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The Cyrus wasn’t like most gay bars, but that was fine by me. It had none of the gaudy lights or bright disco music that people usually associated with the scene: in fact, contrary to most bars that targeted themselves towards the gay crowd, it seemed to do its best to draw no attention whatsoever.

It wasn’t easy to find, either. Hidden on a little backstreet in a part of town that most people wouldn’t have considered going to after dark, past a heavy wooden door and down a steep set of stairs that were just about shoulder width across. I had been told by my contact that it was worth the search, especially if you wanted something a little off the beaten path. When I’d asked the concierge at the hotel, he had looked me up and down for a moment, as if feeling me out. I hoped I gave a good impression: a man in his mid-thirties, but who worked hard to keep the body of a twentysomething. A rough coating of what I’d heard described as designer stubble, skirting the line between elegance and approachability. Strong hands, a toned physique, and enough money behind me to stay at the kind of hotel that would employ someone like him: someone whose job it was to help the rich and powerful find exactly what they wanted in a strange new city.

‘How serious are you about all this?’ he asked eventually. ‘Wanting to explore something new, I mean. You don’t seem like the kind of person who’s interested in the tourist hotspots.’

It was astute of him, but given the nature of his employment I expected no less. ‘Extremely,’ I said.

He wrote an address down on a piece of paper from behind the desk. ‘The Cyrus,’ he said. ‘It’s a gay bar, but I think it might be just what you’re looking for.’

‘A gay bar?’ I slid the paper back across to him. Even though my preferences generally ran towards women, there was no shortage of men in my sexual history. ‘Sorry, but I was thinking of something a little more… novel. I said. Something I’ve never tried before.’

‘Oh, trust me,’ he said with a smirk, ‘if you’re looking for a new experience, that’s the place to go.’

So far I liked what I had seen, but it hadn’t been anything revolutionary.

It was an upscale place that belied its surroundings, and once I was past the stairwell I found myself  pleasantly surprised by how classy it was. The bar was a rich mahogany with silver trimmings, a perfectly smooth surface that seemed to have been carved out of a single piece of wood. Behind it, the barman was wearing a white shirt and waistcoat, and was extremely knowledgeable about the drinks he had on offer. He smiled as I ordered a glass of eighteen year old whiskey.

‘Is it always so quiet?’ I said to the barman. There was no one else in the building. ‘I was told that this was the place to go for an interesting experience.’

He nodded. ‘It’s both,’ he said. ‘Stick around. You might find something that takes your fancy – or something that takes a fancy to you, of course. Perhaps that would be more your speed.’

I didn’t have any answer to that, but I didn’t need one. He slipped into the back, leaving me alone at the bar.

It was all so pleasingly old-fashioned, like a place out of time. I was satisfied just to sit and read until something happened. There are, after all, far worse places to spend an evening than in the company of a good book and a nice glass or two of whiskey.

It was nine o’clock before the bartender emerged again. He pushed two tumblers of whiskey onto the bar,

‘I didn’t order this,’ I said. ‘I think there’s some mistake.’

‘I know,’ he said, gesturing over my shoulder. ‘He did.’

I hadn’t heard the man come in, but even though the bar was empty he pulled up a stool and sat next to me. He must have been in his early thirties, wearing a boardroom suit over a deep and natural tan. ‘I took the liberty of upgrading your drink,’ he said. ‘I hope you don’t mind.’

I was no stranger to the finer things in life, but the taste of the whiskey in my glass was something else entirely. It had a smoky smoothness with no bite whatsoever: an amber masterpiece.

‘What is it?’ I asked.

‘Single malt, thirty-five years. A small distillery on the Arran Islands. Perfectly aged, if I do say so myself.’

‘I didn’t see it on the whiskey list,’ I said. That was probably a good thing. If I had, I would have known just how expensive it was, and politeness would have forced me to decline.

‘Let’s just say I’m a regular here,’ he replied. ‘One of the perks is having the finer things in life readily available, and I don’t believe in drinking alone.’

