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The Obsidian Room was fuller than it used to be.

Not crowded—never that—but occupied in a way Julian Cross still had not learned to accept. Men stood along the walls now, careful not to touch, careful not to linger too close to one another. Low voices existed in pockets. Laughter did not. No one forgot where they were.

Julian noticed everything. He always had.

He stood where he preferred to stand, near the back wall, where the shadows were thickest and the angles favored observation over participation. From there, the room revealed itself the way it always did—through posture, restraint, the quiet choreography of men who understood that safety depended on discipline.

This room had never been meant for gatherings.

Once, it had been simple. Two men arrived together or not at all. The door closed behind them with intention. There were no witnesses, no overlap, no confusion about purpose. You entered knowing what you wanted, or you did not enter at all.

Now the room had become something else.

An antechamber.

A waiting space.

A threshold.

Men arrived alone more often than not. They paused. They looked. They learned the language by watching it used, rather than earning it through necessity. Julian told himself it was practical. The city was louder than it had been. More eyes. More interest. More men looking for places like this.

Still, practicality had a way of eroding meaning.

He shifted his weight slightly and scanned the room again. There were faces he recognized—men who belonged, men who understood the cost of missteps. There were others who did not yet know how to stand still long enough to disappear properly.

Those men worried him.

The black silk appeared before the man carrying it did.

Julian’s attention caught on the edge of it almost unwillingly, as if some part of him had been trained too deeply to ignore the signal. The cloth was folded flat, precise, a single edge visible from the inside pocket of a dark jacket. Not displayed. Not hidden. Present.

Black silk meant restraint.

It meant awareness.

It meant someone who understood that desire was not a demand, only an acknowledgment.

Julian had helped shape that understanding years ago, long before the room had acquired its name. He had believed then that if the rules were clear enough, love might survive within them.

He was no longer certain.

The man carrying the silk stood near the far wall, posture easy but not careless. He did not scan the room like a hunter. He observed like someone accustomed to being seen without needing to perform. That, more than the silk itself, unsettled Julian.

Across the room, Arthur Bell laughed softly at something murmured near his ear.

Arthur never whispered unless the space demanded it. He was warm in a way that made some men reckless, though Julian had never known him to be unkind about it. Arthur belonged to this version of the room more comfortably than Julian did. He spoke to men without codes. He touched without apology. He believed—dangerously—that honesty could be its own protection.

Julian watched him now, felt the familiar ache settle low in his chest. Arthur had never asked Julian to change. He had simply existed as proof that something else was possible.

A few steps away, a younger man fumbled with his coat pocket, then stilled under a look from someone older. The correction was silent. Immediate. The silk was adjusted, folded too loosely at first, then refined. Julian recognized the motion with something like regret.

Elias Rowan learned quickly.

But learning was not the same as understanding.

Julian’s fingers brushed the silk in his own pocket, folded as it had always been. Flat. Controlled. Barely visible. He had never altered it, not once. Some things were not meant to evolve.

He remembered when the room had been built.

Not purchased. Not claimed. Built—by men who understood that safety had to be constructed carefully, piece by piece, and defended without sentimentality. The room had not been a place of gathering then. It had been a promise. Two men. One door. No witnesses.

This version of the Obsidian Room felt unfinished to him.

Like a compromise dressed up as progress.

Still, he understood why it existed. Men needed somewhere to arrive before they could choose. Somewhere to look without being seen by the wrong eyes. Somewhere to learn how not to make mistakes that lingered.

Only two men ever left together.

That rule had not changed.

Julian watched as a pair drifted toward the far door, close enough to brush shoulders without touching. No signal was exchanged now. The decision had already been made. The room exhaled as they disappeared, the space subtly rebalancing itself.

This, at least, still worked.

The man with the black silk turned slightly, just enough for Julian to catch the line of his jaw, the calm set of his mouth. Their eyes met briefly—not searching, not challenging. Simply aware.

Julian did not move closer.

Rule one had always been simple: never chase a signal. Signals were acknowledgments, not summons. If the language was answered, it was done slowly, with care, with the understanding that both men would carry what followed.

Julian had carried consequences his entire life.

The man turned away first.

Julian released the breath he had not realized he was holding. His hand lingered in his pocket longer than necessary, fingers resting against silk that no longer felt like armor.

