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A quickie gay wedding in Vegas could solve all their problems...

Kyson is broke and about to be tossed out of college for not paying his tuition.

Alyosha's millions can't buy him the one thing he wants most, a green card.

But if Alyosha pays Kyson to become his lawfully wedded husband, all their worries will be over.

There's just one tiny problem.

Alyosha's a party boy who loves to attend all-male orgies.

Kyson's straight.

Can this marriage be saved?

This 30,000-word gay romance novella includes controversial themes of straight-to-gay, first-time gay experimentation, polyamory, and group activity. This non-traditional gay romance includes themes of non-monogamy and polyamory but dishonesty or cheating. Complete with the happy ending we all crave.
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The dean made a steeple out of his long hands. I remembered some of the places those hands had been.

“Kyson, you are well aware of how much money you owe this school.”

I swallowed. How could I forget?

“An appearance at one evening's entertainment, no matter how delightful, can hardly command a fee of such size.”

I knew he was right. A guy might be paid a couple of thousand dollars for last night's party, maybe even as much as five thousand. But eighteen thousand?

“I have to get paid.” Was that panic creeping into my voice? I forced myself to slow down.

Think. He isn't telling you this because he doesn't have an answer.

“I realize that, Kyson. From my own pocket...” Petersen tossed a stack of bills on the table. All hundreds. I thumbed through them eagerly. Five thousand bucks, a thousand for each man. It was a fair price. An excellent price.

And yet it was so far away from what I really needed. Our snooty college wasn't known for accepting the installment plan.

I slumped. Elbows on knees, face in hands. What the hell was I going to do?

Then I shook it off and sat up straight. Looked him dead in the eye. “Please, sir.”

Much as I appreciated last night's opportunity, we both knew I needed more.

The dean read me perfectly. He had years of experience reading students.

“Get on your knees.”

I dropped without hesitation. Now that my view wasn't blocked by the desktop, I could see the high tent in his black slacks. Damn. You'd think a guy his age would need a day or three to recover from last night. I flashed on the memory of that thick cock thrusting in and out of Neal's flexible butt-cheeks.

A sense of sexual surrender zinged through me.

He was the man with the money and the upthrust dick, and I was the one knee-walking with my head down to get fully under the desk. Did I regret what I'd done the night before? The way I'd literally pulled him into my mouth to choke down his hot male cream?

Nope. Not really, not at all. Sure, I wished I made more money, but we both knew I was already being overpaid for oral entertainment.

So. Knee-walking with my head down, I thrust my face between his thighs to use my lips and tongue to open his fly. Working slowly, with a feather-light touch, I eased his shaft out into the open using only my tongue-tip and the very pads of my fingers. His flesh was red and raw, evidence of how many times he'd pumped into mouths and asses the night before.

Not my ass, though. What had I missed, playing the part of the official open mouth?

Did I really understand the full gay experience if I hadn't fucked or been fucked?

What were they saving me for? Who were they saving me for?

The office door was still open, had been open all this time, but I was beyond bashfulness. The sound of footsteps in the hall did nothing to direct my attention away from the flushed, tender hard-on I teased. As I fully expected them to, the footsteps came into the room. Whoever it was could see my feet poking out from under the desk. It would be obvious what I was up to even before the newcomer squatted down.

“Alyosha.” Petersen's lust-choked voice was a soft croak. “You are early.”

“Professor.” Alyosha was a Slavic name, maybe Russian, and the stranger had an ever-so-faint Slavic accent to match. “Does that mean you have not yet had the opportunity to explain the employment contract to my newest hire?”

I understood at once.

The dean and his crew had been testing me.

And now they had sold me.
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The Dean of Students doesn't accidentally bump into students on the way out of their three o'clock. He sure the fuck doesn't accidentally dig his hand into a student's arm to walk him out from the Classics and Literature building.

“Kyson,” he said. “We're going to talk. Now.”

People glanced at us and then away. Nobody wants to stare at trouble. Thing is, Dean Petersen wasn't a bad guy to stare at. He had that silver fox vibe going on― early forties, a sweep of salt-and-pepper professor's hair to frame a strong face, intelligent crinkles around the clear blue eyes. The girls went all “squeeeee” over him in their Tumblr and Instagram comments. The gay guys did the same.

Me, I'm straight. I don't go squee, and I don't have a whole hell of a lot of patience for those who do.

As for that girl sneaking a cell phone shot for her Instagram... Fuck that girl.

Too easy to imagine the caption.

Somebody's in trouble. Somebody's been a bad boy. Uh oh.

“I'm cooperating, sir,” I said to the dean. “You don't have to, like, drag me.” This was a hint to let go of my arm, a hint he cheerfully ignored.