‘Sounds like an expensive hobby.’

‘Oh, most assuredly – but money is really no object,’ he said. ‘Still, I’m more than adequately taken care of. Besides, if you can’t use your money to enjoy yourself, then what good is it? It might as well be scrap paper.’

I raised my tumbler. ‘A toast, then,’ I said. ‘To the kindness of strangers.’

Wordlessly he clinked his glass against mine.

‘Pleased to meet you,’ I said, extending a hand. ‘I’m Tim.’

He took it. His grip was firm and confident. It matched his voice – in fact, everything about him gave off an aura of composure and self-control. The sharp lines of his grey suit spoke of a tailor who was costly but subtle: it didn’t scream wealth, exactly, but to those who had an eye for it the expense was impossible to ignore. His shirt was just tight enough that I could see how toned his body was – as though the handshake wasn’t enough of a clue about his strength. He must have been in the gym three, maybe four times a week, and yet he made it seem effortless.

Yes, that was the word. Everything about him flowed with an easy grace, like water over the rocks in a stream.

‘Nice to meet you too, Tim.’

‘And what about you?’

That same grin again. ‘Oh, I know it’s nice to meet me.’

‘I meant your name.’

‘That depends,’ he said. ‘People call me lots of things. I guess we’ll just have to see how the night goes, don’t you think?’

I couldn’t help but agree.

The bartender left the bottle, and in short order there wasn’t much left.

There was still no one left at the bar but the two of us, but I didn’t much care. The stranger was almost as intoxicating as the liquor he provided: I found myself swimming in the glow of his conversation, struggling to keep up. Something about him made me want to impress him, and it wasn’t a situation I found myself in often. We spoke of his business, and the tremendous wealth he had accrued. I told him all about my global travels: spearfishing in Brazil, my time at a ranch in the Australian Outback, my years living in Paris and Rome, Berlin and Barcelona. He smiled and laughed, fixing his eyes entirely on me. The rest of the world ceased to be, let alone to matter.

I liked that. I wasn’t sure about much else, but it felt good to know I had the attention of a man like that, even if I didn’t know his name. I could have spent the rest of my vacation in that bar, killing time with him.

And yet all good things had to come to a close. ‘It’s time to leave,’ he said at last, a little after midnight. We had been talking for just over three hours, but it felt like minutes.

I couldn’t hide the disappointment in my voice. ‘Well, that’s a shame,’ I said. ‘You make for exceptional company, I must admit.’

‘I think you should come with me.’ He said it without a pause: a simple statement of fact. From a man who was accustomed to getting what he wanted, there was no room for doubt, and the confidence in his voice rang through as clear as a bell.

‘Oh really?’

He nodded. ‘You said you were a hedonist. You said you came here tonight looking for a new experience – and if the whiskey has satisfied your taste for adventure, you’re more than welcome to leave. Consider it a gift from one pleasure-seeker to another.’

‘And if it hasn’t?’

‘If it hasn’t, you’ll follow me, and you’ll see just how deep this particular rabbit hole goes.’

‘Follow you where?’

He gestured over with the hand that was still holding his whiskey glass to a small recessed doorway. ‘It’s all mine,’ he said. ‘Just like the rest of the bar. My own personal honey trap, designed to capture anyone who takes my fancy. You were sent here by one of the hotel concierges in the city, correct?’

‘Yeah. At the Palmerstone.’

‘Maurice. A good man. Excellent taste – very similar to my own, in fact. He knows just where to send people who he thinks might catch my fancy.’

He leaned in close, and for the first time I caught his scent: expensive cologne, a bespoke blend I didn’t recognise, and a raw musk. He smelt how men are supposed to smell.

‘You wanted to know what my name was,’ he whispered into my ear. ‘I think it might be best if you just call me Master from now on.’

Master.

The word hung in the air, but he made no effort to break the silence that followed. He let it stand on its own merits, daring me to question it.

‘How do you know I’m into that kind of thing?’ I asked at last.

