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CONTENT WARNING

Please Note: The Debt of Hate is a standalone work of MM Dark BDSM Sports Romance intended strictly for mature audiences (18+). This book explores intense psychological themes and non-traditional relationship dynamics. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

The following elements are present throughout the narrative:


●  BDSM & Kink: Heavy power-exchange, blackmail, elements, severe impact play.

●  Past Trauma: Explicit discussions and emotional processing.

●  Graphic Violence: Visceral descriptions of physical altercations, blood, and physical injury.

●  Themes: High school bullying, cyber-extortion, tracking, and intense athletic/academic sabotage.


If you are triggered by complex themes of trauma, forced submission as a means of emotional healing, or intense alpha possessiveness, this book may not be right for you. For those who proceed, a guaranteed, hard-earned HEA (Happily Ever After) awaits.
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Synopsis

​The Debt of Hate

An M/M Dark BDSM Romance

The Debt of Hate

An M/M Dark BDSM Romance

He wants revenge. I want his submission.

George: I knew I messed up big time. I knew what I did was unforgivable. But when Santiago finally speaks to me, a spark of hope flares in my heart—only to find out it’s a trap. Santiago isn't looking for an apology; he wants revenge. He's set to burn my NFL draft future to the ground, demanding an absolute reckoning. The only way to save my future is to bring him down first. But what I didn’t anticipate was the primal, raw desire I felt for him. He wants my destruction, but before the clock runs out, I intend to master his body, soothe his trauma, and own every single broken part of him.

Santiago: I never planned on this. I knew he was here, the rising football star, commanding the line with that brutal force, and I purposefully stayed in the shadows. But the minute George Brooks approached me with that condescending, superior attitude of apology, all those old wounds ripped wide open. He thought a few pretty words could fix it all, a cheap redemption for his soul. He doesn't know the depth of my hate. I’m going to make him go through the exact same hell I did. I'll fight his fierce, protective alpha energy every step of the way—even if my own submissive body betrays me the moment he commands me to bend.

The Debt of Hate is a high-stakes, dark MM enemies-to-lovers sports romance. It features an alpha, fiercely protective college football Left Tackle, a brilliant pre-law submissive fighting his own past trauma, heavy psychological kink, and a guaranteed HEA (Happily Ever After). 

It is a STANDALONE read set in the Hate Love Story universe. 

P.S. Spin off of I Hate You! M/M Bully Romance.
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Chapter One
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George

“The sky finally cleared up,” I said to Sam as we looked around the football field, my teammate since our days at King’s Shield. I was still relieved we’d both landed at the same college. Vanderloy Ivy University might not have been a powerhouse in the football world yet, but we were gaining ground. Much like King’s, it was a playground for the rich and entitled.

“It’s a day as good as any,” Sam replied. He didn’t seem nearly as enthusiastic about the game as he’d been back home. Even though he was still our starting center, being named Team Captain had changed him. The weight of the entire roster was sitting on his shoulders, and he looked tired.

At 6'5" feet tall and packed with heavy muscle, the Left Tackle position had always been mine. My job was simple: protect the pocket. Sam’s job was much harder. He had to manage the egos.

“Ben Terry never fucking listens,” Sam spat, kicking at a clump of turf. “I call the protection, and he just does whatever he wants.”

“You’re the Captain, Sam. Use the whistle. Punish his ass.”

“Ugh, I’m not Michael, man. He knew how to get people in line.”

“But you’re the one wearing the 'C' on your jersey now.”

“Yeah, well, I wish I’d just stayed a regular lineman and let Michael handle the leadership stress. I miss that hardcore bastard,” Sam sighed. I chuckled. Sam hadn't followed Michael Mackenzie to his college, opting to carve his own path here at Vanderloy Ivy . Now, he seemed to regret the responsibility, but I was just glad he was here. Sam and I always had each other’s backs. Michael Mackenzie’s fancy University didn’t have a place for me. They had their left tackle from New York, whom I hoped to face one day.

“It’s okay, you’ve got this,” I told him, lowering my voice. “Tell Terry that if he doesn’t stay in his fucking position, you’re going to bench him for a week. Then follow through.”

“Bench him? George, we need him.”

“You need respect. In football, that’s how you get it.”

Sam nodded, his jaw setting as he looked over at Terry.

“Want backup?” I called out.

“I got it,” he waved back, marching straight toward Terry.

“That’s my boy!” I shouted after him.

