

    
        
          Subdued by the Gay Sitter 2: The Straight Quarterback's First Time

        

        
        
          House Brats, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Michael Levi

        

        
          Published by Michael Levi, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SUBDUED BY THE GAY SITTER 2: THE STRAIGHT QUARTERBACK'S FIRST TIME

    

    
      First edition. February 27, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Michael Levi.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230929543

    

    
    
      Written by Michael Levi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Sign up for Michael Levi's Mailing List

Further Reading: Subdued by the Gay Sitter 1: Straight Jock is put in his Place

Also By Michael Levi

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


MY OLD MAN BROUGHT this man to our house because he thought I needed some guiding hand. Most of the time, I preferred to train and play football instead of studying. Doing the latter was not for me. The thing that fascinated me the most was seeing the ball flying high in the air after a powerful kick. The adrenaline and sense of reward that I always felt in moments like that one were not things replicated when studying.

Now, with him in the house, that meant I didn't much any time to play. It was the middle of Spring vacations, and it was the right time to train football. It sucked that my old man thought that to be a successful person, I needed to spend more time studying than doing the thing that was actually going to get me somewhere.

I was thinking about those things while I was laying on my bed. The ceiling fan rotated and rotated, almost making me lose myself in its movement. Everything seemed so peaceful, especially in the middle of this hot day, with no cars coming and going down the street.

But it was then that my internal peace was going to be shattered. I heard the front doorbell ringing. I looked from the window of my bedroom to find out who was there. I was not surprised to have found a skinny, short man wearing a pair of blue shorts and a flowery t-shirt standing in front of the door. He looked up, and I hid behind the wall. Silly me, I thought before going down there and opening the front door. Who was I thinking that I was going to fool?

"Hi," he said after coming inside, "Nice place that you have here. Mr. Ross told me to take care of you and especially to make sure that you will be finishing your studies. Mrs. Ross is away with him on their own vacations, I heard. Kind of sucks for you that they will be spending some hot time together while you get to be stuck with me here."

I opened a shy smile to him. He really seemed to have... quite the personality. He came to my house already with the impression that he was going to boss the place. That could not be farther from the truth.

I analyzed him from top to bottom. What I had concluded about him, when I was in my bedroom on the second floor, became more apparent, now that he was standing in front of me. He didn't appear to be much older than me - maybe he had finished his doctorate by this point - and looked to be about a head shorter than me. Towering over him was an easy thing to do, and if there was one person here who was going to feel intimidated, it was him. My old man didn't make the right choice when he picked this skinny man to 'take care of me'.

If anything, this skinny man who appeared to be too short do date a woman was going to have a hard time keeping me in place. If he thought that I was going to spend all my time inside this house, he was damn wrong about that.

Actually, I am even going to leave the house to train right at this moment, I thought before going back upstairs while my footsteps echoed like gunshots.

"Hey, Junior! I hope that you are going to have an awesome day studying," I heard him saying while I went to my bedroom.

When I got there, I grabbed everything that I was going to need to train, including the team’s uniform and the ball, put them in my backpack and then headed downstairs.

I looked around the living room and the sitter whose name was Wellington was nowhere to be found. I opened a devilish smile of victory as I thought that he was not even going to realize that I was not in the house anymore until it was too late.​
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I TURNED ON THE ENGINE my car which I hhad as left parked in front of my house and headed to the college's campus. In there, I put my uniform on and started training with the ball. Some of my friends, as they noticed me training, stopped by and started to help me. We were all very interested and concerned about the next match, which promised to be the hardest of the season so far.

Time passed and I even forgot about Wellington. I was having so much fun with my friends that his existence and his role became of no importance to me.

During one of the plays, when I turned my head and looked at the parking area, I was shocked to have found Wellington crouching behind a short wall with a camera in his hand. He was recording the whole thing, and... he as going to show it to my old man to tell him that I didn't want to stay in the house!

Fuck! And here I was thinking that I was going to get away with coming here.

I started to walk over to him, threw the ball toward the grass with enough force to make it bounce up, and thought about how I was going to threaten him to delete that recording. He might have thought that he was being smart with that, but it was not going to work. 

I was going to put the skinny, short man in his place.

"Hello, Junior," he said after standing up and pressing the button to turn off his camera, "You are not supposed to be out of the house right now. Please, come with me back home. Mr. Ross told me that you need to finish your studies for the coming tests."

I ignored his words and said, raising my voice, "And what is the meaning of this? Do you take me for a fool? I am not going to be blackmailed by you. No, that is going too far. Delete that recording that you have just made and get away from here before I decide to beat the crap out of you!"

A devilish smile materialized on his face when he showed me what the screen of his camera had. He was one touch away from sending the recording to my old man, that bastard, and he fooled me when he pressed the turn off button without actually turning off the camera.

"If you don't come with me now, Mr. Ross is going to find out that you have not been studying. He won't like that."

My blood was boiling at the audacity that this little man was having with me. I towered over him and even more than that, I made him look tiny like an insect. He didn't stand a chance with me, and yet... I just could not do it. He had the finger of his hand over the Send button. He was going to do it if I didn't do what he was demanding of me.

His smile widened as he noticed my hesitation. I was no more than an inch from him, my eyes looking down at his, and yet... he was the one in control. He knew how to play with me and the kind of man that I was; I could sense the certainty and confidence coming from the way that he looked at me.

“Well? What will it be?” He asked with his finger hovering above the icon on the screen.

I gulped and said, feeling my voice quivering, “Okay. I am coming with you.”

“That’s the right choice,” he said while walking back to his car, but making sure to keep the screen turned on with his finger hovering above the Send icon. I sensed that, if I tried to take it away from him when he appeared to have lowered his guard, that doing such was only going to backfire on me. It was better to do what he wanted from me, for now...​
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WE GOT INTO THE CAR and he drove us to the garage of my house. When I was going to open the door, he put his hand on mine and said, “Don’t think that you are getting off this the easy way.”

I noticed that he was still holding the camera with his finger hovering over the button, and thus, decided not to attack him. My eyes met his, and I asked, “What more do you want?”

Holding my anger back was the hardest thing to do at this moment, and Wellington was making me angrier still with that mocking smile of his, “I want you to suck me off.”

“What?!” I shouted in complete disbelief.

I was going to open the door of the car, despite his hand trying to prevent mine from doing so, but then his finger threatened to press the Send button once again. “Uh uh uh, you are going to do exactly as I ask of you.”

I could not believe the kind of thing that he was asking of me, but as I looked at him, I began to feel something alien. With us in the car, and nobody around, and him looking so different from the other men that I knew. No... that could not be happening to me. Was I... having feelings for him? No, that didn’t make any sense whatsoever, but still, it did. All those times that I was trying to be a macho-man in front of weaker
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