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Chapter One 

 Eric felt the adrenaline rush through his body as he struck Johnny’s bare ass with their favorite heavy flogger, making him jerk forward in his leather restraints as he gasped. Johnny was on tiptoe, his wrists secured in thick, soft leather cuffs to chains hung from the ceiling of their playroom. Too aroused to continue the whipping, Eric dropped the flogger and pressed his own naked body against Johnny’s, whispering in his ear, “You took that beautifully, my brave, sexy boy. Now I’ll reward you…” 



“So what do you think, Dr. Méndez?” Eric realized with a start his client had been talking while he’d zoned out, daydreaming about his favorite subject—Johnny Wilson. 

He took a breath, forcing himself to concentrate. Gene, apparently unaware of his therapist’s momentary lapse, went on. “It’s different from my other dreams, except maybe not really. The symbolism is different but the underlying subtext is the same.” 

“Well, Gene, what does it mean to you?” Eric said. 

Gene launched into a detailed analysis of his dream with Eric now doing his best to give his client his full attention. The hour finally ended, his last appointment of the day. 

Eric walked his client to the door of his small Manhattan office—one of four first-floor offices in a three-story brownstone on Waverly Avenue in Greenwich Village, not far from his apartment. 

Alone in his office he sighed aloud. He needed to focus on his clients. It wasn’t fair to drift off into daydreams like some love-struck kid. It was Johnny’s fault, damn it. 

Johnny had slipped through the tight net Eric Méndez had always kept around his heart. The golden boy, as Eric had thought when he’d first laid eyes on him at DeSoto’s, had managed to do what so many other men had tried to do and failed—he’d made Eric Méndez fall crazy, head over heels in love. 

Crazy being the operative word, Eric thought wryly. 



Eric and Johnny had been together since early October—only six months and here they were discussing moving in together. Well, to be honest, they practically lived together already. Johnny only went back to his efficiency apartment in Brooklyn a few times a week, usually to get more clothes and make sure he hadn’t been robbed. As Johnny had pointed out on more than one occasion, even though his place was a dump, it was an expensive dump, and now that he was going to school along with his job at the art gallery, it seemed like a waste of money to keep paying rent for a place where he no longer slept. 

Johnny Wilson had turned twenty-five a few months before while Eric had celebrated his thirty-first birthday not long after they’d met. While the chronological 5 
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age gap wasn’t huge, in a way the gap was wider, because while Eric had been comfortable in his homosexuality since he was a teenager and involved in the exploration of dominance and submission these past ten years, Johnny was new to it all—a mere babe in the woods of a gay BDSM lifestyle. 

Eric smiled a little as he mused on the capacity humans have for self-denial. As a psychologist, he saw it all the time in his therapy practice. Johnny hadn’t been a client though, far from it. Johnny had grown up in a blue-collar neighborhood, the third of three sons born to Ann and Frank Wilson. Frank, as far as Eric could glean, never having personally met the man, was in a word, a bully. Johnny had been conditioned by his upbringing and his father’s invasive control, discouraged from expressing any real emotion or sensitivity of feeling. Real men sucked it up. Real men would rather die than admit vulnerability. Real men were not gay. End of discussion. 

Yet Johnny’s defenses, as strong as they might have been, weren’t strong enough to completely shut him down. Having been befriended by a lesbian named Amanda, Johnny had found himself one night at a trendy gay hotspot in Manhattan, and that’s when Eric’s life had changed forever. 

Eric leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes as he recalled that fated moment. It was like the corny old black and white movies where two people’s eyes meet across a crowded room and time seems suspended as they lock smoldering gazes. 

Eric had happened to glance over and had seen a tall, good-looking man, his hair glowing like spun gold under the streetlamp of the courtyard outside the club. Eric had naturally assumed he was just another pretty boy on the prowl, but even so, his heart had skipped a beat at the sheer graceful beauty of the man. He’d bent his head a moment to light his cigarette and when he’d looked up, the man was gone. 

Yet, continuing with the theme of old romance movies, fate had intervened and they’d met again, this time not letting each other go. Eric had been fascinated by Johnny, so new, so heartbreakingly naïve, so breathtakingly sexy, so brave and open to exploration of his newly recognized feelings, his sexuality, his submissive nature. 

As Eric helped Johnny in his initial sexual and submissive explorations, he was forced to come to terms with his own strong feelings for the sweet, sexy young man. He found himself experiencing something new, or at least rare for him in a relationship—

vulnerability. 

For though he didn’t think in these terms about himself, Eric was regarded as something of a “god” in the gay BDSM scene. He was known for his training of 

“slaves”—teaching them to submit with grace and skill to whatever delicious perversions Eric and other dominant players in the scene could devise. It had been a game. A delightful game to be sure, but not one that had penetrated Eric’s basic reserve. 

He knew other guys found him good-looking and he enjoyed using sub boys for his amusement and their delight, but love rarely entered the equation. There had been a man once, years before, but he’d faded away. 
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Johnny had been like a burst of golden sunlight illuminating Eric’s heart. But along with the warmth and the heat came the fear. Fear things would not work. Fear because Johnny was so young and so inexperienced. How could he possibly even know what love was when he’d only just discovered his own true nature? Johnny was devastatingly handsome but charmingly unaware of his own seductive powers. How long before another man, a suave, sexy Dom in the scene, swooped down to claim Johnny’s attention, to steal his heart? 

 Stop it.  Eric sighed and stood up, looking around his tidy, pleasant office. The place reflected the persona he liked to project while at work—calm, comfortable, safe. He liked it here, with his bookshelves full of reference materials, as well as some fiction and history and books various patients had given him as gifts over the years. The shelves also held knickknacks, most of them also gifts from grateful patients, little tokens of their esteem when therapy was successfully completed. 

Eric took great pride in his work. He liked helping people and derived deep satisfaction from knowing his skill, caring and expertise might help someone else to breathe easier, to feel better about themselves, to cope more effectively in a difficult, intolerant world. 

And until Johnny had entered his life, he’d been as confident in his abilities as a Dom as well. Until Johnny, Eric had played the field, selecting his boy toy of choice from a bevy of willing, eager sub sluts. It was fun, it was harmless, it was safe. With Johnny, Eric had let his own pride almost destroy the fledgling love they shared, pushing Johnny too far and too fast. The damage he’d caused to the relationship still hadn’t been entirely repaired. Maybe it never could be. Maybe it was just a matter of time before Johnny drifted away. 

Johnny was dangerous precisely for the reason Johnny was wonderful. Johnny had the key to Eric’s heart and thus the power to destroy him. 

* * * * * 

It was early April in New York City, daffodils popping up in the tiny front gardens outside the narrow, brightly painted townhouses of Eric’s Manhattan neighborhood. 

Johnny Wilson fiddled nervously with his napkin, glancing repeatedly toward the door. 

He was sitting at a small table near the window of one of their favorite neighborhood bistros. Johnny looked at his watch. Okay, so he was early. Eric wasn’t due for another ten minutes. The waiter approached again. “Would you like to order while you wait?” 

“No, no thanks. You could bring me another beer though.” Johnny smiled up at the young man who blushed as he took the empty mug. Johnny looked down, not wanting to embarrass the guy. Since he’d become aware of his own sexuality only seven months ago, he’d become more sensitive to that gay “vibe” men put out to each other. This waiter, dressed in his uniform of white shirt and black pants, his hair cut short, his earlobe pierced, though at the moment not sporting an earring, was definitely gay. 
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Johnny touched his own earlobe, feeling the diamond stud Eric had bought for him back at Christmas when they’d decided on a whim in a shopping mall to get Johnny’s ear pierced to match Eric’s. “Next are your nipples, you know,” Eric had said, his eyes dancing. Now Johnny’s fingers went to his chest, feeling the small gold rings through the thick cotton of his black T-shirt. Since the piercing, he’d become hyper-aware of his nipples as an erogenous zone. Sensations were heightened, not only the pleasure but the pain, all of it sending signals directly to his cock. 

Johnny’s mind drifted back to the night Eric had produced the shrink-wrapped packet of sterile needles—long, thin, dangerous-looking bits of shiny steel ready to press through tender buds. Along with the needles was a small box of blue velvet, inside of which nestled a pair of tiny gold hoops, each with a little silver ball that would be unscrewed when it was time to slide the rings in place. 

Far worse than the actual piercing had been the anticipation. They’d discussed it for over a month, though if Johnny had had his way, they would have done it sooner. After Eric’s single remark at the mall that his nipples would be next, Johnny found the idea growing in his head like a seed planted in fertile soil. He began to research what it would involve, reading several testimonials from other guys online, many of whom described it as “the worst pain they’d ever experienced”. Though Johnny was a submissive masochist who got off on being tied down and whipped and spanked, he knew a needle piercing his nipple would  not be the kind of pain he was seeking! In fact, just the thought made him break into a light sweat, his stomach roiling with nervous anticipation. 

“I could never do that,” he flatly announced to Eric a few mornings after the mall conversation. 

“Never do what?” Eric asked, not having been privy to the thoughts swirling in Johnny’s head. 

“Never get my nipples pierced. Forget it. Can’t do it. Hate needles. End of discussion.” 

Eric, who had been reading the news over his second cup of coffee, folded the paper and put it down by his plate, looking at Johnny with a small smile at his lips. 

“Okay.” 

Johnny stared back at him, waiting for more. Finally he said, “Okay? That’s it? Just okay?” 

“That’s it. That kind of decision isn’t one I would ever make for you, Johnny.” 

“But at the mall you said—” 

“I should have chosen my words better, I guess. I meant I think it would be hot if you had them pierced. I think nipple rings look extremely sexy on a hard, well-developed chest like yours. And they’re very handy for securing a slave for some particularly devious sexual torture.” He grinned but then sobered. “But I would never impose that on you, Johnny. Though I may ‘own’ you in a romantic submissive sense, we both know it’s a voluntary exchange of power.” 
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Johnny pressed his lips together, confused. His nipples seemed to want to be involved in the conversation, perking up, tingling as if expecting at any moment the sharp sting of pointed steel. “Well. Okay then. Right.” He stood abruptly from the table, clearing his plate, not aware of Eric’s appraising look as he headed toward the kitchen. 

Several days later, after still more research, Johnny again brought up the subject. 

They were lying in bed, snuggling close after a long night of hot lovemaking. Though Eric sometimes playfully said he should make Johnny sleep bound at his feet, so far he had always wanted Johnny in his arms instead. Johnny had never felt so cherished or so at home as when he lay peacefully with his arms around his lover. 

“Hey, Eric.” Johnny shifted to look at him in the half-light of the streetlights outside their bedroom window. 

“Yeah?” Eric murmured sleepily, his eyes closed, his dark hair obscuring his face. 

Gently Johnny smoothed back Eric’s hair. “I’ve been thinking about the nipple piercing thing.” 

Eric, his eyes still closed, said, “Have you?” 

“Yeah. I’ve been reading more about it. It really is pretty hot-looking. Remember that guy Jake at DeSoto’s?” 

“Sure.” 

Jake was the “slave” of Master Brian, a big player in the gay BDSM scene. He had brought Jake out to the trendy gay bar one night when Eric and Johnny had been there. 

They’d come to their table and Brian had told Jake to open his shirt. Johnny had had to force his mouth closed as it had fallen open as he took in the nipples, pierced with thick horseshoe hoops. A thin silver chain had been attached to each hoop and linked in between. Another chain linked them at his sternum, hanging down into his jeans. “You should see the third piercing,” Brian had said, grinning wickedly as he lightly tugged the chains, making Jake wince. 

“Well, I can’t stop thinking about it. I found this pair of sexy hoops we might want to get.” 

Eric’s eyes were open now and he laughed. “Just what are you saying, young man? 

What happened to your aversion to needles? Your ‘end of discussion’?” 

Johnny grinned sheepishly in the semi-dark. “Well. I don’t know. I’m still scared. 

But I can’t stop thinking about it. To be marked that way by your lover. It’s, I don’t know, there’s something very sexy about that. Something dangerous, I guess, that turns me on.” 

“Well, let’s sleep on it. If you want, we can go to a body jewelry store tomorrow and look at some piercing kits.” His hands moved over Johnny’s chest, finding the small nipples, his fingers pinching them, twisting them as he kissed Johnny’s mouth. When he let him go, Johnny’s cock was hard as a rock, his mind whirling, his nipples tingling with anticipation. 

9 

 Claire Thompson 

A week later Johnny was ready. With no prompting and indeed even some reservations offered by Eric, who said he wanted Johnny to be absolutely comfortable with his decision, Johnny had come full circle, almost desperately eager to be pierced. 

He wanted Eric to do it and Eric had agreed, having done it before to other sub boys ready to suffer for him. 

How Johnny’s heart had pounded as he lay on Eric’s large four-poster bed, his wrists bound to the iron posts. Eric had teased and aroused him first, licking and suckling his hard, thick cock and shaved balls before securing them in a black leather harness. Eric had lightly whipped Johnny’s strong, tan body with a riding crop, the leather slapping against supple flesh, mingling with the sounds of Johnny’s aroused moans and little whimpers. 

“Are you ready?” Eric whispered, leaning close to Johnny’s ear. “Are you ready to suffer for me, brave boy? To feel the needles pierce your flesh, to wear the jewelry we have chosen as a symbol of my ownership?” 

“Yes,” Johnny breathed, his cock straining lewdly in its constraints as he gripped the ropes clipped to the leather cuffs at his wrists. He was so turned on at that point, so aroused by his sexy lover, he felt he could withstand anything Eric chose to do to him. 

How much better this must be than the cold, sterile backroom of some tattoo parlor, with a fat man named Bob indifferently marking, clamping and poking at his chest. 

Eric marked the entry and exit points on each nipple with a marker. He tugged at Johnny’s left nipple, pulling it taut, the needle poised in his other hand. “Take a deep breath and think about who you belong to and why you were born.” He waited a moment, letting the small nipple stretch. “Yes, now let it out slowly. Breathe in and let it out. One…two…three.” At the count of three he’d pressed the needle through Johnny’s nipple. 

Pain exploded through his nerve endings like a flash of fire subsuming his brain. If he hadn’t already been lying down, he thought he would have fainted. Yet because Johnny had been so aroused prior to the piercing, he found himself able to tolerate the pain, almost eager to feel the second sting. 

“One…two…three.” In a moment it was over, Eric screwing the little balls on each hoop to hold them in place. 

What Johnny hadn’t expected, but probably should have, given the similar feeling he experienced toward the end of an especially rough whipping, was the euphoria that now coursed through his veins like a drug. He strained at his bonds, his cock near to exploding, his chest heaving. Eric released his wrists and the leather harness at his cock, replacing it with his hot, perfect mouth until Johnny arched in pleasure with just a few kisses, releasing his seed into his master’s throat, his fingers entwined in the dark, soft hair. 
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“Hey, stranger, mind if I join you?” Johnny’s heart thrilled to the smooth, sexy voice, the slightest trace of a Puerto Rican accent evident in his rich tone. He looked up at his handsome Latino lover, unable to stop the wide grin that spread over his face. 

They’d spent the last two nights apart, the longest they’d been separated since they’d come back together after that ill-fated night in November when Eric had pushed Johnny too far too fast in a public scene. This time it wasn’t a falling out however. 

They’d both agreed to spend some time alone to think over their big decision. “So did you miss me?” Eric asked lightly. 

“I counted the seconds,” Johnny responded, just as lightly. The waiter returned with his beer and two menus. Eric ordered a martini and they began to read the menus, putting off the moment a while longer. 

Once they had placed their orders and were sipping their drinks, Eric finally said, 

“Okay. So we’ve had a couple of days. How are you feeling now? Do you still want to go through with this?” 

“You make it sound like a prison sentence. Would it really be so horrible to have me living with you? I haven’t changed my mind. I still think it’s a good idea. So I guess I should be the one asking  you,  Dr. Méndez. Do you want to ‘go through with this’? 

Eric glanced up at Johnny, his expression inscrutable. He let out a deep breath and said softly, “I do. I want you more fully in my life.” 

“But?” Johnny said just as softly. He’d learned a thing or two about drawing information from a reluctant subject from watching Eric in action, using his psychological skills to tease an answer from someone, usually from Johnny himself. 

Eric grinned. “Hey, cut it out. That’s my line.” They both laughed, the tension easing a little. Johnny continued to look at him, waiting. Eric was always telling him patience was a virtue every sub had to cultivate so now he waited—patiently. Eric took a drink of his martini and ate the green olive from its toothpick. “Here’s the thing. 

I’m…” he paused. Johnny waited. 

“Okay. The thing is I’m afraid.” 

“Of what?” 

“You know, the same old thing. That you’ll grow tired of me and hit the road. That a sexier, more dominant, more whatever guy will come along and sweep you off your feet.” He paused, looking down into his drink. Quietly he said, “I betrayed you, Johnny. 

I don’t know if we can ever move past that.” 

“Eric, I’ve moved past it. You’re the one hanging on to it, picking at it like a scab, not letting it heal. I admit, I still have stuff to deal with regarding my family but that isn’t about you.” He paused, forming his thoughts. “What is it you said to me once? 

You said love that expects perfection, with no past and no mistakes, is only hunger.” 

Eric smiled a little as Johnny continued. “Are we going to demand perfection of each other? Do you demand perfection when you give me some new submissive task to perform? When you press my sensual envelope, as you call it?” As Eric shook his head, 11 
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Johnny continued. “I don’t want perfection from you either, Eric. I just want you! I’m not just hungry for you, I love you.” 

Eric didn’t reply. Johnny persisted. “Tell me this. How does me keeping my own place across town make the chance of our breaking up less likely? I’m never there. I hate being there. It reminds me of—” He broke off, not wanting to discuss his family right then, not wanting to dwell on his father, who’d told his brothers all about the 

“perverted filthy pictures” he found of his “faggot bastard son” in Johnny’s apartment the night his parents had let themselves in to retrieve his mother’s casserole dish. 

When his brother Billy had called him the first time, Johnny hadn’t picked up. Guilt had made him connect eventually, but he hadn’t been willing to talk about anything real. To his credit, Billy hadn’t completely shut him out. He’d said he was confused by what was going on and had wanted to hear Johnny’s side of things. “I know how twisted Dad can get, Johnny. Your staying away isn’t helping matters. Hank and Dad think it just proves whatever they say is true.” 

“Hank and Dad can go fuck themselves,” Johnny had retorted. In the silence that followed he added, “Listen. I’m okay, Billy. Really. Just give me some time here. Some space.” The days had turned to weeks and then months. He knew he needed to reconnect but he hadn’t yet found the courage. 

He tried again, focusing on the issue at hand. “Eric, if I want to leave you, I will leave you. If you want to leave me, you will leave me. Where we keep our clothing and our pots and pans doesn’t affect that surely.” He paused, trying to see past Eric’s dark, beautiful eyes to his soul. “Would we really want it any other way?” 

Eric shook his head. “No. You’re right. I know you are. I don’t know what’s going on in my head really. You’re the young one, the inexperienced boy, yet here I am, acting the fool while you spout wisdom at me.” He grinned at last, a big, open grin that made Johnny’s heart flip-flop with affection. “Yes, yes, I want you to live with me! I want to wake up every day next to you and know your stuff is mixed in with mine in the drawer, your toothbrush next to mine, your shoes and ties—” 

“My ties?” Johnny laughed. He owned maybe one tie, though he didn’t know offhand where it might be, probably crumpled into the pocket of his one formal suit, used for family weddings and funerals, to which he’d probably never be invited again… 

“You know what I mean.” Eric laughed. “Your stuff, my stuff, our stuff. It’s a step. 

To let go of your apartment is symbolically important. It’s saying we’re taking that next step, you and me, in our relationship.” 

“And don’t you want that, Eric?” Johnny asked, unconsciously holding his breath. 

“More than anything,” Eric answered, his dark eyes shining with tenderness. 
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Chapter Two 

Billy Wilson’s cell phone rang in his jeans pocket beneath his grease-stained overalls. He was just finishing a difficult job on an engine, too focused to stop his work. 

Finally done, he let the hood of the car slam and wiped his hands on an old rag he had stuck in the back pocket of his overalls. On days like this he really missed his little brother Johnny. Johnny was much better at the more delicate engine jobs than Billy, their older brother Hank or their dad. Yet now, though the old sign Johnny had painted while he was in high school still read  Wilson & Sons,  only two sons continued to work in their father’s garage in Brooklyn. 

Since that horrible night back in November when his mom had called in tears and his dad had grabbed the phone and screamed that Johnny was a fucking pervert who had betrayed the family, Billy hadn’t seen his little brother. They’d spoken only once on the phone, Billy at the time still unsure of his own reaction, Johnny withdrawn and defensive. 

As the days had turned into weeks, Billy had been by Johnny’s place several times, even using the key his mom had lent him to let himself in, concerned Johnny might be in trouble. But Johnny was never around. He would see evidence Johnny had been there recently—new junk mail left on the table or a glass in the kitchen sink, but clearly Johnny was not sleeping there. He must be sleeping with—Billy found it difficult even to imagine in his head—his male lover. 

As the weeks turned into months, Billy stopped going by. Probably it was for the best if Johnny just faded away. His father had ranted and raved for weeks, threatening to kill the “pansy queer bastard” if he ever laid eyes on him again. Hank would echo the sentiment, stating he’d “always known” Johnny was a “fucking homo”. Billy didn’t like how his father and brother were trashing Johnny but as he usually did, Billy kept his own counsel. If it weren’t for Sandy and the kids, who really missed Uncle Johnny coming by on weekends, Billy might have let Johnny just slip away. 

Now he flipped open his cell phone, surprised to see Johnny’s number showing as a missed call. His heart leapt up as the image of his little brother with his bright blond hair falling into his eyes and his big open smile slipped into Billy’s mind like a beacon of hope. 

“What’re you grinning about, bro?” Hank had stepped up next to him, craning to see what Billy was holding. Billy started, slamming the little phone closed and slipping it into his pocket. 

“Oh. Nothing. Just a nice message from Sandy.” 

Hank grunted. “The little lovebirds.” His tone was sarcastic. “Don’t you know the rules? You’ve been married, what, eight years now? That’s way too long to still be 13 
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mooning over your girl. Shit. You give the rest of us men a bad name. My wife calls your wife and complains about what a sorry motherfucker I am while Sandy just gushes about what an angel you are. I can always tell when Marla’s been talking to Sandy. I usually end up on the couch on those nights.” 

Billy and Sandy had not been given good odds to succeed in their marriage, being forced by their parents into matrimony upon the discovery seventeen-year-old Sandy was pregnant with nineteen-year-old Billy’s child. They had married willingly enough, having planned to do so anyway once they were older. When Sandy had miscarried at five months, everyone had expected the two to go their separate ways. Ann and Frank had wanted the marriage annulled, but Sandy and Billy didn’t want to part. They were as in love as they ever were—more so, as the tragedy of losing their child brought them closer together. 

Now they had two healthy, beautiful children. Sandy was a nurse, working part-time to supplement Billy’s income at the garage. They certainly weren’t rich, but they were very happy. Billy hated when Hank would put down his wife Marla, sharing private information about her that made Billy uncomfortable and embarrassed. But, per his usual MO, Billy rarely confronted Hank or his father, or anyone. He was a peacekeeper, though now with the loss of Johnny, he wondered about the cost of his silence. 

He’d stood by for years, watching while Hank and his father harassed and teased Johnny, comforting his little brother later as best he could. In retrospect, Billy guessed it was pretty clear Johnny had been gay. He’d never had the kind of mad, gut-wrenching crush on a girl Hank and Billy did, instead remaining rather aloof or even indifferent to the attention he received from girls. And that attention was considerable, Billy recalled, as Johnny had definitely gotten the lion’s share of good looks in the Wilson family. 

While Billy and Hank favored their father, stocky and dark, Johnny was like their mother, tall and blond, with unusual green eyes, the irises rimmed with gold. His muscles  were  long  and  lean  and  though  he  was very strong and a good athlete, he never carried himself in the “tough guy” fashion Hank and their dad seemed to favor. 

Billy too, he had to admit, had tried to project a tough-guy image as well, at least when he was younger. 

But unlike his brother and father, who liked to tease Johnny for his choices and their perception of his failure to be a “man”, Billy had always supported Johnny, listening sympathetically to him at night in their shared bedroom about Johnny’s desire to take art class instead of shop, or his dream to be an artist or an architect. Even then they both knew it wasn’t an option—they had all been groomed from the time they could walk to work in their father’s auto shop, and that was that. One didn’t question Frank Wilson, not unless one was ready to pay a heavy price. 

Billy glanced at his watch. It was quitting time for his dad and Hank, who came in earlier than Billy did. Billy would stay and close up as he always did. Once he’d said good night, Billy sat down at the small plastic table where they usually ate their lunch, 14 
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pushing aside old newspapers and junk mail for the shop. Taking his cell phone from his pocket, he dialed Johnny’s number, his fingers trembling ever so slightly. 

* * * * * 

When Billy didn’t pick up, Johnny almost left a message. Almost. What was the point after all? What would he say? “Hi, this is your little brother. You know, the one you haven’t seen for months now. How are the kids? How’s Sandy? Does Dad still plan to shoot me on sight?” 

No, it was better Billy hadn’t answered. He’d only called to give Billy his new address anyway. He figured someone in the family should at least know where he lived now,  in  case  of  an  emergency.  It  was  official. Eric Méndez and Johnny Wilson were living together. It was surprising to Johnny and a little sad how few things he had acquired in his life as an adult. He’d only packed a few boxes of clothing, books and CDs. He really had little of value to show for seven years out of high school. He’d sold the futon couch, chair and dining room table to the new tenant his landlord had leased his place to, and that was that. 

Johnny was now living in Manhattan, going to school, working in a gallery, living as the sexual submissive to a dominant gay man. He was living a life his family would never understand, not in a thousand years, and he was happier than he’d ever dreamed of being. What would his big brother Billy make of that? 

* * * * * 

“Come on now, Johnny. You can do better than that.” Eric held the riding crop in his right hand, his other hand on his hip as he stood behind his naked slave, who was standing with his hands behind his head, fingers interlaced, his legs spread, his firm ass red from the crop. He’d given Johnny a job and Johnny had failed. He was to take the crop without moving a muscle or making a sound, to prove what a disciplined slave he’d become. 

Eric had promised Johnny they would return to the Cavern one day, a very select BDSM club and the very place where Eric had nearly destroyed their relationship and Johnny’s confidence by pushing him too far, too fast. Johnny wanted to go back. He wanted to show everyone there how far he’d come as a slave, he told Eric. Eric wanted to show them too, but not before Johnny was truly ready. Thus they’d begun to train seriously, with Eric teaching Johnny to submit to various forms of physical and sensual torture with discipline and grace. 

As Johnny had sprawled out of position after only twenty-two strokes of the crop on the area just below his left ass cheek, grabbing the spot with both hands and hopping around the room, Eric knew they had a ways to go. The Cavern was for pros, and though Eric loved him dearly, Johnny was clearly still an amateur. 
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Johnny was breathing hard as Eric moved around to face him, noting with satisfaction Johnny’s still erect cock. Playfully Eric slapped it with the crop, only a tap. 

Johnny flinched, instinctively pulling back. 

Eric frowned. “Don’t move away from me, slave. You stay still, no matter what, understand?” 

“Yes, Sir,” Johnny whispered throatily. 

“Okay. We’ll try again. Fifty strokes on one spot. You stay still, you stay quiet, you exhibit the grace I know you possess.” 

Once again Johnny assumed the position, his legs spread in an “at ease” position, his hands behind his head, his eyes facing the wall, his ass thrust out just slightly to receive its leather due. Eric began to smack the back of his other thigh just below the muscular curve of Johnny’s ass. He well knew it was harder to take the crop on the thigh than the ass, but Johnny would be subjected to much rougher treatment at the Cavern, should they return. 

“Forty-two, forty-three…” Johnny had begun to twitch, shifting slightly on the balls of his feet, his breathing rapid and shallow, though to his credit he hadn’t fallen out of position. 

“Very good, very good,” Eric said softly as he delivered the fiftieth stroke. He dropped the crop, kneeling to lick the red, hot spot he’d created. He resisted his urge to make love right then to his beautiful golden boy. There would be time for that later. 

Now the training would continue. 

“You took that well, slave. We’ll work on it. We’ll work on spot whippings until you can stay as still as a statue, a willing object for your master’s twisted pleasures.” 

Eric, topless and barefoot, his cock straining against his faded jeans, stood up and moved in front of Johnny. 

How hot he looked with those gold rings gleaming against his hard, beautiful chest. 

Johnny’s nipples had fully healed since the piercing two months before. They looked so hot with the gold hoops piercing the flesh. Eric loved to lightly tug at the jewelry, drawing a moan from his lover. Johnny had told him they were far more sensitive now as a result of the piercing. Eric loved to run his tongue over them, sometimes lightly pulling on the ring with his tongue until Johnny’s pants of pleasure mingled sweetly with his whimpers of pain. 

They had yet to engage in real nipple torture however, as Eric had wanted to be absolutely sure his lover’s body had fully healed. Now, he had decided, was the time. 

“Are you ready to truly suffer for me, boy?” Eric took hold of each ring, pulling Johnny’s nipples taut before releasing them. 

Johnny, with his arms still raised, hands obediently locked behind his head, licked his lips and took a deep breath. “A specific question, slave, requires a direct answer.” 

Eric’s voice was firm, his eyes narrowed. 

“Yes, Sir,” Johnny said, his slightly trembling voice belied by his very erect cock, a drop of pre-cum glistening at its tip. Eric reached for Johnny’s cock, unable to resist its 16 
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invitation. He stroked it gently for a moment, moving his hand lightly up and down the hard shaft, using the bit of pre-cum as a lubricant. Johnny moaned, closing his eyes, starting to lower his arms. 

Eric dropped his cock, slapping it as he admonished, “Did I tell you to move out of position, slave? That’s going to cost you.” Johnny’s eyes flew open as he hurriedly put his hands back behind his head. Eric knew his arms were probably tired, but he was young and strong and should be able to hold his position a while longer. 

Eric grabbed Johnny’s shaven balls in one hand, squeezing until Johnny winced, though he didn’t try to pull away. “You need to be used roughly, don’t you, slave boy? 

You  need  what  I  do  to  you.  While  I  do  it  for   me, it gets you hot, doesn’t it, you little slut?” Johnny didn’t respond. Eric squeezed harder, pulling Johnny by his balls, forcing him to kneel. Johnny gasped. 

“Answer me, boy! You need this, don’t you? You need to be tortured and used because you are a masochistic slut.” Eric released his balls, instead pulling his head back by a handful of thick gold hair. 

“Oh Eric,” Johnny said, closing his eyes, his lips parting, a rapturous look on his face. Eric understood. While it might look and sound to an unenlightened casual observer  as  if  Eric  were  being abusive to his lover, in fact he was feeding his soul, giving him what he’d craved all his life, though he hadn’t known it until he’d fallen into Eric’s arms. Feeling a rush of love, Eric bent down and kissed those parted lips, cradling Johnny’s head as their tongues swirled in a familiar but still delicious dance. 

The moment of tenderness passed as Eric stood, his slave still kneeling at his feet. 

They were in Eric’s playroom, a study he’d converted into a BDSM dungeon. Against the wall stood an antique sideboard filled with “toys” Eric had acquired over the years, including several very fine floggers and whips, leather and metal cuffs, cock rings, dildos, blindfolds and ball gags. Chains dangled from sturdy hooks in the ceiling, clips in place waiting for Johnny’s soft leather cuffs to be secured there. In the center of the room lay a thick, soft sheepskin rug for naked slaves to recover after a torture session. 

Eric moved to the sideboard, taking out their newest toys, purchased that weekend in their favorite BDSM sex shop in the Village. “Stand up, slave. I’m going to put your new cock strap in place and secure it to this chain.” He held up a Y chain, the bottom of which would be secured to the leather strap Eric would place snugly at the base of Johnny’s balls. The top two chains had small clamps at each end, ready to compress Johnny’s sensitized, pierced nipples. This was the first time Eric had used the clamps since Johnny had been pierced. 

He could see the fear in Johnny’s eyes as he pressed open the little rubber-sheathed alligator clip, moving it over Johnny’s right nipple. Instinctively Johnny stepped back. 

Eric said softly, “Johnny, do I need to restrain you?” 

Slowly Johnny shook his head, moving back toward his master. His cock, forced completely perpendicular by the leather restraint around his balls, was hard as a rock, despite his fear, because of his fear. “Breathe. You can do this. You can take it because 17 
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you’re doing it for me.” As Eric spoke, he let the clip close down on Johnny’s nipple. 

Johnny took in a sharp breath, squeezing his eyes closed. 

Eric smiled. “Good boy.” He clamped the second nipple. Again the sharp intake of breath but otherwise Johnny remained still. “Time to add some more pictures to your album. You look so hot I’m afraid this room’s going to burst into flames.” 

Eric produced a little digital camera and began to snap several pictures of his slave boy, tall and strong with clips on his perfect nipples, the chains dangling at his chest and down his strong, hard abs, drawing the eye to his gorgeous cock looking huge in its leather strap. “You’ll print these later and add them to your album, won’t you, boy?” 

Johnny nodded though his expression clouded for a moment. Eric knew he was recalling that horrible night when his parents had let themselves into his efficiency apartment in Brooklyn, only to discover his secret album of photos, photos that depicted him in very compromising submissive poses, suffering for his master, serving his master, leaving no question whatsoever as to his orientation and predilections. 

He felt a moment’s regret for having reminded Johnny and to distract him he released the clamps, quickly removing them from Johnny’s nipples. “Oh,” Johnny breathed a low moan of pain as his raw nerve endings were flooded with renewed sensation once freed from the compression of the clamps. Eric detached the Y chain but left the cock strap in place. He permitted Johnny to lower his arms. As he’d expected, Johnny’s hands moved to his tender nipples, smoothing the delicate buds. 

Eric returned to the sideboard where he rummaged a moment before finding what he was looking for. He produced two long, thin chains, each of which had a small clip at either end. He returned to his slave, his own cock as hard as Johnny’s. The rush he got from domming his lover was as strong as any drug. It made Eric feel powerful, invincible, immortal. 

He knew himself capable of being much rougher than he had so far been with Johnny. Indeed, his usual pattern with submissive boys was to use them until they cried, begging for release, begging for him to stop the whipping, the bondage, the cock and ball torture, the rough ass play. He would always stop of course, but sometimes he took them just this side of dangerous, just this side of sensory overload. Ironically, or perhaps not so if one truly understood the psyche of a sex masochist, these slaves invariably came back for more, becoming so devoted, so dependent on Eric he would soon feel stifled, trapped in a relationship with someone who wanted more than he was capable of giving. 

How different it was with Johnny. He had been careful, even tender, telling himself at first it was because Johnny was so new to the scene. If he’d treated Johnny as he treated most sub boys, Johnny would have probably had a heart attack. He wouldn’t have been able to handle the intensity. Indeed, that night at the Cavern had confirmed this. 

But it wasn’t merely his novice status that kept Eric gentle for longer than he’d ever been with a sub. It was this new, almost fiercely tender feeling of love inside his heart, a 18 
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love he’d never experienced for another man. The feeling was frightening but Eric was insightful enough to realize that just because he was afraid, that didn’t make the feelings less real. 

Today he would take Johnny further. Johnny had been asking for more, promising he could “take it”, begging to be tried, to be given the chance to “suffer for his master”. 

He would have that chance today. 

“Now, we’ll see what you’re made of, boy toy.” He showed Johnny the long, thin chains. “I’m going to secure your sexy nipples to the hooks in the ceiling. If you struggle too much, you might just rip those hot little hoops right out, so I suggest you control yourself.” 

“Oh Eric. I don’t think I can do—” Eric stopped Johnny’s words with two fingers over his lips. 

“You don’t have to think. You just have to take what I give you with all the grace you can muster. Remember, it’s me. It’s the man who loves you more than life itself. I may hurt you, but I would never let real harm come to you. Don’t forget that. Now. Do you trust me?” 

“Yes, Sir,” Johnny said softly. 

Eric brought over a small stepstool so he could easily reach the chains hanging from the ceiling. Carefully he attached the clips, one to each ring. Standing on the stepstool, Eric pulled the chains taut, gauging how much pressure Johnny could take on his tender nipples before securing the chains. He tested their flexibility, satisfying himself they weren’t too tight. 

Stepping from the low stool, Eric opened his fly, his cock springing fully erect from its denim prison as he kicked his jeans aside. He stood a moment in front of Johnny, his hand on his own cock, lazily massaging his thick, hard member. Johnny, breathing hard, couldn’t help but stare, his tongue sliding over his lips hungrily as he watched Eric handle himself. 

“Stand flat. You’re on tiptoe. Stand flat.” 

