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Slaves Have No Right to Say No







Mark put me through the best workout I’d ever had. He didn’t just push me on the weights, but encouraged me on the treadmill, and cheered as I struggled through his routine. Flat on my back, sweat pouring from every crevice, Mark held down my legs, heat pumping from his body.

“Don’t tell me no, Peter. Give me another one. Come on, give me one more.”

I gave him another three and a half, then collapsed on the mat as he brought me water.

“Holy fuck,” I said, panting. 

“Do that every day,” he said, heaving me up, “and you’ll get some results.”

It wasn’t a lie that Mark’s body was sculpted like a Greek god. Now I knew why. In the changing room he took off his relatively dry clothes while I wrung mine out like I’d been caught in a rainstorm. I stared subtly at the perky round of his bare ass padding away as he walked to the closed-off showers. Afterward, he slammed my locker as I started to bring out my clothes.

“The secret to a good workout is a sauna,” Mark said. I glanced at the time, but he shook his head. “You’ve done your articles for today, right?”

“By nine-fifteen.”

“No one’s going to need you upstairs. Come on.”

It had barely gone four in the afternoon, so the gym was still quiet. We were alone in the sauna, and I finally caught my eyeful as Mark ascended to the top level, untucked his towel then sat directly across from me. I was one level lower, so my line of sight was directly on his long frat boy cock hanging lower than his balls, flopping against the wooden bench.

“Tomas wants you to join the Antinous Society, doesn’t he?” Mark asked, cutting straight to the chase. I shifted, feeling awkward from the question and the fact my own cock was bursting to life again after unleashing inside Karl just hours ago. “It’s not easy,” Mark said, serious lines crinkling his smooth face. “That’s the one thing you need to know. However hard they warn you it will be, times it by ten.” Mark looked angry, not at me or that both Tomas and Karl were actively trying to cleave me into the Antinous Society, but at the very fact it existed. Perhaps that it existed without him, Something about the venom in his eyes made me question his motivations. Had he tried and failed to join? I had the sense many did. 

“I haven’t decided anything,” I said, looking everywhere but his hanging dick. “All I know—”

The door opened and a toweled man, tall and hairy, came in. He saw us both sitting naked, clocking Mark’s cock with what could almost have been a wink. Mark made it easy to study his body, though. He sat back and spread his legs. But he seemed annoyed that we’d been disturbed. The man sat on a high bench between us, towel open, as is customary in Germany. His exposed cock meant nothing. Although, this newcomer did have a wandering eye and a cheeky smile. Mark wasn’t playing ball; and after five long minutes, the newcomer got up and left, slamming the door shut.

“Look,” Mark began. “Sure, I’ve known guys who joined the society and within a year they’re a CEO or won an election. But you’ve gotta know, for every one man who makes it, twenty, thirty have tried and failed. You don’t get a second chance there, Peter.”

“So why do you stay in Berlin? Why at this job?” I asked, bypassing the awkward question he didn't seem to want to answer. If he had tried and failed, why was he still here?

“Because after three months of probation, you get an extra ten percent on your starting salary. After a year, another fifteen. In six months I’ll have paid off my student loans. In another year I’ll have enough for a down payment on a ranch in Colorado. Don’t get me wrong, this job is amazing. Berlin is…well, it’s a lot. Everything you could ever want and more. All I’m saying is don’t ruin your experience here with this weird-ass cult. There’s so many ways to have fun in this city, you don’t need to make so many…sacrifices.”

I looked at him in the whole. He was truly an Adonis. Or a statue of Antinous, a living replica of the one uncovered at Delphi. Broad, spotless shoulders carved into a wide, chiseled chest. A full pelt of stomach muscles, but not in a gross, artificial way like so many men who lived at the gym and pumped themselves full of steroids. Mark leaned back against the hot wooden wall, the V-line of his abdomen inviting my eyes down to the perfectly shaved cock now resting against his thigh. 

“I’m going to Berghain tomorrow night, why don’t you come with me?” Mark said.

“Isn’t that the famous club that’s like impossible to get into?”

“Yeah,” Mark grinned, “but I don’t go to the straight one.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. There’s a gay version downstairs.” I tried not to act like I’d been right about Mark all along. “There’s still a lot of kinky fun to be had, believe me. Tomorrow is naked night.”

“Naked?”

“Well, you can keep your shoes on. But yeah, everyone’s naked. Fifteen hundred hot as fuck guys in an underground club. Bro, this is Berlin. There’s hot kinky sex to be had everywhere. You don’t need to join some weird cult where you’ve got to…” He stopped himself. In fact, he looked scared. Now I leaned forward.

“Got to what?”

Mark gulped painfully hard in the dry heat of the sauna. He was sweating, and not just from the temperature. He shook his head and ran an anxious hand through his hair. Suddenly, I was afraid for him.

“I won’t say a word to anyone,” I assured him. “Not to Tomas or Karl.”

“Karl’s still around?” Mark asked, surprised.

“Well, yeah. He’s married to Tomas.” 

Mark raised his eyebrows high and smirked. 

“I guess I really should pay more attention at work. I can’t say too much. And honestly, I don’t even know the whole story. But you’re not dumb, Peter. Think about it. This is a two-thousand-year-old cult who worship the boy-toy of a deranged Roman Emperor. They live by a very different set of rules than us.”

“What do you mean ‘rules’? Like secrecy?” Mark bit his lip. He was right, I wasn’t dumb, but I was happy to play the part to squeeze some more out of him.

“Like choice, Peter. You and me, we get to decide who we wanna have sex with, right? I mean fuck, we’re both pretty good-looking guys.” Mark made an obvious glance down my own body. “And to be perfectly fucking honest, I know what I like to do in bed. I know what guys I like.” Again, the eyes. His tongue licking dry, parched lips. “I don’t need to join some fucked-up society where every aspect of choice is taken away from me.”

Suddenly the door opened again. Mark slammed his mouth shut. Two men came in this time, both loudly talking German to each other. We waited another few minutes as the men de-toweled, sat down and kept up their vibrant chat. I thought through everything Mark had said. How it added a splash of color to what I already knew about the Antinous Society. Tomas wasn’t in chastity by choice. His keyholder, whoever that was, had decided he was an alpha male stud who needed to be broken. Karl was his husband, yet was constantly on the prowl for cock, and encouraged to do so by Tomas. I wondered about Mark and Karl’s past. I had so many more questions, but the loud Germans laughing and the now silent Mark made it clear he had nothing more to say.
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