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Poor Twink vs. Rich Older Man


The neighbors' son is having a birthday party. It's his 18th. He's blond.

We cross paths the next day. He's shirtless. He's also very cute.

"Hey Victor."

"Hello Austin."

"Do you know of any jobs going?"

"No, but give me your number and I will text you if I see anything."

I hand Austin my phone. He puts his number in. I quickly look at his six pack and the bulge in his pants.

"Man, the job market is shit. I am almost considering starting an only fans."

He hands the phone back to me.

"Well, you certainly have the body for it."

He nervously laughs.

"Betting on fantasy sports is bad, right?"

"Only if you lose."

"Well uh I don't know. I could take my boyfriend out, or take a bet."

"How serious is it?"

"Very."

"So uh, you're 18. You don't want to hit the sheets with me?"

"Ewwwwww no. Never."

"Well, regarding your boyfriend, try a date night at your place."

"Both our parents are Jesus freaks."

"You can use my kitchen, and have your own date night. I will buy you pizza."

"Uh, I don't know."

"Go on, free pizza.

"Can we come over at 6?"

"Well okay. I will just stay in my room until you finish dinner. But I insist that you place a bet."

"Okay."

He places a bet, and leaves. What a stupid twink. He really can't afford to be in debt, and I will use that to my advantage.

6PM comes. They knock. I open the door.

"I'll be in my bedroom. The kitchen is all set up."

I go to my room, but come back out. I listen to the twinks' conversation.

"That old guy came on to me."

"Tragic."

"I know."

"I got a new phone, thanks to my boss. Well, he doesn't know I got it, because fuck him."

"So you stole it?"

"Yes, you're not gonna snitch on me, are you?"

"I would never do that."

I hear kissing. I go to my room. Ihe twinks come about an hour later.

"Thanks for letting us use your house."

"No problem, do you want to use my bed?"

"Uh no." Jordan says.

"Suit yourselves. I am only trying to help."

"Uh, offering your bed is kind of creepy." Jordan says.

"Like I said, suit yourselves. But, two hot twinks, why would you pass up the opportunity to be all over each other."

"In your bed?" Jordan asks.

I smile.

"No time like the present."

"No thanks." Jordan says in a high pitched voice.

Jordan grabs Austin's hand, and drags him away. I was hoping to talk them into letting them film them, but it wasn't meant to be.

The next day, I find Jordan on Instagram, and call Jordan's work.

"Hey, this is Austin. My boyfriend Jordan has been stealing stuff from your work. You know that phone that has gone missing. That was Jordan. Okay, bye."

Well, that's the boyfriend problem taken care of. Hopefully he lost the bet. I hear a knock. I go to the door, and open it.

"So, my bet lost. Big time. Do you have any odd jobs you need doing?"

"Well, I need to practice my photography. You could model for me."

"Ok."

"How's Jordan?"

"Good. Thanks for letting us use your house last night."

We walk to the bedroom.

"You want me to model on your bed?"

"Yes. Get on."

He goes on his elbows. I get my camera, and take a few photos.

"Top off."

"What?"

"Get your top off."

"I'm not comfortable doing that."

"Do you want the money or not?"

He gets topless. I go on the bed, and take a few shots.

"Arms behind your head."

He frowns, but obeys. I snap pictures.

"Pants off."

"Dude no."

"Come on."

"No. Really no."

"You're not being a model I can work with. Which means you won't get paid."

"Fine."

He frowns, and takes his bottoms off. I take photos of the blond twink in black boxers.

"Boxers off."

"No way."

"You obviously don't want the money."

"I am in boxers. I am not getting naked."

"I will give more if you do. Double even."

He frowns, and does what I want. I take a photo.

"Turn around."

He obeys. I take photos.

"Go down, ass up."

He turns, and gives me a dirty look. He then complies. I take shots. I stare.

"Uh, you done?"

I quickly take some close up shots.

"Turn around, hands behind your head."

He obeys. I take some pictures.

"I am feeling exploited here."

I smile. I put the camera down, and get the money. I give it to him.

"I'll give you an extra $50 if you leave your underwear."

"Uh ok."

I give him another $50.

"Well now you have lots of money. You can place another bet."

"No way, I am not betting again."

"But, this may be the one chance to win money.

Austin takes out his phone, and stares at it. He places a bet.

"You have to hire me again if I lose."

"Well, I already have naked photos of you. I wonder what else you can do for me."

He frowns.

"Bye."

Austin gets dressed and leaves.

That night, someone knocks on my door. It's Jordan.

"Um, hey, wanna hookup? I need content for my only fans." 

"How old are you?"

"19."

He pulls out his phone. We go to my room. I go to kiss him. He pulls away.

"No kissing."

"You gotta give me what I want. I don't hear a payment offer."

"Isn't sticking your dick in me enough?"

"Mmmmm no. Get naked and make out with me."

"Look, I just broke up with Austin, and lost my job. I don't feel like doing that."

"Well, part of being a porn star is acting. The quicker you start making out with me, the quicker we film you content."

He moves forward.

"Get naked."

"I hate this."

He gets naked, and our lips connect for two minutes.

"That's enough." Jordan says.

I push him closer to the bed, and push him on.

"Give me your phone."

He hands it to me.

"Get off the bed, and kneel."

"Why did you push me on the bed then?"

"Because I could."

I smile.

"Now how about we go slow at first. Then you can start gagging on my cock later."

"I don't want to gag on your cock."

"Your viewers will love it. Trust me."

"Okay."

I film him while he gets my cock out. He starts sucking. Three minutes go by.

"Head up against the bed."

He shifts. I put my cock far in his mouth. He gags and chokes. Four minutes go by. I pull back.

"Fuck yeah, I am going to send these to myself."

I do so.

"I hate you."

"Whatever, get on the bed so I can use your ass."

He frowns and gets on.

"You're the screen whore that wanted the clips."

"I wouldn't be doing this if I wasn't desperate for money. Hey, you're still filming?"

"Every fucking word. I'll delete the clips I want from your phone."

I send the clips to myself. My bottoms come off, and I get on the bed.

"Get this over with already."

"Why the fuck would I do that? You want the content. So, I am going to drag this out for as long as possible. You can leave any time."

I go on him, and go to kiss him.

"No kissing. It's disgusting."

I smile.

"Please. One more make out session. Please."

I turn his head. 

"I am waiting to be kissed."

He screws his face up, and then he kisses me for several minutes. I back off, and point the phone at him. I insert my dick. He moans. I pound him. He doesn't constantly moans. He masturbates after seven minutes. Another five minutes goes by. He cums. I continue pounding him for a minute. I cum. I move back, and put the phone near his ass. I stop filming. Jordan gets off the bed.

"I am going to go now."

"We could always do a second and third round."

He starts to get dressed.

"No, it's fine."

I go in front of him.

"Oh come on."

"I said no."

He runs out of the room. I message him to send me the last clips. He does.

The next day, I am on Jordan's instagram, and I see Austin and him with a caption "We made up".

I voice call Jordan.

"Break up with Austin immediately, or I will send your dad your only fans."

"What?"

"And don't dare tell Austin we spoke."

"Fuck you."

"Do we have an understanding?"

"He'll never be with you."

I laugh.

"Deal or not?"

"Yes."

"Ok, one more date, get him to spend as much money as possible. Then ghost him. Are you understanding me?"

"What, no?"

"Then  you're dad is about to learn what a star you really are."

"OK ok ok."

"Get him in as much
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