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In His Dreams
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Luke: 

Luke had lost everything. His roommate had gone insane, getting him kicked out of his apartment. Then the family of his roommate’s victim had destroyed his car. When Luke’s buddy offers him a room in the House of Ajax, Luke figures it’s a safe place to land. What he doesn’t expect is to have a sexy as hell man in his bed, increasingly sexy dreams, and an unexpected revelation about the world he lives in. 




Mal: 

Luke was exactly Mal’s type. He was short, muscled, and his dreams were full of the exact sort of domination that Mal fantasized about. The only problem? Luke was a human, and Mal didn’t know how to cross that divide. 




When the House of Ajax is attacked by the anti-diversity Ordo Stabilis, Luke is forced to realize that the men he lives with aren’t exactly human and that the house he now lives in is much more complicated than he’d ever imagined. 
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CHAPTER ONE




THE HOUSE WAS… not what Luke had imagined when his buddy Chase had suggested he move into the share house he lived in. This was not even just a regular house. No, it was a mansion that frankly didn’t appear to obey the laws of physics. How had he never noticed this place before? It was like three blocks from the university. He walked past it almost every day on his way to class. 




Somehow, he had never noticed the fence that looked to be straight out of a gothic horror film, or the four-story house that somehow leaned all too far to the right. And was that a tower in the back? Shaking his head, Luke shifted the duffel bags on his shoulder. He had little choice at this point. Chase lived there, so clearly it wasn’t going to fall over, and at two hundred bucks a month, he could actually afford the rent without having to go back to his shitty job at the gas station. Only doing editing work online would be practically a vacation.  




No, this was much better than being homeless. Who knew that when your roommate went batshit crazy and did something horrific in your apartment, you’d also be evicted? And then apparently unrentable to everyone. Then, to make it even better, the irate family members of the people his former roommate had terrorized were just as pissed at Luke. Nevermind that he had no idea the dude was a fucking psychopath and heavy drug user. Apparently, Luke should have known. Somehow. 




You can do a lot of damage to a car with enough rage and a crowbar. Thankfully, Luke hadn’t been noticed hiding in the backseat under a blanket, but the car was a total loss. So his plan to sleep in his car until he could find another place was out. That left… this. No point in standing on the sidewalk, right? 




Walking up the sidewalk to the porch, Luke realized the house wasn’t just oddly skewed and looking like it had been built by a sleep deprived teen in The Sims. No, the proportions were strange too. It seemed… stretched? Elongated? Whatever the word, every floor was a different height, and they all seemed taller than normal. Two hundred a month, Luke. And no sleeping on sidewalks. 




He’d just made it to the porch when a shot of paranoia hit. Had he left one of his bags on the sidewalk? Fuck, wouldn’t that just be his luck lately, losing half his belongings because he was an idiot who left them on the street? Turning around, he looked back. No bag. A glance down showed he had both of his well-worn duffels and he could feel his backpack on his back. Everything was here. He didn’t have much left. Apparently blood and viscera didn’t come out of most materials easily. 




Pushing that thought aside, he did not like thinking about that horror show. Luke turned back around. The previously closed door was now open and a fucking massive tank of a man was standing there, watching him. Instead of behaving like a normal fucking person, Luke jumped about a foot in the air with a squeak and stumbled backwards. 




Thankfully, there were only two steps, so instead of breaking his head open, Luke landed on his ass with a jolt. Fuck, that was going to bruise. Above him, the giant had an alarmed look on his face. The dude was seriously the biggest person Luke had ever seen. He was used to everyone being taller than he was, at just over five feet he was definitively a short king, but this guy… fuck, if he wasn’t at least 7 ft tall, Luke would be surprised. 




“…I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. Are you okay? Here, let me help you up.” The giant had the predictably deep voice that went with his build too, and Luke was so thrown by the whole thing that it took a second for him to catch on to what the guy was saying. Which didn’t prevent the man from hurrying down to where Luke was still splayed out on the sidewalk. 




Before Luke could wrestle his brain into replying, the guy crouched down, slid his hands under Luke’s arms and picked him up. It was so unfair. Even being short, Luke wasn’t exactly the lightest person, and this guy had just picked him up like most people did a two-year-old. Once Luke’s feet were under him again, he forced himself to find words. Except instead of a thank you, or a greeting, or anything a sensible person would say, what fell out of Luke’s mouth was “did your parents feed you entire cows as a kid or something?” 




Which he immediately regretted and knew his face had gone bright red. Thankfully, the giant seemed to find it funny because he laughed out loud. “You’re not too far off, actually.” Then he patted Luke’s shoulder and Luke just about fell again because the giant was not careful in his patting. Clearing his throat, Luke tried to salvage this first impression. “Uh, so I’m Luke. I’m supposed to be moving in today? Chase was going to meet me?” 