He shrugged. ‘I don’t. In fact, I’m willing to bet that you’re not. I think you’ve dabbled at the fringes, the same way you’ve dabbled with men – but I think you’re too curious not to want to go further when the opportunity arises.’ He finished his drink and placed the glass down on the counter. ‘Here’s the opportunity,’ he said. ‘I’m going to go to the bathroom. I’ll be gone for two minutes at most. You won’t be here when I get back. You’ll either have gone back up those stairs, in which case I thank you for a perfectly lovely evening and I wish you all the best. There’s a cab already waiting to take you wherever you need to be.’

‘Or?’

He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out what appeared to be a car remote key. He pointed it at the recessed doorway and pressed a button. There was a soft beep, and the doorway clicked open. ‘Or you’ll be waiting for me downstairs. Choose wisely. There’s no second-guessing.’

Then he was gone, and I was alone.

It was no decision at all: not really, anyway.

I pulled open the door pretty much as soon as he’d disappeared, too curious not to try and find out what lay behind it. A set of marble stairs led down into darkness, with only a set of dim blue neon lights to lead the way. It looked as though I was working my way towards a nightclub, but the silence that surrounded me would have proved that to be false. Even the noise of my feet against the marble didn’t echo.

It’s soundproof, I thought. Who builds a soundproof room under their own private bar?

The answer was obvious – someone who wanted a space where they could make a lot of noise and yet still go undetected – and yet that did nothing to calm my nerves. It was only my naturally adventurous streak that kept me moving forwards, and ever-downwards.

I had to know.

The door at the bottom of the stairs gave way, and what I saw made my eyes widen with anticipation. I was familiar with most of the devices that covered the walls, but only tangentially. Seeing them in reality, and knowing that some of them – perhaps even many of them – would be used on me tonight made my cock harden and my pulse quicken simultaneously. On the left hand side of the wall, a display case showed every kind of crop and cane and whip and paddle imaginable. If it was designed to cause pain, my stranger had at least two. On the right were the restraints, a bounty of buckles and straps in leather and steel, the metal glistening even in the dim light, and the leather impossibly dark and shiny. At first glance, it would have been possible to believe that these items had never been used before – and yet I knew they had. There was no doubt in my mind that the stranger knew each and every one of those tools like the back of his hand.

Against the far wall there was a large X-shaped cross that dominated the room, steel shackles open at each corner, waiting for its next victim. It almost distracted from the spanking bench that decorated the left corner – as if ‘decorated’ could ever be the right word for something as utilitarian as that – and the cage on its right. Five feet by four by three, it seemed almost spacious from the outside, but I was sure it wouldn’t from the other side of the bars. The open door beckoned me, a large steel padlock hanging from an open latch.

Come, it seemed to say. Play with me.

‘Good boy.’

The voice came from behind me, right in my ear. He had crept up on me without me noticing; apparently, it seemed, that was just one of his gifts. ‘I knew you’d make the right decision,’ he said. ‘You were positively made for this playroom.’

That’s what this was. The toys on the walls might have looked brutal, but they were toys nonetheless. This was a game to him – the breaking of another man’s will to his own. He enjoyed it, as others might enjoy golf or football or solving crossword puzzles.

That was the only explanation for his joy at seeing me there. I was to be his new plaything.

He crossed around in front of me, tracing his fingers against the small of my back as he did so. It might have been to move me forward so he could squeeze past – in fact, to any outside observer I’m sure that was exactly what it looked like – but there was more to it than that. It was an act of dominance. It was his right to touch me. I was in his domain – and in his domain, he was king.

‘On your knees,’ he said.

I was down on the ground before I even knew what had happened. The tone of his voice made it clear that he didn’t expect dissent, and it worked: the idea of disobeying him – because that’s what it would have been; not a refusal or a continuation of the status quo but a wilful and deliberate act of disobedience that could not go unpunished – didn’t even cross my mind.