“I can’t. My nipples are on fire.” 

“What did you say?” Eric’s voice was low, steel beneath the calm. 

“I’m—I’m sorry, Sir. I’m afraid if I do it’ll tear my nipples.” 

“Nonsense.” Eric had carefully noted the tension on Johnny’s nipples, and while they were pulled somewhat by the rings attached to the chains, he could see more tension could be applied without risk. He tried to quell his disappointment at Johnny’s refusal to obey, reminding himself it took time to mold a sub into a true slave. 

Eric continued to massage his cock. Keeping his voice calm, he said, “Johnny. What you’re telling me now is you still don’t trust me. I gave you an express command and you resisted. Do you think I’d ask you to do something that would harm you? You still don’t trust me. That’s my fault. Trust is earned.” 

“I do trust you! I swear! I trust you with my life!” Johnny’s expression was stricken. 
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“Okay then. Prove it. Stand flat. Now.” 

Fear, arousal, anger, desire, confusion—they all flashed over Johnny’s face as he stood frozen, still on his toes. Eric stood frozen too, waiting to see if Johnny was ready to move to the next level. 

Slowly Johnny lowered himself, causing the rings to pull more tightly against his pierced nipples. He winced, closing his eyes as he finally stood completely flat. Through it all his cock had remained hard and erect, his balls still buckled into their leather restraint. 

Eric knelt in front of his lover, releasing the leather strap from his balls and sliding it off over his hard cock. As Johnny stood still, tethered by his nipples to chains hanging from the ceiling, Eric began to suckle his cock, taking it deep into his throat. Johnny moaned and thrust his hips forward. Eric cupped his balls, sliding his head back so he could lick and tease his lover’s cock before moving his head back down, taking the shaft deep. 

Johnny shuddered with pleasure, grabbing Eric’s head as he began to gyrate against him. “Jesus!” he hissed, pulling himself up short. “Oh this hurts, it hurts, it hurts!” 

“Then stay still, slut,” Eric said, after glancing up to make sure his lover was in no real danger. Johnny tried to obey, his breathing heavy but his body now still as Eric did his best to bring him to an intense release with his hands and mouth. 

Finally Johnny said, “Eric, I can’t come like this. I’m too afraid I’ll lose control and hurt myself. Please, Sir. I need to be let down now.” Of course Johnny could have released himself. He wasn’t bound, except by his promise to submit to his master. Yet he did not, waiting instead for Eric’s decree. 

Eric felt lust like a snake writhing through his body. His selfish inclination was to ignore Johnny. To keep on sucking the life out of him, to make him come hard, his nipples pulled and tortured, completely under Eric’s control. But even in the most intense scene, Eric’s nature would not permit him to risk his sub’s safety. Agreeing with Johnny’s assessment, he released the clips as Johnny sighed his relief. 

Turning back to the delicious task at hand, Eric suckled and teased his lover, quickly bringing him to the edge of release. “Oh!” Johnny cried, “I’m going to come. 

Please, Sir, may I?” 

“Yes,” Eric said, his response muffled by the cock in his mouth. Johnny grabbed his head again, holding him tight as he shot his hot, sweet seed down Eric’s throat. Eric wrapped his arms around Johnny, holding him as he recovered himself, his body shaking, his fingers still entwined in Eric’s hair. 

Slowly Johnny sank to the soft lambskin rug beneath his feet, completely spent. Eric lay next to him, his own cock still on fire with unrequited lust. He allowed Johnny to rest a while, stroking his strong bare back with one hand, his own cock with the other. 

Johnny rolled over toward him, his expression dreamy. He smiled down at Eric’s hard, thick cock. All Eric had to do was point. His slave knew just what to do. 
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Later they lay together in Eric’s bed, Johnny dozing lightly, Eric just resting as he smoothed Johnny’s rich golden hair and admired the planes and angles of his face in repose. Johnny was becoming a very good submissive, he had to admit. Not only could he take pain well, and with obvious pleasure, but he was learning to obey without question, to trust without demanding explanation. That would be essential if they were to play again in public, if they were to “redeem themselves”, as Johnny said, at the Cavern. 

Johnny’s cell phone, sitting next to Eric’s on the night table, began to ring. Johnny stirred a little and said, “Can you get that?” 

Eric reached for the phone, reading the caller ID information as it scrolled across the little screen. “It says Billy Wilson. Do you want to take the call?” 
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Chapter Three 

Johnny glanced at his watch as he leaned against the storefront of the old deli in Williamsburg, only a few blocks from their father’s garage. Billy should be there in five minutes. As he walked through the familiar neighborhood, Johnny felt at once at home and out of place. Instead of the old denim work shirt he would have been wearing over old baggy blue jeans, he was dressed in a yellow T-shirt and brown lightweight linen pants with dark brown leather sandals. Around his neck was a thick silver chain placed there by his lover, secured by a little padlock shaped like a heart. Only Eric had the key. 

As Johnny waited he pulled on the padlock, sliding it around behind his neck. The hoops at his nipples broke the smooth line of fabric over his pecs. Johnny pulled at the shirt, stretching it out and dropping it down again, wishing he’d worn something looser. 

No. He wasn’t going to hide anymore. He wasn’t going to pretend to be something he wasn’t. Billy knew the truth now anyway. He knew Johnny was gay and been informed by their father Johnny was a “filthy perverted faggot homo” with the photos to prove it. 

Johnny flushed as he relived that horrible moment. He’d just left Eric, their relationship hanging by a thread and very nearly over, Johnny confused and hurt. 

Letting himself into his efficiency late that night, he’d at first thought someone must have broken in until he saw his mother’s casserole dish beside the open album, its pages bent, the cover cracked as if it had been slammed against something. 

The feeling of violation had been sickening, made a thousand times worse by the fact it was his parents. He missed his mom but didn’t see how he could face her again. 

He missed Billy and Sandy, and their kids Jack and Emma. It was good he was seeing Billy today. He wanted to mend the tears in their family at least partially if he could. 

His dad and Hank could go to hell as far as he was concerned. 

“Hey, little brother!” Johnny glanced up, grinning despite his nervousness as he saw Billy striding toward him. He hadn’t been prepared for the emotion that welled over him at the sight of his brother after all these months. He wanted to grab him in a bear hug and never let him go but he was shy. Maybe Billy didn’t want a gay man touching him. 

Billy, beaming as he approached, apparently had no such reservations. Taking Johnny’s offered hand, he held it tightly, pulling Johnny into his arms. He reached up, ruffling Johnny’s hair as he said into his shoulder, “God, it’s good to see you, little brother. I’ve missed you. We’ve all missed you so much.” 

Johnny, who had held himself stiff as Billy had grabbed him, now returned the hug, tears clouding his vision. “Oh I’ve missed you too. You have no idea.” They stood in an 22 
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embrace a few more moments. Johnny was the first to pull away. “Better cut it out, Billy. People will think you’re queer.” 

Billy laughed and they walked together into the deli. Over huge corned beef sandwiches, Billy filled Johnny in on the day-to-day life of Johnny’s favorite niece and nephew. They talked of little things—sports scores and the latest angry customer story at the shop. A few times Johnny started to bring up what had happened but Billy managed to change the subject. Whatever had happened was water under the dam. 

Good old Billy, who avoided confrontation at all costs, hadn’t changed, or so it seemed. 

“So you’ll come over this Saturday, right? Just low-key, we’ll grill some burgers, hang out.” 

“Just you and Sandy, right? No one else?” 

“No one else. Unless you want someone else?” 

“No, no. I’m not even sure I’m ready to see Sandy, to tell you the truth. I don’t think I can sit there and pretend everything’s the same, Billy. It’s not the same.” Billy started to protest, to say he didn’t need to say anything. Johnny pushed on, determined. “I live with a man, Billy. A man I’m in love with.” As Billy winced, Johnny went on, “You haven’t even asked me about him. You haven’t asked me a thing about my new life.” 

“Listen, Johnny. Sandy and I don’t judge you. You’re an adult. How you choose to live your life is your business.” 

“Even if it’s perverted and filthy, right?” Johnny meant to be funny, but his words came out bitter, tinged with anger. 

Billy flushed a little, looking down at his plate. “Well, those pictures, Dad said they were pretty, um, graphic. But hey, if you choose to be gay that’s—” 

“You don’t  choose to be gay, any more than you choose to be left-handed,” Johnny interjected. “Shit, Billy. I spent my life so shut down and confused I didn’t even know I was gay, for crying out loud! It wasn’t an option. You did things Dad’s way. There was no other way. Period. If there’s any  judging to be done, how about Dad? Is it right for a parent to dictate the behavior and choices for his kids? To decide unilaterally they will be a certain way, act a certain way, choose a certain career? Is that what you want for your kids? Would you have chosen to be a mechanic?” He waited but Billy didn’t answer. “You don’t even know, because it was chosen for you. Your whole life was written out for you and you’ve lived it like a good boy, Wilson & Sons ’til death do you part.” 

Johnny knew he was stepping over the line, but he couldn’t seem to stop. “The one thing you did right, in my opinion, was knock up Sandy when you were kids.” Billy started to interrupt, his expression offended. Ignoring the family’s unspoken edict that one never spoke hard truths aloud, Johnny was determined to say what was on his mind. “No, hear me out. You stood your ground because Sandy mattered. The love you felt for each other mattered. When you lost the baby,” his tone was softer, “everyone assumed you’d dump her. It would have been okay then, even expected. But you didn’t. Because you loved her and she loved you. 
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“I’m in love.” Johnny couldn’t help but smile as the image of Eric wrapped warmly around him in his mind. “His name is Eric Méndez. He’s a psychologist in the city. He’s warm, loving, funny, handsome and smart. He makes me happy. I’m going to school now, Billy. College! I’m studying graphic design. I work in an art gallery. I’m happy! 

How come none of this seems to matter? How come all the family seems able to focus on are some Polaroids that were nobody’s business in the first place?” 

Billy stared at Johnny as if he didn’t know him. For a second Johnny wanted to take it all back. To rewind to where Billy “forgave” him for being gay and they would leave it at that—enough said. Slowly Billy said, “You’re right, Johnny. I apologize on behalf of all the Wilsons for how we’ve treated you. Not just now, but before. You’ve never been allowed to just be you. It must have been very hard for you all these years.” 

Now it was Johnny’s turn to stare. Warmth rushed through his veins and he felt his gut unclench just a little. He blinked away tears. “Well, yeah. It’s been hard. It’s not your fault. You don’t need to take the weight for Dad and Hank. But I appreciate what you’re trying to say. It’s not even their faults really. I mean, Dad is Dad. And Hank never had the ego strength to get out from under his thumb.” 

“Ego strength, what is that? Some psycho-jargon from your fancy Manhattan boyfriend?” Johnny glanced up sharply, newly ready to be offended, but Billy was grinning, his expression friendly and teasing. 

Johnny relaxed. “Yeah, I guess so. He’s taught me a lot. There’s a whole world out there, Billy, beyond Brooklyn, beyond the garage. You don’t have to stay there, you know. It might not seem like it from where you’re sitting, but you have options. You don’t have to be a mechanic in your father’s garage for the rest of your life.” 

Billy smiled and leaned back. “No, because Dad won’t be there forever. Which means Hank and I will own the shop one day. He’s already drawn up the papers and showed them to us. Fifty-percent partners, once he retires, which he hopes to do in the next five years or so.” Billy sat forward, his elbows on the table. “I’m not like you, Johnny. I’m not smart and I don’t have dreams that go much beyond making my wife and kids happy, safe and comfortable. Sure, I’d like more money. I’d like it if Sandy didn’t have to work part-time as a nurse. And you’re right, I don’t stand up to Dad like I probably should. Hank doesn’t either. But to tell you the truth, I like my life. I like working with cars, taking something broken and solving the mystery of why and making it work again. I like where I’m at. I like knowing someday the son on the  Wilson 

 & Sons sign might be Jack.” 

Johnny nodded. Their worlds, in the space of a few short months, now seemed a planet apart. Johnny understood where Billy was coming from. Billy would never understand Johnny’s chosen lifestyle. Not in a thousand years. But maybe that was okay. It wasn’t Billy’s business about Johnny’s private sex life, just as he didn’t want to know about what Billy and his wife did in the bedroom. At least they were talking again and Billy seemed ready to accept Johnny for who he was. 

Billy looked at the clock over the deli counter. “Shit, I’m late. I told them I’d only be an hour at the most. Gotta run, little brother. See you Saturday, okay?” 
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“You got it.” Billy reached into his pocket for his wallet but Johnny said, “It’s on me. And, Billy, thanks.” 

* * * * * 

“That was good, but you seemed to struggle a little. Let’s try it again. Remember, the key is to totally relax your throat. Anyone can suck off a guy, but to do it with submissive grace is a very different thing. The key is to relax. To completely open yourself to your master.” Eric stood over Johnny, who was kneeling naked on the soft sheepskin rug in their playroom. Eric’s jeans were open and pushed just below his hips, his thick, hard cock wet with Johnny’s saliva. 

The lesson in the art of submissive fellatio was in full swing. “When you gag, that signals you are still holding something of yourself back. A true sub holds  nothing back from his master. A true sub becomes the extension of his master, a malleable, obedient slave. That doesn’t mean a mindless robot, far from it. 

“It’s more subtle than simply obeying every directive. It’s a spiritual connection between two people where one leads and guides, the other follows and accepts. I know most players in the scene are impressed by how severe a whipping you can take or how big a cock you can take down your throat, or how big a dildo you’ll let someone shove up your ass. That stuff can be hot, I don’t deny it, but that isn’t what erotic submission is about. Not in my book anyway. 

“For us, grace enters the equation. When we go back to the Cavern, I want to show you off, sexy boy. And I will. So let’s try again. I’m going to slide this cock down your throat. Show me your grace. Accept my offering and worship it as you were born to do.” 

Johnny couldn’t control the shiver of anticipation. He was on his knees, kneeling up, his hands tied with rope behind his back. He was blindfolded, his lips parted as he waited to feel the soft, spongy head of his master’s thick cock. When the tip touched his lips, he greedily began to move over the shaft, his own cock tingling with need. 

“No. You stay still this time. Open your mouth and stay perfectly still. Whatever I do, don’t pull back, do you understand?” Johnny nodded, forcing himself to let go of Eric’s cock. He opened his mouth wide and waited. 

Slowly Eric began to slide the shaft past his lover’s lips, his teeth, over his tongue, down his throat. Johnny tried to imagine something very peaceful. He tried not to focus on the thick, long object lodging in his throat, as every time he thought about it directly, he invariably gagged. Eric did not like it when he gagged—he said it was the sign of a poorly trained slave. 

Think of clouds and water flowing in a stream, he told himself as he tried to keep his throat muscles open and relaxed. Eric pressed deeper so Johnny’s nose was now touching his master’s pubic bone. He was completely impaled on the thick shaft, his windpipe blocked. He couldn’t breathe but he didn’t pull away. 
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Eric remained still, lightly touching the sides of Johnny’s face with his fingers. 

“Good, slave. Don’t move. This is what I want. I’m going to teach you to do this without thinking about it. And you’ll do it not only for me but for any man I choose to have you service.” Eric’s voice was low and sensual, taking on that husky sensual quality it acquired when he was very aroused. 

Johnny tried to focus on Eric’s sexy voice. He needed to breathe. He couldn’t hold his breath much longer. Surely Eric knew that. Surely just a second or two more and Eric would pull back, remove the block to Johnny’s airways and let him breathe again. 

Still Eric remained in position. Johnny felt his heart pounding, his chest heaving. He didn’t want to pull back but he had to breathe! 

A fraction of a second before he pushed Eric away Eric withdrew. Johnny gasped for breath, gratefully filling his lungs. He could hear Eric zipping his jeans. Eric removed his blindfold and knelt in front of him so they were eye to eye. “That was good, slave. I could see you fighting to maintain your self-control. And you won. But true grace will come only when the fight is gone. When you’re literally willing to die for me. Do you understand that?” 

Johnny didn’t respond. Was Eric seriously suggesting a submissive lover should be willing to die for his master? Didn’t that seem a bit extreme, to say the least? Or was Eric speaking metaphorically, poetically? Johnny wasn’t sure. 

Eric sighed very slightly and then kissed him lightly on the mouth. “Lesson over for tonight. Come try my homemade coconut ice cream. Maybe we’ll take a walk and you can wear the new butt plug I got for you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, slut boy?” 

Johnny shook his head, blushing. Eric only laughed. “Well, that’s okay. Because I would like it and that’s what matters, isn’t it?” Johnny sighed, feeling Eric’s hot words like a caress over his pierced nipples and his erect cock. Though he  didn’t  like to have a plastic or rubber dildo lodged in his ass when they went out, the delicious humiliation of knowing he had submitted at the hands of his lover left him with a raging hard-on. 

This, Eric told him, was proof he was a slut, a slut who needed to be reminded of what he was and who he belonged to. When Eric spoke to him like this, Johnny felt himself lifted to a higher plane, an exalted, secret place where he felt all-powerful in his submission. 

He tried to understand this feeling, to figure out why he would be so turned on by being treated in a way that would have insulted and enraged a “normal person”. He tried to research it online, to see if others felt as he did and to understand why. He did find many, many others who shared this submissive sensibility, but he didn’t find a satisfactory explanation. Eric, laughing gently, had suggested a number of times it didn’t  matter why. What mattered was it pleased and excited them both. 

After two large bowls of Eric’s delicious ice cream, Johnny was forced to kneel on the floor of the kitchen, lewdly spreading his own ass cheeks while he waited for Eric to return with his newest butt plug. As he waited, kneeling submissively, his cock erect as usual, Johnny remembered that first embarrassing, difficult time when Eric had ordered him to drop his pants and spread his cheeks for the narrow little dildo Johnny had 26 
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purchased, his face on fire with embarrassment, at a local sex shop. Johnny had been too afraid then, his virgin asshole clenched too tight to accept the puny phallus. Eric had been very patient, letting him off the hook, saying it was his fault for pushing him. 

Of course now Johnny, used to Eric’s thick, hard cock thrusting into his nether hole, could easily accommodate a butt plug, at least the ones they owned. But Eric had bought something new, he had told Johnny earlier that evening over dinner. It was a battery-operated butt plug with a remote control. Eric, of course, would have the remote in his pocket as they took their little walk. 

Eric returned with the silicone phallus in his hand. Johnny started to lift his head but Eric said, “Forehead on the floor, ass up.” Johnny assumed the position, trying not to betray his nervousness. Though he loved the feel of Eric’s hot, perfect cock inside of him, he had never been able to fully acclimate himself to something foreign in his body. 

He didn’t like butt plugs, not for their own sake. Yet by the same token, submitting to this was arousing—he couldn’t deny it, nor could his cock, now springing to attention as Eric daubed some lubricant on his asshole before pressing the phallus carefully into Johnny’s ass. 

The last bit, the thickened base designed to keep the plug in place, made Johnny grunt with pain as it pressed past the tight circle of muscle at his anus. Eric pushed the button on the remote in his hands and Johnny instantly felt the vibrating whir deep inside him. It was a strange feeling. He wasn’t sure if he liked it or not. Eric flicked it off as he offered Johnny a hand to rise to his feet. 

As Johnny stood, it was as if Eric had read his mind. “It doesn’t matter if you like the sensation or not. It isn’t about that. It’s to remind you,” he pressed the button, again activating the vibrating plug, “you are not in control. I am. Now go get dressed and we’ll take a stroll before it gets dark.” 

They walked over to a small park, Eric periodically engaging the vibrator, making Johnny jump a little as he moved. Despite his discomfort, the eroticism of the situation kept Johnny’s cock hard and erect, a very enticing bulge in his tight jeans. As luck would have it, George and Adam, acquaintances of theirs from DeSoto’s, approached them, out on a walk of their own. George and Adam weren’t into BDSM, at least as far as Johnny knew, but they knew Eric, or at least his reputation, and now George, a large, beefy-faced man with a big beer belly, said with a leer, “Hey there, Méndez. Out for a walk with your latest boy toy, eh? Where’s the leash? I thought you always kept your subbies on a leash, no?” 

As Johnny flushed, looking down, Eric merely smiled. “This is Johnny, my lover and my best friend. He doesn’t require a leash, George. He’s with me because he wants to be.” 

“Well, yeah!” Adam expostulated. “Who wouldn’t want to be! Jesus, you’re Eric Méndez!” Now Johnny smiled, just a little. He knew his lover was quite “famous” in the gay club scene, not only because he was so damn good-looking but because he was cool, always very much in control. He exuded a certain alluring charisma most men and 27 
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not a few women found very difficult to resist. Johnny felt himself swell with pride as Eric took his hand. 

George punched Adam’s arm and it didn’t look especially playful. “Keep your dick in your pants, Adam. Remember who pays your rent.” Adam swallowed, grabbing his arm. “Well, see ya around, boys.” George said, his expression sour. Johnny was glad to see them go. 

“How ’bout a shower and sleep?” Eric said. Johnny nodded, thinking about what George had said despite himself. Eric’s “latest boy toy”. Johnny had learned over the past few months, from some oblique comments Eric himself had made, but mostly from overheard remarks and comments at clubs, that Eric had very much played the scene before Johnny had come along. How long before he tired of Johnny? How long before he went seeking another “boy toy”? 

Johnny knew on some level it was probably a matter of time before they broke up. 

Eric had worried Johnny would be the one to leave, since he was so new to all this and Eric was his “first”. But Johnny knew otherwise. He hadn’t been groomed in the gay scene as Eric had, where people seemed to take new lovers as easily as they bought new shoes. Eric, according to everything Johnny could gather so far, wasn’t the type to settle down. It was a matter of time, surely, before he gently let Johnny down. 

Johnny knew it would be gently because whatever else he was, Eric was a gentleman and a kind person. But how long could Johnny, an uneducated man six years his junior, hope to keep the interest and attention of a man as amazing as Eric? 

Sophisticated, bilingual, a fantastic cook, a professional with his own practice and a master’s in psychology, devastatingly handsome by anyone’s terms—how long could a mechanic from Brooklyn keep the interest of a man like that? 

“Penny for your thoughts,” Eric said softly. They were just at the door of Eric’s apartment building. 

“Oh,” Johnny said. “Nothing. I wasn’t thinking about anything at all really.” 



Later as they lay in bed, the moon shining silver over their sheet-clad bodies, Eric said, “So how was your lunch with Billy? You never said.” 

“It was—good. Yeah, it was good. Because we actually talked about some real stuff. 

It was really good to see him again too. I miss him and his wife Sandy. I love their kids. 

I’m going this Saturday to see them.” 

“Oh,” Eric answered. “You are? Just you?” 

Johnny swallowed. It honestly hadn’t occurred to him to think of bringing Eric. Had he expected to be invited? Now that Johnny thought about it, if it had been a girlfriend instead of a gay lover, wouldn’t Billy have naturally extended the invitation? But he hadn’t and Johnny hadn’t asked. “Oh Eric. You aren’t hurt, are you? I mean, of course I’d love to have you meet them. I guess I’m just not ready yet to, uh, bring you home.” 

“Hey, no big deal. Really. I’ll meet your brother and his wife someday, I’m sure. 

And you’ll meet my family. The whole crazy lot of them. In fact, my sister is coming up 28 
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from North Carolina next month. She’ll love you. I know it. Meanwhile, you go see Billy and Sandy, get your bearings again, see what’s what. Actually I have a little surprise of my own.” 

Relieved at how Eric seemed to be taking it, Johnny snuggled against him. “Yeah? 

What’s that?” 

“My old friend Michael is coming into town next week. He used to live in the city before he was transferred out to Chicago for his work. He still comes through from time to time, to hang out at DeSoto’s and pick up unsuspecting little gay boys to take home and tie up for his perverted pleasure.” 

Johnny sat up. “So he’s in the scene? But he’s Dom, right?” 

“He’s what you’d call a switch actually. He can play either side of the field. He can be very submissive when he’s with the right man.” 

Johnny felt a little clutch of jealousy slip around his heart like a noose. “The right man. Were you the right man?” 

Eric laughed. “If I was, you silly boy, it was a hundred years ago. We’re just friends now. In fact, I told him about you. He’s interested in seeing you put through your paces as a matter of fact. I was thinking it might be the perfect precursor to our visit to the Cavern. A little one-on-one practice before the big game, if you will.” 

Johnny was silent, digesting the idea. He wasn’t sure how he felt about having another man watching him submit to Eric. Especially a man who had been Eric’s lover. 

Eric must have sensed his concerns because he said, “Michael is just a friend, Johnny. 

Don’t you know yet how much I love you?” 

Johnny nodded, knowing he was being ridiculous. Softly he said, “Would it please you for me to submit in front of him?” 

“Yes, it would. I want to show Michael, I want to show the whole world you belong to me. That I own you and you will do anything to please me. Of course, the beautiful twist here is, I only want that if you do. So it’s up to you. But know this, Johnny. If he does come to watch us, you will submit to him as well as to me. I’m not sure what form that submission will take. We’ll wait and see what feels right between the three of us. 

What I mean is, if you decide to submit, your heart must be in it. I won’t have you embarrassing us both by backing out the moment it becomes difficult for you. You’ll need to have faith in yourself and complete trust in me. 

“You don’t have to decide tonight either. You sleep on it and we’ll discuss it tomorrow. I’ll tell you this, if you do decide this is something you want, you’re guaranteed a wild ride! Michael is very inventive and deliciously sadistic. He’ll come up with ways to make you suffer that will knock your socks off. That is, if he permits any socks, which I doubt.” Eric laughed, adding, “But seriously, he’s very hot. He knows what he’s doing and he knows you belong to me. That’s the most important thing.” 

Eric kissed Johnny lightly, his fingers caressing the chain around Johnny’s neck before moving down to the rings at his nipples. “You do belong to me, don’t you?” 
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“Yes,” Johnny said, closing his eyes. “Completely.” 
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Chapter Four 

Johnny stood back, staring at the painting he’d just hung, his head tilted in concentration. Just a little too high. As he moved to lift the frame from its hook his cell phone rang. 

Slipping the phone from his pants pocket, he saw the name he loved best scroll by—Eric Méndez. Johnny was alone in the gallery—the owner having gone to buy a sandwich at the nearby deli. Sandra Flanders of Flanders Contemporary Art Gallery trusted Johnny, which made him feel good. In the three months he’d been working for her, she’d given him more and more responsibility. This was his first exhibit. She’d given him free rein to set up the Albert Miller show—a rising artist in the thriving New York art scene. This was Miller’s first solo exhibit and Johnny appreciated the trust and honor Sandra had accorded him by allowing him to arrange the display to show the paintings at their best. 

“You have a gift, Johnny,” Sandra had told him as she watched him make some changes to an earlier exhibit she hadn’t been satisfied with. “I really like what you do with space. You have a unique eye.” Johnny had been thrilled when Eric had spoken to a friend of a friend, getting Johnny an interview with this exclusive gallery in SoHo. 

“But you got yourself the job, Johnny. Don’t forget that,” Eric had told him when he’d tried to give Eric all the credit. 

Johnny flipped open the phone. “Hello?” 

“Hi there. Just wanted to let you know. I got a call from Michael. He’s coming in town Friday, a day earlier than expected. That’s actually good, since you have your family thing Saturday. Gives you two a chance to get acquainted sooner. We’ll invite him for dinner.” 

“Oh,” Johnny said, suddenly unsure what he felt. 

“Second thoughts, slave boy?” Eric laughed. 

“Yes, and third and fourth,” Johnny retorted. 

“Hey, that’s okay. Thinking is good. Seriously though, we can talk tonight when you get home about how you want to experience this time with Michael. We’ll need to let him know if you’re going to be there as our boy toy or just as my lover. He’s very cool about boundaries. He’ll respect your decision.” 

As he slid the phone back into his pocket, he thought about Eric’s words.  “…our boy toy or just as my lover…”  Either way, he belonged to Eric. Yes, he was nervous at the thought of submitting in front of and to another man! But Eric seemed excited by the idea and proud of Johnny, which made him feel warm and special. And, if he were honest, the picture Eric had shown him of his old friend Michael was super hot. 
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The photo was taken on a beach. Michael was clad only in a very tight bikini bathing suit that left little to the imagination. He was tall and blond like Johnny, but his hair was long, falling past his shoulders in golden waves. He had dark blue eyes and a lush, sensuous mouth. He was saved from being pretty by his crooked nose, broken, Eric told Johnny, several times during his days of ice hockey in college. Though he had been twenty-eight at the time of the picture, his body was still hard, the abs flat, the shoulders broad. Johnny could see why Eric had found him attractive. Maybe he still had a secret yearning for the man? Maybe this reunion would remind him of what he’d lost? 

 Stop it, you dope.  Johnny didn’t like feeling jealous. It was an entirely new sensation, as he’d never cared enough about anyone before to experience the emotion. He’d once had a girlfriend who’d gone out of her way to make him jealous, always hanging on the arm of other guys at parties, implying she would rather be with them. He’d finally told her to go ahead. 

How would he feel watching Eric and this man together? Was he secure enough in his own feelings to handle it if they decided to play? He’d been around the scene long enough now to know a little sexual play was to be expected along with any D/s games. 

Indeed, Eric had been quite clear he expected Johnny to service and please them both. 

While he was excited at the prospect, he was nervous as well. 

Sandra came back into the gallery, distracting Johnny from his thoughts. He finished the hanging and helped her to close. “Do you mind if I take tomorrow afternoon off?” he asked on a whim. “We’ve got a friend coming in from out of town and I wanted to get ready.” 

“No problemo,” Sandra said. “We’re ready to go with the exhibit. I was thinking of closing early anyway because my sister’s in town.” 

Johnny nodded his thanks and said good night. He guessed he’d made his decision without realizing it. He was taking the afternoon off to get ready for Eric’s ex-lover. A thrill of anticipation shot through his loins. Instead of taking the subway, he walked in long, sure strides down the long city blocks to Eric’s, no, to  their apartment, eager to tell his lover his decision. 

* * * * * 

Eric wanted Johnny to have fun, but he also wanted to use the visit as an experiment—to see how ready Johnny was to submit in front of and for others. If he balked over one man, Eric would know they weren’t ready for the challenge of the Cavern. He didn’t tell Johnny the weekend would be a test, but he hoped Johnny would pass it just the same. 

Johnny stood in the large shower, his arms over his head, his legs spread apart. Eric knelt at his feet, carefully shaving his pubic area. He used baby oil and a very sharp four-bladed razor to shave Johnny’s skin as smooth as a baby’s. Johnny had balked at first, claiming it was inappropriate for his “master” to kneel before him and groom him. 
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“This is what I want to do, therefore it’s appropriate,” Eric had told him. “I think it’s sexy to shave your balls. All you have to do is stand there like a good little slave boy and be glad I’m not shaving your chest and underarms as well. Michael likes his boys completely smooth. But you’re not his boy—you’re mine.” 

Eric would never shave the sexy dark blond chest hair that curled over Johnny’s sternum in a V, tapering down his belly to his cock. He liked Johnny’s masculine hairy chest but had to admit he shared Michael’s penchant for his subs to have shaved pubes. 

And it was more than just the submissive act of denuding the flesh. He liked to use a crop on the freshly shaven balls, the leather slap echoing against delicate bare skin. He knew it hurt more than skin protected by coarse pubic hair. He liked the idea of heightening the experience for his slave. 

He caressed Johnny’s balls, gripping them in one hand as he slid oily fingers over his erect shaft. As he massaged his lover’s cock, Eric said, “You won’t come tonight. 

You’re going to save it for Michael.” He felt Johnny’s cock harden under his hand and he smiled. 

* * * * * 

Black leather boots, the toes blunt and square, appeared in Johnny’s line of vision. 

He was on his knees, his wrists cuffed behind him, his legs spread wide to show off his bound cock, wrapped around its base with thin, fine rope that forced it up and out. His nipple rings were pulled taut by the gold chain he now held in his teeth. 

Johnny’s heart was pounding. He hoped his nerves didn’t betray him as he knelt up, eyes down as he’d been ordered, his nipples aching and tingling with desire, his cock straining in its rope prison. 

“He’s fucking  gorgeous.” The voice was raspy, a husky baritone. Johnny had to use all his self-control not to look up into the face of the man who wore those big, black boots. 

Johnny had waited in this uncomfortable position as Eric had answered the door, buzzing his friend in before turning to remind Johnny one more time, “You won’t move until I tell you to. You won’t look up. You won’t speak. You are my bound, naked object. If you move, I’ll whip you with the single tail. You wouldn’t like that, would you, slave?” 

Johnny, keeping his eyes down, shook his head, but his cock bobbed lewdly in its restraints. Though he still couldn’t understand why, even though the single tail lash really hurt, much more than a flogger or whip, he seemed to get hardest of all when Eric used it on his ass, raising wicked welts of fire that left marks for days. He came harder too when Eric’s hot mouth would kiss away the pain of the lash, making him forget the sting as he dissolved into pure pleasure. Yet he didn’t want to be lashed in front of the ex-lover. He wanted to show them both what a well-trained submissive he was. Or hoped he was. He knew tonight was a test, though Eric hadn’t explicitly said so. He wanted to do more than pass it, he wanted to ace it! 
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As the two friends embraced in front of him, he waited in what he hoped was proper submissive fashion, his eyes downcast, the chain still held obediently in his mouth. The boots appeared and now one lifted, the toe gently nudging his testicles. 

Johnny resisted the natural urge to close his legs, to protect his jewels. Eric had said the man was quite sadistic, but surely Eric wouldn’t allow anything dangerous. 

The boot was withdrawn. “You’ve trained him reasonably well,” Michael announced. “He did flinch a bit, but at least he didn’t try to close his legs or get away. 

How long have you had him?” 

“Johnny and I have been lovers since late September,” Eric responded. 

“Does he give good head?” 

“When he’s relaxed he does. I’m not sure how he’d do on someone of your, er, stature.” 

Johnny heard Michael laugh, a big-bellied laugh. “My stature, eh? As I recall it was a bit hard for  you to take, lover boy. We’ll have to put this one through his paces, eh? 

See if he’s up to the task, eh?” 

“We’ll see,” Eric said noncommittally. “For now, how about a drink? Are you hungry? I have a lasagna baking in the oven. It should be just about done.” 

“Ah, that’s what smells so delicious! I’m starving. Do you let the slut eat at the table with you? Or does he get a doggie bowl on the floor?” 

“Johnny will eat with us.” Eric knelt down, gently taking the chain from Johnny’s mouth. He kissed Johnny’s cheek as he unwound the rope from his cock. Reaching around behind him, he released the clip that held Johnny’s cuffed wrists together. 

“Go get dressed, sweetheart. That was a very impressive display of submission. I’m so proud of you. Come to the kitchen when you’re ready. I’ll introduce you properly and we’ll have dinner.” Softly into Johnny’s ear he added, “Don’t let him put you off. 

He likes to act the big heavy Dom, but he’s a pussycat at heart.” 

* * * * * 

Michael was even better-looking in person than his photo depicted. His hair wasn’t as long now, falling just to his shoulders, a dark strawberry blond. About three days of growth on his face gave him a rough, sexy look. Johnny kept glancing at Eric to see if he was gazing with longing toward his old lover, but Eric seemed more focused on the food and on being a good host. “Have some more salad, Michael,” he said, passing the large wooden bowl filled with fresh greens. “And Johnny, you’ve barely touched your lasagna. Did I put too much cheese, do you think?” 

Johnny smiled at Eric, his expression so earnest, his hair flopping over his eye in that endearing way. “No, Eric. It’s delicious. You’ve outdone yourself.” He took a large bite to prove it. Eric grinned at him and poured them all more red wine. 

Johnny felt strange. Here the three of them sat, fully clothed, eating dinner as if Johnny hadn’t just been naked and bound at their feet a few moments before. Eric had 34 
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said this was to put him in proper submissive headspace. Well, it had worked! Johnny pushed the food around on his plate, his usually huge appetite nonexistent as he listened to the old friends exchange small talk. 

Finally the meal was over and Michael leaned back in his chair, clasping his hands over his stomach. “That was superb. But now I want dessert. Something about six feet tall with blond hair, preferably naked.” 

Eric laughed. Johnny’s stomach churned. He took a long drink of his wine, finishing the glass. “That’s right, boy,” Michael said in his gruff voice. “Drink up. That’s the last thing you’ll be doing without express direction for the rest of the evening.” 

Johnny glanced to Eric, who nodded, his dark brown eyes watching Johnny’s face. 

Eric stood and said, “Michael, help yourself to more wine. Johnny and I will be back in a minute. I just need to talk to him in the bedroom.” 

“Take your time. I’ve got all night.” Michael winked, grinning broadly. Johnny followed Eric into their bedroom, his nerves jangling. 

