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No More Safe Words

 

 

I walked across Alexanderplatz on a gently warming morning. The coffee in my hand a sobering reminder from last night’s dungeon games, giving enough distance with every caramel-flavored sip to leave me wondering if it wasn’t some erotic fever dream. Last night’s conversation with Lukas proof enough the Antinous Society was real, and I was as close as ever to getting everything I’d ever dreamed of, so Karl and Tomas promised. As I waited to cross the street out of the square, a text from Tomas added yet more proof I was truly one of the final two:

You did well last night. Good luck for the final round!

Through the window of a Starbucks, I watched two men share coffee and a scone. A couple, for sure. One buttered the scone and handed half to his partner, who planted a kiss on the man’s cheek. On vacation, I figured. Berliners didn’t eat breakfast. And certainly not at Starbucks in Alexanderplatz. Berliners had black coffee and a cigarette at most. That could have been Noah and I in a few years, if I hadn’t left my ex back in London. A plane flew overhead. Going home was as easy as that. I could say goodbye to Berlin and its underground sex scene at a moment’s notice, and be back home in North London by dinner time. Nor did I have any doubt Noah would be round to see me within five minutes of a text message. 

But Berlin would never leave me. Every time I thought my desires had been filled, each time I figured my “try anything once” hunger had been sated, another window peeked behind the corner of the curtain of delightful sleaze. Deeper, I’d fallen, deeper into the city’s underground. In Berlin it was so close to the surface. I walked past a leather fetish shop, then another Starbucks. The uber-sexualized second city hiding in plain sight, right here for the tasting. 

I wondered if I could exist in Berlin like Mark, my American workmate at the Deutschland Heute newspaper. The Antinous Society had been revealed to him, with all its ancient mysteries and dark rituals. He’d failed to gain entry, like so many others. Or perhaps he’d said no. Signing ownership away over one’s body was not for him, even if it came with a black metal credit card and lifetime membership of a secret society of the richest, most powerful gay men ready and willing to make your dreams come true. Could Mark and I be a couple in a window sharing a scone? He’d drink at Starbucks. He came into work with one all the time. Two, actually. He always brought me my favorite. 

I cut down a side street; a shortcut to the U-Bahn. The same route I always took on my way to work. And I texted Mark:

Fancy a Starbucks?

I smiled as I slipped my phone into my pocket, catching my reflection in the back of a black van parked, no, blocking the exit of the side street ahead. There was no way out. The van’s engine was running, so I practiced the German in my head for get your fucking van out of the—

The back door opened into me. I stumbled as three heavy men dressed in black, faces covered in balaclavas like terrorists, dived out of the back. I didn’t even get off a hey as a ball gag was jammed into my mouth. Even getting abducted in Berlin involved sex toys. I still screamed, for all the good it would do. The sounds came out as loud muffles for no one to hear. One of the men pulled my arms behind my back and slammed cold metal handcuffs on. I kept waiting for the punch in the face or the taser shot. Even a kick in the knee. But none came, as if they’d been ordered to not harm a hair on my head. Somehow it made me more afraid. 

The roughing up came when the back door was held open and I was nudged to enter. I still had two good feet, and turned to run. Hands grabbed me, wrapping around my chest as I struggled with every ounce of energy I had. It made no difference though, I was thrown into the back of the van and landed next to an equally bound and struggling man on the floor. Next to Lukas. This fucking Antinous Society, I thought as the men slammed the doors shut, the van revved up and sped away into the Berlin morning.

When he saw me, the terror in his eyes turned to anger. As if this was my fault. I threw back the same. It most likely was one of our faults, but I blamed him. If he hadn’t existed, I’d have been able to knock out the final blow last night; fuck my way into the proper Antinous Society trials, instead of exhausting myself competing with Lukas in the pre-qualifiers. 

We both squealed as the van hit a speed bump and we flew up, then landed hard. I whacked my chin and bit my tongue. I tasted blood, which turned into enough spit to push the ball gag out my mouth.

“I quit!” I said, panting from the floor. “I surrender. Eh…ego deditionem,” I said, remembering the Latin phrase from the twisted games at the Antinous Society dinner. The one where the men who wanted to join the society had no right to say no to whichever man wanted them. That’s what lay ahead of me, and I didn’t want it. Not anymore. I wanted to be like Mark. To sit in an office at a job I didn’t care about, get paid well, go to clubs, maybe even be with Mark. Normality. To sit in a Starbucks, not be kidnapped off the street. I might wonder for the rest of my life, but right now, lying face first on a van floor next to the one true enemy I’d made in my life, I wanted out.

The three hooded men just laughed. Then one kicked me in the ribs.

“There’s no way out, dumb fuck.”

“Yeah,” said another from Lukas’s side. He kicked him as well. “It’s all in your contract. Take it up with the boss man.”

“Take me to him and I will! Now!”

“Where d’you think we’re going? But the boss man’s got some instructions. You can’t just show up like this, all a mess.”

“Yeah,” agreed the third one. Now they moved closer to us, and Lukas started to struggle again. “We gotta get you prepared.”

The ball gag was firmly re-affixed in my mouth, the strap tightened around my head. But the two men on my side leaned over me. They were going for Lukas. He struggled like a worm pinned on a dissection board. He smacked me with bound arms, knocking me so hard I had to roll away to save myself from any more blows. The three hooded men were strong. Now they let the full force of their strength be seen. Crouching over Lukas they flipped him around so he landed on his back; on his handcuffed hands. He cried out in pain. The men focused on his trousers. One sat on his legs, while the other two pawed at his belt with their gloved hands, finally yanking down his jeans with the belt still buckled. The underwear came off too. The two men stood back, laughing, while the third sitting on his legs took pictures with a Polaroid camera. Pictures of a helpless Lukas, red and sweaty from struggling, his soft dick flopped against his white thigh, a thicket of black hair flowing up his taut, powerful stomach.

Lukas was a specimen of a man. He could have found success in modeling, acting, porn or being a finance bro. Probably anything he’d put his mind to. He had the kind of body most men either wanted to have, or have inside them. But he’d chosen this path. The path of extraordinary power, extraordinary promise. Yet these men laughed as they took more snaps of the helpless young man, no doubt at the behest of our puppet master Richard.

“Get it on him,” the man sitting on his legs said. Lukas’s eyes flared. As did mine. The men took a box that was rattling on the van bench as we drove. I couldn’t see what they pulled out of it from my angle on the floor. But I assumed the worst. Especially when Lukas started crying no, no, no! through his ball gag. Only when they knelt down over his exposed crotch did I see it. And it turned my insides out as well. A chastity cage. I shivered at the thing I feared most in the world. Tomas had been forced by Richard to wear his for months. The once proud Turkish dom top of Berlin reduced to a cuck bottom who could only get off watching his husband get fucked. I knew how cruel Richard could be, and I feared this cage might never come off…at least one of us. Lukas seemed to fear the same thing, judging by his thrashing on the floor.
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