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I can’t do this.

We’ve only just entered the club, walked down the stairs, haven’t even got to the coat check at the bar, but this feeling in my gut is… What? What is it?

The half dark and bar lights, the men standing around, talking or checking each other out, voices raised against the thumping background music. And this feeling in my gut is—a thread, yanking me back to the first time I ever set foot in a gay bar. Standing here now, full-grown man, the years of experience and confidence I’ve built up are wiped away like all that time didn’t matter. Overwhelmed and exposed, desire laid bare to be judged.

I’d assumed tonight would be a fetish night, and tho there are a few guys stripped to the waist, one or two stripped down to their underwear, everyone else is dressed in their street clothes. And I see them, looking at him in his leather chaps and jeans, and looking at me, more like them, in plain jeans and T-shirt, except for what I’m wearing round my neck: the leather collar he put on me.

He’d said the walk from the apartment to the club was only five minutes. He either lied or got lost; we took the long scenic route. He took us through the busiest, well-lit streets of a Friday night in the city, so the collar round my neck could be seen by everyone and anyone who cared to look. And with him walking beside me—the sheer fucking leather horniness of him—I felt obvious and on show. By the time we got to the club, my brain felt fried and exhausted.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see him watching me, and I know my panic is starting to show.

“I have to go.”

“Go?”

“I have to leave, I have to go—”

I stop myself from saying home because that would make me sound like a child, even tho that’s where I want to be.

“I want to go back to the apartment.”

“I don’t.”

He takes a slight step away from me, looks me up and down, and waits for me to admit—

“I can’t do this. Can I have the key?”

“To the apartment?”

There’s a small padlock on the collar; he has that key too.

“Yes, the apartment key. Can I—?”

“No.”

“But I want—”

“I don’t want to leave. There’s only one key, and I’m not giving it to you. I’m not going to waste my night wondering if you’ll still be awake to let me in or if you’d even still be there when I get back.”

“So what am I—?”

“You have your phone and your wallet. If you want to leave, find somewhere else to stay.”

“But—”

Is this it?

“My bag is at the apartment.”

“You can pick it up in the morning.”

Our first proper meet, ending like this. 

I touch the collar.

“But what about—?”

“The key’s back at the apartment.”

“So I have to wear it? I can’t take it off if I leave?”

He shrugs.

“It’s leather. It’s not metal, it’s not welded on. If you want to take it off, you’ll take it off.”

I see it all fall away. 

The engulfment of me, by him, that I’d willingly stepped into, gone. 

Nothing’s keeping me here; he’s not keeping me here. I could leave, get a room in one of those dingy hotels round the station, stay there, get my bag in the morning, get the train home, all done, all doable—and it’s horrible to imagine. 

He steps back towards me, hooks two fingers under the collar, pulls my face close to his.

“Twelve hours wearing my collar—that was the deal. I’m not the one going to break it.”

There’s a long bench attached to the wall to the side of the stairs we came down. He walks over and takes a seat, sits there, watching me, with his hands on his knees, legs wide apart, heavy boots planted solidly on the ground. And I know that position. It’s how he sat in the chair in the apartment earlier this evening. 

*

He’d buzzed me in, I’d dropped my bags at the door, and he’d walked over to the chair by the desk he was working at. He’d beckoned me towards him and pointed to the space between his legs. Still wearing my jacket, still a little out of breath from the stairs, I’d walked over and knelt between his legs. He took the collar off the desk and buckled it round my neck, took the small padlock and snapped that shut on the buckle. 

That was about four hours ago: 6:00 pm Friday, the start of the twelve hours.

He’s sitting in that same position now on the bench by the stairs in the club. 

My panic hasn’t gone, but there’s something just on the edge of that feeling now—the thought that maybe the panic might not matter.

He doesn’t beckon, he doesn’t point, and I walk over and kneel between his boots. He raises my chin with his hand, lowers his face close to mine.

“Good boy.”

*

We met on a naturist website. 

Proper naturists would probably baulk at the idea of that website being in any way associated with the term naturist, but the emphasis was on getting naked more than anything else, in showing off the naked (male) body, sometimes leading to actual naked meets, which pretty much always ended in some kind of sex.

I landed on his profile first, I think. We lived in different areas, far enough apart to make a casual hook-up unlikely, and given the way the website worked, listing the profiles nearest to you first, it was just chance one time when he was travelling to my city, or through my city, his profile popped up as ‘nearby’ and I clicked on it.