Eric closed the door and turned to Johnny, taking him in his arms. “You okay? You still want to do this? Michael was very impressed with your display before dinner. It was all I could do to get him to sit down to a meal. He wanted to break down the bedroom door while you were dressing and just ravage you. I had to physically restrain him.” 

Johnny smiled, feeling strange. He was very attracted to Michael too. Where did Eric fit in with all this? He honestly wasn’t sure what the dynamic would be. Eric said, 

“What’s going through your head, Johnny? You were so quiet at dinner and now too. 

Are you having second thoughts? This is the time to talk. Later you won’t be given that opportunity. But I don’t want a repeat of that night at the Cavern. I want to listen to you, to really hear you, okay, baby? So tell me. What’s up?” 

Johnny took a breath and let it out slowly. “I’m not sure. I want to do this. I was really turned on when you had me on my knees like that. And Michael’s really hot. It’s just—” 

“What? Tell me.” 

“Well. I guess I’m not clear on where the line is drawn with D/s and sex and stuff. I mean, he was your lover. You guys were hinting about his big cock and me ‘servicing’ 

him. Am I supposed to have sex with this man? I mean, is that what you want? I know I’m new to the whole scene, including the gay part of it! I feel like a jerk because I don’t know what’s expected. I just know I don’t want to fuck up anything between us—

between you and me.” 

Eric sat on the bed, patting the mattress next to him. Johnny sat down. “You’re right to ask. I forget you’re so new, because we know each other so well now. I forget you’ve had so little experience except what you’ve had with me.” 

“Make that  none,” Johnny interjected. “Not with other guys, you know that.” 

“Right,” Eric grinned, “You’re my sweet little virgin boy! I must protect you from big bad dirty Michael!” He laughed and ducked as Johnny playfully cuffed his head. 
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“But seriously, let me tell you what I expect. I expect you to submit to me and to Michael while he’s here. He knows the ground rules. He isn’t to harm you or push you past where I’m comfortable having you go. 

“This is your first time in an intimate three-way like this and I’m mindful of that.” 

Gently he stroked Johnny’s cheek. “This night is about you, I want you to know that. It isn’t about me and Michael getting together to have sex, using you as an excuse. It’s a chance for you to explore your submissive nature more fully and a chance for me to gauge your progress in front of others. Submitting in the privacy of our bedroom is a different thing from doing it in front of another Dom.” 

His hand moved down from Johnny’s cheek to his chest and down his flat belly to the bulge in his jeans. His fingers sent spirals of pleasure through Johnny’s loins as he whispered, “I want to show you off, Johnny. You are my submissive slut boy. I want to show Michael you’re mine. I own you—you belong to me.” He squeezed Johnny’s cock through the denim and Johnny closed his eyes, his nipples hardening as Eric kissed him. 

Eric let him go. Johnny leaned forward, yearning for another kiss, but Eric stood up, his eyes glittering. “So, Johnny. This is your last chance to decide. You had a small taste of what your position will be. Michael and I will put you through your paces, to use his words. We’ll use you ’til we use you up. If you agree now, you are giving up your freedom of choice until I release you. Do you want it, slave?” 

Johnny’s cock was hard, his balls aching. The thought of submitting to these two gorgeous men, to being the center of attention for the entire night, was scary but thrilling. His lust won out over his fear. Without having planned it, Johnny found himself slipping from the bed to the floor. Kneeling in front of Eric, he bowed his head until his face was touching Eric’s soft boot. As he kissed the leather, he felt Eric’s hand on his hair. 

“Strip, slave. Come out into the living room when you’re naked and kneel at my feet.” Eric strode to the door. Turning back he said, “Johnny, one more thing.” Johnny looked up as Eric said, “I love you.” 

* * * * * 

“Let’s hang him from the ceiling.” Eric and Michael stood in Eric’s playroom, Johnny at their feet. They’d had him crawl along behind them as they walked down the hall. Johnny felt at once humiliated and wildly aroused to be treated like this. Eric had never had him crawl. Now they were talking about him as if he weren’t in the room or as if he were nothing more than an object—their “boy toy”. 

Together they lifted Johnny by the arms, each taking a wrist to which they attached Johnny’s leather cuffs. Using the little stepstool, Eric clipped Johnny’s wrists to the chains that dangled from the ceiling. Michael said, “He can do better than that surely.” 

Without asking Eric’s permission, Michael unclipped Johnny’s cuffs and reattached them several rungs higher, forcing Johnny onto his tiptoes. Eric didn’t protest. 
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Michael tugged gently at Johnny’s nipple rings. “These are so hot, Eric. Did you do it?” As Eric nodded Michael said to Johnny, “Are you ready to suffer, boy?” He twisted one of the rings, pulling it hard, drawing a startled cry of pain from Johnny’s lips. 

“Careful, Michael,” Eric said. “The piercings are fairly new.” 

“I know what I’m doing, Eric. You seem a bit overprotective of this slut, you know that? As I recall, you didn’t mind making  me cry.” Michael was smiling but the smile didn’t seem to quite reach his eyes. 

Eric said quietly, “Johnny is not you, Michael. He doesn’t have as a high a threshold for pain as you have.” 

“Well, let’s see what he can take, shall we?” Michael moved toward the sideboard where Eric was laying out several whips and crops. Johnny watched as they selected their toys. 

“Eyes to the front,” Eric said brusquely as he moved behind Johnny. “I’ll warm you up with a nice flogging.” Eric brushed the thick, soft leather tresses over his back, sliding it down to his ass. Johnny pulled against his cuffs, leaning back slightly toward the whip. He had come to love the feel of leather wielded in the skillful hand of his master. He knew his cock was sticking out from his belly. Michael moved to stand in front of him, his thickly muscled arms crossed over his chest, his eyes hooded. Johnny closed his eyes. 

Eric began a steady rhythm, the leather covering Johnny’s skin with stinging pleasure. As Johnny adjusted to the intensity, Eric would ratchet it up just a little more until finally Johnny was taking quite a strong whipping. His body was bathed in a light sheen of sweat and his legs were slightly cramped from standing on tiptoe so long. His skin was stinging and tingling but still leather rained down on his supple flesh. Johnny began to pant as pain eased over pleasure, tipping the balance, making him dance in his bonds. 

“Let it go,” Eric murmured, his mouth close to Johnny’s ear. “Breathe. I’ve got you—let go.” Johnny responded as much to Eric’s voice as to the continued sensation of the whip. He felt the sweet languor of arousal fall over him and knew he would soon be flying. 

That’s what Eric told him it was called sometimes and the term seemed apt. Johnny invariably “flew” when Eric whipped him long enough with the flogger. It seemed to happen just after the pain became nearly too intense. Something would shift inside him—he could feel it happening. The pain didn’t stop but his perception of it somehow changed. His breathing slowed, his head falling back, his lips parting, a deep sense of serenity settling over the fierce arousal just beneath the calm. 

Dimly he knew Michael and Eric were speaking, but he was too deeply entranced to make out the words. He became aware the whipping had stopped. Michael moved behind him now and Johnny forced himself to open his eyes. Eric was standing in front of him. “Michael’s going to whip you, Johnny. He’s chosen the single tail.” 
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Johnny felt the sweet fog of submission rolling away, a shot of adrenaline taking its place as the first lash bit tender flesh. He jerked forward a little, pressing his lips together to stay silent. He would show them both he could take this, his threshold of pain notwithstanding. 

Eric’s hand on his cock sent tremors of pleasure hurtling through him just as the single tail found its mark again across his ass. He jerked forward into Eric’s sweet grip. 

“He marks nicely,” Michael commented just before he struck him across his back. 

Despite his intention to remain quiet Johnny gave a yelp. Eric had never used the single tail on his back, the skin much more sensitive than his ass. Michael laughed, a low, cruel laugh as he struck Johnny over and over, covering his back, ass and thighs in a fire of stinging lines. 

Johnny was sweating profusely now, trickles of perspiration tickling his sides. All traces of his trance were completely obliterated as he pulled hard against his cuffs, futilely trying to dance away from the relentless lash. He kept expecting Eric to intervene, to tell Michael to stop, but Eric stood impassively in front of him, his dark eyes trained on his face. 

“Eric,” he gasped finally, his expression pleading. “Please.” He didn’t say stop. He didn’t say his safe word, the word he hadn’t uttered since that terrible night at the Cavern when he’d been driven to desperation. He trusted Eric—Eric had promised to keep him safe. Johnny closed his eyes, willing himself to handle the pain. 

Dimly he heard them murmuring behind him. Mercifully the sharp sting of the lash had ceased. Johnny, his eyes still closed, felt his wrists being released from their cuffs. 

His legs gave way, strong hands on either side supporting him as he sank to his knees. 

Johnny expected to be lowered gently to the soft rug beneath his feet. He was used to Eric’s tender ministration after an especially rough whipping. Johnny became aware of the endorphins zinging and ricocheting through his bloodstream, lifting him to a high only sensual pain can produce. His lips were ready for Eric’s soft kiss, his cock stiff with desire. 

Instead he heard Eric say, “Kneel. Open your mouth.” Though he wanted nothing more than to lie down, Johnny obeyed, watching with wide eyes as Michael moved in front of him, pulling his jeans down his legs along with his underwear, thrusting the biggest cock Johnny had ever seen toward Johnny’s mouth. 

Eric stood just behind him, his hands on Johnny’s bare shoulders. Johnny swallowed as Michael thrust forward, his cock hard, its scent different from Eric’s, a strong musky smell not displeasing, just different. Johnny felt a moment’s panic as the huge member pressed past his lips. Then he felt Eric’s hand on his head, smoothing his hair from his eyes as he held him in place. 

 Relax, open your throat, give yourself completely.  Johnny tried to tell himself the things Eric would say when teaching him to submit in this particular art. Michael moved forward, pushing his penis farther so its head was resting against the soft pallet at the back of Johnny’s mouth. 
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Johnny felt his gag reflex kick in, unable to help himself. Michael’s cock was so long and thick he couldn’t possibly be expected  to  accommodate  it  fully.  “Not  so  well trained, is he?” Michael said, his tone derisive. 

“Give him time, Michael. You aren’t a donkey trying to fuck a hole in a tree, even if you’re built like one. Use more finesse.” 

Michael laughed a big belly laugh, his cock pulling from Johnny’s mouth. “Oh Eric, I’d forgotten what an incredible snob you are. A donkey, huh? Better than being an ass, I suppose.” He laughed again, but this time when he slid his cock past Johnny’s lips, he moved slowly, giving Johnny a chance to adjust to his invasion. 

Johnny closed his eyes, focusing on the man behind him, on his fingers moving gently through his hair and over his forehead while another man used his mouth. He wanted Eric to be pleased. He wanted Eric to be proud.  Relax. Open your throat. Prove your devotion, your submission. Take it for me…  What had Eric said? That submitting to Michael would be submitting to him, to Eric. And while Johnny couldn’t deny it was very hot to be kneeling between two men, one caressing him while the other fucked his face, his real motivation for being there was to please his dominant lover. 

Michael pulled back slowly, freeing Johnny for a moment to take a breath before thrusting his hips again, this time going farther, completely impaling Johnny on his huge cock. Johnny’s throat was full—he couldn’t have gagged if he’d wanted to at that point. He couldn’t breathe and Michael showed no sign of pulling back. 

 Accept my offering and worship it as you were born to do.  Eric’s words glided through his mind like water tumbling over pebbles and Johnny at last truly submitted. Utterly relaxed, his throat open, his body loose, his eye closed, he accepted Michael’s cock, accepted his position, his submission, his essence. Yes, he was born to this—his flesh stinging, his cock raging, his pleasure and his pain controlled by another. 

Michael began to use him more roughly, thrusting in long, even strokes, choking Johnny for a second with each thrust, fucking his mouth like a rutting animal. Suddenly he exploded in Johnny’s mouth, his jism spurting down his throat before Johnny could even swallow. 

Johnny wanted to push him away. His legs were aching beneath him and he wanted to curl up in Eric’s arms, to affirm he’d pleased his master with this submission to another man. But Michael held him fast, his cock lodged in Johnny’s throat, still hard as steel. Johnny felt dizzy from lack of oxygen. There was a faint ringing in his ears and he realized he was going to faint. Still he didn’t pull away. 

Johnny felt the world tumble away as he fell back into Eric’s waiting arms, cradled by his lover. 
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Chapter Five 

“You know I didn’t mean to make him pass out, right?” Michael was drinking a beer, watching Eric pour himself another glass of Port. 

“Of course. He was only out a few seconds. I think he was just overwhelmed. We’d put him through a pretty intense whipping session with no down time before you used him.” 

“Down time?” The sneer was evident in Michael’s tone. “I don’t remember getting down time, whatever the fuck that is. Since when did you go all soft, Eric? You used to be, I don’t know, more intense. Hotter. More dangerous. Now you’re like, all lovey-dovey. No offense, but you’ve lost your edge. You’re not the man I used to know.” 

Eric swirled his fine wine, enjoying the way the light caught the dark red and amber tones. “No. I’m not the man you used to know. If you really knew me, that is. 

Thinking back, we played together, Michael. But that was as far as it went really. I’m not blaming you—please don’t think that. That’s as far as I ever went. I didn’t know how to get any closer, I guess. Most guys I know don’t. Not just guys in the scene. Not just gays either, for that matter. I see it all time. In my practice and among the crowd I hang out with. People are afraid to connect. Or they don’t know how. I was no different.” 

“And now you are? This kid has turned you into this corny romantic? He’s taken one of our best and brightest, one of our dirtiest, most delicious perverts and turned you into a softie?” Michael’s tone was light but as Eric looked into his face, he knew his old friend was confused and upset. 

Michael’s words jarred him. Though he hadn’t mentioned it to Johnny, he’d been getting calls from players in the scene—mostly subs who wanted to know why they never saw him around anymore. He’d pretty much disappeared from the whole club scene since Johnny had come into his life. It wasn’t that he despised his old way of life—he just didn’t have time for it now. Johnny filled his thoughts and his heart. 

Johnny was enough for him. But was what Michael saying true? Had he lost his edge? 

Was he no longer a true Dom? Had love dulled his sharp instincts, diluted the 

“dangerous” quality that attracted so many to him in the first place? 

Michael  moved  from  the  chair  he  had  been  in  to  sit  next  to  Eric  on  the  couch. 

Johnny was asleep in their bedroom, exhausted from his ordeal. Michael placed his hand on Eric’s thigh, gently squeezing it. “Well, whatever you are, you’re still sexy and hot. I know we weren’t all gushy in love like you and Johnny boy, but we sure had us some hot times, right? Really hot, sizzling as I recall. You could reduce me to tears and then send me straight to heaven all in the space of a few minutes.” As he spoke, his hand had moved steadily up Eric’s thigh, now cupping Eric’s crotch. 
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He leaned over to kiss Eric. “He doesn’t own  you, does he? A Dom can still take other lovers. You can do what you want. He’s asleep. Let’s do it, Eric. For old time’s sake, if nothing else. Use me as only you can.” 

Eric sat rigid as Michael’s lips closed over his. His words reverberated in his head. 

 He doesn’t own you, does he?  Eric knew it was intended as a taunt, a dare. He knew Michael didn’t understand their relationship and to be fair, Eric hadn’t really shared the depth of it or his love for Johnny. Gently he disengaged from Michael. 

“I’m sorry, Michael. You’re still as gorgeous as you ever were. It was very hot watching you use Johnny. You helped push him to a new level in submission. I know this sounds strange to you, but he  does own me. In a romantic sense, I guess. We’re more than just master and slave, more than Dom and sub. We’re lovers. Partners. I don’t know how long it will last. He’s young, he’s new—this is all new to him. But I don’t want to jeopardize it by fucking around. I hope you understand.” 

“Sure I understand.” Michael’s face was flushed, his tone snide to cover his humiliation at being rebuffed. “The BDSM scene has lost a very hot Dom. You’ve got a ball and chain around your neck now. I never thought it would happen to you of all people, but there you go. You won’t find  me saddled with one guy, no matter how hot he is. Shit, Eric. You could have your choice—a different guy every night. Five different guys every night if you wanted. But you give it all up for a boy who can barely put two words together. A boy who sucks cock like a teenage girl, a boy who probably can’t take it up the ass without squealing like a stuck pig.” 

Eric stood up abruptly, heat licking his face. Forcing himself to speak calmly, he said, “I really don’t know what this is about, Michael, but it isn’t about me. If you want to fuck a different guy every night or ten guys for that matter, be my guest. I’m thirty-one years old. I’ve been playing the scene for ten years. Johnny is the best thing that ever happened to me. Last I heard, it was rude to insult a man in his own home. I think it’s time for you to go.” 

Michael stood up as well, sloshing the beer in his mug as he set it down hard on the coffee table. “Thanks for the dinner and the use of your boy toy, dude. I’ve got places to be. See you ’round.” 

“Don’t count on it,” Eric said to the closed door. 

* * * * * 

Ann Wilson paid the taxi driver and climbed out. Moving along the avenue, she peered at the buildings, looking for an address. She didn’t stop to think about what she was doing because she knew if she did, she would lose her nerve. 

She hadn’t seen Johnny since they’d discovered that perverted photo album in his apartment. At first she’d been so stunned and embarrassed by what she’d seen, she hadn’t   wanted to see him. Though she felt she could have come to understand his homosexuality in time, those perverted, dirty pictures, with him tied up and lewdly displayed like some common whore! That was too much to accept of her youngest son. 
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Frank had sworn if Johnny dared show his face either at the garage or their house, he’d wring his neck, after he kicked his ass to hell and back. Frank had a temper and it wouldn’t have been the first time he’d taken out his anger with his fists. Ann herself had been subject to his rages, resulting in a black eye or bruises where he gripped her too hard. Ironically, their biggest fights had been over Johnny—with Ann defending him against Frank’s accusations that he didn’t measure up to Wilson standards in one way or another. 

This time however, she’d agreed with Frank, at least at first. She didn’t think she would be able to see her son without the image of him naked kneeling on the floor, his arms bound over his head, a disgusting red ball tied with leather straps stuffed in his mouth. She was relieved he’d quit the job at the garage with a phone call and stopped coming by for Sunday dinner. 

But as the weeks stretched into months and they heard nothing from their boy, Ann’s heart began to soften. She focused less on the lewd photos and more on what a good, kind boy Johnny had always been. Always different from Hank and Billy, more sensitive, more introspective. Though she loved them all, even difficult, prickly Hank, Johnny had always been her favorite—there was no denying it. 

She thought about it a lot, wondering what would motivate Johnny to behave as he had, letting someone take those pictures. Did all gay men act like that? Surely not. One Sunday a sermon in church got her thinking. The theme was “judge not lest ye be judged”. As she sat in church, Ann guiltily recalled a few photos of her own, photos she would have been mortified over if anyone but Frank had seen them. 

They were newly married, no children had yet come bursting into their lives, forever changing their love life from carefree and fun to something to worry about, at least for Ann. Ann had given Frank a Polaroid camera for his birthday and he’d taken several nude photos of Ann, some in quite suggestive poses. Admittedly, she’d had half a bottle of champagne before agreeing to the photo shoot, but how would she have felt if her children or a friend had stumbled on those pictures? Pictures taken in the privacy of two lovers’ home, not meant to be shared by others. 

Admittedly, Johnny’s pictures were of a different sort—much more graphic and lewdly offensive than anything Ann and Frank had done but then this was a new generation, a whole new world really.  Judge not lest ye be judged… It wasn’t as if Johnny had been posting those pictures on some internet porn site or showing them to anyone at all. They had been in an album in his apartment on his table. Private business. 

If someone was to blame, might it be Frank and her for entering his apartment without his being home? If only she hadn’t insisted on retrieving that stupid casserole dish! Now their lives had been altered forever—her baby boy a stranger to her. 

Here it was. The address on Waverly Avenue she’d looked up in the phone book. 

She glanced at her watch. It was one-thirty. Frank wouldn’t be home for another three and a half hours. She would never tell him about this excursion. Ever since Billy had called her on Sunday to tell her of Johnny’s visit the day before, she couldn’t get the idea out of her head. It had sprung fully formed into her mind when Billy had 42 
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mentioned Johnny’s “boyfriend” was named Eric Méndez.  Is that what she should call him? Lover sounded so personal. Partner?  He said the man had a counseling practice in Manhattan. Certainly a respectable job at any rate! 

What had leaped into her brain was a plan. A rather devious plan by Ann’s standards as she wasn’t a sneaky person by nature. What better way to see who Johnny was “with” without actually having to confront him head-on for perverting her child! 

Ann assumed this was the man who had taken the compromising pictures of her boy. 

She wanted a look at him without giving him the advantage of knowing who she was. 

Thus she had called first thing Monday, getting his number from Manhattan Directory Assistance. A pleasant-sounding young man had answered, “Dr. Méndez.” 

Ann hadn’t even lied when she said she wanted an appointment to talk about her son. 

She’d pretend she was troubled by her son’s homosexuality—she didn’t have to pretend!—and use the hour to scope out the man. She figured it would cost a small fortune but Ann had pin money Frank didn’t know about. This seemed as good a use as any. 

Thursday was the soonest he could fit her in, he told her. One forty-five for an initial consultation. The days had passed slowly, Ann jittery with anticipation, very nearly canceling the appointment twice, but curiosity as much as anything made her keep it. Ann realized she led a very dull life—going into Manhattan on the subway from Brooklyn and catching a cab to her final destination was as much adventure as she’d had in years. Doing it on a covert spy mission was almost more adventure than she could tolerate! 

She pressed the button outside the glass door of the brownstone, waiting nervously for a response. The door buzzed and the lock released. She pushed it open, thinking it rather unwise to just buzz someone in without coming out to see who it was. 

The doors along the hallway were all closed. One of them had  Eric Méndez, Therapist painted in small gold letters against the wood. As Ann moved to knock, the door opened. “You must be Ann Peterson,” the handsome young Latino said, smiling as he pulled the door back for her to enter. “I saw you on the stoop in the remote camera. I’m Dr. Méndez.” 

“Oh,” Ann said, accepting his offered hand briefly. As he pointed her toward a large, comfortable-looking leather chair, she looked around the small office. It had a cozy, warm feel—a place where a person could relax and feel safe. She glanced at this Eric person as he sat in the matching leather chair at kitty-corner with hers. He didn’t look gay. He was dressed in nice dark gray pants and a white button-down shirt. His tie was neatly knotted and looked very expensive. His hair, a little long for Ann’s taste, was brushed neatly back and he was clean-shaven, and she had to admit, extremely good-looking. 

Ann herself was still quite attractive, though she would have denied it. She had been only twenty-two, working as a waitress in a local diner when thirty-year-old Frank Wilson had come in for pie and coffee. Tall and blonde with wide green eyes, she’d caught the eye of many a man before Frank but somehow the two of them just seemed 43 
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to click. Part of it was timing, she later thought. She had decided it was time to find a husband and he was looking for a wife to settle down with. He’d just opened his own garage and was ready to start a family. 

That was thirty-one years ago—hard to believe. Ann’s hair was still blonde though tinged with gray, and she’d kept her figure. But Frank had long ago stopped telling her she was beautiful, and like most women, she needed a man to remind her. 

“So what can I do for you, Ms. Peterson?” Eric asked politely. 

Ann flushed as she sat across from the therapist, feeling suddenly as if she were the one here for therapy. A stab of guilt shot through her at the thought of deceiving this nice young man. At least he  seemed nice. She mustn’t forget those photos though! She was doing this for Johnny! 

Taking a breath, she said, “Well, I have this son, you see. He’s, um. Well, he has some problems. And I was thinking maybe I could get advice on how to help him.” 

Dr. Méndez nodded. “Your son is how old?” 

“Twenty-five.” Damn, she should have said a different age! Well, it didn’t matter. 

She pressed on. “He’s, um, well, he’s trying to find himself, I guess you would say.” 

“And what did you hope to accomplish by coming to see me? Are you planning to refer him to me?” 

“Oh. Uh, no. No. I was more wanting to get your opinion. Your advice. How I should handle it.” 

His face was kind. She liked the way he waited respectfully for her to finish speaking and seemed to pause thoughtfully before asking his questions. He didn’t seem to be in such a hurry like so many young people today. Ann felt confused because she’d planned to hate him on sight, and yet now she almost wanted to confide in him for real. 

It was her hour after all, maybe she would confide, in a roundabout way! Dr. 

Méndez said, “Tell me what’s troubling you. What is your son doing that is upsetting you?” 

“He’s,” she blushed as she said it, knowing she was talking to her son’s lover! “He’s gay.” 

Instead of laughing at her or angrily demanding why that was a problem, he said, 

“And this troubles you? Or it troubles him.” 

“Well, me. I mean, he’s fine with it. I guess he is. I mean, he never told us a word about it but we found out. How can someone hide something like that from his parents all those years? He lived at home for nineteen years! How come we didn’t know a thing about it? Was he living this secret life under our roof and we had no idea? I feel, I don’t know, I feel violated by the whole thing.” 

Ann snapped her mouth shut. She never spoke this much at home! Frank didn’t listen anyway and she’d learned to keep her own counsel. What was it about this man that made it so easy to talk? 
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“It must be hard to make such a significant discovery about your son, even if he is a grown man now. I can see where you might feel violated, as you say. Tricked somehow. 

I wonder, and we can explore this in time if you decide to proceed with your therapy, how safe would your son have been ‘coming out’ with his sexual orientation at home? 

Would he have received a supportive reaction from you and your husband? From the siblings, if there are any?” 

Ann forgot to make up an answer. “No,” she said softly. “My husband would have killed him. I mean literally. He would have beaten him to death, I’m sure of it.” 

“That’s quite a damning thing to say of your husband,” Dr. Méndez said softly. 

Ann stared at the handsome young man. He was leaning forward in his chair, his expression gentle but serious. Ann dropped her head into her hands and started to cry. 

* * * * * 

“Oh look. I forgot to show you the pictures Billy gave me. Photos from my cousin’s wedding last month.” Johnny pulled out a white envelope of photos from a pile of papers on the night table on his side of the bed. 

Nearly a week had passed since his Saturday visit with his brother and family. The visit had gone surprisingly well, despite Johnny’s fears to the contrary. Johnny hadn’t planned on being as blunt as he had been, but when it was over, he’d felt a huge relief, as if he’d put down a huge weight he hadn’t even realized he’d been carrying. He had filled Eric in on the details of the visit later that evening, leaving out nothing. Eric had made him feel good about it, assuring him he’d handled himself very well. 

When he’d first arrived, Emma and Jack had squealed with delight, throwing themselves into Uncle Johnny’s arms as Billy and Sandy stood back smiling. That had broken the ice. Over grilled burgers and hot dogs in the backyard behind their Brooklyn row house, they had talked, at first keeping to safe topics like the wedding Johnny had missed, the latest accomplishments and mishaps of the kids and how the Mets were faring that season. 

Once the children ran off to play, talk did eventually turn to more difficult issues. 

Sandy was the one who broached it. “Johnny. We’ve really missed you. I’m so sorry about what happened at your place. Mom and Dad shouldn’t have gone through your private things. I hope you know Billy and I don’t judge you or think any less of you. I’m so glad you’ve come to see us at last. I hope you won’t be such a stranger. You see how much the kids have missed you.” 

“I missed them too and you guys. I appreciate your welcoming me back. But you should know, things can’t go back to how they were. I’m still the same Johnny but I’m not ready to deny a huge part of my life to fit into this family. I’m here alone today but in the future, if you want me around, you’re going to need to accept my partner as well.” 

Billy looked uncomfortable but Sandy put her hand over his, giving him a warning look. Johnny could tell this had already been a topic of discussion between them. It was 45 
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Billy who finally spoke. “We’re fine with that, Johnny. Really. But you should know, Mom and Dad and Hank—they haven’t been able to come to grips with, uh, those photos. You know. I mean, they were really pretty graphic.” 

Johnny felt his face flush hot. In a controlled voice he said, “So what did Dad do, give you a detailed description of each picture? Did he take them and make copies, for crying out loud? Who’s the pervert here, me with a very private album sitting on the table in my own apartment or Dad, slamming through my house, breaking my things, rifling through my private things and then announcing to all of you the ‘dirty details’?” 

As Billy and Sandy looked uncomfortable, Johnny continued. “Look, I don’t want to embarrass you and of course I don’t expect an answer, but you’re married. I presume you have sex. Have you ever done anything in the privacy of your own bedroom you wouldn’t want shouted to the world? Anything just a little off the plain vanilla hetero path of missionary sex once a week with your eyes closed? And if you have, how would you feel if Dad came into your home uninvited, watched you through a crack in the door and then called all of us to tell us how fucking  sick you were?” 

Sandy was now the one to blush beet red—Johnny had obviously struck a chord. 

He knew he should stop—he’d made his point, but he couldn’t seem to stem the tide of words he’d been holding in for months. “It’s not like I was out somewhere whoring myself, for God’s sake. It’s not like I sold those pictures to a magazine, though even if I had, I’m a grown man. I can do what I want. Still, it’s not like I was advertising my sex life to the world! That was my private stuff! If anyone should be ashamed, it’s Mom and Dad—for going through my things in the first place and most especially for putting me on trial and convicting me, with all of you as witnesses. And what’s the crime? Being myself! Trying to live honestly for the first time in my life! Have you any idea the courage it’s taken to admit all this, not to you, but to myself? Yes, I’m gay, damn it! And if Eric and I have a creative sex life, whose business is it but ours?” 

Johnny realized he was shouting. Billy and Sandy both looked as if they wanted to sink into the ground. Sandy glanced toward the children and Johnny followed her gaze. 

They were playing off in a corner of the backyard and didn’t seem aware anything was going on, but still he made an effort to lower his voice. “Listen. I’m sorry. This isn’t about you. I know that. Billy, you made the effort to reconnect and I know that took courage too. I know what it’s like to live under Dad’s yoke. Even though we’re adults, we give him way too much power. I can’t tell you how freeing it is not to answer to him anymore, not in any way.” 

Sandy put her hand on Johnny’s arm. “I’m sorry, Johnny. You’ve been through hell over this, and all we could focus on was ourselves. I know Mom’s broken up about it. 

She wants to see you again but she doesn’t know how to connect. Maybe sometime, maybe sometime we could have just Mom over and you too.” 

“I appreciate that, Sandy,” Johnny said. “But this is the last time I leave Eric out of things. He’s a part of my life, as much as you’re a part of Billy’s. As long as you’re clear on that, I’d be happy to come back.” 
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Now Johnny opened the envelope filled with photos. Sitting next to Eric on the bed, he said, “There’re some good shots of my family here. I can’t believe I forgot to show you. 

“Here’s one of all the kids—Billy and Sandy’s kids Jack and Emma, and Hank and Marla’s kids Janice, Melissa and Tracy.” He put the picture on the bottom of the pile and pointed to the next one. “That’s Billy and Sandy, and this one here is of Hank and his wife. And this is my mom and dad.” 

Eric, who had been studying the pictures with interest as Johnny flipped through them, stopped him as he started to move to the next picture. “Wait. Let me see that. 

 That’s your mom?” He pointed to the picture of Ann, looking quite lovely in her formal dress, her grayish blonde hair swept up, her eyes as green as Johnny’s. 

“Eric, what’s the matter? You look sick? Are you okay?” 

“Johnny. I know that woman! She came to see me on Thursday.” Eric leaned back against the headboard, putting his hand on his forehead. “Jesus, Johnny. Your mom came to my office!” 

“What? And you didn’t tell me? What are you talking about?” 

Eric was quiet a moment, gathering his thoughts. “Yes, now it’s making some sense! 

I can’t believe she did that. And the weird thing is, she looked familiar! It’s those eyes, though hers don’t have that golden ring around the iris like yours…” 

“Come on, Eric! Focus! What the hell was my mother doing at your office?” 

Eric sat up. “She said her name was Ann Peterson.” 

“Her maiden name!” 

“Okay. Well, she certainly didn’t identify herself as your mom!” 

“So what did she say?” 

“Well, I can’t really divulge the details of the session but—” 

“The session! She came to  you for therapy? She drove to Manhattan to see a gay therapist? This is a woman who never leaves Brooklyn. A woman who would rather die than admit to her best friend, much less some stranger, there were problems in her family! How in God’s name did she go to see  you?” 

Eric thought a moment and offered, “Did you tell Billy and Sandy about me? 

Enough details so they could identify me and my practice here? Maybe they told your mom. Maybe they were trying to bolster your case—‘at least the faggot he’s destroying his life for is a professional’!” He grinned, raising his eyebrows at Johnny, who smiled back weakly. 

“Yeah. Yeah, I did tell Billy. When we met for lunch I told him all about you—your name, how you were a psychologist with your own practice. I guess I was trying to impress him—car mechanic makes good.” 

“Graphics design student with successful job at an art gallery, you mean. Who happens to be very good with cars!” Eric ruffled Johnny’s hair affectionately. “But 47 
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anyway, back to your mom. I guess she was scoping me out. Maybe wanting to see just who had perverted her innocent boy.” 

“Well, what did you talk about? What did she say?” 

“Well, I know she’s your mom and was there under false pretenses, but she actually did share some pretty intense stuff. It was quite an emotional experience for her.” 

“Really. That is so bizarre. My mom going to my lover to spill her guts.” 

“She really loves you, Johnny,” Eric said softly. 

“Yeah?” Johnny’s tone was angry. “This is a woman who used to call me at least twice a week. A woman who had a fit if I missed Sunday dinner at their house. A woman who was constantly trying to fix me up with her friends’ daughters and nieces, who worried I was going to end up all alone. She loves me so much she hasn’t tried to contact me in six months. Six months! Why? Because she found some dirty pictures of me in my own place? What the fuck kind of love is that, huh?” 

Eric took the photos Johnny was still holding in his hands. Leaning back against the pillows, he said, “Lie here with me, Johnny. Let me hold you.” Johnny sat stiffly on the edge of the bed, his face turned away. Eric reached up and pulled him down. “Come on, stop it. You have to remember who she is, Johnny, and what she’s dealing with at home.” 

Despite himself, Johnny was intrigued. “What did she tell you? Did she talk about my dad? Can’t you tell me anything?” 

Eric was quiet a moment. Finally he said, “I don’t want to betray her confidences, Johnny. But I guess she approached me with less than sincere motives.” 

“I’ll say,” Johnny interjected. 

“Well, she’s clearly frightened of your father. I think she loves him but he’s—well, you’ve said it yourself. He’s a bully. She told me how he used to beat you for the littlest thing—how he’d fly into a rage over something like your art project or how you wore your hair. It broke her heart when he did it but she didn’t have the courage to intervene. 

She’s racked with guilt by it now.” 

He smoothed Johnny’s golden hair from his forehead. “It’s amazing what people come up with. She thinks they turned you into a masochistic homosexual. Gay because she coddled you and made you a mama’s boy, and sexually masochistic because your dad beat you and somehow you turned it around into something sexual in order to deal with it.” 

Johnny was staring at Eric speechless. Finally he sputtered, “She  what? She thinks they turned me into a gay sub?” He began to laugh. “Jesus, if that doesn’t take the fucking cake! Not only am I this twisted mess but they did it to me!” 

Eric smiled but said, “It’s really not that uncommon. Parents trying to understand their child’s behavior, even if that child is a grown man, try to find reasons for it. To explain it away. To try to figure out what they did to cause it. It’s a mistake a lot of 48 
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people make—viewing their children as ego extensions in a way—taking the blame and of course the credit as well, for how their kids turn out.” 

“So what did you tell her?” 

“Well, I didn’t know who she was, of course. But I explained a little about the science of sexual orientation—that events or actions don’t turn a person one way or the other, though of course a deterring or nurturing environment can affect how a person manifests that orientation.” 

Johnny looked a little baffled and Eric grinned. “Sorry, I was shifting into lecture mode. What I mean is, you can’t  turn a person gay or straight for that matter. They are what they are. You can force them to hide it because of your own expectations or denial, and clearly that’s what they did to you all those years. You’re still dealing with it, still coming to grips and figuring out who you are. It’s a process really.” 

“So where did you leave it with my mom? Is she coming back to see you?” 

“Well, she seemed as if she really wanted to, that’s the funny thing now I know who she is. And not to talk about you. She has some of her own issues she wanted to discuss—about her marriage and her concept of herself as a woman.” 

“No way.” Johnny stared at Eric. “Did she forget who you were? That she was there to spy on the enemy?” 

“I don’t know. She started to make an appointment for next week but then backed down, saying she’d call me. I realize now she probably won’t call and under the circumstances of course I couldn’t treat her. Though I’ll refer her to someone else if she does call. She might actually do quite well with a female colleague of mine.” 