Suddenly, a flash of light glinted in the corner of my eye, momentarily blinding me. When my vision cleared, the first things I noticed were a pair of perfect ears decorated with glinting studs. Short dark hair was styled to fall around a pair of light eyes, highlighted by sharp liner and dark mascara. His raspberry-shaded lips were parted as he sucked on the straw of an ice-coffee. My eyes traveled down to his Adam's apple as it bobbed when he swallowed, and a sudden wave of heat travelled through my body making my cock jerk in attention leaving me startled.

Then, as if he felt my stare, he raised those gorgeous eyes straight to mine. Those pretty lips suddenly pouted, twisting into a hard, cold frown. The anger in his gaze was as raw as the day we'd last met.

He remembered me.

“It’s done. I can’t believe that worked.” Sam’s broad frame suddenly blocked my view. I stepped around him, desperate to see the boy again, but he was gone.

“Gay boy... that’s what I used to call him. Shit,” I mumbled.

“George? What are you talking about?”

“I saw him.” I moved around Sam, scanning the bleachers where he was sitting a second ago.

“Saw who?”

“That boy. Sig. That was his name.”

“Sig? What kind of name is that?”

“Santiago. Sig. That’s what that fucker Edwin used to call him.”

Sam paused. “That kid who left the school?”

“You remember?”

“Only because you couldn’t stop talking about him the entire summer. Are you sure it’s him?”

“I’m positive. What left nothing to doubt was the raw anger in his eyes as if we were in that King’s Shield’s hallway once again when I blocked his way only to tell him how desperate he was for attention.”

“It happened a long time ago George, we all made mistakes in high school.”

“Not like this. Where did he go?”

“Why? What are you planning to do if you find him?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Apologize.” I shrugged.

Sam snorted. “Yeah, with the anger you just described, you think he’s just waiting to hear your apology. He’s more likely to tell you to go fuck yourself.”

“I have to try, man. I went too far. He quit school, and I think it was because of me.”

“No, Brooks. It was because of fucking Sullivan.”

“I stood by Edwin Sullivan while he accused Santiago. I called him a pretentious little fuck.”

“Pretentious? What?”

“I told you, I went too far. I practically harassed him until he transferred.” I started walking toward the cafeteria, my heart hammering against my ribs. Not just from the anticipation of apologizing for an unforgivable act, but from the way my body had just reacted to seeing him. I knew I liked guys. I'd even gone to a gay club last summer and had an addictive spree of fucks, but I'd never felt a hit of pure, unfiltered desire like this. Not for anyone. And definitely not for him.

I shook my head. “I was just excited,” I muttered to myself as I entered the campus food court. That was the only place he could have headed so fast. I had to find him.
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THE AIR OVER BY THE Second Cup felt thin as my eyes searched for Sig’s black hoodie and his long legs in skinny jeans. Just as I thought I’d lost him, a sharp tap landed on my arm. I turned, expecting to see Sam, but my heart nearly stopped.

“Looking for me, George Brooks?”

His striking golden eyes locked onto mine, flickering with a sharp, dangerous challenge.

“Isn’t this my lucky day? Are you here to tell me what a liar I am, or how pretentious I can be? Or do you just want to know how many hours I spend in front of the mirror?” His lips pouted in a smug, practiced taunt. Even with his leaner build, his presence was intimidating. He’d grown taller since the last time I saw him, filling out beautifully, but my massive frame still completely towered over him. I had to look down past his shoulder line to catch the full, venomous heat of his accusing gaze.

I’d said every single one of those cruel things to Sig back when we were in high school. Now, hearing them thrown back in my face, each word felt like a block of lead sinking deep into my stomach. But this wasn’t about managing my own guilt anymore. This was about the absolute wreckage I’d left in my wake, and I had to own it.

“Go on, Brooks. Tackle me. Give me your best shot.”

I lowered my eyes, my voice barely a whisper. “I wanted to apologize.”

“What did you say?” He stepped closer, forcing me to meet his gaze. The scent of his cologne was intoxicating, like a glimpse of heaven in the middle of a crowded cafe. He raised a perfectly groomed eyebrow, waiting.

“I came to apologize. I mean, I didn’t come to this college just to apologize. I go here. I’m on the football team.” His brow furrowed, and I realized too late that the football team was the last thing he wanted to hear about. “Right. Sorry. I saw you, and I thought—”

“You thought you’d apologize.” He smiled, though it didn’t reach his eyes. “By all means, let’s sit down.”

I couldn’t believe my luck. Was Sig really going to listen? I watched as he walked with a confident sway in his hips toward a corner booth. I followed quickly, feeling oversized and clumsy as I slid into the seat across from him.