He seemed pleased by that. He ran his hands over the numerous buckles and straps on the walls, his hands caressing the leather as one lover might greet another. Suddenly he darted out and picked one, a black strip about an inch and a half wide, without decoration or adornment. The only thing that stood out was a bright silver buckle. There was already a padlock hooked through it, unfastened, with no key in sight.

He held it out to me for a moment, so I could see the workmanship that had gone into its design and construction. It was truly a beautiful piece of leather, and the buckles gleamed under the lights. No expense spared, I thought. I reached out to take it, but he pulled his hand away and dropped it to the floor. It sat there in the middle of the playroom like a coiled snake, daring me to touch it.

‘Here’s the deal,’ he said. ‘I like consent. I also like control. If you put that collar around your neck, you’re mine until it comes off – and that means until I take it off, not you. You’ll accept what you’re given, pain or pleasure, and you’ll be thankful for it. You’ll learn your place, or you’ll suffer.’ He leaned in close, and I could smell the whiskey on his breath. Somehow it only made me harder. ‘Put simply,’ he said, drawing his lips into a sneer, ‘you’re going to be my fucking dog.’

I couldn’t take my eyes off the collar. It was strange to me that an inanimate piece of leather could represent so much – but of course, wasn’t that the point of it? That one little thing could stand in for something greater than itself? Greater even, perhaps, than me?

‘Make your decision,’ he said.

I didn’t need to think twice. With trembling fingers I pulled the collar from the floor and fastened the leather around my neck as tight as it would go. The padlock gave a little click as I snapped it closed, but that was the only noise in the room. Nothing else needed to be said.

I looked up at him, hoping for approval, but all I got was that same cold sneer. ‘Pathetic,’ he said. ‘You’ve seen the world, lived such an incredible life, and look where it led you: to the floor at my feet, begging to be my little fucktoy for the evening. My throwaway plaything. Isn’t that right?’

‘Yes, Master,’ I said.

The slap was hard, and it was fast: when his hand made contact with the side of my face, my nerves exploded in a burst of pain. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Were you not fucking listening to me, or are you just too stupid to understand the words that are coming out of my mouth?’

I knew better than to question it. I dropped my eyes to the floor, suddenly incapable of looking at him, but he would not stand for that: his hand shot out and grasped a handful of my hair, pulling my head back sharply and forcing me to look at him. The sneer that crossed his face said more than his words ever could.

‘You’re not a man anymore – not as far as I’m concerned,’ he said. ‘You’re not even a human being. You’re my dog, and you’ll act like it. Do you understand?’

‘Y—’ I started, but I managed to catch myself. ‘Woof,’ I barked instead. Somehow it was even more humiliating than I had imagined it would be. I was ten years older than him if I was a day, and yet somehow this man – this child – had got me barking like some sort of animal for his amusement.

So why was it making my cock so hard?

‘That’s right,’ he said. ‘I told you you’d learn your place. Maybe I was right about you after all.’ I liked that. Despite the fact that he was a near-total stranger, gaining his approval was important to me. ‘Now strip, you little slut,’ he said. ‘No whore of mine is going to wear clothes in my presence.’

I did as I was told: first the shirt, then the trousers and socks, until almost every item I was wearing was in a pile at his feet. I paused slightly as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxer shorts, suddenly ashamed at the idea of being naked in front of him, but I knew that even the slightest second of doubt would lead to punishment and so it wasn’t long before I was completely nude. The only thing I was wearing was his collar around my neck.

‘Kneel up and spread your legs,’ he ordered, and I did as I was told. ‘Hands behind your head. Display yourself for me.’

I was proud of my body, especially for a man nearing forty, but under his caustic gaze I was suddenly filled with self-consciousness. I was sure that under his expensive suit he would be toned to perfection in the way that only a younger man can. How could I possibly hope to compete?

‘Pathetic,’ he hissed again; it seemed to be his favoured way of describing me, and the longer I spent in his company the more accurate it felt. ‘Did you really think you’d impress me with that worthless worm of a cock? I don’t see how you could hope to impress anyone with that little maggot.’