“My mom in therapy.” Johnny shook his head. “It won’t happen. When my dad gets wind of this, he’ll put a stop to it.” Suddenly Johnny’s voice deepened, his eyebrows furrowing over flashing eyes. “No Wilson goes to no goddamned shrink! We have no problems! No problems that can’t be fixed with some guts and determination! 

With a good hard talking to! With a belt or a fist or kick in the ass…” Johnny’s voice faltered and he turned away from Eric on the bed, curling up into a fetal position, his face hidden in the pillow. 

His shoulders began to shake, otherwise he was still. Eric turned toward him, gently touching his back, spreading his hand against it. Johnny didn’t respond. Eric felt his heart break for Johnny and for the hundreds of thousands of other people like him who’d been needlessly made to feel shame and confusion over who they were. 

Ostracized by their families, humiliated and even destroyed because their hardwiring, their genetic makeup, made them prefer the touch of a man when they were told only a woman would do or the kiss of girl when they were supposed to be waiting for Prince Charming. 

Eric moved closer to Johnny, who remained turned away. He curled his body around Johnny’s as he embraced him, holding him while he cried. For several minutes they lay that way, Johnny’s body finally stilling, his breathing slowing. He turned over, pressing his wet face against Eric’s chest. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” 
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“You have nothing to be sorry for, sweetheart. Those are tears that have been waiting a long time to be shed.  Te amo. You are my golden boy.” 
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Chapter Six 

“What is it? I can tell you’ve been wanting to say something but you keep stopping yourself. You can ask me anything, you know that.” Johnny and Eric were lying together in their huge old bathtub, Johnny leaning against Eric, whose arms were around him, his hands idly playing with Johnny’s cock and balls beneath the hot, fragrant water. 

Johnny smiled. It felt at once wonderful and a little disconcerting to have someone know him so well. It was hard to concentrate with Eric’s strong fingers skimming over his cock, teasing him to a rock-hard erection. 

“Well, it’s about Michael,” he finally admitted. 

“What about him?” After Johnny had gone to bed the night Michael had visited, he’d awoken some time after midnight. Eric hadn’t been beside him in the bed and his initial feeling was one of dread. Eric and Michael were making love in the other room—

he just knew it. Johnny wasn’t a good enough sub, not a good enough lover, to keep Eric’s full attention. 

He lay in bed a while, wondering what to do. Should he go out, possibly interrupting the two of them having sex? Though they lived together, they had never expressly discussed not seeing other guys. And Eric as a Dom, didn’t he have the right to take other lovers? Wasn’t Johnny his “property” in a way—his possession however prized? Johnny didn’t really think Eric would do that, not without discussing it with Johnny. But he’d done a lot of reading online about D/s relationships and from what he could glean, the Dom had carte blanche when playing the field and the sub had very little to say about it. Who was to say Eric didn’t just assume Johnny understood that? 

Yet that wasn’t Eric’s style surely. Johnny knew him better than that. Eric wouldn’t just go have sex with someone without including Johnny or at least telling him, would he? On the other hand, the three of them had already engaged in some intense D/s sexual play. Johnny had sucked the guy off, for God’s sake! Maybe Eric was just finishing up as it were, ending the scene. If Johnny burst in uninvited, wouldn’t he look like an untrained sub? Like he was controlling the scene, topping from the bottom? 

At that moment Eric had come into the dark bedroom, slipping quietly into bed next to Johnny, who lay still, allowing Eric to think he was asleep. In fact he had drifted back to sleep and in the morning, when they’d talked about the scene with Michael, Eric hadn’t mentioned anything about what had happened after Johnny had fallen asleep. 

They had talked about what they’d done together, with Eric assuring Johnny he’d been a wonderful, beautifully submissive and very hot slave boy, and he was very proud to be his Dom. 

Tentatively Johnny had ventured, “So, did Michael stay long after I fell asleep?” 
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“No,” Eric had answered. “He had to be up early.” Not wanting to seem too needy or inquisitive, Johnny hadn’t pressed for details and as more time had passed, he’d decided to let it go. But it wouldn’t let him go. 

Now in the tub, relaxed as he leaned into the strong, warm body of his lover, Johnny confessed, “I guess I’ve been wondering what happened between the two of you.” 

“What were you wondering?” 

“Well,” Johnny plunged on, recalling Eric’s emphasis on communication as the key to any successful relationship. “You never really said what happened after I left. There’s no denying Michael is super hot and I could feel the sexual tension between the two of you. I mean, I’m not criticizing,” he hastened to add, “but I was kind of wondering if maybe, you know. If maybe…” 

Eric nuzzled Johnny’s ear with his nose. “Oh Johnny. Have you been worrying all week Michael and I had sex while you were sleeping? And now I’m secretly in love with him and just plotting ways to get rid of you so I can run off with him?” 

Johnny laughed and Eric laughed with him. It did sound ridiculous put in those terms. “Johnny, I’m glad you finally said something, because I knew something was bothering you all week and I guess that was it? I mean, I hope that was it? Is there anything else?” 

“Should there be something else?” Johnny teased back. “Is there another guy in the wings I don’t know about? Or is Michael the only one you’re plotting with?” 

“Johnny, I should have told you about what happened after he left. I felt kind of strange about it myself because it forced me to face some issues I’m dealing with. 

Maybe I’m to blame too for not sharing everything I’ve been feeling since that day.” 

Johnny felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.  Stop it,  he told himself.  You don’t even know what he’s going to say.  “Let’s get out of the tub and we’ll talk, okay?” Eric said. They climbed out, each drying the other with large yellow towels. Eric looked so hot, his strong, tan body warm and damp, his cock half erect, responding as Johnny knelt to cover it with little kisses before kneeling to kiss the tops of Eric’s feet in a sudden rush of submissive love. 

Eric touched Johnny’s shoulder. “Get up, sweetheart. Let’s talk before we play. You keep kneeling like that with your hot ass sticking up and I’m going to forget all about talking!” 

Together they moved to the bedroom, snuggling under the sheets, Johnny’s wet hair gleaming dark golden against Eric’s strong arm. “Johnny, just to be clear from the outset, Michael and I did not have sex after you fell asleep. We got dressed and sat on the couch and had a drink.” 

Eric smoothed Johnny’s wet hair and admitted, “But Michael did make a move on me. He wanted me to fuck him. ‘For old time’s sake,’ he said. The thing of it is, for a fraction of a second I considered it.” Johnny shifted against Eric, trying to quell the jealousy squirting into his brain like poison. 
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“The thing I didn’t discuss with you and probably should have, was my own feelings about the whole thing. You know I used to play the scene. I always had a guy or two around, ones who were special, ones who liked to call themselves my sub boys.” 

Johnny nodded, recalling Ginger, the redhead who had inadvertently provided the link to bring Johnny and Eric together. He’d been introduced to Johnny as “Eric Méndez’ 

little pet” before Johnny even knew who Eric was. “But I thought nothing of fucking someone else if the mood struck me and the timing was right. I was never in love before, you see. Everyone else was so casual about it and I figured no harm was done because I never led any of them on there was more to it. That’s how I behaved back when Michael and I were involved. He apparently still behaves that way and I’m not saying he shouldn’t. 

“But, Johnny—what you and I share, it’s different. I know it sounds corny, but we’re in love. At least I’m in love with you. When Michael wanted to have sex and I refused, realizing it didn’t feel right for me, he got angry. He was acting out of his own hurt feelings, assuming I was rejecting him, which I guess I was. He made rude remarks about you and about us as a couple. He offended me and I, well, I kicked him out. I was going to tell you about it but I didn’t want to upset you. When he didn’t call the next day to get together, I thought maybe you’d wonder about that but you had your visit with Billy and Sandy and I guess I just let it go. I’m sorry I didn’t say something and spare you a week of worrying and wondering.” 

 I’m in love with you.  The words played like music in Johnny’s head, like a warm liquor flowing through his veins. He sat up and grinned at Eric. “So that’s your issue? 

That you’re in love with me?” 

Eric smiled back but then his expression sobered. “Yeah. To be perfectly honest, it kind of freaked me out to admit that out loud to someone. I mean, it was the truth and I’m glad I said it. I’m glad I was honest with him. But all week I’ve been thinking about what it means. To be in love. To feel this kind of commitment to another person, this kind of vulnerability.” Eric paused, gathering his thoughts. “Someone like Michael, he’s older—he’s been around, he knows what’s what. You, on the other hand—” 

“Jesus, Eric, am I going to have to beat you?” Johnny cut him off, playfully grabbing the unsuspecting naked man next to him and pinning him down in a wrestling hold on the bed. “How many times are you going to use my youth and inexperience against me? Do I have to date seven dickheads and be dumped on by four assholes before I can realize how amazing you are? Do I have to break up with you and ruin my life for a few years in order to finally properly appreciate you and come crawling to you on bleeding knees, begging you to take me back?” 

Eric twisted his wrists and moved his leg, effectively dislodging Johnny’s grip and flipping him on his back. They were both laughing as a playful wrestling match began. 

Though Eric was as strong as Johnny, Johnny was bigger and had actually wrestled in high school. In just a few moments he had Eric beneath him. They were both breathing hard. Johnny straddled Eric’s chest, his rising cock just inches from Eric’s mouth. 

Gripping Eric’s wrists, he pulled his arms over his head, pinning him to the bed. 
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“Not a very submissive pose for a sub boy,” Eric said, still in control despite being pinned beneath his lover. “About your ‘youth and inexperience’—point taken. It’s just something I have to work through, I guess. To accept you aren’t going to leave me the second someone sexier comes along.” 

“There is no one sexier,” Johnny said softly, leaning down to kiss Eric’s mouth. He felt his cock tingling and aching. How easy it would be to continue to hold Eric down and slide his own cock into Eric’s mouth. How hot to use his “master” like a submissive slut. Johnny’s heart was beating hard and he knew it wasn’t just from the tussle they’d had. 

“Let me up, Johnny,” Eric said quietly. 

Johnny wasn’t sure what was coming over him. He just knew his blood felt hot in his loins. He felt like fighting, like throwing back his head and howling a primal howl of animal lust. He thrilled to find the man who’d used him so many times suddenly in his control. “And if I don’t?” 

“If you don’t, you’ll pay the consequences afterward.” Johnny knew Eric could have fought back, wrested control back from Johnny or at least gotten himself out of Johnny’s grip, yet he lay there passively, waiting to see what Johnny would do next. 

“I can deal with consequences.” Johnny felt almost lightheaded, knowing he was crossing a line with Eric, yet somehow unable to stop himself. Holding Eric’s wrists tightly, his knees pressed against Eric’s sides, he lifted his head, sliding his cock toward Eric’s mouth. 

“You’ll suffer, Johnny. If I let you do this, understand you  will pay for it later.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Johnny answered huskily, cutting off his own words with a moan as the head of his cock pressed past Eric’s parted lips. He closed his eyes, letting bliss fall over him like a net as Eric began to kiss, lick and suckle his penis, able to use only his mouth to please Johnny. 

Johnny shifted forward, pressing his cock deep into Eric’s throat. He watched as Eric closed his eyes, letting his jaw fall open as he accepted the onslaught. Thrilling to the power of his position, as well as Eric’s very skillful ministrations, Johnny was soon close to the edge of orgasm. He was panting, thrusting his hips as he fucked Eric’s face. 

“Oh God!” he cried, jerking back. The uncontrolled spasm caused his ejaculate to spurt in thick globs over Eric’s face and into his dark hair. 

Johnny’s heart was racing, his loins throbbing. A tendril of fear snaked into his consciousness as he realized what he’d done. His “master” lay naked, pinned beneath his slave boy, covered in his semen like a cheap whore. 

Johnny let go of Eric’s wrists, reaching for the box of tissues from the nightstand. 

Hurriedly he began to wipe off the sticky mess from Eric’s face and hair but Eric stopped him. “Drop the tissue, slave. You’ll lick it off. Then you’ll go to the playroom and kneel and wait for your promised punishment.” 

* * * * * 
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 What was I thinking, what was I thinking?  Johnny knelt on the soft sheepskin rug in their playroom, his forehead touching the ground, his ass in the air as Eric had taught him. He was facing away from the door, his ears pricked to hear Eric enter. His cock, so hard before, had softened and shriveled as he waited, the minutes ticking by. 

It had been thrilling to dominate Eric on the bed, to hold him down, to use his mouth as Eric had used Johnny’s so many times before. Yet, almost the second he’d come the thrill had evaporated, the fear as he saw the cruel gleam in Eric’s eye bringing him down from a short-lived high. 

 Wait for your promised punishment… Surely  this endless kneeling was part of the punishment! It had to have been ten minutes already! That was a long time to remain in this position, especially after just having come. Johnny would have preferred to lie in his lover’s arms and perhaps drifted into a little doze. When he awoke they could make love. What better way to pass a lazy Sunday afternoon? 

At the same time, his predicament was no surprise. Eric had warned him he would pay the price for daring to step so completely out of his place in their D/s relationship. 

And honestly, he knew it was just a game. Eric wouldn’t  really punish him. The only real punishment would be if he never came into the playroom at all! Surely in a moment he would walk in to find poor Johnny naked on the floor, his ass bare, already tingling with the anticipated whipping he was sure to receive. Johnny’s cock hardened at the thought. Though he still hadn’t figured out why and maybe never would, a good thuddy whipping with a heavy flogger made Johnny so hot he could orgasm from a few strokes to his cock after one of Eric’s sessions. The lovely irony of this whole thing was his so-called punishment would really be a reward. 

Or so he thought. 

Johnny heard the door open at last. He started to lift his head to see but Eric’s voice stopped him. “Head down. Don’t move.” Johnny obeyed, his cock now fully erect, Eric’s presence alone enough to arouse him to a completely ready state. 

“This is a good time to introduce a new toy I ordered just for you.” Johnny heard Eric rummaging in the sideboard. He came over to Johnny. “You may kneel up, hands palm up on your knees, legs spread. Go on, move.” Eric slapped Johnny’s ass as he hurried into position. 

His master stood in front of him dressed in soft black leather pants, skintight over his shapely thighs and sizable package. He wore no shirt. Unconsciously Johnny licked his lips. Eric smiled. “This is called a cock and wrist restraint.” He held up a harness of black leather. It had a belt with wrist cuffs attached as well as an adjustable leather cock strap. “The ad says it combines the best of bondage and cock and ball stimulation. 

You’re going to be stimulated all right, slave. Stand up.” 

Johnny stood, his eyes locked on the wicked-looking device. “Bend over a little,” 

Eric instructed. He buckled the belt around Johnny’s waist. The cuffs were in the back. 
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just behind his hips. Next Eric drew the leather strap down between Johnny’s ass cheeks, wrapping the cuff at its end around the base of Johnny’s penis. 

“Try to stand straight,” Eric ordered. Johnny tried and winced, the pressure around his cock restricting his movement. “Not tight enough—you can still move too easily,” 

Eric said as he ratcheted the cock cuff more tightly and pulled the strap between his ass cheeks higher. 

“Now every time you move, you’ll feel it in your cock and balls, slave. But just to make sure you remember who you belong to, I’m going to add some reminders.” Eric brought over a little leather hood, called a parachute, which he’d used on Johnny before. The leather hood was secured around the base of the balls. Teardrop-shaped little iron weights were attached to the hood by chains, pulling and stretching the delicate ball sac. 

Expertly Eric attached the parachute to his slave’s balls. He clipped two large weights suspended by chains to the parachute, making Johnny hiss with pain, though his cock continued to bob lewdly at full attention. “You don’t look so Dom now, do you, boy?” Eric said. He retrieved his digital camera, shooting several pictures of Johnny, bent forward, his arms bound behind him, his cock and balls locked in a torture device. 

“I love that look of beautiful suffering on your face, slave,” Eric said, moving close to Johnny. “But it’s nothing compared to what’s coming.” 

Johnny was deeply aroused by being bound, clipped, cuffed and chained. But he was pressed up to the edge of his sensual envelope, real fear only a soupcon away. 

Eric’s last words sent him just over the edge. Panic began to rise in his throat like bile. 

“Eric. I can’t do this. It hurts. It hurts and I don’t think I can take a whipping on top of it.” 

Instead of releasing him and taking him in his arms as Johnny had expected, Eric simply smiled, his eyes hooded with lust, his cock bulging against the black leather. He was holding the single tail whip against his hip. “I’m going to teach this wayward little cock a lesson it won’t soon forget. You can’t pin your master down, jerk off all over him and expect no consequences, can you?” 

“Please,” Johnny begged, “I’ve learned my lesson.” 

“You don’t think you can take a whipping on top of it, huh? You’d be  amazed what you can take, Johnny boy.” Eric struck Johnny’s cock with the lash, not too hard, but hard enough to startle him, hard enough to sting. “The thing is, slave, you can take whatever I give you. Because you don’t have a choice, do you? You belong to me. 

You’re my bound boy toy, ready to receive the punishment you claimed you were willing to suffer. You may be afraid but look at your cock. It says otherwise. I’ve never seen you so hard. You could break a brick with this thing.” Roughly Eric grabbed Johnny’s cock, which was indeed as hard as steel, though this was partially due to the blood trapped there as a result of the tight cuff at the base of the shaft. 
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bound cock. Johnny’s balls were aching from the weights. He couldn’t stand up straight because of how he was bound. The thought of Eric whipping his cock and balls with that stinging little whip was too much to handle. Johnny felt himself on the verge of tears, though through it all his cock remained hard and stiff. 

“Eric, please.” He tried to back away, his steps hobbled by his restraints. Eric moved forward, lifting the whip. He struck Johnny’s cock with several wicked flicks of his wrist as Johnny yelped. 

Gasping, Johnny cried, “Eric! Please. I’m not kidding.  Abuela.” 

Eric froze. The last time Johnny had used his safeword they’d been at the Cavern, with Johnny pushed beyond his limits. Eric had let his wounded pride push him and his sub past a point where Johnny had felt safe. Johnny knew Eric had never forgiven himself for that. Now at least Johnny had spoken up before it had gone too far. Eric dropped the whip as if it were on fire. 

Quickly he released the straps and bindings that held Johnny, throwing it all aside as Johnny sank to his knees. Eric knelt in front of him, taking him in his arms. They embraced silently for a while, Johnny’s breathing eventually slowing to normal, the pulse slamming in his throat finally easing. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I was afraid. It was too much.” 

“I know,” Eric said. “That’s why we have the word. I’m glad you used it before it went too far. Forgive me, sweet boy.” He kissed Johnny’s cheek and stood up. “Are you okay now?” 

“Yeah. I’m okay. I think it was just too much too fast. Being bound like that, it was a very intense experience.” 

“Well, gauging from your raging erection, it wasn’t a wholly negative one!” 

Johnny grinned sheepishly. “No. Actually it was super hot. It’s that single tail. The thought of welts on my cock—I can’t handle it.” 

Eric shook his head. “I know how to use it, silly boy. I wouldn’t have harmed you. I might hurt you—because it’s what you need, but I would never harm you.” He reached up, ruffling Johnny’s blond hair. “Let’s get dressed and get some lunch.” 

As they walked into the bedroom Eric turned to his lover and said, “Don’t think you’re off the hook, boy. You may have secured a postponement but the event is most certainly not canceled.” 

Johnny’s face must have given away his trepidation over that remark because Eric laughed, relenting. “Don’t worry, baby. I won’t use the lash on your cock. Not yet. 

You’re not ready yet. Someday you will be though. Someday you will submit to whatever I do to you, trusting me completely, not letting your own fears and uncertainty cause your disobedience. I will train you to submit with complete grace. If you let me, Johnny, I can take you there. Where fear does not enter the equation. Where trust is so absolute and your desire to please me so overwhelming you will have no need of a safeword.” 
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Johnny stared at Eric, glimpsing the possibility of a world he hadn’t dreamed of, of possibilities now still little more than dreams. He realized as Eric spoke he wanted what he offered. He longed for the grace and release of complete submission at the hands of the man he had come to adore. 

“I want that,” Johnny said softly. 

“And for now,” Eric answered, “that is enough.” 
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Chapter Seven 

“That’s it. I know you can do it.” Eric stood naked, lightly massaging his own cock as he watched his lover’s face. Johnny was wincing, his expression one of embarrassment and chagrin. Johnny too was naked except for a pretty gold chain looped between his nipple rings. He was kneeling on all fours in the center of the playroom, a medium-sized lifelike dildo in his hand, its tip smeared with gooey lubricant. 

A part of Eric wanted to tell him he could stop—he’d done enough for today, but he knew that wouldn’t be fair to Johnny. It would send the message he had failed. In the past few weeks they’d talked a lot about what made a truly submissive sex slave. 

Johnny had expressed a deep desire to learn submissive grace—to be able to give of himself completely without always holding something back. Johnny did still fight his inclinations and Eric’s commands, though to his credit he was trying very hard not to do so. 

Eric didn’t know how to teach grace per se. They had talked a lot about what it meant, with Eric offering that submissive grace was really just a letting go—an ability to trust one’s partner so completely one’s own fears and feelings didn’t get in the way of the experience. Yes, trust was at the crux of it and Eric knew one couldn’t command trust. 

Johnny was learning to take a whipping beautifully, sometimes flying after just a few stinging kisses of the lash. He withstood cock and ball torture and nipple play with somewhat less grace but he was definitely making progress. Yet Johnny still held himself back when it came to anal sex. Each time they had sex there was resistance, a clenching of his muscles, a withholding of himself. Sometimes Eric was unable to penetrate him, the situation escalating to where Johnny had become so tense the experience was no longer pleasurable for either one of them. 

When that happened Johnny became so embarrassed and humiliated it was hard to comfort and reassure him. Eric knew greater ease would come with time. But Johnny, being young, was impatient, in some ways pushing himself further than Eric would have, perhaps because he felt he’d wasted so much time already, not having connected with his own sexuality until this year. 

“It’s like I’m sixteen, sexually speaking,” Johnny had laughed ruefully. “Or twelve even, in terms of self-awareness! I’ve only just started to live in a way. To really be myself. I want to catch up. I don’t want to be this twenty-five-year-old newbie, always letting you down and embarrassing you and myself when we go clubbing.” 

Eric had tried to reassure him he did no such thing. Just Johnny’s extraordinary good looks would have been enough to sail through the scene, even if he had as much 59 
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sensitivity as a doorknob and as much grace as a tree stump. But Eric also understood Johnny’s longing. He didn’t  want to get by on nothing but his sex appeal, just as Eric himself had tried never to capitalize on his own charisma. He wanted to attain that elusive but very real essence called grace and he wanted Eric to teach him. 

Eric had told him, “If you really want to submit with grace, especially in public, it’s essential you be completely comfortable with your own body and with what I might require you to do with that body. If I want you to strip naked in front of a group of strangers, your first thought should not be, ‘I can’t do that! I don’t know these people!’ 

You should simply take off your clothes and stand or kneel naked as I’ve decreed, your eyes down, waiting for my next order. It’s simple really. You have to come to the point where my asking you to bring me a glass of water, to strip for my friends or to take some stranger’s cock down your throat are all of equal weight in your mind. You obey me precisely and only because I have commanded you. What you think of the request is irrelevant, in terms of a Master/slave relationship. You exist to serve and please me. If you can somehow take that lesson into your psyche, the grace follows as a matter of course.” 

Eric couldn’t suppress a small, sympathetic smile as he watched Johnny reaching back, trying to press the large phallus into his puckered little asshole. He could see the tension in Johnny’s body and in his face. Eric moved closer and put a hand on his shoulder. He drew his hand down Johnny’s strong bare back. “Relax, Johnny. That cock is just an extension of me. I know you never want to hold yourself back from me. Show me now what you can do. Show me your grace.” 

Johnny took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Using his forehead for balance on the floor, he spread his cheeks with one hand and pressed the gooey tip of the dildo between them. Slowly he moved back against it as Eric had taught him, using the relaxation breathing techniques they had worked on together. Eric had to grin at himself as he realized how tense he himself was, silently willing his slave boy to succeed. 

When the phallus was halfway in, Eric knew Johnny would be able to press it fully home. “God, Johnny, you should see yourself. You look so fucking hot right now with that cock up your ass, your head down in utter submission to me.” Eric moved to Johnny’s head, putting his bare feet on either side. “Slave. Who do you belong to?” 

Johnny whispered throatily, “You, Sir.” He turned his head, his soft lips raining little kisses over Eric’s feet until Eric stepped back and touched the top of Johnny’s golden head. “Stand up.” 

Johnny first knelt back on his haunches, the dildo now firmly up his ass. His face was shining with that curious combination of serenity, lust and submissive joy Eric had seen on so many slave boys’ faces over the years. It was more intense than simple sexual desire, more profound than yearning or even love. Eric’s heart swelled with such tenderness he had to turn away a moment to compose himself. 

Slowly Johnny stood, the gold chain at his broad masculine chest swaying as he rose, his cock bobbing perpendicular to his flat belly. Impulsively Eric knelt before his 60 
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lover, his tongue swirling over the head of his cock before he moved forward in a single fluid motion. Johnny’s cock completely filled his mouth, its head touching against the back of Eric’s throat as his nose pressed against Johnny’s pubic bone. As he had taught Johnny, Eric stayed completely still for nearly a minute, only his tongue and throat muscles moving with undulating skill, wrenching a cry of pleasure from his lover. 

Slowly Eric eased back, taking Johnny’s balls in his hand, curling the fingers over the base of the shaft as he continued to suckle and milk Johnny’s rock-hard cock. After only a few more minutes Johnny, with a rubber cock still lodged in his ass and his own cock deep in his master’s throat, began to shudder and moan, his fingers grasping handfuls of Eric’s hair. 

“Please!” he gasped. “Oh Sir! Can I come! Please…” Eric smiled inwardly at this request. Unlike many masters, Eric did not require Johnny to ask permission to orgasm. 

Yet Johnny, like many subs before him, did sometimes ask—an unconscious desire to give his master that ultimate control. Of course Eric could withhold his slave’s orgasm and sometimes did as a method of training or punishment, but he had never expressly told Johnny to ask for permission when he was ready to climax. Still now he granted it, nodding his head beneath Johnny’s clenched fingers. 

As his seed streamed in hot spurts against Eric’s tongue and down his throat, he wrapped his arms around Johnny’s ass, pushing at the phallus between his cheeks to heighten Johnny’s pleasure. Johnny shuddered and trembled, his knees buckling in the aftermath of his orgasm. With strong arms Eric eased him to the ground. As Johnny lay panting, Eric knelt next to him and said, “You aren’t done yet, boy. Now we’ll exchange the phallus for my cock and you’ll show me your grace.” 



Though he’d only just orgasmed a few minutes before, Johnny could feel his cock tingle with anticipation as Eric knelt behind him, rolling a condom onto his own erect shaft. After Johnny had recovered a little, Eric instructed, “I want you to crawl behind me, slave,” Johnny’s cock, nearly flaccid after his strong orgasm, at once perked up at this command. He felt himself descending—or was it ascending—into the delicious submissive place in his psyche where he was less than—or was it more than—human—

an object of his master’s pleasure and devious whims. 

His cock rose with the rejuvenation of youth and lust as Eric attached a leash to the chain at his nipples and gently tugged him out of the room. Johnny admired Eric’s well-shaped ass as he strode in front of him down the hall, his legs strong and tan. Johnny scrambled behind him on all fours, the dildo still lodged deep in his ass. 

First Eric led him into the bathroom. As Eric filled the sink with hot soapy water he said, “Take that out and drop it in here. You can clean it properly later.” Johnny obeyed, feeling the hot submissive shame that always mingled with a powerful lust as he pulled the dildo from his ass and leaned up to drop it hurriedly into the sink. 
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With a yank to the leash, Eric indicated Johnny should again assume his doggy position on the ground. Pulling the leash, Eric moved back to the bedroom, Johnny right behind him, his cock now rigid. 

Eric stopped by the side of the bed and pulled Johnny gently up on his knees. 

“Serve me,” Eric said, looking down at his own erect shaft. Johnny didn’t need to be told twice. Eagerly he knelt up, taking Eric’s thick, throbbing member into his mouth, sucking it a moment with relish before letting it slide out. Slowly he teased Eric’s cock, twirling his tongue along the shaft as if following the painted lines of a barber pole. 

When he was satisfied Eric’s cock was completely engorged, he slid his lips down it, creating friction as he went, wresting a moan from his lover that thrilled him. Eagerly he took Eric’s shaft deep into his throat, trying to take it as far as Eric had, trying to get his nose into Eric’s nest of dark curling pubic hair. Though he still lacked the skill Eric did when it came to fellatio, Johnny hoped he made up for it in enthusiasm. He loved the feel of Eric’s shaft in his mouth. He loved the power of making his dominant lover moan and arch against him, for that one moment completely at his mercy. 

But Eric pulled away, laughing a little. “Don’t be so eager, slut boy. You’ll make me come before I’m ready. I’m saving my seed for your hot little ass. You know that. Now get up on the bed and present yourself to me.” 

Eagerly Johnny obeyed. Lust and a desire to please Eric outweighed any lingering nervousness. Though the dildo he’d had up his ass was smaller than Eric’s erect cock, it was less yielding than warm human flesh. He had taken it with grace! Johnny couldn’t help but grin at the realization. He had managed to get that thing all the way into his ass without protesting, without shamefacedly begging Eric not to make him do it as he had too many times before. 

How unexpected yet how incredibly hot it had been when Eric knelt before him, sucking his cock, even letting him come! Eric usually withheld Johnny’s orgasm until after he had had his own pleasure. He had explained this would keep Johnny more on the edge of submissive attentiveness. Yet now, though Eric had permitted him to come, he was again on fire, ready and eager, even desperate to please his master with his newfound grace. 

Eric stood next to him, taking the leash in his hand. Johnny expected him to unclip it from the chain. Instead he hooked the end of it to a loop of rope they always kept tied on each of the iron posts of Eric’s large bed. Johnny gasped a little as Eric pulled lightly on the leash, drawing the chain between his pierced nipples taut. 

“Now when I fuck you, you’ll feel each thrust in your nipples, slave boy. It will help you remember the erotic dichotomy of pleasure and pain.” Johnny’s cock throbbed at these hot, dominant words. Eric knew how to instantly put him into a submissive headspace. 

As he knelt tethered by his pierced nipples, Johnny dared to glance back at Eric, who was squirting a small dollop of lubricant over the head of his sheathed cock. 
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been with many men over his lifetime, and though he’d always practiced safe sex and always tested negative, he felt the precaution wise until they’d been monogamous for at least a year. 

He had said that during lovemaking and it wasn’t until later Johnny processed the import of his statement.  Monogamous for at least a year. For a man like Eric, once one of the hottest players on the gay scene, the statement was extraordinary indeed. Johnny still burned with a quiet pride at the thought  he was the one Eric had chosen at last. 

As Eric’s cock head touched his anus, Johnny felt his body start to clench out of habit. Through sheer force of will he commanded himself to relax, to open himself, to give himself to his master. “Yes,” Eric said softly. Johnny could feel his strong fingers grip his hips as Eric began to press his cock between Johnny’s ass cheeks. Johnny moved back to receive him, the tug against his nipple rings sending sweet spirals of pain to mingle with the pleasure in his loins. 

As Eric penetrated his body, using him in this most intimate of ways, Johnny felt himself ascending fully to a submissive headspace, his body at ease, his blood thrumming with passion, his cock hot to the touch, aching with desire. He began to move and sway in rhythm to Eric’s thrusts, his panting a harmony to Eric’s moans. 

When he felt Eric’s fingers curl around his cock, sliding up and down the shaft as he moved deep inside Johnny’s body, Johnny’s pleasure was complete. He actually felt if he died at just that moment, it would be the right time. 

Love, lust, passion, submission, grace. It all came together for the first time in such a potent combination Johnny felt he might faint from the intensity. Eric’s strong hand held him by the hip while his other hand wrought nearly unbearable pleasure. As Eric’s tempo increased, his breathing labored, his hand fell from Johnny’s cock. 

Reaching around him, Eric released the leash from its chain. Grabbing Johnny by both hips he slammed into him, no trace of gentleness left as lust overcame him completely. “Jesus, Johnny! Jesus!” Eric slammed into him one last time, the force of his thrust pushing Johnny down onto the bed. He felt his own orgasm wrenched from him as Eric came inside of him, his creamy ejaculate spurting beneath him as he fell. 

They lay as they had fallen, a tangle of legs and arms, beating hearts, mingled sweat and whispered sweetness. 

* * * * * 

“J! I thought you’d died and gone to queer heaven!” Johnny laughed. It had been too long since he’d seen his dear friend Amanda Forrestal. After befriending him in a public library the year before, she’d managed to slip past his usual defenses, impervious to his charms. It had taken him a while to figure out she was gay, a fact that amused her until she’d learned just how repressed and unaware he was of his own sexuality. 
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anyone Johnny had ever known or at least befriended. It wasn’t just the fact she was openly gay that had intrigued him. It was her honesty more than anything that had captured his heart. That, and the relief he’d felt being with a woman who wasn’t sexually attracted to him. He knew the feelings she had for him held no ulterior motive based on his blond good looks or his green-gold eyes. 

She’d known he was gay before he did. Or more accurately, she’d admitted it sooner. She’d seen him through the worst of his angst and terror, a steadfast and loyal friend. And when he’d nearly let Eric go, hurt and embarrassed by events and his family’s discovery of his “perversions”, Amanda had been the one to step in, to insist he grow up and be true to his heart instead of his fears. 

These past months, with school, the part-time job and his burgeoning love affair with Eric, Johnny had let his friendship with Amanda idle and drift. He knew she’d been hurt by his absence, though she told him she understood. “I was young once,” she had quipped, though in fact she was younger than he was. 

Amanda had been in a monogamous relationship with her partner Marlon for several years. They lived together and spent every moment they could with each other, but Marlon worked nights as a bartender and Amanda worked days. Johnny and Amanda had had a standing Wednesday night out and Johnny missed that connection. 

Now that the spring session at college had ended, Johnny had more time on his hands. 

He planned to sign up for summer classes but meanwhile he thought he’d give Amanda a call. Eric knew Amanda and agreed it would be a great idea for Johnny to reconnect. 

He didn’t mind a night home alone, he assured Johnny. “As long as you’re next to me when I go to sleep,” he’d said, smiling. 

They agreed to meet that Wednesday for dinner and catch up on their lives. When Johnny saw Amanda waving toward him from a table at the burger joint they used to hang out at, he broke into a broad grin, waving back. Her hair was still cut short, today dyed shades of blue and green. She was dressed in her usual batik silks with the black leather boots and long dangling earrings. 

They embraced and she sat again. “You’re late. I ordered us a pitcher of beer.” She held up her own mug, already half empty. 

“I’m sorry,” Johnny said. “The subway ride took longer than I was expecting from Eric’s, er, from our place.” 

“Shacking up, eh?” Amanda grinned. Of course she knew Johnny had moved in with Eric and had applauded the move. “You don’t really know someone ’til you live with them,” she’d said. “Take Marlon for example. I had no idea she wore dentures, slept in a flannel nightie and curlers and owned thirty-six cats.” 

Even gullible Johnny hadn’t been taken in by that one. Unlike the delicate, willowy Amanda, Marlon was more what Johnny had thought of as a “typical lesbian” before he’d learned better. At nearly six feet, she wore her dark hair cut mannishly short and dressed in men’s denim or flannel shirts and jeans. Johnny liked Marlon a lot and knew 64 
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how much she loved Amanda. He used to dream of finding the kind of closeness they’d seemed to share until he’d met his own true love. 

Over huge burgers and real onion rings, the friends caught up on each other’s lives. 

Between spoonfuls of hot fudge sundae, Amanda said, “So how’s the family with all this? Pop finally come around to his boy being a homo?” 

Johnny frowned. “I haven’t seen him since I came out. I’ve heard through the family grapevine he intends to shoot me on sight. Frankly I wouldn’t care if I never saw the bastard again.” 

Amanda put her hand lightly on Johnny’s arm, her expression sympathetic. Johnny was surprised at the sudden hot tears behind his lids. Angrily he shook his head, forcing himself to be calm. “I have seen my brother and sister-in-law pretty recently. 

And my mom is making overtures, again through the grapevine, that she’d like some kind of reconciliation.” 

“That’s great news! I know how hard it is when your family, the people you thought would love you through thick and thin, can suddenly turn on you, rejecting you for finally being truthful. It’s a horrible irony a lot of us have had to go through. I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.” 

“I’m seeing her next Saturday actually. Sandy and Billy have invited us.” 

“Us? As in you and Eric? The new young couple?” Amanda raised her eyebrows. 

“You got it. When I saw them, I said next time we got together, it was both of us or not at all. A package deal. They wouldn’t ask me to leave my live-in girlfriend at home. 

Why should they expect me to leave Eric?” 