He looked just like he did in high school, only... more. The makeup was bolder, his eyeliner sharper, and his presence was cold enough to bite. But he was just as beautiful as I remembered.

I, on the other hand, felt like a cliché. I was still the same, broad-shouldered and earnest, wearing a letterman jacket that felt like a second skin.

"I honestly didn't think you'd agree to sit down with me,” I stammered, my hands nervously shredding a paper napkin. "After what I did... after what I said about you just wanting attention. When I realized my mistake.” I exhaled waiting for him to fill the gap, but he didn’t. No one was going to help me here, I had to own up to my sins. “I was a fucking asshole, Sig. I can’t tell you how sorry I am.”

Sig frowned, then his eyes glittered, as he offered a slow, practiced smile. He reached across the table and placed a hand over mine. The heat of his touch surged through me. His fingers were slender and a shade tanner than mine; they were perfect.

“It was high school, George. You fell for Edwin’s lie just like everyone else. I’m just glad the truth finally came out."

I let out a breath I felt like I’d been holding since the day the truth about Edwin Sullivan broke. The guilt of what I’d put Sig through had been suffocating. "I want to make it up to you. Anything."

"Actually," Sig said, leaning in as if sharing a secret, "I’m working on a project about 'restorative justice' for my pre-law seminar. If you’d be willing to give a recorded statement about the locker room culture back then, how the bullying enabled Edwin. It would help my grade. And it would mean a lot to have it on the record."

“Of course. It’s the least I can do,” I agreed instantly. My heart hammered in my chest as I smiled. This was it, my chance at penance.

Sig smiled, his smile was beautiful.
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“COME ON IN,” SIG INVITED, swinging the door to his dorm room open.

The frame looked small, most things did to me. So I ducked my head instinctively as I stepped into the room.

“My... he is a tall one.” A voice chimed from the corner. It wasn’t Sig’s. A slender, short guy was perched on the edge of a bed. Most people were shorter than me, but this guy was even shorter than Sig. And Sig was not tall, 5’11” at most; his head barely reached my chest, despite his long legs.

“Billy, mind giving us the room for a few minutes?” Sig asked his roommate.

Billy sighed, pushing himself up to leave. 

“Hmm. With this one, darling, you’re going to need at least an hour.” He winked at me. I felt a hot crawl of embarrassment creep up my neck as Sig slammed the door shut behind him.

“Have a seat.” Sig gestured to the chair by his desk.

He pulled a pack of cigarettes from a drawer and offered me one. I frowned. “No, thank you. I’m pretty sure the dorms are a smoke-free zone.”

Sig chuckled, the sound dry and humorless. He popped a cigarette between his lips, backed toward the window, and shoved it open. He lit up, exhaling a plume of gray smoke into the air. Framed by the window, he looked like a model; effortlessly beautiful and completely out of reach.

“Thought you wanted to ask me some research questions,” I prompted.

“I certainly do.” He walked back to the desk, smiled, flipping open his laptop. I heard the rhythmic click-clack of his keys as he set up the recording. “So, George Brooks. Tell me about Edwin Sullivan. Tell me how the football team, and especially you, reacted when I reported that he raped me.”

His tongue was sharp; his eyes were accusing.

I lowered my gaze, my skin heating up as I felt his eyes scope out every shift of my muscles. “I... I didn’t believe it.”

“It?” He leaned forward. His voice was soft but pierced through me like a blade. I forced myself to look up, meeting his light golden eyes. Sig didn’t deserve my cowardice; he deserved the truth, delivered straight to his face.

“You. I didn’t believe you,” I corrected. “Edwin Sullivan was a teammate. Having each other’s back on and off the field was the law to me. I didn’t try to find the truth. I just believed his word over yours.”

“And what did you do then? Stay quiet? Let it go? Or did you support your buddy Edwin?”

I exhaled, the weight of the memory crushing my chest. “I wish I had stayed quiet,” I whispered.

“Can you speak louder?” Sig prompted, his voice sounded professional like a reporter, but his eyes unforgiving, accusing. 

I exhaled. “I was horrible. I opened my mouth when I should've shut it. I backed Edwin up on everything.”

“You bullied me every single day. Was that just you ‘having your buddy’s back’?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I thought he was telling the truth.”

“Hmm. And without a shred of proof, you decided he was honest and I was a liar, simply because he wore the same jersey?” Sig paused, his expression unreadable. 

“Sig, in the world of football–” 

He cut me off. “What exactly did you say to me back then? Can you repeat it?”