I could feel the blush spreading across my face – but of course, that was ridiculous. I was a successful, self-made man. I didn’t blush, especially not in the company of someone younger than I was.

‘Your safeword is ‘red’,’ he said. ‘You can say it at any time, and all of this will stop – but it will stop. The second you break, our playtime ends and you go back to your humdrum little life. If you try to come back to the bar I’ll have you thrown out on the street. Do you understand?’

I barked again, and watched the corners of his mouth rise up into a cruel bowed grin. ‘That’s right, my little dog,’ he said. ‘Know your place. Know just what you are for me.’ He slipped off his suit jacket and placed it carefully on a hook by the door. As he walked back towards me, he rolled up the sleeves of his shirt and I could see his powerful forearms: his tendons stood out like steel cables, a display of effortless physical strength that matched his mental control over me.

I was entranced, unable to look away.

He unfastened his fly and snaked his length out. There was no doubt where his confidence came from: as with everything else about him, his cock was built to impress. Eight inches of solid meat, cut and already hard, stared back at me. I had never been self-conscious about my size until I saw his, but I knew I’d never be the same again.

‘This is a cock, boy,’ he said. ‘This is what a real man’s dick looks like. This is what you thought you had all along, isn’t it?’ He laughed. ‘Such a fucking loser.’

His cock swayed in front of my face, and for a moment I wondered what would happen if I just rocked forward and took it into my mouth. He was hard enough that I could have managed it, even with my hands firmly in position on my head. In one quick motion I could have swallowed his cock, taken him into my throat and…

Well, that was the question. Would I dare to suck him without permission? Would he use me? Was that what he wanted – or was he content just to degrade me and hurt me?

‘I know you want it,’ he said. ‘Filthy little whores like you always do. Do you really think you’re the first guy who thought himself adventurous that I’ve ever brought into this playroom?’ He smirked. ‘You’re just one of many: another desperate little slut to be used and thrown away. Another whore for cock. Another throat for my pleasure.’

I could, I thought. I could do it. I could please him, and feel his load splashing on my tongue. I could…

I could…

Except I couldn’t: not without his permission. My body wouldn’t allow it. It had to be on his terms, for his arousal. My feelings were meaningless, my pleasure always secondary – if it featured at all.

A whimper arose in my throat. It was the best way I could think of to express my desires without speech, and it seemed to do the trick. Master grabbed the back of my head firmly. ‘What’s that, boy?’ he said. ‘You want my cock down your slutty little throat?’

I nodded, each movement of my head pulling at my hair, but I was beyond caring. I’d take the pain, if it meant getting what I needed.

With no hesitation he pulled me forward, and suddenly his glorious cock was in my mouth. I didn’t even have room to breathe and I couldn’t stop myself from gagging as he choked me with his length, but it was worth it. I would have given anything to taste him at that moment. He pounded away into my throat, roughly taking what he wanted from me, but I knew better than to protest. The truth was, I was in heaven. The rest of the world and all its worries and cares no longer seemed to exist.

I was just a hole for my Master to use, a receptacle for him to shoot his load into time and again until my belly was full and my face glazed with his come.

I was nothing – and there was freedom in that.

Just as I was sure he was going to explode, he pulled his cock out of my mouth. A thin string of drool followed it, but all I could do was gasp, desperate to get the air that had been denied to me.

‘Aww,’ he said mockingly, looking down at my desperate face. ‘My little whore-puppy thought he was going to get to taste his Master’s come, didn’t he? Well, not today. I have a different use for you in mind.’ He grabbed the back of the collar and pulled upwards sharply. The leather dug into my neck as he jerked me to the far side of the room, strangling me, but he didn’t wait for me to catch up before he moved on. He pulled me over to the spanking bench and gestured for me to take my position. It didn’t take him long to secure my wrists and ankles in place.