“Hey, J. You’re preaching to the choir on that one! I’m just a little surprised is all. I guess I didn’t give you enough credit! You really have come around since you abandoned me.” She grinned and ducked her head as Johnny swatted at her. “Will your dad be there as well?” 

“Jesus, I sure hope not,” Johnny answered. 

* * * * * 

“You’re going where?  Who’s going to be there?” Frank’s beefy face was redder than usual. His bushy eyebrows bunched over his eyes, his mouth a clench of disapproval. 

At once Ann mentally chided herself. She shouldn’t have told him—what had she been thinking? Yet if she hadn’t told him, he would have wanted to come too and she couldn’t allow him to just walk in and see Johnny. God only knew what hell would break loose then. 

Her new therapist Dr. Linda Gregory had been encouraging her to be more honest with her husband. “You have a pattern of interaction with each other you need to change,” the therapist had offered during their second session. “You don’t confide in one another. You don’t communicate. Then when something big happens, you’re both stunned at each other’s reactions. You can’t change him, not directly. But you can work 65 
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on yourself, Ann. You can work toward being more honest and open in your dealings and gently encourage Frank to do the same.” 

Easy for her to say. Dr. Gregory didn’t know Frank Wilson! Though things  had actually been better lately. Linda had given Ann “tools”, as she called them. Tools to communicate more effectively without putting her husband on the defensive. Ann had even broached the subject of Johnny, telling Frank one evening as they snuggled together after a rare but satisfying night of making love, she missed him. 

“You know, Frank. He’s still the same Johnny. Still the same good, kind boy he was before we found out. Lots of people are gay, you know. It isn’t a crime.” 

“It is where I come from,” Frank had spat. But then he’d added, “The shop isn’t the same without him. He could handle the difficult engine jobs better than any of us. This kid I got to replace him doesn’t hold a candle to Johnny. I didn’t like to swell his head, but he was a damn good mechanic.” It was as close as Frank would get to admitting he missed him too and perhaps Ann had read too much into it. 

Trying to be more honest and open, she’d said, “I’m going to see Billy and the kids on Saturday. Johnny’s going to be there.” 

“I forbid you to go!” Frank shouted. 

A month ago Ann would have capitulated. But just these few sessions with Linda, not to mention the first one with Eric, had begun to empower her. She hadn’t yet told Frank about the therapy but knew she would soon have to as her secret funds were running low. She’d been relieved when Eric had referred her to someone else, easily accepting her explanation that she wanted to see someone local. 

It had been the strangest experience of her life, coming to spy on her son’s lover, ready to judge and condemn him out of hand. What a shock to discover the kind, gentle man sitting in his warm, comfortable office. How disarmed she’d been by his discerning insights into her own life. She’d found herself telling him things she’d barely been aware of on a conscious level, much less would consider sharing with a total stranger! 

She’d wanted to continue the exploration after that first session but knew she didn’t dare carry on the charade. Yet the floodgates they’d opened together couldn’t be shut just because she wanted it so and Ann had called him back, asking for another appointment. 

Linda Gregory, a dumpy woman in her forties with a practice in Brooklyn much more convenient to Ann, had turned out to be wonderful in her own way. In truth, Ann was more comfortable with a woman than with a gay man, especially a man who happened to be her son’s boyfriend! 

She tried to figure out what tool Linda would suggest she use to diffuse Frank’s rising anger. “I can see you’re distressed,” she offered. 

“Distressed?” Frank thundered. “Johnny’s coming over to Billy’s place and I assume not for the first time? How long have you been sneaking around behind my back? Do you go to Johnny’s faggot lover’s house too? Do you all sit around and exchange recipes and sewing ideas?” 
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Ann climbed out of the bed, any lingering sweetness between them now forgotten. 

“Frank, stop it. First of all, he’s my son! I don’t have to have your permission to see my own son.” She moved toward the bathroom to wash her face. Frank followed. 

“He’s a pervert of the worst kind. You saw the pictures! He isn’t just a pansy, he’s a—I don’t even know what he is! A male prostitute! A sicko involved in some kind of twisted sado-masochistic den of filth! He’s no son of mine! You will not go to Billy’s house. I can’t control Billy, though God knows I intend to give him a piece of my mind! 

Just like you, he always coddled that boy—the two of you kept him from being a man!” 

Frank’s face was a dull red, his eyes flashing as he advanced toward Ann, who shrank back against the bathroom wall. “You are my  wife. You will do as I say. Do you understand?” His voice was hard, the anger surging beneath it. Ann knew the warning signs. Now was the time to apologize. To beg him to calm down. To get away as fast as she could. 

Instead, her voice trembling, Ann asserted, “Johnny’s my son. He’s  our son. We let him down by shutting him out. We’ve been letting him down for a long time, Frank. 

He’s with a nice man—a good man. He’s happy for the first time in his life! The first time! And all you can focus on is those photos. Photos that were none of our damn business! You’ve lost your own child because of your prejudice and narrow-minded bigotry!” 

As Frank advanced upon her, she felt the back of his hand smash across her cheek but she felt no pain. Instead she felt curiously elated, never having dared speak so bluntly to her husband in her life. They  had let Johnny down, and she for one wasn’t going to let it continue. As she touched the place he’d struck her, she stared wide-eyed at the man she’d spent her life trying to placate. He moved to hit her again, his face contorted with rage. 

“If you touch me again,” Ann said quietly, “it will be the last time you ever do.” 
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Chapter Eight 

Johnny stood at the back of the gallery, smiling as he watched Albert Miller in the middle of a throng of admirers and well-wishers. Sandra stood next to Albert, a flute of champagne raised in a toast to the star of the evening. Johnny wished Eric could have been there too on this opening night but he had had an emergency call from a suicidal client. 

“You have a real eye for this,” Albert had said when he’d seen the final exhibit, echoing Sandra’s earlier praise. Johnny felt a swelling of pride. Maybe someday  his paintings would grace the walls of a SoHo gallery. Meanwhile it felt wonderful to be a part of this artistic endeavor on whatever level. 

Sandra had been lavish in her praise of his arrangement and even Albert Miller, known to be somewhat difficult, had approved, remarking on the unusual juxtaposition of the paintings and small metal sculptures and Johnny’s creative use of light and space to draw the eye subtly to the pieces. 

“Have a glass?” Albert had managed to extricate himself from his admirers, moving back to where Johnny stood. He handed Johnny some champagne and held up his own glass. “To Johnny Wilson. They say it’s all in the presentation and I couldn’t have had a better exhibit. Thanks, man.” 

Johnny felt a warm blush of embarrassment and pleasure at the artist’s words. 

Albert was standing close to him, too close. Johnny moved back. Albert was well-built at six feet two inches with rich coffee brown skin and long shiny dreadlocks. African American with large dark eyes, a fine, wide nose and a sensuous mouth, he was one of the best-looking men Johnny had ever seen. To make matters worse or at least more complicated, Albert was gay. 

Johnny liked Albert. He was funny and very intelligent. He had a vivid presence, not only his good looks, but his sexy deep voice, ready laugh and quick wit. Johnny also admired his work—bold colorful paintings of urban life and detailed little metal sculptures, mostly of the male body. Albert dressed in flowing, colorful woven shirts over broad shoulders and chest and loose black cotton pants that couldn’t hide thickly muscled thighs. 

“Say,” Albert said. “I was wondering, would you like to grab a drink or something when this is over? I mean, nothing big deal, just a quick thank-you drink.” Albert put his hand on Johnny’s arm. They both looked down at his hand—the warm brown against golden tan, both admiring the contrast of color, both feeling the electricity of the touch, both looking up at the same time into each other’s eyes—clear green staring into deep, chocolate brown. 
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Johnny was the first to pull away, stepping back so Albert’s dark large hand slid from his arm. “I’m sorry,” he said, confused at his body’s strong reaction, his cock swelling, his nipples perking against their rings. “I’m, uh, I’m seeing someone.” 

Albert stared at him a moment before throwing back his head and laughing a loud, guffawing bellow. “Johnny, my friend. I wasn’t asking you out! Heaven forefend! Just a drink. Just a thank you. No strings. We’ll invite Sandra as well. She can be our chaperone.” He continued to laugh softly as Johnny blushed anew. 

He’d misinterpreted Albert’s intentions. Turning his body, he hoped his erection wasn’t visible as he willed it to disappear. Eric had been his one and only. Eric had told him many times that one day he would leave Eric in search of more, of new experience, of something different. Until this moment Johnny had thought Eric’s fears completely unfounded and had tried to reassure him. 

Yet as he watched Albert moving away toward Sandra, he couldn’t help the sudden fantasy that leaped full-blown into his mind. Himself naked on hands and knees with Albert crouched behind him, his large cock held in his hand as he guided it between Johnny’s ass cheeks. He could almost feel Albert’s long locks dragging over his back as he leaned forward to kiss the side of Johnny’s neck. 

Johnny shook his head, guilt sliding like knives through his loins. It was just a fantasy! He belonged to Eric. Eric was all the man Johnny needed or wanted. Albert may be good-looking and a nice guy, but he could never hold a candle to Eric. Johnny felt a warmth ease through him as he recalled his true love. A moment’s flirtation only served to solidify his devotion to the man who had become his world. 

When Albert returned with Sandra in tow, he winked at Johnny and said, “I’ve got us a chaperone. Your honor will be intact with Ms. Flanders at your side.” Johnny laughed, embarrassed. 

Sandra said, “The show is winding down. We’ve sold over half the pieces already! I definitely think a celebratory drink is in order. We’d love you to join us, Johnny, if you can. Maybe Eric can get away by then?” 

Johnny nodded, glad the awkward moment had passed. “I’ll call his cell. Where should I tell him to meet us?” 

“The Bulldog, over on Bleeker Street. We should be over there no later than,” 

Sandra consulted her watch, “ten o’clock.” 

The Bulldog was a small club, crowded on a Saturday night. A three-piece jazz ensemble played in a corner, the music background to talking, laughing and the clink of glass. The three of them sat at a small table near the front. Eric hadn’t picked up but Johnny had left a message with details of their whereabouts. 

After his second mug of beer, Johnny began to relax. Albert was drinking apple martinis and was on his third. With each drink he seemed to laugh louder, his thigh grazing Johnny’s as he leaned toward him. Johnny chided himself for assuming Albert’s actions had any hidden meaning. He’d learned his lesson back at the gallery. He had to stop being so naïve to think a guy was coming on to him just because he was gay. 
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Johnny looked around the crowded little club, taking in his surroundings with awe. 

How amazing to be here with these artistic types in this Village pub and to be considered one of them! How different from the dank, packed local bars he used to spend weekend nights getting shitfaced drunk in an effort to numb himself to the stultifying, lonely existence he lived as a mechanic in his father’s shop, enslaved by his own fear, entombed by his own denial of who and what he was. 

Johnny glanced at his watch. They’d been there a half hour. He flipped open his cell phone but there was no service. “I’m just going to step outside and try Eric again,” 

Johnny said to Sandra and Albert. 

“I’ll come with you,” Albert said. “I could use a smoke.” They left the bar together, stepping out into the humid summer air. Johnny started to make his call when suddenly Albert leaned over him. 

“Johnny. You are such a sexy guy. I’ve been waiting all night to do this.” Without warning, Albert took Johnny into his arms. Right in front of the club he bent Johnny back and kissed him full on the mouth, grabbing his ass in his large hands as he did so. 

Johnny froze, for a moment unable to believe what was happening. 

When he finally pulled away, his expression one of outrage and confusion, Albert merely laughed. “Hey, sorry. I couldn’t help it. I’ve been wanting to do that since I first laid eyes on you last month. I know you’re ‘seeing someone’. It’s the vodka, man. It got the better of me.” He flashed a rueful grin, though his eyes were dancing. Leaning close again, he whispered, “Come home with me, Johnny boy. I won’t tell if you won’t.” 

“There you are,” Johnny jumped as Eric’s warm, familiar voice came from behind them. “I tried to call but it went straight to your voice mail.” Johnny whipped around to see his lover, his dark straight hair falling over his eye, his cheeks a little flushed as if he’d been running. 

Albert stepped back, leaning against the wall as Johnny embraced Eric. Eric pulled away, brushing his hair from his face. Johnny swallowed, forcing himself not to read anything into Eric’s gesture. “So the guy? He okay?” 

“My client? Yes, yes. He’s okay. He wanted handholding really more than anything. He did attempt suicide last year to the point of being hospitalized so I take his threats seriously. This time however, I think he was more lonely and frightened than actually suicidal. I got his brother to come over to his place and I think he’ll be fine now.” 

Johnny was watching Eric as he spoke, barely hearing his words. What had Eric witnessed? Had he seen Albert taking Johnny into his arms? Had he seen what would have looked like a consensual kiss? As he tried to catch Eric’s eye, Eric looked away. 

“This must be the famous Albert Miller I’ve heard so much about.” 

Albert stood, towering over Eric as he held out his hand. “I don’t know about famous. Maybe someday. Nice to meet you.” They shook hands and the three of them went back inside to join Sandra. 

“You okay?” Johnny asked softly as they sat down. 
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Eric looked sharply at him a moment and then smiled. “Yeah, sure. Why wouldn’t I be? Just a little tired.” Johnny stared at him, trying to read something into his words, trying to discern from his expression what he was feeling, what he had seen. 



Later that night, when they were finally lying together in bed, Johnny turned to Eric. Did he say something? Or did he just let it go? When Albert had kissed him, Johnny’s mind had frozen for an instant but his body had not. He couldn’t deny the raging hard-on that kiss had produced. He found himself longing for a second kiss, though he knew his heart belonged to Eric! What would it be like to kneel before Albert, to take his cock deep into his throat, to wrest a moan of pleasure from the handsome man’s lips? 

 Come home with me. I won’t tell if you won’t.  The words replayed themselves in Johnny’s mind. Of course he would not go home with Albert. He would not sneak around on Eric. But he was disturbed at his own strong reaction to the man. How easy it would be to see Albert while Eric was at work. He could say he was at classes, say he was at the gallery. Eric would never know… 

This was crazy! Johnny didn’t want Albert. It was just a physical thing. It had been flattering to have the handsome, charismatic artist make a move on him. That didn’t mean he planned to throw his wonderful life with Eric away, just for the chance of something new! He would just tell Eric what had happened. They could laugh about it. 

By saying it out loud, Johnny would shake away the potentially poisonous secrecy. He would tell Eric everything, even admitting his own attraction, secure in the knowledge his love for Eric outweighed any temptation. But would Eric believe that? Eric, who always told him it was only a matter of time before Johnny drifted away? Would telling him only feed the flames of Eric’s insecurities and fears? 

He started to speak, to confess, but instead found his lips meeting Eric’s. Eric didn’t respond to his kiss at first and Johnny, partially fueled by guilt, partially by desire, pushed forward, teasing Eric’s lips apart with his tongue as he moved his large strong hands over Eric’s smooth chest. 

Eric began to kiss him back, rising up and flipping Johnny onto his back as he took control. Leaning over him, he kissed Johnny as he reached down to grasp his rising cock. Johnny moaned with pleasure, for the moment forgetting his troubled thoughts. 

“I want you, Johnny. Get ready for me.” Johnny’s eyes, a moment before closed in abandon, flew open. He’d been doing better with anal sex but still the residual fear of penetration kept him from submitting completely. Yet tonight he found he wanted it—

not just to please Eric but to satisfy his own lust. 

Obediently he knelt up, taking the tube of lubricant they kept beside the bed while Eric rolled a condom over his own erect shaft. “I’m gonna fuck your hot little hole, slut boy, and you will stay perfectly still until I tell you to move, understand?” Eric climbed behind his lover, who glanced back at him as he positioned himself behind him. 
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“Eyes forward,” Eric barked. “And remember, don’t move. Show me how obedient and open for me you are. No resistance, no hesitation.” 

Johnny turned back toward the head of the bed, trying to stay still as Eric pressed the head of his penis against his nether opening. Johnny couldn’t control the little tremor that spasmed through his body as Eric’s cock head slipped past his sphincter. 

“Perfectly still, slave boy—remember,” Eric murmured. 

Johnny closed his eyes and took a deep breath as Eric pushed into him, firmly gripping Johnny’s hips as he guided himself into Johnny’s tight ass. Johnny moaned and thrust back, forgetting Eric’s directive of a moment before. He felt the sudden sharp pain as Eric reached forward, grabbing him by the balls. “Still, I said. Don’t move!” 

Johnny stilled as Eric released his balls, dragging his fingertips over them and gliding them up his shaft as he continued to ease himself fully into Johnny’s ass. Johnny trembled and sighed as pleasure erupted over his cock with Eric’s skillful, teasing touch. 

Johnny realized with surprised delight Eric had fully penetrated him without Johnny once whimpering, pulling away or protesting! Eric’s directive to keep still had so distracted him, he realized, he’d forgotten to tense his muscles, focused instead on obeying his master’s directive. 

Eric began to move in a steady hard thrust, his balls slapping Johnny’s ass, his hair falling forward to tickle Johnny’s back. “You can move, boy,” Eric said in a husky voice. 

“Make yourself come. Go on, slut. Do it.” Johnny didn’t need to be told again. Eagerly he grabbed his own cock, massaging and pulling the taut flesh over his rock-hard shaft as Eric pummeled him from behind. 

“Oh yes,” Eric hissed, thrusting rhythmically into Johnny’s ass. “My hot boy, my delicious golden boy. Tell me,” he panted, “who do you belong to?” 

Johnny sighed, easing into submissive headspace as his body surrendered utterly to Eric’s cock, his mind to Eric’s dominant words. “You, Sir, oh you. You, you, you!” The last word was forced from him with a grunt as Eric slammed hard into his ass, his body shuddering in orgasm as he held Johnny fast at his hips. 

He did belong to Eric, didn’t he? The image of Albert’s broad smile, his large dark eyes sparkling with irony slid into Johnny mind just as his seed spurted from his cock, splashing to the sheets below. 

Eric pulled him over to his side, his cock still buried in his ass, his heart hammering against Johnny’s back as he held him in an embrace. They lay quietly for some moments as each recovered. Gently Eric disengaged from Johnny and cleaned himself. 

He lay back down, again spooning his lover. “I love you,” Eric whispered so softly for a moment Johnny wasn’t sure he had spoken. 

Johnny answered in kind. Rolling over, he faced Eric, searching his face and seeing only love. He wanted to say more, to confess to what had happened, though he himself had really not been to blame. He started to speak, but something held his tongue. Why ruin the moment? 
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“Johnny,” Eric said quietly, his dark eyes fixed on Johnny’s face. “Is there something you want to say to me?” 

“No,” Johnny answered, turning away. 

* * * * * 

Eric stared out of his office window. He was glad his last client had cancelled. He needed  to  think!  The  scene  that  had  played  itself  over  and  over  in  his  head  like  an endless reel of a terrible movie slid through his brain again. Johnny—his Johnny, his darling—in the arms of that tall, handsome man. Their faces close in a kiss, their bodies pressed together. 

It had happened so fast Eric thought for a second he had imagined it. Eric had been down the street, hurrying toward the bar when he’d seen his golden boy emerge from the building, the tall black man just behind him. As he’d seen Albert bend to kiss Johnny, he’d felt a crack in his heart, an actual physical pain as if someone had taken an ice pick and hammered it through his sternum. 

They’d quickly pulled apart. As he replayed it in his mind, it looked as if Johnny had been the one to pull away. Albert was the aggressor, Johnny the innocent boy. 

That’s what he’d wanted to think. What he’d been prepared to think. As they sat in the pub sipping drinks and talking about art, Eric kept waiting for Johnny to pull him aside to confide what had happened. To explain himself. 

Instead Johnny had merely shot him worrying glances, guilty looks as if to say,  Did you see? What do you know?  As the evening wore on, Eric felt a sort of numb sickness fall over him. So this was it, at last. Sooner perhaps than he’d expected but inevitable. 

Johnny was falling in love with someone else. Tomorrow, next week, next month, he would come to Eric. With tears in his eyes or perhaps with defiant bravado, he would tell Eric it was over. 

For a moment just before they went to sleep, Eric had thought the words would come, the confession tumbling out, perhaps amidst tears. Instead Johnny had tensed and turned away, leaving Eric with unasked questions—questions pride or perhaps fear would not permit him to voice. Maybe he was making too much of this. Perhaps it was nothing more than a stolen kiss, fueled by alcohol. Harmless, meaningless, best left unexplored. 

* * * * * 

“I’ve been thinking,” Eric said as they sat over dinner in their cozy kitchen. 

“Remember when we wrestled and you showed your dominant side?” 

“How could I forget?” Johnny laughed ruefully, recalling the cock and ball torture he’d suffered as punishment. 

“I was thinking, perhaps we should bring in a sub boy. Someone for you to dom, under my direction of course. It’s a chance for you to more fully explore those dominant 73 
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impulses. It would be good practice for the Cavern too, since you never know what you might be called upon to do there. It’s quite common for subs to whip one another under the direction of a master.” 

Eric watched Johnny to gauge his reaction. “Um. I don’t know, Eric. It would be weird. I don’t know if I could whip a guy.” 

“You could if I told you to.” Eric smiled to offset the firmness of his tone. More gently he added, “That’s why training is a good idea. There’s no reason to assume you automatically know how to use a flogger or a crop, at least with any skill. You do have the advantage of having felt them yourself, so you’re aware of the different sensations produced by heavy-braided tresses for example, as opposed to a single tail of thin leather, its end knotted just so.” He watched as Johnny winced and sighed as fear and desire mingled—such a potent combination for a submissive. 

“Do you have someone in mind?” Johnny asked. 

“Yes, actually. A boy I’ve played with from time to time named Steve. He’s owned by a friend of mine James Caldwell. James likes to lend him out and then punish him after for being with someone else.” 

“But that isn’t fair! I mean, if he sends him out, he told him to do it!” Johnny said indignantly. 

“For them that’s the game. They both get off on it. James said he got the idea from Story of O.  Sir Stephen did the same thing to O, near the end of the book. That’s the delicious irony, I guess, at least for James and Steve. You tell your slave to do something he isn’t permitted to do. Then when he does it, naturally you have to punish him.” 

“Well, it doesn’t seem fair to me. But whatever floats your boat I guess.” Johnny took a drink from his glass of iced tea. “So. This guy. What’s he look like?” 

Eric tried not to read too much into the question. A very natural question to ask when you’re being told you’re expected to dom this person, to use them sexually and otherwise. It would be odd for him not to ask. It didn’t mean Johnny wanted to run off with the guy.  Stop it. This is to give him an outlet. Don’t mess it up. This will keep him here, instead of in the arms of Albert Miller. 

Aloud Eric said, “He’s cute. Medium height, light brown hair, very buff. Works out constantly. Maybe a little muscle bound for my taste but very submissive. A pain slut. 

Can take a savage beating with perfect grace. James whips him every day to create fresh welts. He keeps him constantly marked.” 

“Hmm,” Johnny nodded, looking worried. 

Eric felt a rush of sympathetic warmth, knowing Johnny was mentally comparing himself in terms of grace and finding himself wanting. “Don’t compare yourself, Johnny. You are exactly perfect for me. If I wanted someone like Steve, I’d have found him.  You are who I want, just as you are.” Johnny smiled, that wonderful wide grin of his like sunlight, and Eric knew things would be okay. They had to be. He would make it so. 
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* * * * * 

Steve Hayward stood quietly in the center of their playroom, his eyes on the floor, his arms behind his back. “Steve, this is Johnny. He’s going to use you tonight. James wants fresh marks—other than that, he says we can do what we want with you. The first thing I want is for you to strip to your underwear and stand at attention, your hands behind your head.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Steve said. He had glanced up briefly at Johnny and then looked down again, the picture of submission. Johnny watched as Steve pulled his T-shirt over his head. He unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his jeans, first kicking off his sandals. 

Kneeling, he folded his things into a neat little pile and placed them in front of him before again standing in the position Eric had commanded. 

He was about Eric’s height but, as Eric had said, thickly muscled, especially his shoulders and chest, the muscles bulging like bunched sacks of cement beneath over-tanned skin. His thighs, chest and belly were crisscrossed with fading pink lines, evidence of a recent whipping. With round hazel eyes and a snub nose sprinkled with freckles he looked younger than his twenty-eight years. 

“Johnny. Take off his underwear.” Johnny glanced at Eric and swallowed, trying not to betray his nervousness. He was glad Eric hadn’t told  him  to  strip.  He  was wearing black denim shorts and a sleeveless red T-shirt. The room was still warm from the earlier sun, though the night air wafting through the open windows was reasonably cool. 

Bending in front of Steve, Johnny gripped the black cotton bikini briefs at his narrow hips and pulled them down past thickly muscled thighs. Steve’s cock popped out, rapidly rising as they watched. Johnny noted with fascinated horror how the shaft was pierced up and down its length with thick-gauged steel rings, including the head. 

He felt his own pierced nipples respond sympathetically, tingling and engorging at the thought of the needles drawn through Steve’s delicate flesh over and over. 

“Those rings are handy for tying Steve down during a whipping. If he jerks too hard, his cock gets quite a workout.” Eric said. “Isn’t that right, slut?” 

“Yes, Sir,” Steve answered, his eyes still downcast, his smallish cock now fully erect. 

“Kneel down, head on the floor, ass up,” Eric commanded. “Keep your hands behind your head.” Steve dropped at once to the floor. Eric said, “Johnny, get the whip. 

Not the heavy flogger, get the purple one.” Johnny moved to the sideboard to retrieve their medium-sized whip. It didn’t have as many tresses as his favorite flogger and the leather wasn’t as soft. It was more “stingy” than “thuddy”, at least as Johnny had experienced it. 

Johnny came back, feeling at once nervous and excited. He could feel his own cock swelling at the thought of whipping the ass of this naked slave boy. Knowing the pain and pleasure he would cause, the delicious blending of sensation, gave him a powerful thrill. He moved behind Steve, completely taken aback by what he saw. 
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Unlike the fading marks on Steve’s front, his ass, back and thighs were heavily marked, the lines black, purple and red, evidence of severe and constant beating. 

Johnny felt his stomach lurch with horror—this was no sexy whipping at the hands of a loving Dom. Steve had been brutally whipped, his skin abraded and probably permanently scarred. 

Johnny turned helplessly to Eric, his face no doubt registering his dismay. Eric moved quickly to him. “Johnny. What is it?” He too saw the marks. Did he have to ask? 

Eric took the whip from Johnny’s hands. Turning to Steve, he placed the whip lengthwise on Steve’s bowed back. “Don’t move. We have to step out for just a moment. 

You wait in that position and make sure the whip doesn’t fall. Understood?” 

“Yes, Sir!” Steve barked, as if answering a drill sergeant. 

Johnny and Eric stepped out into the hallway. “What is it, Johnny? You look sick.” 

“Eric! His cock—Jesus, all those piercings! But even worse, his ass and back! He’s been really beaten. I mean, that goes way beyond what we do. That isn’t sexy—that’s abuse.” 

Eric put his arms around Johnny and kissed his cheek. Gently he pushed Johnny’s shoulder, his cue for Johnny to kneel. As Johnny obeyed, instantly feeling submissive as a result of his position, Eric continued. “Johnny, sweetheart. I’m sorry. I keep forgetting how new you are. How innocent. Yes, Steve is used roughly. I thought I told you that, but I guess I didn’t make it clear. Nothing that is done to Steve is done without his express consent. He’s the one who pushed for the piercings. He did most of them himself. I told you—he’s a pain slut. He doesn’t experience pain the same way you or I do, at least from what I can gather.” 

Eric stroked Johnny’s cheek and brushed his hair from his forehead. “You know how it hurts for you at first? How it stings and bites, and even though it’s hot and sexy, it really does hurt?” As Johnny nodded, Eric continued. “It’s only when you sink into that submissive headspace, only when you truly surrender yourself to it and let go, that’s when the pain transmutes to something even more intense than pleasure. Am I right?” 

“Yes,” Johnny said, looking up at his master with adoration. He loved how Eric could always calm him and make him feel safe and sexy all at the same time. 

“Well, for Steve it’s different. I’ve talked to him and others like him about what they experience. He still feels pain of course, but his nerve endings interpret it differently, I guess you’d say. He craves the intensity, he  needs the severity in order to achieve what you can get from a light, sensual whipping. I sometimes think it must be like the difference between addicts and non-addicts. You, as a ‘non-addict’ for the sake of this argument, only need a light, sensual whipping to get to that delicious, sensual place submissives can fly to, while he, the ‘addict’, needs a much more intense beating to get to the same place—he needs the whole bottle of vodka where you would just have a drink or two.” Johnny nodded. It made a kind of sense. “So when we go back in there, Johnny, and I tell you to whip him, you don’t worry about hurting him. You don’t 76 
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worry about his marked ass or the welts fading on his back. You whip him because I tell you to, and you do it as hard as  I like. Got it? When you do that, you’ll be serving me and him as well. You’ll be his Dom, but my sub.” 

Eric touched Johnny’s shoulder, indicating he should rise. As they reentered the room, Johnny saw Steve was still in the same position, the whip perfectly balanced, his ass pointing toward them, his balls dangling between his legs, the picture of vulnerability. “Take off your shirt,” Eric told Johnny, who obeyed, careful not to pull on his nipple rings as he did so. Unlike the neat military pile in front of Steve, Johnny tossed his shirt into a crumpled heap. Eric tossed his own shirt onto Johnny’s. 

He pointed to the whip and Johnny picked it up from Steve’s back. The sub didn’t move a muscle—he could have been made of stone. Eric had showed Johnny some basic wrist moves. “It’s like hitting a tennis ball,” he had explained. “Just follow through the movement.” He had demonstrated and Johnny had tried to imitate him, feeling a little foolish. 

Now he would put that bit of practice into action. “Give him twenty lashes, as hard as you like. Steve, you count.” Johnny moved behind Steve, willing himself to be calm and cool. He could do this! 

“One! Two!” Steve called out the numbers, sounding almost bored. Perhaps he wasn’t doing it hard enough? Johnny hit him a little harder but still got no reaction other than the flat-toned counting. Determined to pull something more from the sub, at fifteen Johnny pulled his arm back and swung hard, aiming so just the tips of the leather caught Steve’s skin. Steve flinched slightly, his counting suddenly just a little breathy. Johnny felt his cock swell as he realized he’d elicited this reaction in the sub boy kneeling at his feet. 

The last four lashes were delivered just as hard, with the tips catching the same tender flesh each time, darkening it to an angry red. At the call of “twenty” Johnny dropped his arm, though in fact he wanted to continue, to make Steve move out of position, to make him cry out for mercy. Eric was watching him. “Take off your shorts, slave,” he said in a low, sexy voice. Johnny obeyed, his erection clearly outlined in his underwear. 

Eric moved to him. “Do you want to whip him more? You’ve barely marked him. 

James won’t be satisfied with that at all.” As Eric spoke he put his hand over Johnny’s hard cock through the soft cotton, squeezing lightly as his hand moved down to cup and squeeze his balls. Johnny stood still, his breathing rapid as he licked his lips. Eric let go and stepped back. “Answer, boy.” 

“Yes, Sir. I want to whip him more.” 

“You pick the whip. Something that will mark him properly.” 

Johnny returned to the sideboard, selecting the flicker whip, a single tail with a thin, braided nylon tassel at the end. Johnny had felt its tickle and its sting. He knew it was a potentially vicious whip when wielded with force, capable of cutting the skin. 
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“Stand up, Steve,” Eric commanded. “Johnny’s going to mark you now. Hold your arms up over your head and stay perfectly still.” 

Steven complied instantly and Johnny saw his cock was rigid with anticipation. Eric held out his hand and said to Johnny, “A quick demonstration. You want to flick it, like this.” Johnny heard the whistle of the lash the split second before it made contact with Steven’s back. A thin line of white appeared, turning dark pink and finally red as a welt appeared. Eric had used this same whip on Johnny and his body now tingled with the recollection of its sting. “You try it.” 

Johnny took the lash and flicked it against Steve’s ass. A mark appeared though much paler than the one Eric had created. “Don’t be afraid. Remember, he needs this.” 

Johnny hit him harder, this time creating the whistling sound Eric had created as the lash kissed Steve’s flesh. 

“Good,” Eric said. “Now do it all over his body. Ass, back, thighs, chest, belly, cock. 

Mark him. Make him sweat. Make him moan. Remember, you do this for me. I own you. Your body, your arm, is just an extension of mine. You exist to please me and it pleases me to see you whip this pain slut, this slave, this toy we’ve borrowed for the evening.” 

Johnny began to whip the slave, his cock responding to each cut of the flesh with a pulsing of desire. At the same time he felt the rush of power, he felt a pang of sympathy, aware he was hurting Steve, aware those angry red lines crisscrossing his flesh were caused by Johnny’s own hand. Yet he didn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop. 

Lust, power, desire, the knowledge he was pleasing Eric, the witnessing of Steve’s very hard cock, the rings shining along its shaft—all of this combined inside of him, finally lifting him out of himself. 

At one with the lash, he began to whip Steve in earnest, methodically covering his body from shoulder to knee, front to back. Except for his cock and balls. Johnny could not bring himself to strike that tender flesh. Eric, watching from the side said, “Johnny. 

You’re forgetting his cock and balls. I said everywhere.” 

Johnny raised his arm, trying not to wince as he forced himself to obey. At the last moment his will failed, his arm flailing as he completely missed the mark, catching Steve on the hip instead. “I can’t,” he whispered to Eric. 

Eric held out his hand and Johnny dropped the whip into it, his heart squeezing as his body prepared to feel the flicker’s sting. Instead Eric turned to Steve, who was sweating, his arms still high overhead, his chest heaving, his body covered in fine red welts. “What do you need, boy? What have we missed?” 

“My cock, Sir!” Steve shouted in military style. Without hesitating, as Johnny watched, Eric flicked his wrist, the whip catching Steve across the balls and shaft in one well-aimed stroke. He delivered three more, finally drawing a cry from the pain slut, who sank to his knees, bowing his head. Eric stood in front of him, patting and smoothing his sweat-matted hair. Steve dropped his head so his forehead again rested on the floor. 
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“Thank you, Sir,” he whispered, the strident tone gone, his voice cracking with gratitude. 

“Don’t thank me, slut. Thank Johnny. But thank him properly.” Turning to Johnny Eric commanded, “Take off your underwear. Steve’s going to thank you.” Johnny felt as if he were in a dream, his heart pounding as Steve’s lips slid over his member, taking Johnny deep into his throat without hesitation. Steve didn’t have the skill Eric did—he was a little too hurried, a little too rough, but Johnny knew this might be a result of the endorphins sure to be racing through his system from the beating. He knew when he was feeling that rush, he had to restrain himself from trying to swallow Eric whole. 

As Steve sucked his cock, Eric, shirtless in black jeans, moved just behind Steve so he was facing Johnny. With the slave sandwiched between them, Eric took Johnny’s head in his hands, pulling him down for a long lingering kiss, his tongue claiming Johnny’s mouth as Steve was ignored at their feet. Johnny was awash in sensation, aroused as much by the actual physical pleasure of Steve’s attentions as by the whole scene. He’d whipped a man, really whipped him, while his master watched, his dark eyes sparkling with lust. Eric’s kiss consumed him as the slave knelt naked and marked at their feet, serving Johnny. He closed his eyes, feeling his cock swell and stiffen, his ball tightening in the moments before ejaculation. 

“Oh,” he moaned into Eric’s mouth. Just as he began to orgasm, Steve grabbed his balls, squeezing tight—too tight so Johnny gasped, the pain of his grip fighting with the shuddering pleasure of his climax. Eric stepped back as Steve knelt back, releasing Johnny’s spent cock. Johnny looked down at the man as he gingerly cupped his bruised balls. Steve looked up at him, a sly grin on his face as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 

“Get dressed, slave,” Eric said to Steve, unaware of what he had done. “James is waiting in the other room to take you home for your punishment. He mentioned something about a violet wand.” 

Eric turned to Johnny. “Fill the tub. I’ll be in after I see our guests to the door.” A few minutes later Eric joined Johnny in the bathroom, quickly stripping before stepping into the hot water with a contented sigh. He eased himself down, leaning into Johnny. 

“Did you have fun?” Eric asked as Johnny’s arms encircled him. 

“It was wild! Very intense. I couldn’t help but wonder how Steve felt. I mean, we totally used him. When he was at our feet, my cock in his mouth and you leaned over him and kissed me, he was like this total object. Just there to service us.” 

“That’s the point,” Eric said. “That’s what he wants. That’s what gets him off. Now he’ll go home with James and be the subject, not the object.” Eric twisted in the tub so he was facing Johnny. “Did you want more, Johnny? Did you want to have sex with him?” 