“I... I was awful. My words were unforgivable.”

“Yet, here you are, asking for an apology.”

My eyes widened. Didn’t he just say he’d forgive me? “Sig–”

“George–” my name on his lips for not just commanding, it felt owned. “You said you’d do anything to make it up to me,” Sig continued, leaning in closer. “I need this for my research. I want you to repeat what you said to me. You said it every day, George. It shouldn't be that hard to remember.”

“I said...” I looked away, my throat tightening. “I said you were a lying...”

“Come on, Brooks. Are you too much of a coward to say it now? You want my forgiveness, right? This is how you earn it. Repeat it.”

“I called you a lying, attention-seeking whore.”

He smirked, but there was no warmth in it. “That wasn’t all, was it?”

“I called you a pretentious little fuck.”

He leaned forward again, his shadow falling over me. “And what happened when you did that? Were there any consequences for your actions?”

“None.”

“Hmm. None.” He chuckled, a cold, melodic sound.

“I can’t tell you how sorry I am, Sig.”

“Then don’t.” He abruptly stood up, snapping his laptop shut. “I got what I needed. Thanks to you, my research will be perfect.”

I nodded slowly standing up, feeling a hollow sense of relief. “I’m glad I could help.”

He sniggered, a sharp, mocking sound. “I’m glad too, George Brooks. The door is behind you.”

He pointed toward the exit, dismissing me instantly. His dark lashes shifted their focus back to his laptop as he opened it again, erasing me from the room before I’d even left.

I nodded and walked to the door. I looked at him one last time, but he was too busy clicking on his laptop screen. I sighed, ducking again as I passed through the door. I deserved his coldness. I deserved every bit of it.
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Chapter Two
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George

I HAD JUST LEVELED three opposing players at once, carving out a pocket for our QB to fire a thirty-yard bullet to the wide receiver. But during halftime, while the locker room was buzzing with the adrenaline of a potential victory, the celebration was cut short. I was pulled off the floor by campus security.

“What the fuck is going on?” I demanded. “Coach!”

Coach Loranger stepped in, his face red. “We have a game to finish! What is this about?”

“It’s nothing major, Coach. We just need to escort Mr. Brooks to Dean’s office,” the lead security officer said, his voice flat.

“In the middle of a game?” Coach was still shouting as the officers nudged me toward the exit. “Were you fucking watching? Brooks is my star player.” That was a compliment I never expected to hear from Coach Loranger. He didn’t believe in praise early in the season.

“The sooner we leave, the sooner he might get back to the game,” the lead officer shouted back. “Let’s go,” he told me.

I nodded, my heart sinking, and followed them.

When I entered Dean Hargrove’s office, the atmosphere was suffocating. My eyes immediately met Sig’s golden gaze. He was lounged back in one of the leather seats across from Dean’s desk. On the mahogany surface sat a neatly bound folder and a silver flash drive. My brows furrowed as the realization began to dawn on me. Sig smirked.

“George Brooks, do you recognize Santiago Mercer?” Dean Hargrove asked.

“Yes. Sig, what is this about?” I asked.

“Brooks, Mr. Mercer claims that you harassed him throughout high school and have continued the same pattern here on campus.”

“What? That’s not true.”

“Didn’t you seek me out?” Sig asked, raising a perfectly shaped brow. “Followed me directly to the campus food court, and then right to my dorm room?”

“Yeah, but—”

Santiago stood up, turning a look of perfectly manufactured distress toward the desk. “Dean, you have all the evidence in that folder, and now you’ve heard the truth straight from Brooks himself. I’ve been actively hiding from him ever since I found out he was on our university's football team. But the moment he spotted me in public, exactly what I feared most happened. He targeted me. He started tracking me down, following me, and harassing me all over again.”

“That’s not true,” I snapped, my chest tightening.

Sig didn’t even bother looking at me. He just rolled his beautiful golden eyes toward the ceiling. “Dean, I’ll leave it in your capable hands.”

Sig turned to leave.

“Sig!” I called after him.

“Mr. Brooks!” Dean shouted, but I didn’t stop as I followed Sig out into the hall.

“Sig,” I grabbed his arm.

“Don’t touch me!” he snapped, pulling back as his golden eyes glared into mine.

“I don't understand," I said, feeling the blood drain from my face. "I was... I was apologizing."

Sig stood there, his expression one of bored detachment. "You weren't just apologizing, George Brooks. You were providing a detailed, voluntary confession of felony harassment and witness tampering.”