‘I don’t want your mouth,’ he said. ‘I could take your mouth any time I wanted. I’m willing to bet I wouldn’t be the first, either. Something about you just screams that you’re a little cocksucker. Isn’t that right, boy?’

I nodded, but he was behind me. He didn’t need my answer. He knew it either way.

‘I want your ass,’ he said bluntly. ‘You’re my slut for the night, and I’m going to take that from you. You’ve never had a real man fuck you before, have you?’

I shook my head.

‘Good,’ he said. ‘I’m going to make you scream, little boy. I’m going to make you regret coming down those stairs – and then when I’m finished with you, I’m going to leave you desperate to do the whole thing again and again and again. You won’t know whether you’re coming or going – but that’s OK. All you have to do is focus on keeping that hole nice and tight for your Master. Understood?’

I gave another nod.

‘Good boy,’ he said.

Suddenly I felt him pressing at my entrance, the head of his cock just teasing open my asshole. Surely he couldn’t have hoped to go in raw, could he? I wasn’t ready – I had never been broken in, and his cock was huge. My safeword rested on my lips, daring me to use it, but I wanted what I knew would come next – needed it, in fact, like oxygen for my very soul.

I felt a splash of cold lubricant run down my cleft, and instinctively I tensed up. Master laughed. ‘You’d better relax, boy,’ he said. ‘It’s a tighter fit for me if you’re all tensed up, but you’ll find it way less fun – and I think a little slut like you is going to get way more pleasure than he deserves out of this anyway. You might as well do your best to enjoy it.’

I tried my best to slow my breathing down, and eventually I felt my muscles begin to lose their tension. He ran his hand down my ass cheeks and then delivered a stinging blow to my flesh. I let out a yelp of surprise, but that was nothing compared to how I felt when he pressed forward and rammed his cock into me.

There was no warning, no caution, no chance for me to prepare myself – in fact, whether or not I was prepared for it seemed to be the last thing on his mind. Master fucked me like a wild animal, a predator mounting his prize, with me less his partner than his conquest. His hips slapped against my ass as he pushed into me, every thrust seeming to go just a little way further until there was nothing left of me to give.

My cock was rock hard, and every time he pushed me forward it rubbed against the leather of the spanking bench. Could I… would it be possible to come just from this? From the sensation of being filled by a truly dominant man, combined with the rough, regular friction as he forced me up against the tool of my torture, I thought it might be – and that thought filled me with horror. I looked across at the array of whips and crops and canes that covered the wall. If I came without permission, I didn’t even want to consider what might happen to me.

And yet it felt so good…

So…

… fucking…

… good…

Master grabbed hold of my shoulder, his fingertips burrowing into my flesh as he sought greater leverage. It hurt, but the pain made me feel closer to him. He knows what he’s doing, I thought. He wants you to hurt. That’s what you’re for.

It did nothing to stop my arousal; if anything, it just made me harder. He controls me, I thought. He decides whether I feel pain or pleasure or nothing at all. I’m at his will, in his service. I’m just a hole for him to fuck until he’s satisfied.

The thought thrilled me, made me feel alive. Was it possible I had found my place at last – that after my years of travelling, seeking out new experiences, what I had really needed was to be degraded and stripped down to nothing by a man who commanded my respect.

I didn’t know. I didn’t care. The only thing I could think about was his thick cock pounding into my tight asshole.

‘Fuck,’ I heard him moan, almost to himself, and then I felt him explode in me, filling the condom in my ass with his load. I would have given just about anything for that thin strip of rubber to have disappeared, to feel him the way nature intended: his come on my skin, dripping out of me, marking me for the slut I truly was.

He pulled tight against me, his firm grip on my shoulders not letting up until every last squirt of his come had been released into my eager asshole, and then finally he released me. As he withdrew I felt a strange combination of emotions. On the one hand there was a sense of relief that I had fulfilled my purpose as a cumslut, pleased my Master and allowed him to get the relief he needed – but on the other there was a shocking feeling of emptiness. I had focused my entire worth in those moments on the end of his cock, rewriting my personality from confident man-about-town to wanton slut for him.

