run a background check for a dishwasher, so I didn’t put it on my application.”

“That was really dumb, Gavin.”

I sighed. “I know.” When Ross didn’t say anything else, I continued, “So I might be a little short on rent for a while. I’m sorry.”

Ross groaned, clearly exasperated. “This is what? The third time?” he said sharply.

I flinched. “I know.”

“You can’t live here if it’s going to be like this,” he said.

“I know,” I said again. “I understand. But maybe we can work something out?”

When I looked at Ross, I was dually relieved and troubled to find that he was avoiding my gaze.

He was chewing on his lip, his gaze focused on the ceiling. “Maybe,” he finally said after a while. “I’ll have to think about it.”

Without saying another word, he rose slowly from the couch and walked out of the living room. A few seconds later, I heard him entering his bedroom and closing the door.

He didn’t come back out for hours.

* * *

Too anxious to just sit around and do nothing, I thought I should at least clean the kitchen. By the time I was unloading the dishwasher, I heard Ross’s bedroom door opening. He emerged from the hallway a few seconds later. I noticed that he’d changed out of his school clothes and into a tee shirt and some joggers.

“I’ve done some thinking, Gavin,” he said.

My nerves ramped up with anxiety. I turned around after putting some plates away in a cabinet. “Yeah?”

“It’s obvious you really can’t afford to live here,” he said.

My heart sank. “I can. I just need time to find another job—”

Ross raised his hand, stopping me. The expression on his face was smooth and serious. “You don’t have a job. You can’t afford to live here.”

I sighed and lowered my head. I knew Ross was right, no matter how hard I wished it weren’t true.

“So how long do I have to pack up and move out?” I asked.

Gavin didn’t respond for a long time. When I glanced back up, I saw him studying me with a strange expression on his face. It was a mixture of pity and...excitement?

His straight, dark hair was falling into his eyes, and he took a moment to push it back from his forehead.

“There is something you can do, though, and I’d consider us even. Just for the rest of this month’s rent,” he said.

“Oh yeah?” I felt a brief, intense flare of hope. “And what’s that?”

“You can give me a blowjob.”

Ross’s face was so serious, I thought I’d heard him wrong at first. I actually had to laugh.

“Sorry...what?” I said. “I just thought I heard you say I can give you a blowjob.”

Ross nodded. “That’s right. You can give me a blowjob right now, and that can be your payment for this month’s rent.”

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “But...but I’m straight,” I mumbled pathetically.

Ross shrugged. “So am I. But that doesn’t mean I don’t like receiving blowjobs. It feels good, whether it’s from a girl or a guy.”

I backed slowly away from him without meaning to. My back collided with the countertop, and I had nowhere else to go.

“You won’t consider anything else?” I said.

“It’s just one blowjob, Gavin. It’ll take less than five minutes...if it’s a good one, that is.”

Five minutes for a month’s rent, I thought to myself. It seemed reasonable. But then again, it was sucking another guy’s dick.

Still, I was desperate. Job or no job, I still needed someplace to live, and right now Ross was my only hope.

“I...I guess I could,” I began.

Ross didn’t smile. “Great. Then, get on your knees.”

My stomach made a strange, jerking movement as I watched Gavin pulling on the drawstring of his pants to loosen the waistband. Then, when he lowered his pants, I could see that his cock was already fully erect...

And it was massive.

As a straight man, I’d never sucked on another man’s cock before, and definitely not someone whose cock was so much bigger than mine. Suddenly, I felt sick.

“What are you waiting for?” Ross suddenly barked. “Get on your knees and come suck this dick.”

I was shaking as realization slowly took hold. I have no choice, I thought to myself. I have to suck his cock if I want to have someplace to live.

Carefully, I lowered myself to my knees in front of Ross. His cock was at perfect sucking level, right in front of my mouth. I put my trembling hands on his hips and took a deep breath.

Then, I closed my eyes and pushed his cock into my mouth.

The first thing I noticed was how hard he was. It was like holding a solid, warm popsicle against my tongue. Then, as my wet lips closed in on his shaft, he made a slight groaning noise, which made his cock vibrate slightly.

My heart gave a throb in response.

I flinched with his cock in my mouth. Just get this over with, I told myself. And then, I began sucking.

Ross rested his hands on either side of my head while I held onto his hips. Then, his fingers pressed in on my temples, and he began pulling and pushing me, forcing me to adopt the rhythm that he wanted. He made slight jerking movements with his pelvis, too, thrusting into my mouth each time I sank my mouth toward him.

My insides became all twisted up while my heart pounded faster. Ross groaned again, louder than the last time.

“You’re good at that,” he whispered.

It made me feel good to hear him say that. I wasn’t quite sure why. Maybe it was because he had power over me, and some part of me knew that I needed to earn his favor.

Wanting to please him even more, I moved one of my hands from his hip and wrapped my fingers around his shaft, pumping with my hand while I worked him with my mouth. Ross’s groans became louder and more abrupt, which satisfied me in ways I never thought possible.

My heart was racing, pushing blood and adrenaline through my veins. Eventually, it all surged out of my head, making me dizzy, and my pulse moved south to my groin area.

My eyes flew open. I couldn’t believe it. I was getting hard.

I moaned as I felt my cock lengthening inside of my jeans, straining against the zipper. Listening to me react, Ross tightened his grip on my hair and jammed his tip against my throat.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” he said hoarsely. “Is that how you want it?”

I dropped my hands to my sides and loosened my jaw, letting my mouth go slack as Ross fucked it. A stream of tears leaked out of the corners of each of my eyes, and my throat felt raw and bruised the more Ross plunged his cock into it. But strangely, I was getting even harder with each thrust.

My cock was engorged with blood and throbbed painfully with each pulse. I felt like I was about to burst. With Ross’s massive dick still in my mouth, I unbuckled and unzipped my pants, releasing my own erection.

A hot sense of ecstasy washed over my body as I wrapped my fingers around my shaft. Abruptly, I began pumping my hand to the rhythm of Ross’s thrusts. Each time he pounded my throat, I stroked down. And each time he slid out, I stroked up.

“Mmmm fuck,” he muttered. “Take that dick.”

My hips jerked as I jacked myself off. His cock gave a shudder inside of my lips.

“Are you ready for some cum?” he whispered.

My stomach trilled uncomfortably, but I was afraid to ask him to stop.

Suddenly, Ross grabbed me by the back of the head and jammed his cock deep into my throat. I felt his shaft go marble-hard between my lips.

“Shit!” he cried, his fingers gripping my hair.

He gave a deep groan, and then he came inside of my mouth. His bitter fluids
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