The room hummed quietly around him, alive but restrained. This was not chaos. It was not danger—not yet. But it was different. And difference, Julian knew, was often where things went wrong.

The Obsidian Room had always been a place for shadows. For men who understood that darkness was not shame, but shelter. Julian had once believed that love could live there too—quietly, safely, unseen.

Now he watched as men arrived without certainty and learned the language secondhand. He felt the room stretching beyond its original intention, bending instead of holding.

It would not last like this.

Either the room would fracture under its own looseness, or someone would have to draw the line again—clearly, deliberately, without apology.

Julian did not yet know which choice he would make.

Only that by the end of the year, the Obsidian Room would no longer be unfinished.

And neither would he.

Chicago, 1937

Not every love survives progress.

The Lover in the Shadows

The Obsidian Room never announces its chambers.

You learn where they are by knowing when to stop pretending you don’t want them.

Beyond the outer room—the place of watching, signaling, waiting—there is a narrow corridor where the light dims by design. Not to hide what happens there, but to sharpen it. Men who enter that hallway do so deliberately. No one drifts into it. No one stumbles.

I stand just inside the doorway and let the room register me before I move. It always does. Posture shifts. Conversation lowers a half-step. Someone exhales.

I don’t look for the man with the black silk scarf.

The room has already oriented itself around him.

The silk is worn openly this time, knotted once at his throat. Not tight. Not careless. Black against pale skin, silk instead of leather—restraint chosen, not imposed. It tells me more than most men ever manage to say.

I feel the response low in my body, familiar and unwelcome in equal measure. Control does not erase desire. It refines it.

Our eyes meet.

He doesn’t look away.

He doesn’t smile.

He understands where he is.

That matters.

Around us, the room continues its careful murmur—glass against wood, a chair shifting, breath moving through space—but the distance between us tightens, deliberate and exact. I let it. This place was built for men who know how to wait.

I lift one hand. Not a summons. Not a command. Just enough movement to acknowledge what has already been offered.

Permission.

His fingers brush the silk at his throat once, slow and reverent, as if confirming something to himself. Then he turns and walks toward the corridor without looking back.

He trusts me to follow.

I give him three beats.

The rule has always been simple: never rush what has already been decided.

Then I move.

The door at the end of the hall closes quietly behind him, sealing him out of the main room, the voices, the watching eyes. 

I stop just inside the threshold. I open the door.

He is already there.

Kneeling just inside the threshold, bare skin catching the low amber light, posture exact. Back straight. Knees placed carefully, not pressed too wide, not drawn too close. His head is bowed—not in submission yet, not fully—but in acknowledgment. Waiting.

I register the absence of clothing second.

The precision comes first.

His suit hangs along the wall to my right, jacket smoothed flat as if it has never been worn. Shirt folded once, sleeves aligned, collar uncreased. Trousers draped carefully, crease preserved. Shoes placed together beneath, toes aligned, polished to a dull shine that tells me he prepared before he arrived.

Men who do not understand this room rush.

Men who do understand it arrive ready.

The black silk scarf is no longer at his throat. It rests folded atop the jacket pocket, visible but untouched. Offered. Completed.

I close the door behind me and let the latch settle.

The sound lands heavier than it should.

He does not look up.

Good.

I step forward slowly, my shoes deliberate against the floor, each movement intentional. This chamber was built to hold silence without discomfort. It rewards restraint. It punishes assumption.

I stop a few feet in front of him and let the space stretch.

Nakedness here is not invitation. It is trust. It says: I have removed the last thing that belongs to the world outside this room.

His breathing is steady. Controlled. He is not performing. He is waiting to be shaped.

I circle him once—not to intimidate, not to rush—but to observe. The line of his shoulders. The way his hands rest on his thighs, fingers relaxed, not clenched. He has chosen stillness over display.

That matters.

From a physical perspective, his body is a masterpiece, every muscle defined by the play of light and shadow. His broad shoulders taper down to a narrow waist, his back a canvas of strength and surrender. Each vertebra stands out, a testament to his submission, his willingness to yield to my command. His buttocks are firm, rounded, and inviting, while his thighs—powerful and lean—speak of a man accustomed to control, now giving it up entirely. Between his legs, his manhood rests, half-erect, a silent promise of desire yet to be fulfilled.