And now he was gone.

My body was wracked with exhaustion, and it took every ounce of strength I could muster to stand as he released me. On shaky legs I drew myself up to my full height, but all it took was a gentle flick of his fingers towards the ground for me to get down on my knees. I was glad of that. It felt better to be on the ground in front of him than it did to stand.

That was where I belonged.

‘Don’t speak,’ he said. ‘Don’t think that our session is over just because I’m satisfied. You’ll remain my dog as long as you’re in my presence. That’s how I see you now. You understand that, don’t you?’

I let out a bark – somehow less awkward and more natural now, the only way I knew to be around him – and he smiled. With one stray foot he slid my pile of clothes towards me, then rolled down his sleeves.

‘We’re done for tonight,’ he said. ‘Stay or leave, it’s your choice. The car waiting upstairs will take you home if you choose.’

Stay.

It hadn’t even occurred to me that that was an option; then again, I wasn’t capable of thinking of much at that moment. My brain was still full of whirling thoughts, everything I knew upended and strewn in front of me, waiting for me to put it back into some sort of order – or to have someone else do it for me.

‘The cage is waiting for you,’ he said as he walked over to the hook and slid his jacket over his shoulders. Suddenly he looked just as crisp and clean as he had when I first saw him – the exact opposite of me, crawling on the floor like an animal. What had he done to me? Why had I accepted it without question?

Why did I need more?

‘I may not be here tomorrow,’ he said. ‘I may not be here the day after that, even. I’ll send someone in to feed and water you, but other than that you’ll be alone until I decide to use you again. You will not come. You will not touch yourself. I have ways of finding out if you disobey me, and the punishment will be severe. You will receive no pleasure except that which I choose to give you. This will be your life – just another one of my toys.’ He slipped through the door, but he didn’t bother to look back at me. ‘I trust you’ll make the right decision, boy,’ he said.

That was the last I heard before his footsteps began their slow ascent back to the bar.

I looked at the pile of clothes on the floor. Suddenly my expensive shirt and slacks seemed repulsive. They were mine, yes, but they weren’t of me – a costume at best, and a prison at worst. My hand reached up to the collar he had allowed me to wear around my neck, and the padlock that still rested there. That was the only thing that counted now.

He didn’t leave a key, I thought. He never intended for me to leave – or maybe, perhaps, he knew I wouldn’t even if the opportunity was given to me. He understood it before even I did.

And he was right. I had a couple of weeks booked into my hotel in the city. Could he have known that? Could the concierge have tipped him off that I was available for long-term use? Maybe. Maybe he just didn’t care, and instead had just seen something he wanted to possess for himself, regardless of the consequences. They could be dealt with later, a problem for another time.

I could no more have walked up those stairs than I could have flown up them. This was where I belonged.

I tossed my clothes away from me, eager to get them as far away from my naked form as possible. They had no part in my future. I crawled into the cage and slipped the heavy metal clasp through the hole. One click, and I would be truly helpless – trapped until my nameless Master returned to me.

The noise echoed in the darkness, and then I was his.
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Told to handcuff himself to a chair and blindfold himself, Paul is surprised to find that his wife's kinky treat isn't just her. One of the male guests from the party stays behind to give her fantasy an extra little tease -- and with his eyes blindfolded Paul is helpless to discover which one of his closest friends is pleasuring his wife.

Will he ever be allowed to know which of his friends has been with the love of his life? And when the new man in her life gives Paul an ultimatum that threatens to challenge his heterosexuality, will he be able to resist?

Student Bodies

Yes, Professor…

Dr Hazelwood has spent months lusting over Scott, the athletic young man who sits in the front row of all of his lectures. Scott's straightness has been the only thing standing in his way – but when he finally hits on a scheme to make this toned undergraduate see the delights of an older man, it looks like Hazelwood might be able to have his favourite student all to himself...


Want more?

Visit EstherHarshom.com
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new books are released.
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Toke the risk...
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