The giant just nodded and pushed Luke forward a bit, propelling him back up the stairs and through the still open front door. “I figured as much since Chase said you’d be here today. He’s gotten caught up in something, so I said I’d help get you settled into a room while he finished up. Come on in.” Luke followed behind, though his brain was apparently coming into gear again because a thought struck him. If the guy was that tall and broad, what if he was proportional? 




Just how big of a dick would the guy have to have to be proportional, anyway? Luke’s brain stalled out again, picturing it. Fucking hell. Nope. Dude, was his roommate now, right? And probably straight? Ugh, if he wasn’t, though, what Luke wouldn’t give to be dicked down by a cock like that. No bad brain. New place. Focus. His eyes fell on the guy’s ass and Luke had to stifle a moan. It wasn’t fair. The dude probably already had an amazing cock. Did his ass have to be a well muscled work of art too? 




Breathe. Don’t creep the new roommates out by having a massive hard on when you meet them. Conversation. That’ll help. Hopefully. “So… uh, I didn’t catch your name?” That sounded normal, right? Look up at the guy’s face. Don’t look at if he has a bulge that would match the imaginary dick. The guy chuckled again. “Oh yeah, I didn’t introduce myself. I’m Rohan, but everyone calls me Ro.” At least he had a name for the walking mountain now. 




“So the house is a little confusing at first, so we have all the new people stick to the first floor. You have no reason to go upstairs anyway, since your room will be down here.” Sure, sure, that’s perfectly normal. Then again, this place was fucking huge and Luke was absolutely capable of getting lost in a grocery store. “Uh. Alright.” Ro paused about halfway into the entryway and looked back at Luke. “You know, I’m surprised. Most people have at least some comment about the entryway.” 




Luke had been so focused on Ro’s ass and the mental image of his cock that he actually hadn’t noticed the room. The first thing he realized was that it was fucking huge. His old apartment wasn’t big, but even that two bedroom could have fit in here. With room to spare. It was also black, white, and purple. That was it. Those three colors. Whoever had decorated was definitely sticking to a theme. 




The walls were white, except where the stairs were. The wide, sweeping staircase along one wall was a vivid purple. It was the brightest purple Luke had ever seen, and he was rather amazed it hadn’t captured his attention immediately. Then again, Ro’s ass was a distraction for any gay boy, and Luke wasn’t immune to that. No bad brain, back to the room. Think about Ro’s ass later when you jerk off. 




The floor was black and seemed to be covered in black glitter. It was… unique. In the middle of the floor there was a seal? A sigil? Whatever it was, the thing was the same purple as the wall and five feet across. There was a circle around the thing. It looked like someone had tried to draw the flying spaghetti monster while drunk. It was somehow really unsettling, so Luke focused on the rest of the room again.




There was nothing in the room. Well, there was one of those tiered chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. It reminded Luke of the prop they used for the Phantom of the Opera. Only black and purple. It was actually rather cool looking. A chuckle from Ro reminded Luke that he had someone waiting on him. “That’s the reaction I expected. Come on, let’s get you a room so you can set your shit down. Chase should be done by then and can give you a tour.” 




Right. A room. He’d have plenty of time to ponder the mind that had decorated the entry later. Right now, he needed to see more of the wonderland-esque mansion he was going to be living in. Maybe the guy who’d trashed Luke’s car had actually noticed Luke, and this was all some sort of strange coma dream? Either way, the only way through was forward.








CHAPTER TWO




RO DIDN’T DALLY really, just ushered Luke through a door, through what looked to be some sort of living room and into another room. This one looked to be some sort of storage room? It was odd. The space seemed like it should be a hall, but it was wider than a hallway. Whatever it was, it seemed to be their destination. One wall was entirely covered in cabinets. There was an arch to the left and another to the right that appeared to lead to another hallway. 




While Luke was looking around the room, Ro had stopped at a large whiteboard that was directly to the side of the door they’d come in. The board looked to have a map on it with little names written into each room. “So, there are ten rooms down here, four have two single beds, four have a king-size bed, and two have Alaskan kings. You’ll be sharing with someone.” Luke just shrugged. 




At 200 bucks a month, he’d have accepted a blanket on the floor at that point. Basically, going back to living in a dorm room wasn’t that big of a deal. Ro wasn’t done, though. “Unfortunately, it looks like Turo is back from wherever the hell he’d fucked off to, so there aren’t any singles left. Well, unless you want to share with Art and I don’t recommend that. He is the messiest and smelliest person I have ever met. He’s a deep goblin and those guys really can only share with the other deep races.” 




What the fuck was a deep goblin? Was this like goblin mode or whatever that trend was? Either way, Luke would wait to see what his other options were. Maybe smelly would be worth the trouble? “Looks like there’s a spot open in Mal’s room. That’s a king, so you’d be sharing a bed, but Mal’s a cool guy. Quiet at first, but that’s not bad. The other open bed is in the triple with Indra and West. They’re also cool. Indra has that most amazing fashion line and West is one of his principal models. Those two are classy as fuck, but just know if you room with them, you are going to see them fuck. A lot.” 