Johnny frowned, the image of Albert sliding unbidden into his head. For a moment it was Albert standing naked, Johnny at his feet, Albert’s dark strong fingers buried in his blond hair… “Johnny?” 
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“No,” Johnny said firmly. “It was hot. It was exciting to whip him and have him submit to me. To us. But you’re the one I want to make love with. I belong to you, Eric.” 

“Don’t forget it,” Eric said, smiling, but the smile didn’t reach his eyes. 
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Chapter Nine 

“It’s going to be fine.” Eric patted Johnny’s hand as they sat side by side on the subway, their train speeding along the underground tunnel toward Brooklyn. Billy and Sandy had invited them, the two of them, for dinner. Despite his joy that at least his brother and sister-in-law seemed to be accepting him and now his partner into their lives, Johnny couldn’t help but be nervous. He realized the various girls he’d brought home over the years had simply never meant that much to him. He didn’t care about them enough to worry what impression they made on his family. Back then he’d been more worried about what kind of impression the family would make on the girl! 

Eric knew all about the Wilsons and seemed to have no expectations, either positive or negative. “Relax,” he had said when Johnny began to worry aloud about how Eric would like his brother and if they would all get along. “I’m not planning on marrying him or even dating him. We’re just paying a visit, the same as we did when you met some of my family.” 

Johnny had to laugh at that! Eric’s extended family, many of them still living in the old high-rise brick projects in the Bronx, had barely blinked when Eric had come into his mother’s crowded kitchen, announcing in Spanish, “Please welcome my very dear friend, Johnny Wilson.” His mother had grabbed Eric in a bear hug and kissed both his cheeks before turning to Johnny with a smile that lit up her dark brown eyes—Eric’s eyes. 

“Any friend of Eric’s gets automatic Puerto Rican visa status here,” she laughed, holding out her hand to Johnny. “Call me Consuela. And from what I’ve been hearing about you, young man, I may soon be calling you son!” Her eyes twinkled as Eric groaned and slapped his forehead. 

“Mama, don’t embarrass Johnny!” 

“You mean don’t embarrass you, son,” she laughed. Sobering she added, “Now to important matters. Are you hungry?” Eric made introductions to various cousins, aunts and uncles as Consuela ladled their plates high with a delicious-smelling stew served over fragrant rice. 

Johnny had felt more at home around that welcome table than he’d ever felt at his parents’ place. Even a phone call with his mother had been strained. He’d been pleased she’d finally called but the warmth they’d once shared was missing, the easiness lost. 

“Let’s get together for lunch soon,” she had said. Not “come home for Sunday dinner” 

but “let’s meet for lunch”. The underlying message he took away was he was no longer welcome in his parents’ home, though to be fair he knew it was because of his father. 

Johnny’s mother had rarely been willing to step in when Frank was on a tear, ranting and raving about Johnny’s latest failing. Johnny would see the pain in her eyes but, he 81 
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realized now as an adult, she had been as scared of Frank as Johnny and powerless in her own mind to protect him. 

Still the phone call was a start and as Eric had gently pointed out, it wasn’t only Ann’s responsibility to restart the relationship. She had reached out and he needed to do the same. 

The train lurched to a stop beneath the Brooklyn neighborhood and Johnny and Eric ascended into the warm summer sunshine of the late afternoon. As they walked along the streets toward their destination, Johnny resisted the urge to take Eric’s hand. 

Unlike the Village, Johnny knew the people of this neighborhood would be much less tolerant of that sort of open display of affection between two men. Instead he fingered the little heart-shaped padlock at his throat. 

“This is it,” Johnny said, pointing toward a block of narrow brownstone row houses. As he spoke Jack and Emma came bursting through door of one, calling, “Uncle Johnny! Uncle Johnny!” 

They stopped short when they saw Eric, six-year-old Emma shyly looking up at him while four-year-old Jack wrapped his pudgy arms around Johnny’s leg. Johnny leaned down, scooping them both up into his arms. “Eric, meet my Aunt Emma and my Uncle Jack.” Emma laughed delightedly while Jack screwed up his face in confusion before taking his cue from Emma and laughing as well. 

Sandy stood at the top of the stoop smiling as the four of them ascended. “You must be Eric,” she said warmly as she ushered them into the house. “Billy will be right back. We were out of beer.” 

“A crime in the Wilson family,” Johnny said, grinning toward Eric. 

“Come sit down. We have a surprise for you, Johnny,” Sandy said, smiling nervously. They followed her into the living room where Ann sat crocheting. Johnny felt his heart lurch, his mind a whirl of mixed emotions. Johnny had always been close to his mother, closer than either of the other boys. Not seeing her all these months had torn something inside of him, something he wasn’t sure could ever be repaired. 

Yet as he looked at her in that moment before she realized they’d entered the room, how fragile she looked, how tired! Her hair was grayer than he’d remembered, her narrow back bent as she focused on her work. Johnny felt a rush of protective love. 

“Mom,” Sandy said, her voice over-bright, “look who’s here.” 

Ann looked up, her eyes still as brilliant green as Johnny’s, her mouth spreading in a wide, genuine smile. As Johnny moved forward Ann stood, dropping her yarn and needle on the couch, opening her arms to her youngest son. As they embraced, Ann caught sight of Eric standing at the doorway, his expression bemused. 

Ann pulled away from Johnny, her hand over her mouth. “Oh my God,” she said softly, her cheeks suffusing with red. “Sandy,” she turned helplessly toward her daughter-in-law, “you didn’t say  he would be here!” 

Now Sandy flushed slightly. “Mom, please.” Johnny realized all at once what was happening. Sandy naturally assumed her mother-in-law was reacting negatively to 82 
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seeing “the gay lover”. She of course had no idea of Ann’s little ploy at Dr. Méndez’ 

office the month before. And Ann hadn’t realized Eric would be there today, certain to recognize his one-time client “Ann Peterson”. 

Ann stood in the center of the room, her eyes round as she looked helplessly from Johnny to Eric. “I’m so embarrassed. It was such a stupid thing to do. I really had no idea…” Ann began to sway where she stood, her face suddenly deathly pale. 

Sandy looked thoroughly confused. “Mom, what are you talking about? Johnny, what’s going on, do you know?” 

Eric stepped into the room now. Moving quickly toward Ann, he gently took her elbow. “Sit down, Ann. Just take a moment to get your bearings.” He guided her back to the couch. 

“Okay, you can all relax, the beer has arrived!” Billy came into the front door with a case of beer in his arms. He stopped short as he entered the living room, seeing Ann leaning back weakly on the couch with Eric crouched beside her, Sandy standing in the middle of the room with Johnny off to the side, a strange smile on his face. 

“Bro,” he said, nodding toward Johnny. Turning to Sandy he asked, “What’s going on?” 

“I’m really not sure,” Sandy answered. “Hopefully someone’s going to clue us in.” 

Johnny interjected, “Billy, Sandy, let’s go in the kitchen and put away that beer. I think Eric and Mom need a minute alone.” 



Eric sat on the chair next to the sofa once he satisfied himself Ann was not going to faint. Ann turned toward him, her smile weak. “I’m sorry.” She stared at him a moment, her expression so like Johnny’s when he was worried Eric had to smile. In a low, accusatory voice Ann said, “You knew, didn’t you? You let me blather on about my son, knowing all along I was just spying on you! I’m so embarrassed!” She hid her face in her hands. 

Eric leaned over, lightly touching her knee. “Ann, please. Don’t let this distress you. 

I’m really okay with it. I think it’s quite touching really.” 

Ann looked up at him. “Touching? That I didn’t have the courage to face my own son but instead I spied on his—on his…” she paused, looking for a word. 

Eric supplied, “Friend.” 

“Yes.” She looked grateful. “I tricked you by pretending to have a story, just so I could check you out, see who the pervert was who took the pictures of my boy.” Again she put her hand to mouth, turning away. 

“Ann, I understand your motives were driven by your underlying love and concern for your son. And just so you’re clear, I  didn’t   know who you were until after our session. That’s why I suggested you see a different therapist. It wouldn’t be appropriate, obviously, for us to establish that kind of relationship.” 

“How did you find out?” 
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“Johnny showed me your picture. Pictures from the wedding.” 

“Ah. Well, it was probably the dumbest thing I ever did. I’m very sorry about it.” 

“I’m not. I’ll tell you why. First, it gave you a chance to get to know a little about me when you weren’t yet comfortable meeting me as Johnny’s friend. Second, I think we both know that session, while you had planned to use it as a ploy, had some real impact for you. Issues that matter in your life, things you need to explore. Not just about Johnny’s homosexuality but your own issues with your marriage and how you choose to live your life going forward. Speaking of which, did you ever contact Dr. Gregory?” 

“Yes!” Ann’s eyes shone for a moment. “She’s wonderful. And you’re right, Dr. 

Méndez.” 

“Eric. Now I’m Eric, your son’s friend.” 

Ann colored a little but amended, “Eric then. She’s really amazing. I feel like I can do anything when I leave our session. I can even confront Frank! In fact, just the other day when he threatened—” She caught herself, biting her lip. “You don’t want to hear all that.” 

“Only if you want to share it. I’m just glad you’re getting help, Ann. Someone to talk to. Everyone could use that.” He paused, his expression serious. “Ann, regarding Johnny’s photo album—that really was his very private business. I hope you can understand that. It wasn’t something meant to be shared with anyone else. He was deeply humiliated by your discovering it and sharing your knowledge with his brothers. I can only say, his sex life is private as I assume yours is. I hope you can respect those boundaries and appreciate he’s an adult.” 

Ann nodded, again looking miserable. “I’ve thought about it endlessly. Frank and I were wrong to look at his private things and wrong to share it with Billy and Hank. We were just so stunned. We’d had no idea…” 

“I know. And Johnny knows too. He’s missed you terribly. I’m so glad we’re here today. It’s a chance at renewal, a chance to move forward.” He smiled, leaning closer. 

“What do you say, let’s start over?” He extended his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Wilson.” 

Ann slipped her hand into his, her smile genuine as she put her other hand over his. 

“Welcome to the family, Eric.” 

* * * * * 

“Why, it’s Johnny Wilson, the golden blond beauty! I have you alone at last.” Albert Miller stepped into the gallery where Johnny sat behind the high draftsman desk at the back of the store bent over a drawing. He was alone on a quiet Thursday afternoon. 

Sandra had given him more hours and often let him close the gallery now, trusting him to properly catalog the sales and lock up securely. 

Johnny looked up and smiled, stepping away from the desk and moving to the front of the store. He wasn’t quite sure how to handle the remark, not even sure it 84 
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wasn’t tongue-in-cheek as Albert grinned wolfishly at him. Deciding to ignore it, he said, “We sold another piece today.” Johnny pointed toward a portrait of a young woman painted in vivid primary colors. 

“Oh you sold Melinda!” Albert clutched his chest, his expression mock tragic. “My art is like my children. I know they must fly away from the nest one day but how my heart aches with the loss of each piece!” 

Johnny smiled at Albert’s histrionics. He hadn’t seen Albert, at least not alone, since that fateful night two weeks before when Albert had stolen a kiss. They’d seen each other twice after in Sandra’s presence at the gallery and neither had mentioned the incident. Johnny thought now Albert’s behavior must have been purely motivated by alcohol. Perhaps he didn’t even remember it. 

Johnny couldn’t help but notice how handsome Albert looked, dressed in a white linen collarless shirt open over his dark, smooth chest. His face was angular, the cheekbones high, the eyes large and dark, the lips full, hiding very white teeth. Albert moved closer. “Johnny, when do you get off work today?” He reached out a hand, pressing it against Johnny’s chest in a curiously intimate gesture. The golden hoop at Johnny’s nipple was caught beneath Albert’s palm. Johnny stepped back. 

“The gallery closes at six today. I’m—I’m meeting Eric for dinner.” In fact he wasn’t meeting Eric—Eric had to work late and Johnny planned on cooking him dinner as a surprise when he arrived home. He was going to try his mother’s tuna noodle casserole, something Eric admitted to never having tried to Johnny’s amazement. 

“Why are you like a little rabbit around me, Johnny boy? I’m not going to eat you up. Though the thought has crossed my mind.” 

Johnny flushed and turned away, aware of his rising erection. He loved Eric, damn it! He’d never cheated on a girlfriend and he certainly didn’t plan to start with Eric! He needed to make things clear with Albert once and for all. This flirtation wasn’t something Johnny knew how to handle. 

As he turned around to explain this, Albert was right there, enacting a repeat of the scene in front of the bar, taking the surprised Johnny in his arms and bending him back for a deep kiss. Johnny struggled a moment, his mind rebelling while his body responded. Albert pressed his pelvis against Johnny’s, who could feel his hard member beneath Albert’s soft red cotton pants. Johnny’s own cock rose in response, his lips parting as Albert held him, kissing him deeply, his tongue thrusting in Johnny’s mouth as if he owned him. 

Finally Johnny managed to pull away, his eyes wild, his chest heaving. Albert tried to pull him back into an embrace, at the same time grabbing Johnny’s crotch, feeling the erection that belied Johnny’s protests. Johnny slapped his hand away, stepping back again. His thick blond hair had fallen over his eyes and he shook it back, gasping, “Stop it! Albert, you have to stop! I’m with Eric! I belong to Eric!” 

Albert dropped his arms. “You  belong to Eric? Is this mere poetic license or are you saying something altogether different?” Reaching toward Johnny’s throat, he added, “I 85 
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noticed that the other night. The little padlock. Is that more romantic fancy or does it signify this ‘belonging’?” 

Johnny felt the heat in his face and neck. He turned his body from Albert and answered, “This is all really none of your business, Albert. Listen, I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong cues or something. Of course I think you’re gorgeous, who wouldn’t? 

But you know I’m with Eric so why do you keep trying to hit on me?” 

Albert looked confused for a moment. “Well, I guess I didn’t realize you were off-limits. What’s a little harmless play between friends? We’d use condoms of course. Safe sex and all that. What Eric doesn’t know won’t hurt him.” 

“It will hurt me,” Johnny said softly. “I’m in love with Eric. To have a fling with you, however casual it might be in your mind, would hurt me immeasurably because it would be betraying the trust Eric has in me. If you can’t understand that, I’m sorry. 

You’ll just have to accept it.” 

Albert stared at Johnny a moment longer. Then he threw back his head and laughed. Bowing low, he lifted a pretend hat from his head and swept it low like an English lord, the invisible feather grazing the ground. “My hat off to you, Johnny boy, and to your lover. Men of integrity, beyond reproach!” Albert stood, smoothing back his long dreadlocks. “My apologies. Let us remain friends. I won’t apologize for the kiss because it was delicious. And if you change your mind one day, you know where to find me.” He took a little business card from a small display table, thrusting it toward Johnny. It had  Albert Miller, Artist with a telephone number beneath it. Reflexively Johnny took the card. 

He watched Albert leave the store, the little bell tinkling as he closed it behind him. 

He sighed, looking down at the little card. A part of him, a part he couldn’t deny, had responded to Albert’s overtures. What would it be like to have sex with him? Would his cock taste different? Would it feel different as it penetrated him? Was it really true what Eric didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him? 

Johnny shook his head. “I need to talk to someone about this. I need to talk to Eric.” 

* * * * * 

Eric took a bite of the gluey, salty pile of noodles, mushy peas, melted cheese and tuna Johnny had heaped onto his plate. It wasn’t inedible but it certainly wasn’t something Eric would have chosen to eat. Yet Johnny looked so endearing, grinning eagerly as he waited for Eric’s decree. 

“Delicious,” Eric pronounced, taking a long drink of his beer in preparation for the next bite. 

Johnny let out a breath. “You like it? It’s not as good as my mom’s. I don’t think I added enough cream of mushroom soup. And I had to use canned peas—my mom uses fresh. I think that makes a difference. Next time I’ll get fresh peas.” 

Eric took another bite. “It’s the best tuna noodle casserole I ever had.” 
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“The  only tuna noodle casserole, you big dope!” Johnny laughed, taking a bite from his own plate. Eric felt his heart swell. He would eat a whole pound of this awful stuff if it made Johnny happy. 

Johnny tucked into his platter, scooping large bites into his mouth as Eric pushed the food around his plate, wondering how much he needed to eat to avoid hurting Johnny’s feelings. 

After a time Johnny set down his fork, wiping his mouth with his napkin. “Eric, there’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about.” 

Eric felt his gut clench a little. He forced himself to remain calm. Things had been good between them. There was no reason to assume whatever Johnny wanted to talk about was bad news. He waited. 

“It’s about, um, it’s about Albert.” 

All at once the image of the two tall men locked in a romantic embrace poured into Eric’s mind like acid, corroding his calm. He clenched his fork, waiting for Johnny to admit he had fallen in love with another man. 

“He,” Johnny paused, looking nervous but determined. “Well, he kissed me.” 

“I know,” Eric said softly, a little fault line cracking along his heart. 

“You know?” 

“Yes. I saw it. I saw the two of you as I was coming to the club to meet you. I kept waiting for you to say something then.” 

“Oh,” Johnny said, looking down at his plate. 

“That’s why I got you Steve.” 

“What?” 

“That’s why I got another boy for us. Someone for you to play with. I thought maybe if you had other experiences with other men, you might not stray. It was foolish really. I should have known having a boy toy to whip and suck you off wouldn’t be enough for you. I knew it was just a matter of time. I just didn’t think it would be so soon.” 

Johnny was staring at Eric, his expression at first confused then incredulous. “You what?” He sputtered again, “You  what? You think because Albert kissed me I’m leaving you? Is that what you’re saying to me? Is that how little you think of me? Of us?” 

It was Eric’s turn to be confused. At the same time a little spark of hope soared up in him like a lark. “Well, Albert is cultured, handsome, sexy. Who could blame you?” 

“Eric Méndez!” Johnny stood up and threw down his napkin. “I’m trying to share something. Something that’s been bothering me. And you immediately go  there! Tell me, are you going to assume I’m about to leave you every time I have the slightest doubt or issue? Maybe this is why I didn’t share it in the first place.” 

Eric knew he was right. He knew fear drove so many people to behave foolishly, people he counseled every day, and here he was in the same boat, letting fear drive his 87 
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actions and dictate his behavior. “I’m sorry, Johnny. I’m sorry to have doubted you. Sit down and tell me.” 

Johnny sat. After a pause he said, “I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t have said that. It wasn’t fair. The truth is I didn’t tell you because I was conflicted.” He looked up at Eric and back down at the table. “I mean, I’ve never been conflicted about you, about us. But when Albert grabbed me, I let him kiss me for a second and I, well, I liked it. I mean, it was exciting. But I knew I didn’t want whatever Albert was offering. Not without you there.” 

Eric nodded, controlling his desire to interrupt. Johnny continued. “It happened so fast and then you were there. I should have addressed it right then but I was so taken aback. I didn’t want to make a big deal. I’m so inexperienced you know, about what’s okay and what isn’t. Maybe gay guys grab each other all the time and kiss them.” 

“Stop right there, Johnny. That was your first mistake. What’s okay is what’s okay with  you. If you weren’t comfortable with that, you should have told him so. Right then and there.” 

“I know that now. At the time though, you showed up and I didn’t want you to get the wrong idea and I wasn’t even sure what you’d seen. When you didn’t say anything…” 

“Yeah,” Eric nodded, grinning ruefully. “That was  my first mistake. I should have pulled you aside right then and told you what I’d witnessed and asked you about it. 

Instead I let it fester. I waited for you to say something and when you didn’t, I attached way more weight to it than was probably warranted. I started behaving based on my fears, instead of keeping our lines of communication open.” He laughed and said, “It’s ironic, right? The wise counselor doesn’t take his own advice!” 

“Well, please don’t take all the weight. Because I’m the one who should have come to you. That’s why I’m coming to you now. Because it happened again.” As Eric raised his eyebrows Johnny explained, “He came into the gallery today and kissed me again. 

Just took me in his arms as if he owned me,” Unconsciously Johnny touched the padlock at his throat, “and stuck his tongue down my throat.” 

“And?” Eric again waited, resisting his urge to demand every detail, every word spoken, every feeling Johnny had or didn’t have regarding the event. 

“And this time I was able to say no. I told him I wasn’t interested. I told him I was with you and I belonged to you.” 

“You used those words?” 

“I did,” Johnny said, coloring a little but then lifting his chin. “You know, he said something. He said what you didn’t know wouldn’t hurt you. And I actually considered it. I considered his offer to go home with him for the afternoon. You know he’s good-looking and very charming.” Eric took a breath but remained quiet. “But I knew it wasn’t true. I knew it  would hurt you. Maybe not directly but it would hurt us. 

It would be something secret between us, festering like a cancer, undetected from the surface but deadly nonetheless. I didn’t want to be the one to do that to us.” 
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Johnny took Eric’s hand and Eric blinked away the tears springing to his eyes. “Eric, I want to share everything with you. If we do end up playing with someone like Albert, I want it to be because we want it. Because you want it and I, as your submissive lover, want to please you. That’s how I want to live. I’ve hidden enough in my life, God knows. I want to live openly now. No secrets between us. Not even if it’s to protect one of us.” 

Eric stared at Johnny, at his young, handsome face, the green-gold eyes, the square jaw with two days’ stubble, the earnest intensity of his expression. Slowly he shook his head. “Ironic, isn’t it, Johnny? I was so worried about your behavior, about losing you because you’re new and untried and ready to take on the world. I forgot about my own behavior, about the importance of trust and of sharing my own fears and concerns.” 

He stood up. “Here’s my promise to you, Johnny Wilson. Next time I see something that worries me or feel scared or unsure about us, I will tell you right away. If I don’t like something, I’ll be honest about it and let you know, instead of letting it stew somewhere in my twisted brain.” 

Johnny stood up too. “Thank you,” he said softly. “And I promise the same.” 

Johnny’s face spread into a grin, his dimples parentheses on either side of his smile. 

Now,” he pointed to Eric’s nearly full plate of coagulated noodles and cheese. “Be honest.” 

* * * * * 

“That’s right. You’re doing fine. Don’t worry. I’m not a china doll.” Eric was on his hands and knees, Johnny behind him, his cock poised at Eric’s asshole. This wasn’t the first time he’d penetrated Eric but it wasn’t a regular part of their sexual routine, if what they did could be called routine, he thought with a wry grin. 

Tonight the game had a twist as Johnny had continued to express his reservations about fucking Eric. “It isn’t that I don’t love it. It’s super hot. It’s just, I don’t know. I don’t like to top you, I guess. It feels weird.” 

“If I want it—if I command it, it isn’t topping, not at all. You do it to please me. To serve me,” Eric explained. He gave a sly little smile and added, “However, to make you feel more submissive, I have an idea.” 

Johnny found himself poised behind his lover, ready to use his asshole, but unlike Eric, who liked to grip Johnny’s hips when he fucked him, Johnny’s wrists were shackled behind his back, bound in his favorite thick leather cuffs clipped to a leather belt slung over his narrow hips. His nipple rings were tethered to a long gold chain, the center of which was presently held between his teeth. 

This minor bit of bondage had been more than sufficient to plunge Johnny into a deeply erotic submissive headspace. The delicious dichotomy of fucking his lover while himself bound, his nipples pulled taut by his own teeth, satisfied the masochist who blossomed inside of Johnny, while at the same time nurturing his less prevalent but still real dominant impulses. 
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Eric moaned with pleasure as Johnny pressed into his hot, tight little ass. “Yes,” he said, his voice low with lust. “Do it. Fuck me.” Johnny needed no further invitation. His lubricated cock glided in and out of the little hole, for a moment pulling out completely as Johnny couldn’t control his movements as well without the use of his hands. 

He stared in fascination at Eric’s asshole, still stretched wide from his own thick cock, the muscles completely relaxed as they awaited his reentry. Johnny slid his shaft back into the beckoning opening, drawing another moan from his lover. 

Together they rocked, Johnny thrusting forward, Eric pushing back, his own hand moving furiously over his cock as Johnny fucked him from behind. “Ai, Dios mio! ” Eric called out, lapsing into his first language as he shuddered with orgasmic pleasure. 

Johnny came within seconds of his lover, losing his balance because of his still tethered hands and dropping the chain that held his nipples from his teeth. 

Eric fell with him, the two of them collapsing to the bed, their sweat mingling as they pressed close. Eric pulled away, causing Johnny’s cock to dislodge from his ass. 

Johnny expected him to release the cuffs at once, but instead Eric said, “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.” 

In a moment he returned with a warm wet washcloth. Johnny lay on his side with his arms still bound behind him. After expertly removing the condom from Johnny’s now semi-erect shaft and dropping it into the little trashcan beside the bed, Eric gently washed Johnny’s cock and balls before patting them dry with a soft hand towel. 

Only then did he take off the leather belt and release Johnny’s wrists from their restraints. Johnny brought his arms from behind his back as Eric drew him into an embrace. “Sexy golden boy,” Eric whispered. 

Johnny smiled sleepily in response. He meant to tell Eric how much he loved him, how intense and erotic the experience had been for him. He meant to promise his undying love and devotion to the master of his heart. 

But the pillow was so soft, perfectly cradling his head as Eric held him so tenderly in his arms. Before he could utter the heartfelt words, Johnny was asleep. 
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Chapter Ten 

Eric watched Johnny from his vantage point at a small booth across from the bar. It was still hard to believe that sexy golden boy belonged to him! Golden man really, as Johnny had matured and changed over the months they’d been together. Gone was the nervous, insecure guy, uncertain of his own sexuality, unsure in his submissive exploration. 

Johnny had evolved into a graceful, very hot submissive, one Eric would have been proud to call his own, even if he hadn’t been head over feet in love with him. Eric took a drink of his gin and tonic and wondered how straight vanilla people would perceive what was happening tonight. What Eric had dictated should happen, despite his love of Johnny, indeed because of it. 

When Eric had told Johnny of this little club in northern New Jersey called The Whip he’d observed Johnny’s eager excitement. The Whip wasn’t a play club like Cavern, but it was a known gay BDSM pickup spot. Eric knew Albert Miller wouldn’t be Johnny’s only temptation, nor did he think it fair to expect Johnny to settle down at this stage in his life. 

Not only was Johnny six years younger than Eric, but Eric had been playing the scene for years, aware for over a decade of both his sexual orientation and dominant predilections. At eighteen, would he have been ready to choose a life partner? Granted, Johnny wasn’t eighteen and as he himself had pointed out, he had had relationships with women before finally coming to terms with his true nature. 

But in terms of experience, Johnny was just coming of age. Eric had lain awake many nights wondering how to keep Johnny, sometimes giving in to his own fears as he tried to come up with ways to force Johnny to stay with him. He could exert his dominant position, keeping Johnny locked in a cage when at home alone or force him to wear a chastity belt when they were apart. But when he stopped acting off his fears, Eric knew no submissive chains would keep Johnny faithful. Eric could require obedience but he couldn’t command love. 

Tonight was an experiment Eric knew could go awry. Instead of giving his lover some room to play and explore within the context of their D/s relationship, Eric might be handing Johnny the key to something new, something that didn’t include Eric. It was a risk he was willing to take. 

He had given Johnny an assignment—to find a sexy sub boy to bring back with them for the evening. Eric had taken a hotel room not far from the club for the night. He would give Johnny free rein, allowing him to select a potential playmate, to flirt and seduce him to the point he would be willing to leave with them, aware he would be required to submit to both Johnny and his master. 
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Eric would direct whatever scene ensued, but until that point he would be a spectator, watching as he sipped his drink, trusting Johnny to find someone hot, someone sexy, but hopefully not someone who would steal his heart and, in the process, break Eric’s. 



Johnny took a swig of his beer, staring straight ahead, his stomach full of butterflies. 

When Eric had first brought up the idea of a visit to a gay BDSM club, one they hadn’t yet been to, Johnny had been intrigued. He got a thrill from seeing other gay couples, especially those in the scene, knowing he was part of a secret community, automatically welcome by virtue of his status as Eric’s sub. 

When Eric had elaborated his plans, instructing Johnny to find them a boy toy for the night, Johnny had been at first surprised and then excited. He felt good Eric trusted him enough to find someone suitable for them. Beneath it was a secret thrill at the idea of being with another man. He’d met Eric so soon after admitting his own orientation that he’d really had very little interaction with other gay men. Not that he wanted to date other guys—his heart belonged firmly to Eric—but the thought of casual flirtation and play did seem appealing. 

Unlike the encounter with Albert, Johnny wouldn’t be sneaking around behind Eric’s back. Indeed, Eric had expressly told him to “interview” at least three men, carefully making his selection based on physical attraction, kindred connection and submissive suitability. Johnny was excited about his assignment, though not a little nervous. 

He  was  aware  of  Eric  just  behind  him,  handsome in his white silk button-down shirt and black leather pants. In fact, several men had approached Eric’s table, as he was easily the best-looking man in the place, but Eric had turned them all away, saying he was waiting for someone. 

A tall, thin redhead sat next to Johnny and ordered a beer. Like Johnny he was wearing a dark T-shirt and jeans. Accepting a bottle from the bartender, the man took a long drink and set down his beer before turning to Johnny. “Hi,” he said. “I couldn’t help but notice you. I haven’t seen you here before, have I? I wouldn’t forget a face like yours. And those shoulders, oh! I do love a strong physique.” He grinned broadly, revealing large crooked teeth. Other than his teeth, he was reasonably good-looking, in a freckled, rabbity sort of way. 

Johnny nodded toward him. “This is my first time. At this club, I mean. That is, this isn’t my first time at a BDSM club, but my first time here.” He ducked his head, annoyed at coming off like a nervous kid. Clearing his throat he tried again. “So, you come here often?” 

“Me? Yeah. I’m here every weekend.” The man stuck out his hand. “Jeff Lozier. At your service. Or I’d like to be.” As Johnny shook the offered hand, he noticed the black leather collar around Jeff’s neck with little silver rings interspersed along the leather. 
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“Johnny Wilson. Is that a collar?” Jeff’s hand went up to his throat, touching the black leather. 

“Yeah. It’s a slave collar but at the moment I’m free as a bird. Looking for a Dom, someone strong with dazzling green eyes and golden blond hair. Someone who would know how to use me, to keep me chained and caged, to beat me bloody if I didn’t satisfy his every whim.” 

Johnny didn’t know how to respond, nonplussed by this sudden and rather intense pickup line. Jeff persisted, “I clean house. I’ll keep your house spotless and I do all my cleaning in a French maid costume, complete with frilly skirt and very high heels. You can follow me around with a cane and beat my sorry ass if I miss so much as a speck of dust.” 

Jeff gripped Johnny’s forearm, his expression filled with desperate longing. Johnny started to speak, to say he wasn’t in the market for a slave boy when Jeff interrupted, his voice rising. “I can suck the paint off a barn, Johnny boy. I can take a huge cock up my ass and from the looks of you, I bet you’ve got a very nice package, am I right?” 

Johnny stood up, thoroughly embarrassed, desperate to get away. “I’m sorry. I have to go now. Nice to meet you.” Johnny moved from the bar, sliding into the booth across from Eric. They both watched as the man, his face drooping with rejection, ambled away. 

Eric turned toward Johnny, grinning. “You didn’t turn down free maid service, did you? We could use a housekeeper!” 

“God, Eric, did you hear him? Talk about a heavy-handed pitch! No wonder he’s here every weekend! He might as well paint ‘desperate’ across his forehead. Jeez.” 

“He’s probably very lonely. Some people like that direct approach. A lot of these guys just want a quick fuck for the night. Maybe getting your kitchen floor mopped in the bargain is icing on their cakes.” 

Johnny laughed. “Eric, I don’t know about this. It’s going to be hard to find someone here. I mean, how can you really know someone just by talking to them for a few minutes?” 

“Think back, Johnny. Remember our first real meeting at Moe’s? How long before you knew you wanted to go home with me?” 

Johnny flushed a little but smiled. “About ten seconds.” 

Eric grinned and took a drink of his gin. “Exactly. And remember, we aren’t looking for a soul mate, just a playmate. Someone for a night of good clean sadomasochistic gay fun.” As Johnny laughed, Eric said, “Go on, slave boy. Find your master a toy. Have fun. Be yourself and remember I’m here if you need me.” Leaning over the table conspiratorially, he added, “You might want to check out that guy over there. He looks like he’s alone.” 

Johnny stood up, feeling as if he were going to an audition, nerves and anticipation warring inside of him. He looked over at the man Eric had indicated. He was leaning against the bar, medium height, light brown hair curling over the collar of his black 93 
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shirt, his broad back strong, tapering to narrow hips and a sexy ass packed into black leather pants. Johnny walked over and pushed his way next to the man, not making eye contact but instead signaling to the bartender for another beer. Johnny smiled to himself as he took a drink. Would his “look” work as well on men as it did on women? Amanda used to tease Johnny about his “smoldering stare”—in fact it was her resistance to it that had initially attracted him to her. 

Turning toward the man, he said softly, “Hey,” his green eyes hooded, his lips parted in a small smile. 

“Well, hello,” the man said enthusiastically, his smile broad as he turned his body fully toward Johnny. His front looked as good as his back, with deep-set brown eyes beneath wavy light brown hair. He was tan with rosy cheeks, red lips and a white, even smile. His shirt was unbuttoned to his sternum, revealing a firm chest with curling brown chest hair. He introduced himself as Adam Carlisle. 

They began to talk about nothing much—the weather, the poor quality of the video playing on a television set over the bar depicting two naked men intertwined in various gymnastic poses, what they did at their day jobs. Johnny liked the man well enough, though he did seem rather taken with himself, frequently interrupting Johnny to make his point or offer an opinion. 

Finally talk came around to what each of them was doing there that night. When Johnny asked Adam if he was sub or Dom, Adam quipped, “What do you want me to be?” 

Johnny raised his eyebrows, waiting to see if he’d elaborate. Adam obliged. “I’m a switch. I can go either way. I get off on submitting to a strong, dominant man, but I also enjoy using a boy, making him grovel and lick my boots and thank me for whipping him to shreds.” Leaning very close to Johnny, Adam whispered in his ear, “I’d like to make you cry, pussy boy. To make you squeal while I rammed your ass with a huge dildo until you begged for mercy. I’d like to make you bleed.” 

Johnny blinked at this, pulling his head away. Was Eric the only romantic Dom in the tri-state area? How had he been so incredibly lucky to find such a genuine, loving person in Eric? How easily his first experience could have been with someone like Jeff or Adam. Johnny stood up. “I’m sorry. Doesn’t sound like something I’d be into, thanks just the same.” 

After a debriefing with Eric, Johnny again returned to the fray, wondering if this had been such a good idea. It had sounded sexy and fun, but he was coming to realize picking up someone he actually wanted to spend time with was as difficult as at any straight bar—more difficult in a way, because these men expected action from the get-go. 

“We can just leave if you want, Johnny,” Eric said. “We could try it again another time.” Johnny smiled and shook his head. Eric was always letting him off the hook. And Johnny wasn’t stupid—he knew part of Eric’s motivation was to give Johnny someone to play with so he wouldn’t stray with someone like Albert. 
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Albert… As it had before, the fantasy of the tall, sexy black man leapt uninvited into his mind. He was standing naked, pushing Johnny to his knees as he held out his huge cock, silently commanding Johnny to serve him, to take him, to be used by him… 

Or Albert kneeling before Johnny, taking his cock deep into his throat, suckling him until Johnny exploded with pleasure… Johnny shook his head. It was only fantasy, ignited because of Albert’s stolen kisses. Johnny was in love with Eric. Tonight he would do his best to please his lover. By finding someone at Eric’s specific command, Johnny would reaffirm his commitment. He wouldn’t let Eric down. 

“Third time the charm?” 

“Excuse me?” Johnny had been standing with his back to the bar, staring out into the throng of men, wondering if there was one there for them tonight. He turned to see a slight man he guessed to be in his late thirties, with receding dark hair and round hazel eyes. He wasn’t especially handsome until he smiled. Then with his eyes crinkling to half moons and his mobile mouth framed by deep dimples, his face became a study in joy. Johnny found himself smiling back, drawn to the man despite himself. 

“Well, I hope you don’t mind but I’ve been watching you. Indeed, it’s hard to see anything else in your golden light. The rest of the place is in your shadow.” 

Johnny smiled at the flattery. The man continued. “I watched you with Desperate Jeff—he’s a fixture around here and always hones in on the newbies. I also watched you with the dangerous-looking brunet in the black leather. Whatever did he whisper in your ear to make you blush like a schoolgirl?” Johnny didn’t answer and the man shrugged. “I watched you slip into the booth in between attempts, where I’m guessing your master is waiting? The gorgeous Latino everyone is drooling over, along with you of course. So I’m hoping I’m number three, with all its magical properties afforded to me.” 

“What? You’ve been watching me? Us? This place is wall-to-wall guys. I didn’t see you.” 