We were already outside the building. Sunny day, ivy on brick walls, students walking by in twos and threes talking about their studies. A pleasant scene, if not for the way all the eyes kept shifting pointedly away from Petersen's hand on my arm.

You know, I actually kind of liked the guy. He wasn't a bad person for a dean. But I liked him a lot less right now. Every step we took brought me closer to my doom.

Fuck.

Who gets kicked out of college during the last semester of their senior year? Who does that?

Me, apparently. And it wasn't even my own damn fault.

This close to me, I could smell Petersen's five-hundred-dollar cologne. Same as my father's cologne, so I knew to the penny what it cost. Underneath that, I smelled a musk that wasn't fatherly at all. It wasn't about money, either. It was about raw male strength. Who knew anybody in admin, much less the fucking dean, had a grip like this?

I'm in so much fucking trouble.

Well, he could walk me anywhere he wanted, but the answer would remain the same.

Dear old Daddy was bankrupt. That last tuition payment wasn't coming.

Financial aid was a lost cause. When I applied for a student loan, I didn't just get a nope. I got a royal get-the-fuck-outta-here. Spillover from my father's financial fuck-ups. Apparently, when he ran out of his own credit, he'd borrowed a couple million under my name and social. My credit was dead, set on fire, and buried in the sewers running a mile underneath this perfect campus with its historic redbrick walls all covered in ivy.

All right, that wasn't so much a fuck-up as it was a crime. But I wasn't going to prosecute my own fucking father. He was in enough crap without me piling on.

Petersen walked me not to the administration building but to a shiny sedan parked in the bigwig's parking lot.

“Sir. Where are we going?”

“Somewhere private. Somewhere we can talk.”

He hit a button on his key. The car didn't just snap unlocked. The doors swung open. Fancy.

I hesitated for only a moment. Straight or not, if he was taking me somewhere to take the cost of tuition out in trade, well... a lot of guys would call that a pretty sweet deal. It wasn't exactly insulting for somebody to think your cherry ass was worth thousands of dollars.

Still. Could I really go through with this? Even to save my diploma?

“Sir. I'm straight. You know that, right?”

He looked at me. Those blue eyes were twin knives cutting into my soul. We were so close. If I was a girl, he wouldn't stand so close, there were policies about that, but we both knew he could get away with more if it was a guy. People glancing over at the parking lot wouldn't see anything odd. Just a male student who hadn't paid his tuition trying to fast-talk a dean who'd already heard every excuse in the book fifteen years ago.

His hand let go of my arm. We weren't touching anymore. Yet the body heat between us seemed hotter than ever. Was I blushing? Fucking hell, I better not be blushing.

“I haven't made any inquiries into your personal life or your personal preferences.” He spoke with the calm confidence of a powerful administrator at a respected university. “I've looked strictly at your excellent academic record. You deserve the opportunity to complete your degree. The son doesn't deserve to suffer for the transgressions of the father.”

But there's a but.

“Unfortunately, there are those who would like to sever the relationship between you and this university. Nonpayment of tuition is grounds for expulsion.”

We both looked at the open passenger side door.

“The choice is yours, son,” he said. “I will respect your decision, and I won't be making this offer again.”

I looked again at his long, fit body and his sculpted face. This wasn't the worst job in the world. Waiting tables, for years, to put together the tens of thousands of dollars I'd need to complete my education, going back as an older alternative student, the kind who never gets the same job offers that go to bright young things from good families who graduate at twenty-three...

That was the worst job in the world.

The straightest guy in Utah would make the same choice I did.

I got in the car.

He drove fast and well, a taste of how good he might be with his hands.

I started to say something, but he shook his head.

“We'll discuss the rest far away from any listening ears.” He flicked a glance at the fancy control panel. What? Did he think his wife had bugged the fucking car?

Hell, maybe she had. There were a few rumors floating around campus about our dear darling dean. Some secrets aren't so secret, not these days.

We drove the rest of the way in silence. From time to time, I stole little glances at his face, but he kept looking dead ahead, giving nothing away. Straight or not, I'd go down on him and be grateful for the opportunity if that's what he wanted, but it didn't seem like enough.

Sure, I was tight, with a tennis player's long, easy body and firm muscles. And I photographed well. My light brown hair, a little longer on top, was a nice frame for the matching light brown eyes some girls called gold. Still, you wouldn't fall off your chair and call me a male model if I strolled into your studio.

I owed eighteen thousand dollars. Even cherry head can't be worth eighteen thousand dollars. Cherry head from a fucking Vicky's Secret model complete with wings probably didn't cost eighteen thousand dollars.

What else would I be asked to do?

Ass, I figured. Ass for sure.

But I couldn't kid myself that even my tight virgin ass was worth that much money. There would be more. Had to be.
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