So his options were smelly, but you have your own bed, the quiet guy but you share a king, or sharing a bed with two people who have no issues fucking in front of anyone? Right. Well, that seemed like an easy enough option. “Just to make sure, if I pick now and it doesn’t work with whoever my roommate is, we can change rooms, right?” Ro’s eyes went wide, and he nodded frantically. “Oh yeah, totally. We don’t expect that moving into a room with a stranger will always work right away. We do ask that you give it a real try, but if it doesn’t and there’s another bed open, you can absolutely change rooms.” 




Blowing out a breath, Luke nodded. “I’ll go with the second option, the king with Mal. It seems the least likely to stress me out.” A look of understanding crossed Ro’s face, and he grabbed a whiteboard marker and wrote Luke’s name in the room that already said Malachi. Which, thinking about it, must be Mal’s full name. Luke had always liked the name Malachi, but it was a mouthful, so he understood, shortening it. 




If he was going to be sharing not just a room, but a bed, he should probably clarify something with Ro, though. “Uh.. So… I’m gay. Is that going to be a problem for Mal since we’re literally sharing a bed?” Fuck, he hoped not. He really didn’t want to room with the smelly guy. Ro just laughed. “Fuck no. Pretty sure everyone in this house is some sort of queer. We had a straight guy a few years ago, but he was chill. Loved to cuddle and had no issues with the rampant gay around him.” Blowing out a breath, Luke felt himself relax. 




Apparently, he’d been more worried about that than he thought. Ro didn’t give him long to process that the entire house was full of queer men, instead nudging him to the door on the left. “So you’ll be in room 7 with Mal. You share a bathroom with Room 8. The cupboards back there have all the random household things you might need: toilet paper, cleaning stuff, spare sheets and towels. You get the idea. The other hall has rooms 1 through 6, this one has the other two suites. At the end of the hall is the laundry and storage room on the right and the entrance to the sauna and onsen is through the door on the left.” 




Ro tapped a knock on a door with a brass number 7 on it and a moment later it opened, revealing what was, presumably, Mal. “Hey Mal, this is Luke, the new guy Chase invited in. You have the best bed option open, so we’ve put him in with you.” Mal just nodded, slanting a curious look at Luke as he stepped back to let them in. The room was larger than Luke had anticipated, easily fitting the king sized bed, side tables, and a wide dresser. 




Everything was done in blues and greens and overall, it didn’t look like a room in a share house. Whatever that should look like. This entire experience so far was not at all what Luke had imagined when Chase had described the place. There was no way that Luke would complain, though. This was so much better than anything else he could have found. 




Ro didn’t stick around, just told Luke that he’d let Chase know what room he was in and then he was right back out the door. Which, of course, left Luke awkwardly standing there with his bags and his new roommate. “Uh, so, I’m Luke… um, honestly I’m not sure how this works with the two of us sharing a room like this…” trailing off, Luke tried not to look out of his depth but knew he was failing. 




He also was trying not to stare at Malachi too much because the man was gorgeous. He had long black hair that was sleek and shiny, with a complexion that looked like he’d never had a zit in his life. His eyes were a striking mix of blues and greens that seemed to swirl as he looked around. Mal was clearly dressed for relaxation in a t-shirt and sweatpants that did nothing to hide his body. He wasn’t overly muscled like Ro had been, but was lean in a way that had Luke wondering just how trim he was. 




Wrenching his mind back from a catalog of Mal’s body, especially since he was going to be sleeping in the same bed as the man and the last thing he wanted was to creep him out by like, dry humping him while they slept, Luke set his bags on the side of the bed that looked less used. 




While Luke had been determinately not looking at Mal, Mal had not bothered hiding his appraisal and he was somewhat gratified that at the very least Mal didn’t seem to find him off putting. “The three drawers on the left side of the dresser are open and half the closet. That side table is yours, too. The empty space in the bathroom should be pretty obvious.” Mal’s voice was quiet, so Luke tried to keep his at the same volume. “Thanks. I’ll just unpack then, I guess. I think Chase is supposed to come give me a tour at some point, too.” 




Mal just nodded and picked a book up off his side table before settling onto the bed. It was clear that’s what he’d been doing when they’d interrupted him, so Luke just left him to it. He wouldn’t force the guy to talk to him. Hopefully, they’d end up getting along, but at the bare minimum, not actively annoying each other would be a good start. 




Since he didn’t have a lot of belongings, it didn’t take long to unpack what he had. Most of his clothes fit easily in the drawer space, and he only had a couple of things to hang up in the closet, so he tucked his duffels in there too. The bathroom was also nicer than he’d expected. It was clean and separated into three distinct spaces. The door led into an area with storage and two sinks with a door opposite that must lead into the other bedroom. 