“Well, you weren’t exactly looking. Men like you don’t have to look. The world comes to you. Allow me to introduce myself.” He smiled that radiant smile again. “I’m Kevin Sanders. I recognize the handsome Eric Méndez from DeSoto’s back in the city. 

He was a god there before some wretched bastard stole him away from the scene.” 

As Johnny started to protest, Kevin laughed again. “I’m teasing! I can see now where our dear Eric disappeared to. Who wouldn’t leave the raunchy, heartless pickup scene for a gorgeous man like you? And a sub too? Lucky, lucky Eric.” Kevin put his hand up to Johnny’s throat, fingering the silver padlock with a knowing expression. 

Johnny pulled back, nonplussed but intrigued. This man seemed to know so much about him already! And yet, instead of feeling violated by the man’s secret attentions, Johnny felt curiously aroused. And certainly this Kevin had good taste as far as Eric went! Johnny felt warm with possessive pride. He recalled his mission and turned to Kevin. “So you know Eric, huh?” 
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“Not personally. I know of him. I was always one of the onlookers on the edge of the crowd around him, knowing there was no way in hell a man like that would look at me.” 

“He’s not like that. Not at all.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean he didn’t go there and just point his finger and pick someone new to take home. He cares about who he’s with. He’s very selective. Eric isn’t just some guy on the make, ready to use a guy and send him on his way. He’s tender and thoughtful and gracious and kind.” 

Kevin laughed. “Boy, you’ve got it bad, huh? They say love is blind, though in this case I’m willing to give you the benefit of the doubt. Though I think you may have a somewhat skewed view of your boyfriend, he did have a reputation for honesty and integrity. He wasn’t on the make, like so many guys in the scene. But here’s what I don’t get.” He leaned forward. “Eric Méndez was the ice king. I mean, he was pleasant and all, I don’t mean that, but it was understood. If you were lucky enough to go home with Eric, you left when you were told, which was almost always before dawn. Eric didn’t fall in love. Period. What did you do, cast a spell on him?” 

Johnny smiled and shook his head. This wasn’t the first time he’d heard of Eric’s reserve. In a moment of bald honesty he blurted, “I really don’t know! I don’t know why Eric is in love with me. I just know I’m the luckiest guy in the world and he’s made me happier than I ever dreamed. He’s the we of me.” 

“Pardon? Aside from the schoolboy gushing, what was that last thing you said?” 

“He’s the we of me. I read that in a book once and it stuck with me. I like to read. I like the turn of that phrase.” Johnny flushed a little, suddenly embarrassed. Why was he telling this stranger he was in love with Eric? 

“I like it. I’ve read it too. Carson McCullers if I’m not mistaken.  A Member of the Wedding. ” 

“Yes!” Johnny said, delighted at Kevin’s recognition. They began to talk about her work and about their other favorite authors, finding much in common. Johnny relaxed, forgetting for the moment he was supposed to be acting cool, putting the moves on a guy to ensnare him for an evening of submissive play. 



Eric watched Johnny and the man he recognized as Kevin though he couldn’t recall his last name. He marveled at how small the gay BDSM community really was—with only a few really good hangouts to meet and interact. He’d never really spoken to Kevin, but he was aware of him as a sub in the scene. As far as he knew, Kevin had no significant other, though Eric no longer had his finger on the pulse of gay D/s nightlife. 

How comfortable Johnny looked with him, relaxed at last on his stool, gesturing and smiling. What were they talking about? Eric felt a cold finger of jealousy draw over his heart. He forced himself to reject the feeling. Johnny was allowed to talk and laugh with another man. Eric didn’t want a mindless slave, he didn’t want to isolate Johnny or 96 
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keep him from having friends. Kevin was a nice guy as far as Eric knew. He would wait to see what the evening would offer. 

After a while Johnny and Kevin stood up from the bar and moved toward Eric’s booth. They both slid into the seat on the opposite side. “Eric, this is Kevin Sanders. You apparently need no introduction.” 

Eric smiled as he shook Kevin’s hand. “Eric Méndez,” Kevin breathed, his eyes shining. “I’ve had a crush on you since I first laid eyes on you four years ago. I never thought I’d actually get to meet you.” 

Eric frowned. “Oh stop. I’m just some guy, nothing special. Johnny’ll tell you.” Eric had never completely gotten used to the lavish attention paid to his looks. Often told he looked like Johnny Depp, he knew he was considered handsome but his natural modesty prevented him from fully appreciating what others saw in him. 

“You won’t get any help there, I’m afraid,” Kevin laughed. “Johnny spent the first half of our conversation telling me how amazing and wonderful you are!” 

Eric smiled. “And the second half?” 

“Well,” Kevin said, “I think there were three halves.” They all laughed. 

Johnny added, “The second of the three halves was about literature. Kevin’s read Carson McCullers. He recognized my quote! And you know, I didn’t realize she was gay! She did write about homosexuality though. Kevin’s got a really good biography about her he’s going to lend me.” 

Eric smiled, pleased Johnny had made a connection, not allowing silly jealousy any more airtime in his head. “What was the quote?” 

“Oh,” Johnny said softly, smiling shyly at Eric. “That you are the we of me.” Eric smiled, putting his hand over Johnny’s. 

Kevin looked tolerantly amused. “Tell him about the third half.” 

Johnny sat up and said, “Well, um. I did what you said. What we talked about. I mean, Kevin is sub and he’s totally smitten with you.” 

“With both of you,” Kevin interjected. 

“Well, um,” Johnny’s cheeks were pink. “So anyway, he said he would like to come back with us. To the hotel room. If we wanted him to, that is.” 

“Would you excuse us a moment, Kevin?” Eric asked. 

“Oh sure. Can I get either of you a refresher?” Eric and Johnny both declined. Kevin stood up and slid out of the booth, walking across the bar to get himself another beer. 

“So?” Eric said. “Is he the one? I know Kevin vaguely from the city. I’ve never really talked to him. He’s decent-looking. He seems like a nice guy. Can you see yourself using him, whipping him, possibly fucking him?” 

Eric watched Johnny closely as he responded, aware he didn’t always say everything on his mind. “I like him. I think I could see us playing with him. But here’s the thing. Now that we got to talking, he’s, I know this sounds weird, but he’s become more real to me.” 
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“More real?” 

“Yeah. See, I guess I was thinking of us finding a boy to play with as a game. You know, someone to use but not someone we really cared about. Like with Steve—I didn’t know him at all. We didn’t exchange more than a few words.” He looked at Eric. “Don’t get me wrong! I mean, it was fun. It was hot and I enjoyed it, but he was like, well, like an object. What did you say he was—just an extension of our lovemaking?” 

Eric nodded as Johnny continued. “Yeah. So that was cool, but I don’t know, maybe because we like the same authors, I guess Kevin and I connected in a way so I can’t now go and treat him like an object. I don’t want to, I guess is what I’m saying. I don’t want to just whip him or fuck him or whatever as if he had no feelings, no connection to us other than his cock and his desire to submit.” 

“I love you, Johnny.” 

Johnny looked up, confused but pleased. “What? But I’m not doing what you said, right? I mean, you wanted me to find us a toy and instead I found a—” 

“A friend. Someone you like. Not just a piece of ass.” 

Johnny nodded, looking unhappy. Eric put his hand on Johnny’s arm. “Listen to me, sweetheart. I asked you to do that because I thought it would be fun for us—for you. Something sexy and different. And yes, an extension of our lovemaking, a way for us to connect on a different level. And a way to give you a new experience.” 

“I know,” Johnny said. “I know you want that. You want to give me guys so I won’t run off on my own to find one.” 

Eric nodded, chagrined. “I’m pretty transparent, huh?” 

“I love you for it, Eric. You’re vulnerable just like anyone else. I know the only way I’m going to prove to you you’re the one I want is to stick around and show you every day.” 

“Okay, deal,” Eric said, grinning widely. “Now what do we do about Kevin? He’s waiting for our decree, isn’t he?” 

“Well,” Johnny said, flashing his beautiful smile. “Let’s take him back to the hotel, why not? He wants to come and we like him. Whatever happens, happens, right? I belong to you, Eric. That hasn’t changed.” 

“Thank you, Johnny.” 

* * * * * 

In the heated sweetness that followed, Kevin awoke from an orgasmic-induced doze to see the dark tousled head on his right and the blond tousled head on his left. 

Each had an arm thrown loosely over his chest, their fingers entwined. 

“I’ve died and gone to heaven,” he murmured, marveling at his position between the two sleeping angels. Of course in a few minutes, maybe a few hours, one or the other would awaken and Kevin knew he would  be  sent  back  to  the  land  of  mere 98 
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mortals. “But for just this moment, for this brief moment in time,  they are the we of  me.” 

Smiling, he put his hand over theirs before drifting back to sleep. 
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Chapter Eleven 

“Relax, Johnny. She’ll like the food, I promise.” Johnny kept moving nervously around the kitchen, getting in Eric’s way as he chopped vegetables for the fish marinating in minced garlic and fresh lime juice. He tossed onions, green peppers and garlic into the olive oil on the stove to sauté while he turned his attention to the batter for the cheese fritters. 

Unlike Johnny, who could barely boil an egg, Eric was an accomplished cook, having learned at the knee of his  abuela,  his grandmother, and a host of aunts, not to mention his mother. Though he liked to make all kinds of food, Puerto Rican home cooking was still his favorite. Johnny, who had been raised on meatloaf and fried chicken, had been hesitant to try some of the more unusual foods, like squid stew and morcilla— a rice dish containing pork blood and tripe. But Eric’s Puerto Rican chicken and rice had become Johnny’s favorite, along with the  aranitas, plantain banana pancakes served with a  mojito sauce of olive oil and pressed garlic. 

“She likes plain stuff, you know, American stuff,” Johnny said. 

Eric smiled as he added tomatoes, olives and capers to the pan and turned down the flame. He would sauté the fish just before they were ready to eat. For now he turned his attention to the  buñuelos de queso, cheese fritters made from a simple batter of eggs, milk, sugar, flour, baking powder, salt and cheddar cheese. These Eric would deepfry in hot oil at the same time he cooked the fish. 

“Not to worry. I’m just making white fish with a mild sauce and little breads with grated cheese. We’ll have a standard green salad and for dessert your favorite mango sherbet.” Johnny smiled and Eric knew he was recalling the first time Eric had served him the sweet confection, early on in their relationship. As he had done often since, Eric had Johnny kneel before him, his hands behind his back as he fed him, a symbolic gesture of ownership that pleased them both. 

Johnny had awoken early that Saturday morning, already dusting and mopping by the time Eric roused himself a little after nine. “We ought to have your mom come by more often,” he laughed. “The place would be much cleaner as a result.” 

While Johnny cleaned, Eric went into the playroom, hiding all traces of their BDSM 

lifestyle, carefully placing all the toys in the sideboard before locking it and dropping the key in his pocket. Removing the chains that hung from heavy ceiling hooks, he attached potted plants usually kept on the balcony for just this purpose. 

Johnny glanced at his watch for the fifth time in as many minutes. “She’ll be here any second. My mom is always very prompt. I should have gone to meet her at the station. What if she gets lost?” 
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“Didn’t she say she was taking a cab from the subway and not to meet her because you might miss her in the crowd? She’s managed to get around all her life without you there to escort her. Just relax. Here. Have a Cuba Libre. I have a pitcher all made up. I think you could use a drink early.” Pouring chilled rum with fresh lime over a tall glass of ice, Eric added some cola and handed the drink to Johnny. 

“Yeah, I guess I am a little nervous. I mean, it’s one thing to see her on her own turf in Brooklyn. But having her here at your place—” 

“Our place,” Eric gently corrected. 

“Yeah,” Johnny laughed a little. “When I lived alone, it was in this little dump. An efficiency not far from my parents’ place—just one room I basically used to sleep and eat breakfast in. I didn’t care about the place. In a way, that little efficiency was just a way station while I waited for my real life to begin.” 

Eric poured himself a drink as well and lifted his glass toward Johnny. “To your real life.” Johnny clinked his glass against Eric’s just as the buzzer sounded. 

* * * * * 

Johnny watched his mother look around the room. Unlike her homey apartment, decorated in browns and yellows, with knitted arm covers for the sofas and his dad’s recliner, cluttered with knicknacks and bricabrac and photographs of the three boys in every stage of their life, Eric’s decorating style was sparse and elegant. A low-slung black leather couch was flanked by tall bookshelves lined neatly with hardcover books. 

Across from a low black coffee table sat two matching black leather chairs. Framed prints of watercolor landscapes graced the warm yellow walls. Bright throw rugs were scattered over the blond hardwood floor. 

Johnny eyed his mother, noting her flushed cheeks. She seemed a little short of breath, though maybe that was because of the three flights of stairs she’d just climbed to reach Eric’s door. “Did you make it okay? You look a little tired.” 

“Oh I had no problem at all. The subways are so clean now. Back when I used to ride them more regularly they were always filled with grafitti and trash. I’m just a little winded from the stairs is all. Good exercise though.” Ann smiled and touched her cheek. Johnny’s eye was drawn to a purple blotch there, covered ineffectually with makeup. 

Johnny felt rage like a red film falling over his eyes as he immediately assumed the worst. “Did that bastard touch you? If he hit you, I swear to God I’ll kill him!” Johnny felt Eric’s hand on his arm and resisted the urge to shrug it off. 

Ann interjected, “No, no! Dad didn’t do this. Not on purpose. I bumped the open kitchen cabinet is what happened. He didn’t mean to do it. Please calm down, Johnny. 

You’re upsetting me.” 

“What do you mean he didn’t mean to?” Johnny’s fists were clenched at his sides. 

Forcing himself to take a deep breath, he uncurled his fingers and waited for her excuse, 101 
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recalling suddenly a hundred others like them over the years he’d always taken at face value. 

“He didn’t raise his hand to me. He just, well, he shoved me in the heat of an argument. He was terribly sorry afterward. He wouldn’t dare hit me, son. Not since I told him—” Ann broke off, turning to Eric. “I’m sorry. This is a horrible way to come into your home. And it’s a lovely place. Reminds me of your office, only more, well…” 

she cast about for a word, “homey.” 

“Let me get you a drink, Ann. Johnny, come help me for a second.” Johnny followed Eric into the little kitchen. As Eric poured Ann a Cuba Libre he said, “Ease up on her right now, okay? Let’s give her a chance to relax, have some food, get comfortable with the idea of us as a couple in our own home. We can deal with the Frank issue later, if she wants to. If she doesn’t, it’s really none of your business.” 

Johnny nodded. “I know. I just can’t stand the thought of him bullying her. And because of me. He probably had a fit when she said where she was going.” 

“I doubt she said where she was going. Probably said it was bridge night at Betty’s.” 

Johnny laughed. “You’re probably right. Easier to lie than confront him, I guess. 

Always has been for all of us.” 

Eric stroked Johnny’s cheek. “Listen,  chico, forget about him. Don’t let him affect our evening. We have a guest to entertain! Here, you take out the  aranitas and see if she doesn’t like them as much as you do.” Eric took a steaming platter of the banana pancakes from the oven and placed them on a brightly painted lacquer tray. He added a shallow bowl of dipping sauce and handed the tray to Johnny. 

Ann was standing at one of the bookshelves when they returned. “You are some kind of reader, aren’t you, Eric?” 

“I guess you could say that. I read almost as much as Johnny. He’s always got two or three books checked out of the library at a time.” 

Ann turned her surprised glance toward Johnny. All those hours he used to spend at the public library had been kept secret from his family since “real men” didn’t waste time reading books. Ann accepted the rum drink from Eric and sat down on the couch, patting the space next to her, indicating Johnny should join her. 

He did, showing her how to eat the little pancakes, rolling them and dipping them in the sauce. ”They are delicious!” Ann exclaimed. “I’ve never had anything like this. 

It’s like bananas, but it’s salty and crispy. And this sauce is wonderful! Where did you learn to cook so well, Eric?” 

“From my grandmother and my aunts. And my mom too, when she wasn’t working. You’ll have to come to our house one Christmas. There’s always enough food for seven armies by the time each of them gets done producing her specialty.” 

“My mom should make the turkey,” Johnny said. “She makes the best Christmas turkey you’ve ever tasted—the meat melts in your mouth and her cornbread stuffing is 102 

 Golden Man 

fantastic.” Ann smiled appreciatively at Johnny, patting his thigh. How strange it was to have her sitting here, talking about food with Eric, his dominant male lover! 

“Well, from the delicious smells coming from the kitchen, I better save some room for the main course,” Ann said. 

“I’ll just put on the fish,” Eric said, rising. Just then the buzzer sounded. Eric wrinkled his brow. “That’s strange. I’m not expecting anyone. Are you, Johnny?” As Johnny shook his head the buzzer sounded again, several short jabs of sound. Eric walked over to the intercom and pressed the button. “Hello?” 

“My wife is up there. Send her down.” 

“Excuse me? Who is this?” Eric asked, though of course they all knew. 

“You heard me. Ann Wilson is up there in your den of filth, with some fool notion of making nice with the faggots. You just send her down now and there’ll be no trouble.” 

“Oh Jesus,” Ann said softly, her eyes wide. “He must have followed me. Don’t let him in, Eric. Don’t let him in! He’ll go away after a while.” 

Johnny sat rigid on the couch, his mind churning. His gut reaction, his learned reaction over years of dealing with his father was duck and cover. Avoidance was the safest way to deal with Frank’s periodic rage. When avoidance was impossible, pretending to agree and acquiesce was the path of least resistance, always sublty encouraged by his mother, Johnny now realized. 

Frank’s voice crackled over the intercom. “Ann! I’ve been waiting down here fifteen minutes! Get your ass down here, pronto!” 

“Let him in,” Johnny said, his voice low with supressed rage. 

“No, Johnny! He’ll just make trouble. You can’t reason with him. He’ll get tired and go home.” Ann’s voice was pleading as she grabbed Johnny’s arm. Gently Johnny disengaged from his mother’s grasp and stood up. 

“I’ve hidden from Dad pretty much all my life, Mom. I’m done with that now. This is my home. If he wants to come up, we’ll let him. If he behaves in a way that is offensive, we’ll ask him to leave. Simple as that.” 

“He’s been drinking, Johnny. I can tell from his voice. You’re just asking for trouble.” 

“Let him in,” Johnny said again, turning to Eric. 

Eric nodded, pressing the intercom button. “We’re on the third floor. Come on up.” 

He pressed the button to release the lock downstairs and they waited, Ann with her hands clasped at her chest, Johnny with his hands clenched into fists at his sides, Eric near the door, his stance relaxed but ready. 

They heard Frank thumping noisily up the stairs. Eric had opened the door and now the stocky dark-haired man came bursting through as if he’d expected to have to break it down. He pulled himself up short and stood breathing hard, his face red, his eyes dark. 
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“Ann! Come on. Get your purse. You’re not staying another second in this…this…” 

Frank looked around the finely furnished room, “perverted den of filth!” 

Ann darted a nervous glance at Johnny and then Eric. Eric nodded very slightly toward her as if to say,  It’s your decision.  Taking a deep breath, Ann said, “Did you follow me, Frank?” 

“Obviously. And it’s a good thing I did! It’s bad enough you’ve been going to that goddamned lady shrink behind my back! That’s right, I know all about it. I knew you were going somewhere pretty regular and Hank had the bright idea of checking your cell phone log! Hers was the only number I didn’t recognize. I called it and get this therapist’s office asking if I’d like an appointment!” 

As Ann started to speak, Frank cut her off. “Save it. We aren’t here to air our personal laundry! Tonight when you said you were going to the Neighborhood Watch meeting, well, I thought I’d just make sure. You know I don’t like you walking out alone at night. But instead of going to the meeting, you went to the subway station! 

Jesus, Ann. What else have you been lying to me about?” 

“Perhaps she needs to lie because you can’t handle the truth,” Eric said softly. 

Frank swung toward him, his face wrinkling in disgust. “You’re the one,” he said, his voice venomous with hate. “You’re the one who turned my boy queer. It’s people like you ruining this country! Faggots with your perverted habits, fucking each other in the ass!” His voice rose with incredulity. “You ruined my son! You destroyed my family! I should cut your filthy dick off! Slice off your pansy balls and make you eat them for breakfast!” 

Ann stood aghast while Johnny started to protest, to deny, to defend. Frank now focused on Johnny, his voice rising, his face red, spittle flying from his lips. “Don’t you dare talk to me, boy. You’ve been a disappointment all your life. You never could make it as a real man. Now you’re nothing but a homo freak, a waste of a human life!” 

Johnny was breathing hard, his eyes bright with anger. He started to move toward his father, his body rigid. Eric said softly, “Johnny, don’t. He’s drunk. Think of your mother. Be bigger than he is. Be the man  I know you are.” 

Johnny took a deep breath, tearing his eyes from his father to look at his lover. 

Slowly he nodded and stepped back, the adrenaline still spurting through his gut overridden by Eric’s calm words. Eric turned to Frank. “Mr. Wilson, hatred and prejudice have cost you the love of your son and if you’re not careful, the love of your wife. I’m not going to try to change you, only you can do that. I am going to ask you to leave. You’re not welcome in our home. We will see Ann safely home when she’s ready to go.” 

Frank stood by the wall near the front door, a vein at his temple throbbing, his fists clenched. He started to speak but instead snapped his jaw shut. Turning to Ann, he said gruffly, “You’re leaving. Now.” 

After a pause Ann answered quietly, “No, Frank. I’ll leave when I’m ready.” 
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Johnny looked at his mother, his heart breaking to see the tears bright in her eyes, the shame and anger stark in her face. Suddenly Frank moved toward Eric with his arm cocked, throwing an overhand right toward Eric’s jaw. Almost instantaneously Eric’s left hand came up, easily deflecting the blow. With his right hand Eric grabbed the older man by the throat, slamming him against the wall. 

Johnny and Ann watched in stunned silence as Frank struggled in Eric’s grip. His eyes were bulging, a strangled cough issuing from his throat. “Now listen carefully. I’m going to let you go and you’re going to leave. Your wife will leave when she’s good and ready. If you don’t walk out that door the second I let you go, we’ll call the police and have you arrested.” Slowly he eased his grip as Frank gasped for air, scrabbling ineffectually at Eric’s strong fingers. “Understood?” 

Frank nodded at last and Eric let him go, stepping back. Frank, his hands at his throat, glared at each of them in turn. They all glared back. Finally, with a last frightened glance at Eric, he staggered out of the apartment, thundering down the stairs. 

Ann collapsed on the couch, her face hidden in her hands as Johnny moved to comfort her. Eric sat across from them, his expression sad. Johnny looked over at him, awe in his voice. “Where’d you learn to fight like that?” 

“You learn to fight when you’re short and Puerto Rican in the projects. Though in truth, mostly I learned to run away.” He laughed a little and turned to Ann. “I’m so sorry you had to go through that, Ann. I should have listened to you in the first place and not let him in.” 

“No,” Ann said, her voice surprisingly strong. “I’ve never seen anyone stand up to Frank Wilson like that. Not ever. I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.” Johnny grinned, having been thinking the same thing himself. 

“Eric’s made an incredible meal, if you’ve still got the appetite for it.” 

“I know I should be in a corner crying my eyes out, like I usually am after one of his fits, but believe it or not, I’m starving! Let’s eat. And then you can take me to Billy and Sandy’s place. They’ve been telling me for months I have a room there. I think I’m going to take them up on the offer.” 

* * * * * 

“I know what will distract you,” Eric said. Johnny was sitting on the edge of the bed hunched over, staring distractedly out the bedroom window. They had shared the meal with Ann, who, despite Johnny’s trepidation, had tried and liked everything, asking Eric to write out the recipes for her when he got the chance. 

Though they hadn’t mentioned Frank again, his presence hung over them like a damp, cloying fog, sapping the warmth from the evening. Soon after the sherbet, Eric and Johnny put Ann into a cab that would take her all the way to Billy’s place in Brooklyn. Eric handed the driver the fare while Johnny kissed his mother good night. 
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“What?” Johnny said, looking up at the sound of Eric’s voice. 

“I said I know what will distract you from worrying about your mom.” 

“It’s not her I’m worried about so much. Billy’ll look out for her. It’s you.” 

“Me?” 

“Yeah. You don’t know Frank Wilson. You did something worse than hurt him—

you humiliated him. He’s not going to forgive and forget. He’s gonna find a way to get even with you. I just know it.” 

Eric sat down next to Johnny. “Johnny, please don’t worry about that. Not for a second. Your dad is just a guy. I know he’s been a real source of fear in your life and I think maybe you and your whole family have assigned him so much power you don’t see him as he really is. You see a big, mean bully who scares everyone into doing his bidding. You know who I see?” 

Johnny turned toward Eric. “Who?” 

“I see a sixty-something guy who drinks too much and who doesn’t take care of himself. I see a bully who backs down as soon as someone confronts him. I don’t see a murderer. I see a man who’s scared of losing what he has. He’s terrified of change and he’s already lost you—he saw to that. Now he might be losing his wife and he doesn’t know how to behave so he operates with the only tools he knows, the ones that used to work but aren’t working so well anymore. Your mom is really responding to therapy and she’s learning she doesn’t have to live under his thumb or by his rules. She is her own woman. 

“He lashed out at me tonight because he didn’t dare lash out at her. Now, not to brag, but look at me.” Eric, who was shirtless though still in his trousers, struck a bodybuilder pose, bringing his hands together at his waist to show his arm and shoulder muscles to advantage. “I might not be as strong as you, but I’m damn near close and I know how to fight. Unless he gets a gun, and I really don’t see him doing something that stupid, I’m just not afraid of the guy. He’s a punk. You saw how he ran out tonight.” 

Johnny nodded slowly. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. He’s always been so much bigger than life to me. It’s kind of sad to realize he’s just some bitter old guy, unwilling to accept the world on any terms but his own.” 

“Yeah. It’s tough when your own dad lets you down so bad.” Eric kissed Johnny’s cheek and ruffled his hair. Smiling he said, “I think he’s used up just about enough of our precious time together, don’t you? Let’s not waste another second on him. Like I said before, I know what will distract you.” 

“You do, huh,” Johnny grinned, playfully punching at Eric’s chest. “Might this involve your cock?” 

“It might, but not at the moment. Not unless you earn it, boy.” Eric stood up and added, “Follow me to the playroom and I’ll do better than tell you, I’ll show you.” 

Johnny grinned and followed his lover out of the bedroom and down the hall into their favorite room. “Take down those plants and put the chains back,” Eric said as he 106 
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unlocked the sideboard, removing the sturdy silver chains with Johnny’s leather cuffs still dangling from them. 

As Johnny obeyed, Eric took out several items, laying them neatly on top of the sideboard. “Strip and put this on,” he said, tossing a silver aluminum cock ring toward Johnny. Johnny took off his pants and pulled off his shirt, tossing them aside. Sliding his underwear down his thighs and calves, he kicked it aside. Eric stood watching him, a small smile curving one side of his mouth, his dark eyes glittering with lust. 

Johnny had never even heard of a cock ring back in his innocent “straight” days and he’d been more than a little worried about using it the first time Eric had suggested it. Eric had measured Johnny’s penis circumference when erect, making sure he gave Johnny a ring large enough to lock his cock in an intimate grip without causing pain or damage. 

As Eric had explained to his sub boy, cock rings trap the blood flow, forcing the shaft to stay erect. He had promised Johnny his orgasm, once Eric finally permitted him to come, would be more intense with a cock ring and Johnny had had to admit it was true. But that wasn’t why Eric had him use it. He liked the way it looked—Johnny’s cock thrust out from his body, hard as steel, the veins bulging sexily along the shaft, the ring glinting silver at the base of his shaven balls. 

He watched as Johnny popped his balls through the ring and bent his penis down to pull it through. The submissive act had already begun the work of putting Johnny in the proper state of mind for an extended torture session. Eric, his nerves still imprinted with the memory of his brief tussle with Frank Wilson, was ready to expend some serious energy on Johnny’s body. 

He had been working hard with Johnny over the past few weeks, aware Johnny was eager to return to the Cavern to “vindicate” himself after the debacle the one and only time they’d visited. Johnny wanted to “be put through his paces”, he had said a number of times, “with all those Doms and subs as witnesses”. Eric knew Johnny could take a rough whipping—indeed Johnny loved to be used harshly, never more in his element than when Eric was lashing his ass and back with the whip, sweat matting his chest hair and trickling down his sides as he swayed in his restraints. Johnny was what Eric called a true masochist—he derived enormous sexual pleasure from erotic pain. Happily, Eric derived equally as intense pleasure from delivering it. 

Lately Johnny had begun to transcend mere masochistic pleasure almost at will. He could now move past the erotic pain into that sublime space where only a lucky few got to dwell—not in a matter of hours but mere minutes, if the experience was intense enough. Eric could actually see it happening, feel Johnny’s muscles ease, see his mouth go slack, his eyes flutter shut, his fingers unclench as he completely surrendered himself to the sensations delivered by his master’s whip, cane or hand. 

When this happened, Eric felt as if he were guiding a beautifully built craft sailing along unfurling waves, turning and lifting it at will with a flick of his wrist, a touch of his fingers. Though he himself had never experienced the trance-like state he’d seen 107 
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induced in Johnny and many other subs, he could feel its power, knowing he had created the experience for his lover, knowing they had created it together. 

Johnny stood passively as Eric locked his wrists into their cuffs, pulling the chains taut. With a flick of his toe he lightly kicked Johnny’s ankle and Johnny responded, spreading his legs, the action of which resulted in more tension on his wrists. 

Eric leaned up and whispered, “Are you ready to suffer?” Johnny closed his eyes, a small sigh escaping his lips. Eric could feel the desire emanating from him, even if his perpendicular shaft hadn’t been bobbing between them. He reached up, encircling Johnny’s throat with his hand. Gently he squeezed, using just enough pressure to get Johnny’s attention. Johnny’s eyes opened wide, green and gold as he drew in a sharp breath. 

“That’s right. I control you—all of you. Even your very breath belongs to me. You do understand that, don’t you?” Johnny didn’t respond, nor had Eric expected him to. 

His words were a part of their hot, sweet ritual, designed to ease Johnny into submissive headspace that much more quickly. 

“Tonight we try something new. I’m going to blindfold you, silence you, even plug your ears. With the loss of sight, sound and voice you’ll feel the cut of the lash that much more keenly. I’m going to take you further tonight, Johnny. You’ve earned the right and tonight we push the edges of your sensual envelope. If we go too far, don’t be afraid, I’ll be right here to pull you back.” 

He kissed Johnny on the lips and Johnny responded ardently, desperately seeking Eric’s mouth with his own, giving a small cry of dismay when Eric disengaged. “Not now, not now,” Eric laughed. “Time for pleasure later. First comes the pain.” 

He stepped away from Johnny, his own cock straining against his pants. Reaching in, he straightened his cock, letting it point up toward his belly, protruding past his bikini underwear. From the sideboard he retrieved the items designed to heighten Johnny’s sensual experience. First he gently pressed a soft spongy plug into each of Johnny’s ears. Next he took a bright red ball gag and said teasingly, “Open wide.” As Johnny obeyed, he pressed the ball into Johnny’s mouth, aware it was forcing Johnny’s tongue back, rendering him effectively mute. Because he was bound and would be unable to speak or even signal with his hands or eyes, Eric knew his responsibility was especially serious tonight. He would have to gauge Johnny’s reactions from his body. 

Eric would never have bound and silenced a slave like this whom he didn’t know very well, who didn’t trust him with his very life. Indeed, just a month ago he wouldn’t have tried it with Johnny. 

But this past month as they’d come to trust and love each other even more deeply, Johnny’s grace had risen to new levels. Eric felt confident in both their abilities to handle the scene he now envisioned. Finally he tied a red satin blindfold around Johnny’s head, carefully knotting it at the nape of his neck with a knot designed to stay secure but be easily unraveled. 
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Eric stepped back, unzipping his pants to massage his hard shaft as he admired the beautiful naked slave in chains in front of him, blinded and gagged, completely at his mercy. Moving close, Eric dragged his fingers down Johnny’s chest, causing Johnny to jump a little and then to shiver, leaning forward in his cuffs. 

Eric stepped back and moved to the sideboard, bringing over a flogger, a crop and a cane. Stepping behind Johnny, he dragged the leather tresses of the flogger over Johnny’s back and ass. Johnny bent forward slightly, offering better access to his hot little butt. Eric grinned at the wanton display. Not able to resist the target, he brought the flogger down hard on Johnny’s ass, making him flinch. Up and down his back, ass and thighs Eric used the flogger, quickly reddening the skin as he warmed his slave for the torture to come. 

Moving to his front, Eric used the flogger on his chest, belly and finally his cock and balls. Though he was mostly gentle with Johnny’s jewels, he gave one savage blow that made Johnny jerk and leap back, pulling hard at his wrist restraints. At once Eric dropped the flogger, smoothing Johnny’s cock and balls with his hands, watching as Johnny calmed, again standing still. 

Taking one of the plugs from Johnny’s ear, he said, “Are you ready for more, slave?” Johnny nodded eagerly and Eric had to grin. He well knew Johnny could take more, much more. The night was just beginning. 

Next he selected the crop, dyed a deep crimson red, its flat square of leather capable of causing a delicious sting. He began to crop Johnny’s left ass cheek, striking the same spot over and over. How much better Johnny now took the crop than when they’d first begun and he would fall out of position repeatedly, covering the stinging, reddened flesh with his hands to ward off more blows. 

Of course he couldn’t cover himself now, chained as he was to the ceiling by his wrists. But he could have danced out of the way of the crop and he did not, instead standing firm, only his head falling slightly back revealing his reaction to the sting. 

Very satisfied, Eric moved to the other cheek, reddening it similarly with the wicked little square of leather. Finally he moved again to Johnny’s front side, focusing on the ringed nipples. He was very careful, aware of how sensitive Johnny’s pierced nipples were. Instead of smacking his nipples, he lightly tapped at them, making Johnny jump and jerk back, reacting more out of anticipated pain than actual pain, Eric was certain. 

Moving to his cock, Eric smacked the shaft, watching it bob with each strike before landing a few well-placed blows to the shaven balls beneath. He resisted his own sudden impulse to kneel down and take Johnny’s shaft into his own throat, lavishing his attentions on his beautiful slave boy. 

That wouldn’t be fair to Johnny, who was still in the throes of erotic pain, not yet ascended to that celestial bit of submissive heaven to which only a skillful Dom could take him. Picking up the cane, Eric slid it over Johnny’s flat belly, moving up to his chest. He knew Johnny would be able to feel the bamboo rod against his skin, aware it would soon slice his flesh. 
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Johnny shuddered as his nerve endings processed what he was feeling. Eric moved behind him again, standing back to wield the cane with precision and skill. Unlike some less experienced Doms, Eric handled a cane with ease, expertly painting lines of red on the flesh of his chosen slave. He well understood the potential severity of a cane with its ability to actually cut the skin and draw blood—not something he was interested in doing. Standing slightly to the left of Johnny’s ass, he drew back his wrist and let the whistling cane arc forward, creating a perfect stripe across the broadest part of Johnny’s ass. The long line of white faded quickly to pink and finally dark red. 

Johnny had jerked forward in the instant the cane had made contact with his skin but now he stood still, his head high, breathing hard through his nostrils. Eric removed an ear plug and said, “Are you okay? Shall we continue?” 

Vigorously Johnny nodded and Eric smiled, well pleased. How far Johnny had come from the frightened boy who fell out of position with each strike of a whip, no matter how lightly it grazed his skin. Then he had been compelled by fear and anticipation, both of which interfered with his capacity to handle and even exalt in his torture. 

Eric stood back again, catching Johnny’s ass just above the first welt, creating another perfect line. With expert aim, he soon covered Johnny’s poor ass with welts, watching Johnny carefully to assess his reaction and response. After the fourth lash, Johnny’s head slowly fell back and his body sagged a little, pulling against his wrist cuffs. Eric removed Johnny’s ear plugs, untied the knot that covered his eyes and unbuckled the gag from his mouth. Johnny didn’t move during these ministrations, staying perfectly still, his eyes closed, his breathing now deep and even. 

“Shall I continue?” Eric whispered close to his ear. Slowly Johnny nodded. As he’d tried to explain to Eric, and as others had said before him, when they fell—or rose—into this submissive trance, it wasn’t that they were unconscious or unaware. Indeed, their senses were heightened by the altered state. It wasn’t even that they no longer felt pain. 

It was that the pain itself literally transmuted and transformed into something sublime, something spiritual in its intensity. Johnny had said when he was floating in such a trance, the pain was like liquid pleasure, replacing his very blood with something finer, making him feel at once fiercely aroused and deeply at peace. Eric didn’t entirely understand and indeed even felt a spark of envy for the feeling engendered, but he loved knowing  he was the one who made it possible. 

