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About the Author


I step into Mr. Carter’s house, the familiar scent of his dogs greeting me as I close the door behind me. It’s a cozy place, filled with the warmth of a home well-lived in. I’ve been housesitting for him a few times now, mostly because he’s a neighbor and a friend, but also because I’ve always been curious about him. There’s something about his easy smile and the way he carries himself that’s always drawn me in. Plus, he’s got a girlfriend, which makes him even more intriguing. Not that I’ve ever acted on my curiosity—I’m not that kind of guy. But today, something feels different.

The dogs, a pair of golden retrievers named Max and Bella, come bounding up to me, tails wagging furiously. I kneel down to scratch their ears, their soft fur a comfort under my hands. “Hey, you two,” I say, my voice gentle. “Missed me?” They bark in response, as if they understand. I laugh, standing up and heading to the kitchen to grab their food bowls. Feeding them is always the first order of business.

As I scoop out their kibble, my mind wanders back to Mr. Carter. He’s in his late twenties, I think, with dark hair that’s always just a little messy and eyes that seem to see right through you. He’s the kind of guy who makes you feel like you’re the only person in the room when he’s talking to you. I’ve always admired him from afar, never daring to let my feelings show. But today, alone in his house, those feelings are harder to ignore.

After the dogs are fed, I wander through the house, my footsteps quiet on the hardwood floors. It’s not snooping, I tell myself. I’m just... curious. I’ve been in this house plenty of times, but I’ve never really explored it. My gaze falls on the hamper in the corner of his bedroom, half-hidden behind a curtain. Dirty clothes spill out of it, and for a moment, I hesitate. But curiosity gets the better of me, and I step closer.

The hamper is filled with t-shirts, jeans, and socks, but what catches my eye is the pile of underwear at the bottom. They’re just regular boxer briefs, nothing special, but there’s something about them that makes my heart race. I reach out, my fingers brushing against the soft fabric. They’re warm from being worn, and the scent of Mr. Carter clings to them—musky and masculine. I can’t help myself; I lift one to my nose and inhale deeply.

The smell is intoxicating, and my cheeks flush with heat. I’ve never done anything like this before, but it feels... right. My hand moves to my jeans, my fingers brushing against the growing bulge in my pants. I’m hard, harder than I’ve been in a long time, and the thought of Mr. Carter wearing these underwear is driving me wild. I close my eyes, letting the scent fill my senses as I rub my dick through the denim.

My breath quickens as I dig deeper into the hamper, searching for more. That’s when I find them—a pair of white briefs with a faint yellow stain on the front. My heart skips a beat. Cum. Mr. Carter’s cum. I lift them to my nose, inhaling the scent of him, and my knees go weak. I can’t stop myself; I press the fabric to my lips, my tongue darting out to taste the stain. It’s salty, a little bitter, and utterly addictive.

My hand moves to my zipper, my fingers trembling as I undo it. I push my jeans and boxers down, my cock springing free. It’s thick and throbbing, pre-cum glistening at the tip. I hold the stained underwear in one hand, my other hand wrapping around my shaft. The scent of Mr. Carter fills my nostrils as I stroke myself, my hips moving in time with my hand. I’m lost in the moment, my mind filled with images of him—his smile, his touch, his body.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

The voice is like a bucket of ice water, jolting me out of my fantasy. My eyes snap open, and I freeze, my heart pounding in my chest. Mr. Carter stands in the doorway, his arms crossed over his chest, his expression unreadable. I’m still holding his cum-stained underwear in one hand, my cock in the other, and I’ve never felt more exposed in my life.

“I—I—” I stutter, my brain scrambling for an explanation. But there’s no good explanation for this. I’m caught red-handed, literally, and the shame is overwhelming.

Mr. Carter takes a step forward, his eyes narrowing as he takes in the scene. “You’ve been sniffing my underwear?” His voice is low, dangerous, and my stomach drops. I nod mutely, unable to meet his gaze.