“Brooks, Mercer, how about we sit down and talk about this?” Dean Hargrove suggested as he followed us into the hall, his voice sounding grave.

“I don’t see what’s left to talk about. You have the evidence,” Sig countered. He turned back to me, his eyes flashing. “Are you going to cower now, George? Deny it ever happened just like your buddy Edwin did? What’s the move? Are you going to blame it on AI?”

"Sig, please. I was trying to help you. I’m up for the draft!" My voice cracked. "If this goes on my record—"

Sig let out a sharp, melodic laugh that echoed in the sterile hallway. He stepped close to me, smelling of expensive cologne and pure spite.

"You thought a few 'I'm sorrys' would balance the scales?” Sig reached up and adjusted my jersey collar, his voice dropping to a jagged whisper. “If you really felt guilty, George, then pay the price with your future. Because that’s exactly what you took from me. It’s the only way you can help.”

“Sig, if I could change the past—”

“But you can’t. You told everyone I did it for attention. Well, look at you now. Maybe you did all of this for publicity. You’ve got the whole school’s attention, and all it cost you was a career you never deserved to have."

Sig reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and pressed 'play.'

“I was responsible. I’m not denying it... I harassed you, tortured you. I am guilty.”

My own voice, deep, somber, and steady, echoed through the hallway. My stomach turned as a few passing students stopped to listen. I didn't even remember being that articulate in his dorm room.

“Unless you want to deny that's your voice, I don’t think there’s anything more to say,” Sig said. He gave me one last, accusing look before walking out without a backward glance.

I stood frozen, left to explain to Dean Hargrove why my own voice, captured in high-definition audio, was describing my crimes in such repentant detail. Edwin Sullivan was already behind bars for murder and attempted rape, and I had just "confessed" to being his primary enabler.

Then, the weight of his earlier words hit me. Blame it on AI.

I whispered the words to myself. I had been honest with him in that room, but I had never said those exact words. Not like that. He had taken my voice and completely rewritten the script.

“Brooks,” Dean said, breaking the silence. “Santiago Mercer has demanded your immediate expulsion. He claims he doesn't feel safe on the same campus as you. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”
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Santiago

THE BELT ROARED BENEATH my sneakers, a rhythmic, punishing blur. I stared straight ahead, my eyes locked onto my own reflection in the gym mirror. I didn’t look at the speed display. I just knew my legs were burning, my chest was heaving, and it wasn’t enough. I needed it faster. I needed the roar of the machine to drown out the noise in my head.

But my flushed face in the mirror didn’t lie, and it didn’t let me escape. It made me look tired, sweaty, and weak. My own eyes stared back at me, hollow and haunted, dragging me backward into the dark.

“Please, Ed. Just let me go. I’m not ready.”

The memory tasted like copper and panic. I had begged. I had practically dropped to my knees, stripping away every ounce of my pride just to plead for a reprieve. But Ed hadn’t cared. He had looked right through my terror, forced his hand, and pushed me off the ledge before I could even learn how to fall. I screamed. I cried. I wasn’t ready, and it hurt, but he didn’t stop.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as sandpaper. I slammed the treadmill's speed arrow up again. Faster.

But the shift in pace only brought the next shadow creeping out of the glass. George.

Suddenly, the gym around me seemed to shrink, replaced by the suffocating memory of that high school hallway. George had blocked my way like a concrete wall. Packed with dense, brutal muscle, George had eclipsed me. I remembered the sudden, paralyzing sensation of feeling entirely microscopic. Trapped.

The phantom echo of his voice scraped against the inside of my skull, loud and mocking:

“You pretentious little fuck, how many hours do you spend in front of the mirror? You want attention? Well, you got mine. What are you gonna do about it? Accuse me of raping you like you accused Sullivan? How much more attention do you want?”

The words hit like physical blows all over again, knocking the wind right out of me. The humiliation, the raw helplessness, the fury. It all surged to the surface at once.

I ground my teeth, staring through the glass. That condescending bastard thought a simple apology would fix everything. He confessed because he thought he was untouchable, believing that I was nothing, that I couldn't possibly do anything to damage the star anchor of the football team. But he didn't know that I was done playing the victim. I wasn't going to run away this time. He handed me this opportunity on a silver platter, and now I finally had the chance to show George Brooks exactly what it felt like to be targeted. I was going to force him into the same suffocating trap he built for me to watch him scramble while everyone believed the lie, pointed fingers, and looked at him like a disgusting culprit. He made the entire world turn against me back then. Now, I’m returning the favor.

My
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