On one side was a wooden screen that seemed to block the shower for a little more privacy and then the toilet was in its own room, presumably so you didn’t have to wait to use it if someone was showering. It really was a good setup. And it was clean, which Luke appreciated. He’d gotten along well enough with his last roommate, until the end anyway, but the man had been a mess in the bathroom and it was always on Luke to clean up. 




Once he was done putting his things away, Luke returned to the bedroom, hoping that Chase would come get him soon for the tour, since he had no idea what to do with himself at that point. His kindle was dead so he couldn’t read like Mal was, though he did go dig the device out of his bag to plug in while he was thinking about it. 




Thankfully, he’d barely finished setting up a little charging station for phone and kindle when a quick knock sounded at the door. “Hey, Luke, you in there?” Breathing out a sigh of relief at Chase’s familiar booming voice, Luke hurried over to the door and opened it, smiling widely. “Yeah man, thanks again for helping me get a bed here. I really appreciate it.” Chase just waved him off and pulled Luke out of the room. “Come on, tour!”








CHAPTER THREE




CHASE LED LUKE back to the massive entryway, before turning and grinning at him widely. “So! There are a few things you should know about the house and the other people who live here. First of all, don’t go upstairs unless you’re directly invited. We’re all touchy about our spaces and the higher in the house you live, the more touchy people get.” Ro hadn’t made it sound like that was a definitive rule, but the way Chase put it made it clear that ‘not recommended,’ was code for don’t fucking do it. 




It was odd, but whatever, just what he’d seen so far was huge already. Chase seemed to wait for a response, so Luke nodded and shrugged. “Sure, no problem.” Chase grinned at him with approval, like he’d half expected Luke to argue. For the price they were charging in a house like this, Luke would roll with all the weirdness. No question. 




“The rest is pretty simple and I’ll explain as we walk.” Chase led Luke through to the back of the house, pointing out the main living room, the hallway leading to a library, the game room, and finally the kitchen. “Everything down here is available to use. Just clean up after yourself and don’t break shit on purpose. I vouched for you to move in and I know that’s not your style, so I don’t anticipate any problems.” 




The kitchen was the first space Luke had really been in other than his room, and it was just as ridiculous as the rest of the house. It looked like a professional kitchen, one of those ones on HGTV or whatever. It was the brightest god damn room he’d ever seen. Everything was shades of yellow and white. There were literally sunflowers painted on one wall, and there were windows everywhere. Any open place that didn’t have a flower had a window. Even above the cupboards. 




Opting not to question it, Luke realized he’d missed another person in the room because he’d been distracted by the blindingly bright space. The man was sitting at the breakfast bar, eating a bowl of cereal and staring intently at his phone. He was… unique, to say the least. His hair was a riot of color and spiked up into a mohawk, and his outfit of tight black jeans with strategic holes, black concert t-shirt, and battle jacket could have been in the dictionary next to the words “classic punk.” Between that and the piercings glinting from his face and ears, it was actually somewhat surprising that Luke hadn’t noticed him sooner. 




Luke hadn’t looked inside the other rooms that Chase had pointed out, but it seemed he wasn’t going to be able to guess if the room was normal or decorated by a pre-teen girl with a budget. “That’s Aman. He doesn’t talk to anyone before at least 8pm. Hell, I’m surprised he’s awake right now given it’s only 6. Super cool guy, though, lives in room 2 in the other wing on your floor.” 




Predictably, Aman didn’t even look over at them, so Luke inwardly shrugged and figured he’d introduce himself later. “So, the kitchen is mostly communal. If you feel like cooking a meal, it’s considered polite to cook for more than just yourself. Ideally like 8, but we all know that depends on the meal.” Gesturing to a wall that sported a couple of large white boards covered in text, Chase explained how to put things on the grocery list and how to let people know if you were planning on cooking something to share. 




Chase showed him the second fridge where you could put something you got yourself and didn’t want to share, but made sure Luke knew it was generally frowned upon to do too often. Then he was being pulled back out of the kitchen and out the back door. It was Luke’s first view of the backyard and it was just as ridiculous as the rest of the house. There was a large patio that was half covered, a pool, hot tub, outdoor kitchen, and probably more that he immediately forgot because what the hell was this place even? 




Eventually Chase paused and looked down at Luke. “You look overwhelmed. It’s a bit much all at once, huh?” Feeling like that was quite an understatement, Luke nodded. “Yeah, that’s one way to put it. Yesterday I was sleeping in the back of my car until someone took a crowbar to it. Today I am in the biggest house I’ve ever seen and being told I have access to a backyard that puts most celebrity mansions to shame.” Chase just wrapped his arms around Luke and hugged him tight. 