I approach him slowly, my steps deliberate, my presence commanding. His head remains bowed, his breath steady, as if he’s been waiting for this moment his entire life. The air between us crackles with tension, the weight of our unspoken agreement pressing down on us both. I order him to standup and lead him to the wall on the other side of the room. I reach for the shackles embedded in the obsidian wall, their black surface cool against my fingertips. With practiced ease, I secure his wrists above his head, his arms stretched wide, his body now fully on display. He is mine to command, his surrender absolute.

Stepping back, I take in the sight of him—bound, exposed, and achingly beautiful. His muscles tense under his skin, every inch of him a testament to his readiness. The candlelight dances across his body, highlighting the curves and contours of his form. I feel a surge of desire, raw and primal, as I meet his gaze for the first time. His eyes are dark, his expression unreadable, but there’s a hunger there, a need that mirrors my own.

I turn away, my back to him, and walk to the rack against the other wall. The whips hang there, their leather strands whispering against the air as I run my fingers over them. Each one feels different—some thin and sharp, others thick and heavy. I choose one, its weight familiar in my hand, and turn to face him again. “Count,” I order, my voice firm yet laced with a tenderness he cannot yet understand.

The first strike lands across his shoulder, a sharp hiss of pain that makes him flinch but does not break his resolve. “One,” he says, his voice steady, his breath catching only slightly. I raise the whip again, the leather cutting through the air with a soft whistle. The second strike lands lower, across his back, leaving a faint red mark. “Two,” he says, his voice stronger now, as if he’s finding his rhythm.

I pause, savoring the moment, the way his body reacts to each strike. The third lash lands across his other shoulder, and he bites his lip, his chest rising and falling with his breath. “Three,” he grunts, his voice strained but obedient. The fourth strike lands higher, near the base of his neck, making him arch his back slightly. “Four,” he says, his voice hoarse, his body trembling.

Each lash follows in quick succession, the rhythm deliberate, the count unwavering. His body trembles with each impact, his skin flushing with a mix of pain and arousal. I watch as his muscles clench, his chest heaving with each breath. By the fifth strike, his back is a canvas of red lines, his submission complete. Yet he doesn’t falter, his voice steady as he counts each one.

“Six,” he says, his breath coming faster now. The seventh strike lands across his thigh, making him gasp, his body jerking against the shackles. “Seven,” he pants, his eyes closing briefly as if to savor the sensation. I pause, taking in the sight of him—his skin glistening with sweat, his erection throbbing, straining against his thigh. He is beautiful in his submission, his pain a sacrifice to my command.

“Eight,” he says, his voice barely above a whisper. The ninth strike lands across his other thigh, his body twitching in response. “Nine,” he groans, his head falling forward, his breath ragged. The tenth strike lands across his lower back, a final punctuation to our ritual. “Ten,” he says, his voice hoarse, his body trembling with the aftermath of the pain.

I lower the whip, stepping closer to release him from the shackles. His wrists bear faint red marks, a temporary reminder of his devotion. I pull him into my arms, holding him tightly, my lips brushing against his temple. “Well earned,” I murmur, my words a soft caress. His body leans into mine, his erection pressing against my thigh, a silent plea for more.

Without a word, I lead him to the velvet couch in the corner. The cushions are soft, a stark contrast to the room’s harsh beauty. I bend him over, his chest pressing into the fabric, his buttocks rising invitingly. My hands trace the curve of his waist, my fingers lingering on the marks I’ve left behind. His skin is warm, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he anticipates what’s next.

I kneel behind him, my mouth following the path my fingers have set. His skin tastes of salt and sweat, his muscles twitching under my touch. I press my lips to the small of his back, my tongue tracing the lines of his spine. His moans grow louder, his body arching into my touch, his submission complete. I spread his cheeks, exposing him fully, and press my mouth to his entrance.

He gasps as my tongue enters him, his body tensing at the sensation. I take my time, my tongue slow and deliberate, my breath hot against his skin. His moans are muffled, his body trembling as he tries to push back against me. I grip his hips, holding him steady, my tongue probing deeper, my spit slicking his buttocks.
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Some loves survive only where the light
cannot reach
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