He takes another step, closing the distance between us. I’m rooted to the spot, my body frozen in humiliation. “And jerking off to it?” he adds, his voice softer now, almost curious.

I nod again, my cheeks burning. “I—I’m sorry,” I manage, my voice barely above a whisper. “I didn’t mean to—”

He cuts me off with a sharp movement, grabbing my wrist and yanking me toward him. I stumble, my back hitting his chest as he spins me around. His arm wraps around my waist, holding me in place as his other hand reaches down to grab my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“You’ve been fantasizing about me, haven’t you?” he asks, his breath hot against my ear. His grip is firm, almost bruising, and I can’t help but nod.

“Answer me,” he growls, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice shaking. “I—I have.”

He releases my chin, his hand moving to my chest, his fingers tracing the outline of my nipple through my shirt. I shiver at his touch, my body betraying me as it responds to him. “And you want me,” he says, more of a statement than a question.

I bite my lip, my heart racing. “Yes,” I admit, my voice barely audible.

His hand moves lower, his fingers brushing against the waistband of my jeans. “Prove it,” he says, his voice a challenge.

I hesitate, my mind racing. This is Mr. Carter—my neighbor, my friend’s boyfriend. But the way he’s looking at me, the hunger in his eyes, is undeniable. And deep down, I’ve wanted this for so long.

I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “How?” I ask, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me.

He smirks, his hand moving to my belt. “Let me show you,” he says, his voice dripping with promise.

His fingers are deft as he undoes my belt, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I’m trembling now, anticipation and nerves warring within me. He pushes my jeans down, along with my boxers, and I step out of them, my cock standing proud between us.

Mr. Carter’s gaze drops to my erection, his eyes darkening with desire. “You’re hard for me,” he says, his voice husky. “That’s a good start.”

He steps back, his eyes raking over my body. “Turn around,” he commands, his tone brooking no argument.

I obey, my heart pounding as I face away from him. The bedroom’s walls feel like they are closing, and I’m acutely aware of his presence behind me. His hands land on my hips, his touch firm but gentle, as he turns me to face him again.

“Kneel,” he says, his voice soft but commanding.

I hesitate for a moment before sinking to my knees, my eyes never leaving his. He’s watching me intently, his expression unreadable, and I’m hyperaware of my vulnerability in this position.

His hand reaches out, his fingers tangling in my hair, and he pulls me closer. “Suck my cock,” he orders, his voice rough with need.

My breath hitches as he steps forward, his belt already undone. He pushes his jeans and boxers down, his cock springing free. It’s thick and uncut, the head a deep pink, and pre-cum glistens at the tip. My mouth waters at the sight, and without hesitation, I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head.

He hisses at the contact, his hand tightening in my hair. “Take it,” he growls, his voice demanding.

I open my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste him. He’s salty and musky, the flavor of him overwhelming my senses. I take him in, inch by inch, my lips wrapping around his shaft as I hollow my cheeks. His cock is thick, stretching my mouth, and I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his skin.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he groans, his hips snapping forward as he thrusts into my mouth. I gag slightly, my eyes watering, but I don’t pull away. Instead, I relax my throat, taking him deeper, my hands reaching up to grip his hips.

He’s fucking my mouth now, his thrusts steady and relentless. His hands are in my hair, guiding me, and I’m lost in the sensation of him filling me. I’m drowning in him, in the taste and scent of him, and I’ve never felt more alive.

“Enough,” he says abruptly, his voice harsh as he pulls out of my mouth. I whine in protest, my lips tingling from the loss. He grabs my arm, hauling me to my feet, and I’m barely steady when he pushes me toward the bedroom.

“On the bed,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I stumble backward, my legs weak, and collapse onto the mattress. The room spins for a moment, my head still reeling from the intensity of what just happened. Mr. Carter looms over me, his eyes dark with desire, and my heart races at the sight.

He reaches down, his fingers brushing against my cheek, his touch gentle despite the roughness of his earlier actions. “You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice soft. “And you’re mine, for now.”

His hand moves lower, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw before moving to my
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