Eric let the cane slice through the air, its whistle a split-second warning before it made contact with Johnny’s strongly muscled back. Eric had never used the cane before on Johnny’s back, limiting himself to his ass and thighs, better padded for such treatment. Johnny sighed a little but otherwise remained still, his eyes closed, his lips parted, his head back. Eric struck him once more, this time at the base of his ass, before dropping the cane and using the heavy flogger yet again, at first with some force then slowly easing until the soft leather was but a kiss of sensation. 

Finally he dropped the whip and pressed his own warm body against Johnny’s heated flesh. Supporting Johnny’s weight with his body, he reached up and released the 110 
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clips that held Johnny’s cuffs to the chains. Johnny sagged against him, still caught in the grip of his swoon. Carefully Eric eased him to the rug, lowering him to his side to protect his tender, abraded skin. 

For almost ten minutes Johnny lay completely still, breathing deeply and slowly, his eyes closed, his cock still hard, caught in its ring of silver. Eric sat crosslegged on the ground next to his head, smoothing the golden hair from his brow. He whispered, 

“Johnny, are you asleep?” 

Johnny opened his eyes, his mouth lifting into a lazy smile as he saw his lover next to him. “No, Sir. I’m ready for more, Sir.” 

Eric laughed. “You slut! I bet you are!” As Johnny grinned unabashedly, Eric added in a more serious tone, “Johnny, you were amazing tonight. I think you’re ready at last.” 

“Ready? For what, Sir?” 

“The Cavern.” 
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Chapter Twelve 

“Oh Johnny, you’re going to turn heads tonight!” Eric stood back, admiring his slave boy who was putting on the outfit Eric had laid out for him while he showered and groomed. Johnny was looking at himself too, tonight not wearing his usual T-shirt and jeans, but instead buttery soft black leather chaps, a black leather codpiece and a black leather vest with nothing beneath it but his hard, broad chest. The vest was open, revealing the new little hoops Eric had bought for him, yellow-gold with a small diamond embedded at the base of each ring. The hoops were connected with a fine gold chain that glittered against his dark blond curly chest hair. 

The eye followed down his firmly sculptured abs, trailing along his flat belly to the soft black leather cup covering his cock and balls. The tops of his thighs were visible where the chaps didn’t cover his tan, supple skin. From behind, the globes of his firm ass were bared, the belt of the chaps slung over his narrow hips. 

Eric knelt in front of Johnny, pulling the heavy metal zippers down Johnny’s calves to his ankles so the pants appeared to be painted onto his long lean legs. The look was complete with black leather workboots. 

“Are you sure about this, Eric? I look like a model for a BDSM leather fetish magazine.” 

“You do. A very highly paid one, I’d wager. You look  hot, Johnny. Hot and dangerous. I’m almost tempted to kneel before you myself and beg for a taste.” 

Johnny laughed, finding himself curiously pleased with the description of dangerous. He looked again at himself in the full-length mirror of their bedroom, squinting his eyes slightly, trying to see himself as others might see him. 

For others would be seeing him tonight! It was  the night he’d been asking for for months—they were going to return to the Cavern, the super-exclusive, invitation-only, private BDSM play club. Mark and Jason, partners and the owners of the Cavern, lived on the third floor of a fine old stone house in a New Jersey suburb. The other two floors were dedicated to the club. 

On the first floor were two bars, one serving juice and soda only, the other with alcohol for those who didn’t plan to play that night. Mark and Jason had learned from experience alcohol and BDSM play didn’t mix, especially not in a public arena. On the second floor were the playrooms—two small and one large well-equipped dungeon lavishly outfitted for S&M play. 

The playrooms weren’t bound by the restrictions to which public clubs in the city were forced to adhere. The limits of “no exchange of bodily fluids” and “no total nudity” were not in force here. Indeed, the only hard and fast rule was respect for the bywords of the BDSM community—“safe, sane and consensual”. 
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Turning away from the mirror, Johnny said, “You don’t look so bad yourself, Eric.” 

He shook his head, trying to keep his tone light as he added, “Sometimes I wish you weren’t so damned good-looking. Every guy in the place is going to be hanging all over you. Even Doms will want to submit to you.” His cock rose in its leather cup as he admired his lover, silently marveling Eric still wanted  him, the novice sub who had made such a colossal fool of himself the only other time they’d been to the Cavern. 

Eric was dressed in a black silk pirate shirt, the sleeves full to the wrist, the front closed with silk laces left open at the sternum to reveal Eric’s strong, smooth chest. He wore black leather pants perfectly tailored in elegant lines broken only by the sexy bulge at his crotch. His dark, shiny hair fell over one eye as always, his mouth curved in a sexy smile that held a hint of dominant cruelty, softened at the moment by his expressive liquid brown eyes looking on Johnny with naked love. 

“Don’t you worry about that, Johnny. I’ll only have eyes for you. But I want you to promise me something. If things get too intense, tell me. And I promise you I will listen. 

This night is for  us.  We’ll be playing with others of course, that’s the point of going—

but as with all things we do together, it’s about us, you and me. When you serve others tonight, and you will, you will be serving me. And if I use others or allow them to serve me, you will accept it with the grace and knowledge my heart belongs wholly to you. 

Okay?” 

As Johnny nodded, Eric’s expression became serious. “Sit down a minute, Johnny.” 

Johnny sat on the bed and Eric sat next to him, taking his hand. “Listen, it’s not too late to change your mind. We’re only going tonight if you’re absolutely sure it’s what you want to do. I should warn you, Mark called me while you were in the shower. He said Peter and Alfonso will be there. If that’s going to upset you, we can go a different night and make sure it’s one when they won’t be there.” 

Alfonso, the sub who had tricked Johnny into orgasming when he wasn’t supposed to and then had spit on Johnny’s cock in disgust at his “lack of self-control”. Alfonso, the bastard who’d manipulated Eric by challenging his pride, prodding him to force Johnny to do something his gut wouldn’t allow him to do, even at the risk of humiliating himself and his master. 

Johnny knew Eric was as nervous as he was about their return to the Cavern. He knew Eric blamed himself for what had happened and Johnny understood intellectually in fact it  had been Eric’s fault, in so far as it was ultimately the Dom’s responsibility to keep his submissive safe and secure, no matter how intense a scene became. Johnny knew Eric felt he had failed Johnny, but Johnny also felt he had failed Eric. This was their chance at redemption, not only in the eyes of the other players there tonight but in each other’s and their own eyes. 

Johnny lifted his head, looking straight at Eric. “I’m not afraid of that little punk, Eric. We’ll just see who has the self-control tonight!” Looking down at his lap, he added softly, “I want this, Eric. I want to prove myself for you, with witnesses. I can’t explain it exactly, but I know I want it, deep inside. Please let me have this chance.” 
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Eric nodded, smiling. “I want it too. We’ll show Peter a thing or two about submissive grace tonight, I’m willing to wager.” He let go of Johnny’s hand. “Johnny, one more thing. There will be others there as well. People you know, people who know you. If we go, it will be a test for you in that regard. I will expect you to submit without question to whatever I deem appropriate, to whatever pleases me at that moment. 

Tonight will be a true test of your submission, not just a kinky parlor game for the amusement of voyeurs who have come to gawk at you. I’ve invited someone special. 

That’s all you need to know for now. Do you accept that? Do you trust me?” 

“With my life.” Johnny had never felt more conviction. He would do whatever Eric asked. Eric had earned his trust and deserved his submission. It went beyond love. 

They stared at one another for several seconds. 

Eric was the first to look away. He glanced at his watch. “Okay then. Let’s go pick up the car. The garage is expecting us about now.” Johnny nodded, allowing Eric to help him with his long nylon coat—the coat that would conceal his sexy outfit until they arrived at their destination. There was no turning back now, no backing out. Mark and Jason were expecting them and had promised a special turnout of the most select of their clientele. The car was waiting in the garage where Eric kept it as he rarely used it in the city, usually only taking it out when he left Manhattan and needed the convenience of a car. 

As they crossed the George Washington Bridge with Eric at the wheel, Johnny thought back to the first trip. How anxious he’d been back then, truly a novice in the scene, barely secure in his homosexuality, unskilled as a sub—eager but without grace. 

Tonight he found himself if not exactly calm, at least confident in his ability to service another man—to suck his cock, to take a whipping without struggle or fear, even to be penetrated anally if Eric wished it. He was nervous, yes, but it was a nervous excitement, a heady anticipation. Unconsciously he’d been preparing for this night for months. He knew deep inside this time he would not let his master down. 

* * * * * 

“Let me take your coat, you must be sweating like a pig in that thing this time of year.” Mark, a big burly man, ushered Johnny and Eric into the spacious front hall of the Cavern. Eric dropped his duffel bag to be swallowed in Mark’s big bear hug. As Mark took the coat from Johnny’s shoulders he said in a low, husky voice, “Well, my, my, my, my. I can certainly see why you had to hide  this beautiful package.” 

He cupped Johnny’s bare ass above the chaps and winked at Eric, who smiled and moved just behind Johnny, forcing Mark to drop his hand. Johnny grabbed Eric’s hand and squeezed. Mark looked at Johnny and said in a stage whisper, “Is he ready for his surprise?” 

Eric shook his head warningly, annoyed as he’d expressly asked Mark to be discreet. Mark seemed to get the message because he quickly said, “Eric, you look stunning as always! It’s been too long! Too, too long! I’m so glad you’ve finally decided 114 
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to grace us with your presence. The place simply hasn’t been the same since you stopped coming ’round.” 

Though the Cavern was by invitation only, a select few individuals had an open invitation. Eric was one of these, not only because he and Mark had been friends since high school, but because Eric was always sought after by experienced players in the scene, not only for his devastating good looks but for his skill as a Dom. 

“Well, we’ll try not to be such strangers going forward. Johnny and I needed a little time on our own—” 

“Say no more,” Mark interrupted them, holding his hand palm up like a stop sign. 

“Say no more. Not a word. We’re just glad you’re willing to give us another try.” Mark, though he hadn’t been present during the scene that had so upset Johnny, of course knew every detail inside out, backward and forward, as told, retold and embellished by all members present and even a few who weren’t. Eric gave Mark a rueful smile. 

They made their way into the juice bar as Mark went off to hang up Johnny’s coat. 

Jason, a thin wiry man of medium height with reddish hair came forward to greet them, giving Eric air kisses on either cheek and nodding warmly toward Johnny. “What can I get you? A ginger ale? Some fresh juice?” 

“Ginger ale sounds fine,” Eric nodded. 

“Coke for me,” Johnny said. As Jason moved to the bar Eric said, “How you doing, chico?” 

“Okay, I’m good,” Johnny said. Eric watched his face carefully for any sign of misgiving or fear but saw only his ready grin. Jason returned with the drinks and said, 

“Don’t stay down here too long. There are a lot of guys already in the main playroom. 

You’ll be a welcome addition, I assure you.” 

“We’ll be up soon,” Eric answered. He glanced around the room, noticing for the first time the couple at a table in the corner. As he made eye contact with the redhead, the man stood up and said in a loud, overly dramatic voice, “Well, as I live and breathe! 

If it isn’t the sexiest Latino this side of Guadalajara!” 

Ginger Crane, a submissive very active in the Manhattan gay BDSM scene and onetime lover of Eric Méndez, albeit briefly, bowed toward Eric and Johnny. Eric saw he was wearing a jeweled dog collar around his neck from which a leash was hanging. 

“The king and his consort have returned,” Ginger announced dramatically. He looked at Johnny, adding, “And even though you were the one he jilted me for, I have no hard feelings. If Eric hadn’t dumped me, I never would have found Sir Edward, my lord and master.” Ginger sat down, his laugh like the notes of a musical scale. 

The room was small so it wasn’t necessary for anyone to get up. The man called Sir Edward nodded toward Eric and Johnny. “I’ve heard a lot about you, Eric. More than I care to, from this little slut here.” Ginger grinned sheepishly and Edward tugged on the leash, pulling him toward him, his expression affectionate. 

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Edward. This is Johnny, my partner.” 
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“Your slave! Call him your slave!” Ginger interjected. Edward jerked the leash again. 

Eric answered, “I don’t have to call him that. What we share is understood between us.” As Johnny smiled, Eric turned toward him. “Are you ready to go upstairs?” 

“Yes,” Johnny said, taking a small sip of his soda before pushing his glass away. 

Eric drank most of his ginger ale and stood, taking his bag full of toys. 

“Well then.” Turning toward Ginger and Edward, he said, “We’ll see you upstairs?” 

“You might. I brought Ginger for a private torture session in one of the smaller dungeons. If he can still walk when I’m done with him, we might pop into the big room.” 

“Oh Sir Edward,” Ginger breathed, his expression rapt. Eric left them staring happily at one another and made his way up the curved oak staircase to the second floor and into the large, dimly lit dungeon, Johnny close behind him. 

Just before they entered, Eric turned to Johnny. “Remember, if you need it, use your safeword. I’m going to test you tonight but I won’t push you past where you need to go. 

If for some reason I’m not picking up your cues, don’t hesitate, Johnny. It’s not a disgrace to use it—in a public scene it can be your only defense.” Johnny swallowed, now looking quite nervous. Impulsively Eric pulled Johnny’s face down to his and kissed him on the lips. “I love you. Remember that and you’ll be fine.” 

The playroom was the size of a large living room. In one corner of the room, sheer netting had been stretched over a wooden frame with thick, flat bands of rubber stretched across it in random patterns. Clips were hanging at various intervals along the bands, ideal for securing a slave. Eric watched Johnny lick his lips, his face registering his memory of being secured there for his punishment on that fateful night. 

The room looked much the same as it had the last time, though most of the screened partitions had been taken down, leaving a large open space in the center. Sturdy chains still dangled from the ceiling here and there, with thick leather collars and wrist cuffs already attached and waiting to be filled. One wall had a variety of floggers, whips, canes, riding crops and paddles hung on bicycle hooks, though most Doms brought their own favorite toys as had Eric. 

The room was full of men, some standing in clusters talking, others riveted to a scene in progress. Just about all of them were good-looking, the Doms usually sporting more clothing than the subs, some of whom were completely naked or nearly so. In one corner a naked man was lying on the floor, his long blond hair spread around his face like a fan. His cock was suspended by a long thin chain from the ceiling, secured to the Prince Albert piercing at his cock head. The chain served to hold his penis at a right angle with the man’s body. Another man, dressed in black denim, straddled the supine man’s chest, facing his cock, which he was methodically lashing with a small whip. The sub was crying out with each lash as a group of hushed onlookers watched. 
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In another area two subs dressed alike in black leather body harnesses, strips of leather crisscrossing their bodies at the chest, waist, around the balls and between the ass cheeks, had been bound in black nylon rope facing one another. Their respective Doms stood on either side, smacking their asses with the flat of their palms, laughing as the men struggled to keep their balance. The men clustered around this group were laughing and jeering at the slave boys as they stumbled and danced to stay afoot. 

In still another spot a man was being lowered onto a chair that had a rather large dildo strapped to its center. A man on either side of him was holding him under the arm and under each thigh as they guided his poor ass onto the thick rubber shaft. 

Johnny was watching this little scene with his mouth slightly open, his hands unconsciously coming behind his back and clasping themselves over his bare ass. 

Eric felt a hand on his shoulder and recognized the posh English accent before he turned around. “Eric, old bean. You finally decided to make a comeback, eh? Yes, I’d say enough time has passed for people to forget the mess your sub made of things that night, hmm?” 

Eric felt Johnny tense at his side at these words, his cheeks flushing slightly. Peter, a tall, heavyset man with silver hair smiled slyly, his eyes hard. Eric looked to see if his lapdog was nearby and sure enough there was Alfonso, dressed only in black bicycle shorts, the silver barbells still at his nipples, on his knees behind Peter. Eric noticed his head was shaved bald, a look that actually suited him better than the thinning, receding hair Alfonso had when last they had met. 

“Ooooooooh,” Alfonso said, tugging at Peter’s pants to get his master’s attention. 

“It’s the boy who hit me! The boy who can’t control his nasty little thing. The boy who can’t obey a simple command! He’s come back for more humiliation. Not the good kind either!” Several men nearby were listening, their heads craned toward the foursome. 

Alfonso laughed a high-pitched little squeal and Peter slapped him on his bald head. 

“That’s enough, slave. We don’t need your running commentary. When I want you to speak, I’ll let you know. You could learn a little something in deportment from this slave here,” he added, pointing to Johnny. Alfonso quieted, glowering from behind Peter’s leg at Johnny, who stood next to Eric, his eyes down, his body relaxed. Eric felt a rush of pride. Johnny hadn’t risen to the bait of people not worthy of his attention. Eric was pleased Johnny seemed to be handling it, at least on the surface. 

“I think you’ll find Johnny’s come a long way in his training since we last met,” Eric said to Peter, ignoring Alfonso entirely. 

“I don’t doubt it,” Peter said. “There could only be improvement.” Eric again felt Johnny stiffen at his side but as Eric lightly stroked the top of Johnny’s hand, he felt him relax. Peter continued. “How about we have a little test—a demonstration to prove your assertions? Alfonso will remove that lovely little codpiece from your slave’s cock with his teeth and suck him off. Your slave won’t come until you command it. If he comes a second before he’ll punished in a method of my choosing. If you think he’s up to it, of course. No pun intended.” 

117 

 Claire Thompson 

For one ridiculous moment Eric found himself considering the proposal, rising to the bait of one Dom’s challenge to another. As Johnny stood again stiff but still silent at his side, the moment passed. Eric shook his head. “No thanks, Peter. I’m not interested. 

Johnny is well past Alfonso’s little attempts to force him to prematurely ejaculate. 

Thanks just the same.” 

As Eric and Johnny moved away, Eric heard Peter mutter, “Think they’re too good for us now. Don’t worry, Alfie, I’ll find a nice boy toy for us to torture.” 

Johnny gave a little laugh. “You were great, Eric. Thanks for that. I was ready to submit to them if you asked, but I have to admit I’m glad you didn’t.” 

“They don’t deserve to kiss your feet, Johnny. Peter’s right. I do think we’re too good for them.” Eric leaned his head toward Johnny and said, “Are you ready to meet our special guest? He’s eager to see you again.” 



“Where are we going? I’m confused.” Johnny asked as Eric steered him out of the main playroom and down the hall to a smaller dungeon. The door was ajar and as they entered, Johnny saw the room was outfitted much like the other with BDSM 

paraphernalia hung along the walls, various racks, posts and crosses placed strategically for the torture of willing slave boys. 

The room was dimly lit with track lighting along the edges of the ceiling and with tall candles set in candelabras on sideboards along one wall. A tall man stood in the corner, his face obscured in shadow. Johnny knew he recognized the man but his brain hadn’t yet processed who it was without seeing his face. 

As his eyes adjusted to the dim light the man moved forward. “Hello, Johnny. We meet again. Under rather different circumstance, hey?” Johnny turned to Eric in confusion, aware his face must be red as he felt the heat lick his cheeks. 

“Eric? Albert Miller? Here?” 

Albert laughed, a low, rich sound. “Didn’t know I had an interest in these wicked games, eh? To tell you the truth, I’ve never been to a place like this! My God, I didn’t know such places existed, except on porn sites for horny guys to jerk off to when their own feeble imaginations didn’t suffice. But when Eric called me and invited me to your little event, I thought, how wonderful! Johnny made my art show such a success, I’d love to come and see  his show.” 

Seeing Albert sent a little thrill through his loins Johnny couldn’t deny. The man was drop-dead gorgeous with his dark, smooth skin, his long braided hair falling about the strong, fine planes of his handsome face. The fantasies he’d had of Albert taking him,  Albert  making  love  to  him,  came  back  in  full  force  as  he  looked  at  the  man, dressed elegantly tonight in a white linen shirt and black linen pants. 

At the same time, Johnny felt as if this intense attraction were a betrayal toward the man he loved beyond anything in this world. He knew now in his bones he would never cheat on Eric. It simply wasn’t an option. Eric knew of Albert’s advances—why then had he called Albert, invited him here of all places, where the action was going to 118 
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be rough and most decidedly sexual? Was Eric testing him in some strange way? Was he testing himself? 

As if reading his mind, Eric said, “Johnny, I know you’re attracted to Albert. Shit, I’m attracted to him myself!” As Albert again bowed, his smile broad, Eric said, “You don’t know those people back there. I barely know them anymore. I know how important returning to the Cavern was to you. A symbol in your mind of how far we’ve come together, how far you’ve developed as my submissive. You’ve said you wanted a witness. Someone to see, to know, to feel, our devotion to one another and your ability to submit with grace to whatever erotic tortures I devise. 

“Since we haven’t had a lifetime together, not even a whole year, we haven’t yet built a network of friends, people of like mind with whom to share such a personal experience. I tried to think who I could invite who might appreciate the evening. Albert came to mind because I know you care about him. I know he’s in your fantasies.” 

Johnny looked down, unable to deny it. “I thought perhaps it would be exciting to make him a part of your reality without forcing you to go behind my back in the process.” 

“If I may,” Albert interjected. “While I’ve never actually had a formal D/s relationship with anyone, I find the idea of erotic submission quite sensual. I guess I have a dominant streak, though I’ve never really labeled it as such. I do like to take what I want as you know, Johnny boy.” He nodded toward Eric. “With apologies to Eric, you are pretty much impossible to resist. When Eric had this little idea of letting me watch you be strung up and sexually tortured, perhaps even serve  me in some delicious capacity, why, only a fool would refuse!” He laughed that low, rich laugh again. 

Eric put his arm around Johnny’s waist. “I’m not a jealous lover, Johnny, though I do feel very possessive of you. But I also feel sure of your love. You’ve shown me every day we’ve been together that you belong to me. Tonight is your chance to submit to me by also submitting to someone who has affected our lives. It will be just you, me and Albert. Though I’m sure, knowing the guys in the other room, you’ll have spectators. 

But we don’t care about that. Let them learn a thing or two.” 

Johnny took a deep breath, processing what the two men were saying. Whatever he thought, his body was raring to go, his cock rigid and straining against the soft leather of the codpiece covering him. His pierced nipples tingled with anticipation. Though he had no idea what the night still held for him, his lover was giving  him a boy toy in a sense, by offering Albert as a witness and active participant in their little games. 

Slowly he nodded. “I belong to you, Eric. If this pleases you, it pleases me.” 

“Nicely phrased,” Eric said, playfully cuffing Johnny’s head. “But your cock doesn’t seem to care about such niceties. I think you’re about to rip the seam on that thing.” 
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Chapter Thirteen 

Johnny was sweating. His hair had fallen over his eyes and he shook his head, trying to shake it away. He was naked save for the black leather codpiece still covering his cock and balls. Tethered at the wrists and ankles to a St. Andrew’s cross, his body was a perfect X. As Eric had predicted, a rather large group of spectators had made their way over to the small playroom to see where the two had disappeared to. Many of them had been present at Johnny’s last scene and knew they could expect something intense from the duo. But Johnny wasn’t thinking about the men crowding at a respectful distance as they watched Johnny and Eric. He was aware only of Albert, tall and sexy, his expression bemused as he watched the erotic torture unfold before him. 

Had it been wise of Eric to introduce Albert to BDSM via such an intense scene? At first Johnny had been distracted by his fear Albert would be turned off by the sexual torture. As a vanilla spectator, would he be able to appreciate the nuance of sexual submission, the heat of a lash as sweet to Johnny as any soft kiss? 

As Eric began to warm Johnny’s ass with his favorite flogger, he whispered into Johnny’s ear, “Albert knows what to expect, Johnny.” He smacked Johnny’s ass harder and Johnny felt his cock stiffen with pleasure at the erotic sting. “I told him all about us, about what we share, what turns us on. He’s very, very curious. He’s less naïve than he might have you believe.” Eric continued to flog Johnny from thigh to shoulder as he spoke. Johnny had to concentrate to pay attention. “He’s never done anything explicitly sadomasochistic but he’s quite Dom in his sensibilities, always the partner in control in any relationship. He’s eager to see how pain fits into the equation. How it can heighten the sensations, stimulate the passion, dictate the emotion.” 

He struck Johnny quite hard square across the back with the flogger, causing Johnny to grunt and pull hard at his restraints. He opened his eyes just as the endorphins were beginning to kick in in earnest. As he focused in the flickering candlelight, he saw Albert watching him, his expression very intense, his large hand covering his crotch, moving slowly up and down over the linen. Slowly and sensuously he licked his lips as he moved his hand to reveal the sizable erection beneath his trousers. 

Johnny was distracted from this show of arousal by Eric suddenly in front of him. 

“We’re going to increase the level now, slave. To remind you of your position, hold this chain in your mouth. Drop it at your peril.” Eric lifted the pretty gold chain secured to Johnny’s nipple rings. Obediently Johnny opened his mouth and bit down on the fine gold. The chain was just the right length so the tension created from this action pulled against Johnny’s nipples. They were red and erect, hard little nubbins on his broad, sexy chest. 
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“I like it,” Albert said, flashing his white teeth. “You make him cause his own pain. 

That’s devious. What happens if he drops it?” 

“He suffers the consequences,” Eric said shortly. He selected a riding crop and moved behind Eric, smacking his ass, the slap of leather a rhythmic staccato of sound behind Johnny’s breathy moans. 

“Take off the codpiece. Show us what he’s got in there!” someone shouted from the crowd. Johnny was just this side of flying, barely cognizant of the words, his being fully focused on the tension in his nipples and the little heated square of leather against his flesh. 

He became aware after a moment the cropping had stopped. He felt the sweat trickling down his sides, between his ass cheeks, on his forehead and on the back of his neck. His jaw was tired and his nipples ached. His back and ass burned from the flogger and crop. 

He sensed his lover in front of him, smelled his singular luscious scent and opened his eyes. Eric took the chain gently and whispered, “Drop it, sweetheart.” As Johnny gratefully obeyed, swallowing and licking his dry lips, Eric kissed his cheek. “Are you ready for more, slave? Are you ready for the cane?” 

Johnny couldn’t help the shudder that slid through his body at the mention of the cane. While he loved the place the cane invariably took him, the path was hard. There was no sweet overlay of soft sensual leather, only the cutting sting of bamboo against tender flesh and the fiery trail of pain left in its wake. 

Yet the transcendent high he achieved once he truly surrendered himself to it was more intense, more sublime than any other form of sexual torture he had yet to experience at Eric’s loving hand. Slowly he nodded. Eric kissed his lips and said softly, 

“Shall I remove the codpiece? Shall I show off my gorgeous, hot boy to this crowd behind me?” 

Johnny looked past Eric at the twenty or so men filling the room. He felt a rush of embarrassment at the thought of being completely naked, mixed with a thrill of exhibitionistic excitement. As he’d carefully shaved his balls that evening in the shower he’d pictured a scene very like this one—himself bound and chained, naked and offered up to the crowd like some kind of erotic sacrifice. Though he was innately modest, the endorphins caused by the whipping, along with the excitement of this strange, sexy situation, made his cock leap to full erection at Eric’s suggestion. 

Albert moved into his line of sight, his tongue sliding sensually along his upper lip as he gazed with dark, hooded eyes at Johnny. “It’s for you to decide, Sir,” Johnny said, in a way relieved the decision was taken from him, as he didn’t want to seem overly bold. 

“It is. But I asked you. Answer me directly. Would you like to be exposed in front of these men who lust after you?” 

Unable to control the blush of color in his cheeks, Johnny bit his lower lip and nodded. Eric grinned and said, “Good. I want to show them what belongs to me and me 121 
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alone.” Reaching behind Johnny, he unsnapped the strap that held the codpiece in place and pulled the leather sheath away. Johnny’s cock sprang from his body, his nude balls swaying sexily beneath it. An audible wave of appreciation rolled through the room. 

“My God,” Albert said. “He’s built like a bull. Eric, you lucky, lucky man. I would give anything to taste that gorgeous cock.” 

Eric turned to him. “Would you? How about now? While I use the cane on his ass, you can distract him with your mouth. He might jerk a bit, but I’ll instruct him to remain as still as he can.” 

Johnny stared wide-eyed at Eric, not sure he was hearing correctly. So many fantasies were falling together into one intense moment—bound and erotically tortured in a room full of likeminded men, his perfect lover controlling his pleasure and pain, and now even Albert, the forbidden fruit, being presented to him like a gift. 

“In front of all these people?” Albert asked, turning slowly to survey the now hushed crowd. 

“I can ask them to leave.” 

Albert laughed. “No, no! You don’t know me so well yet, Eric, though I do hope we remedy that as time goes by. I’m an artist! I love to show my work.” He laughed again. 

“Painting, sculpture, my talent at driving young men wild with my tongue and cock! 

It’s all creating something—whether it’s art or sensual pleasure. You and Johnny are so modest, almost unaware it seems, of your enormous sexual appeal. Not me! I know I’m good-looking. I know I’m talented and I revel in it!” He turned to the men behind him. 

“Would you like a show, gentlemen? Some performing art, if you will?” The men laughed and clapped, calling out their approval. Albert bowed toward them and turned back grinning to Johnny and Eric. “Now let me at this boy. I’m going to eat him alive.” 



The room was packed, more and more men squeezing into the small room, crowding in a circle around the three men in the middle. Johnny had said he wanted witnesses to his developing grace. Well, he certainly had them tonight! 

Eric felt a small conflict of emotion as he watched the very handsome black man kneel in front of his naked lover, taking his soft, heavy balls into his long, dark fingers as he lightly licked along Johnny’s shaft. He reminded himself of the words he had told Johnny so many times before. This was just an extension of their lovemaking. Albert did not exist at that moment as a separate person—he was just an instrument of their mutual pleasure, serving Eric by serving his hot slave boy. 

Eric, sure of Johnny’s love and aware of the crowd’s eagerness to see the caning, stepped around behind Johnny, picking up the long thin bamboo cane with its dark brown leather handle, handmade for him by a man in the scene who traveled to Asia in his pursuit for the perfect rattan and bamboo for his canes, known throughout the country for their supple, functional beauty. 

Several men who had been standing very close to the cross stepped respectfully back as Eric moved into position to the left of Johnny’s spread-eagle body. His backside 122 
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was already red, the skin no doubt tender from the flogger and the crop. All that had been a warm-up for Johnny’s real test. Eric knew Johnny’s fear and love of the cane. 

When he’d first begun to use the cane on Johnny it had been too intense. Eric learned Johnny could only tolerate the fiery sting after a steady, lengthy buildup with soft leather. It was only recently Eric would even dare to secure Johnny for a caning. He wanted him free to move away if need be as he didn’t want Johnny to panic by being constrained. 

Many a time in the early training Johnny had jumped away after only a few well-aimed lashes of the cane, grabbing his ass and jumping around the room, crying, 

“Ouch, ouch, ouch! I can’t do it, Eric! I can’t do it!” Eric had to suppress a grin when Johnny did this as he was endearingly disobedient. Before Eric had fallen in love, he wouldn’t have had the patience to train someone like Johnny. He realized now his reputation as a masterful slave trainer was not deserved, at least not back then. He’d only accepted already trained men, submissive and deeply masochistic men who were so in awe of Eric they’d do anything to please him. 

Johnny had been much more of a challenge but love had given Eric the patience to go slowly and keep Johnny feeling safe while taking him to new levels of erotic suffering and pleasure. Now Johnny could withstand a lengthy caning session, flying easily after just a few strokes. But that was in the privacy of their own home, without a crowd of jostling, whispering men staring at the spectacle of the slave boy bound to the cross, another man kneeling with his cock down his throat. 

Could Johnny withstand the multiple distraction from both Albert and the crowd? 

Could he focus on the cane sufficiently to fly? Eric knew this was a test of them both. 

Whatever happened, Johnny had already impressed this jaded crowd. This would be merely the icing on the cake of his public submission. 

Speaking softly into Johnny’s ear, Eric said, “I’m going to cane you now, Johnny. I want you to concentrate on the cane, not on what’s happening to your cock and balls. I want you to fly. Surrender yourself to me with the grace I know you possess. Show them all what you’re made of. I already know.” 

Johnny, breathing heavily from Albert’s expert attentions, opened his green-gold eyes and fixed them on Eric. “Yes, Sir. I won’t let you down. I love you.” 

“I love you,” Eric answered. Johnny was as ready as he would ever be. 

Johnny’s gasp of pain echoed through the silent room a split second after the whistle of the cane. The men behind Johnny murmured as a welt appeared in a horizontal line across his buttocks, perfectly straight as if Eric had used a ruler to measure the blow. He struck again, feeling the rush of sexual power course through his veins and zing into his cock. Johnny looked so hot, so sexy with his hard, perfect body covered in a sheen of sweat, bound to the cross for all to admire. For a moment Eric wished it was he at Johnny’s feet, giving him pleasure at the same time he inflicted pain. 
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Being only one person, he decided to concentrate on the task at hand. With an expert flick of his wrist, he delivered another perfectly placed line just below the first one. As the crowd watched in utter silence Eric left three more lines, perfectly parallel over Johnny’s ass. 

As the cane met his flesh the sixth time Johnny’s head fell back in slow motion, his eyes closed, his mouth slack, his breathing deepening and slowing. Albert, unaware of the transformation, continued to eagerly bob his head over Johnny’s cock. Eric knew Johnny was completely his at that moment. 

“Johnny, can you hear me?” 

Johnny barely moved his head in a tiny nod but it was sufficient. Eric knew he was in the zone, floating somewhere over them all, pain no longer differentiated from pleasure, fear utterly consumed by submissive grace. “I’m going to cane you ten more times. You stay where you are, continue to breathe and remember I’m here to catch you if you fall. When I’m done, I’m going to give you a command and you will obey it. 

Understood?” Again the slight inclination of the head. 

There were murmurs now in the crowd. It was Peter who finally spoke up. “You’ll draw blood with ten more. You can’t possibly aim the strokes on that little ass to avoid the welts already there. A more experienced Dom would know that.” 

Ignoring him completely, Eric moved again into position. The cane sliced through the air and a long thin line of white appeared between two of the dark red lines already marking Johnny’s flesh. In a few seconds it turned to pink and then to red, taking its place as a mark of courage on Johnny’s ass. He struck again, several times in succession, each new welt perfectly aligned with the others, none overlapping. 

The men crowding around them had begun to count, whispering in unison as each stroke fell. Each one landed with precision, none of them crisscrossing the other, which could have resulted in cutting the skin, as Peter had said. When the men chanted, “ten”, Eric stood back, noting with dominant pride the welts covering his slave boy’s gorgeous ass, some of them curling around into the indentations beneath each narrow hip. 

Johnny would have trouble sitting down tomorrow but that was all right. He could rest all day on fresh sheets while Eric served him his meals and massaged soothing salves into his tortured flesh. 

Johnny hadn’t moved during the entire caning, staying perfectly still except for the deep rise and fall of his chest as he breathed deep and slow, firmly in the grip of his sensual trance. Albert moved steadily, licking, sucking, stroking. Eric knew Johnny couldn’t hold out much longer given Albert’s skilled attention, especially as pain no longer balanced the pleasure. 

“Johnny,” he said aloud. “Come for me.” 

Johnny did, executing his master’s last command with perfect precision as the group around them broke into uproarious applause. 

* * * * * 
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Johnny woke up to find two little dark blue velvet boxes balanced on his bare chest. 

Sunlight was streaming through the window, belying a slight autumnal chill in the air on this twenty-fifth day of September. “What’s this?” he said sleepily, reaching for one of the boxes. 

“Open it,” Eric said, sitting on the bed beside him. He’d been waiting for Johnny to wake up but his impatience had gotten the better of him as the hour moved to nine o’clock on this Sunday morning. 

Johnny sat up against his pillows, his blond hair ruffled and mussed, falling into his eyes. He pushed it back and flashed a curious smile as he took one of the small boxes and lifted its lid. “Oh Eric. It’s beautiful.” 

“Happy anniversary.” It had been one year to the day since they’d first seen one another across a crowded courtyard, their eyes locking in one sizzling moment of lust before Johnny had disappeared, stealing Eric’s heart in the process. 

Eric had been planning this gift for the last several months, certain in his heart Johnny was the man he wanted to spend his life with. Eric Méndez, the man no one could claim, the man with the heart of ice as they used to say, had utterly and completely succumbed to the love of this golden man sitting beside him holding a ring wrought from three separate strands of gold woven together in a braid. 

As Johnny turned his shining green eyes to Eric, Eric said, “Let me put it on for you.” Johnny held out his hand, the band slipping easily past the knuckle of his left ring finger. Johnny admired it for several moments.  Finally  he  picked  up  the  other  box. 

“And what’s in this one?” 

“Look and see,” Eric said, grinning. Johnny opened it. Nestled in velvet was a second, identical ring. Wordlessly Johnny took it from its box and slipped it onto Eric’s ring finger. 

“I love you,” they said at exactly the same time. 
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