He was pretty much my wank fantasy.

He says it himself on his profile, ‘rugby build gone to seed’. Still muscular, but now with a softness, which I guess wasn’t there before, and the start of a firm round belly, where I suppose there used to be abs. The hairy pecs and stomach got my attention first—the main pic he uses that appears as his avatar in the profile listing. All that dark hair, with the occasional fleck of grey, all across his full muscular torso. He clippered it sometimes, I saw—I studied—showing off more of his definition whilst still showing off how hairy he was. And then a face pic: a thick, neat moustache and stubble, close-cropped hair with more flecks of grey coming thru, and dark eyes staring straight out. 

On the website, you can see who looks at your profile, and the next day I saw he’d looked at mine. I looked at his again and then…nothing. 

I’d marked him as a favourite and every so often I’d look again at his pictures and click thru to his profile: fifty-four, a top, six foot three, into—but that part was blank, other than that line about his rugby build and a generic remark: ‘just looking to see what’s about’. New pictures would pop up occasionally, more torso and face shots, some of him in briefs, another face pic, but never any cock pics. Just a bulge and the edge of the full dark bush of his pubic hair. 

When I would look at his profile, later that day or the next day, I’d always see he’d looked at mine. But no messages exchanged. 

I think I’d maybe met two guys thru the website at that point, after years of being on it, so for nothing to come of this back and forth of profile viewings wasn’t a surprise. And anyway, the main reason I stayed on the site was the cam room.

I was an infrequent cammer but frequent enough, enjoyed it enough, to keep my profile active. And that’s where things really began with him.

I was on there one evening with my camera on public, stroking along with the other guys, multiple cam windows opened on my laptop. There’s a list of names to the side of the main chat window, which shows the names and avatars of all the guys in chat, specifies all the guys with their cameras set to public, and all the guys who are viewing your cam. Anyone marked as a favourite appears at the top of that list. And that evening, he did.

I clicked on his avatar to bring up his camera window and there he was: sitting at his computer, stripped to the waist, adjusting the bulge in his grey joggy bottoms, turning his face from the computer screen to look straight down the lens of the webcam.

Some guys on the site, on cam, show face but no cock, some it’s cock but no face. I’m in the small group that show both face and cock, and it’s long past being a big deal for me. But right then, with him looking at me—and I checked the list at the side, he’d clicked on my cam, the same as I’d clicked on his—I felt caught and exposed. He kept staring down the lens as he stretched in his seat, his hairy chest expanding as he raised his arms, sat back casually with his hands behind his head, showing off the dark of his pits.

I stopped wanking and sat there with my dick in my hand, staring back. There it all was from those profile pics that I’d clicked on so many times, all right there live on the screen, and I couldn’t take my eyes off his.

He smirked.

He leaned forward and started typing. 

A private chat window opened up with a ping on my screen—

: looking good

I stared back up into his cam window, back up into his eyes watching and waiting for my response—

: thanks, you too

It was the only and quickest thing I could think of.

The chat window pinged again—

: let me get a better look move your laptop further away 

I’d been sitting up in bed with the laptop to my side, giving a sort of three-quarter view: most of my face, my upper body and cock, and the tops of my thighs. 

: okay

I pushed the laptop further away to the side, so the camera took in all of my head and more of my legs. Is that what he wants? Before I have a chance to ask—

: no good better if you move to the floor

It feels like a rebuke. And I’m not naïve; I know when I’m being led, but still. There’s still that moment of: Will I? Who is this? Can I? 

But before I can or can’t, the chat window pings again—

: no? 

I pick up the laptop and move to the floor. I had a towel under me on the bed, I take that and kneel on it, in front of the laptop.

: good better but move back I want a better view

I do, and I can see myself in my chat preview window, kneeling on the floor, all of me in view, from my knees to over the top of my head.

: much better

but spread your knees

good wider

let me see you stroke your cock

slowly up and down

good nice and slow

There are still multiple cam windows open on my screen, but I’m looking only at his.

: that feel good?

I lean forward to type—

: yeah, so good

I close down all the other cam windows. I expand his cam window and his chat window, so it’s only him on my screen, and go back into position.

He watches his screen, then he looks squarely down his webcam, then watches his screen again.

: do you like me telling you what to do?

I lean forward to type out an answer, but before I can—

: say it

My mic is always open, but I never really use it, not many guys do. 

“Yes.”  

The word, my voice, sounds odd, suddenly there in the room with me.

: yes what?

I knew it was coming, along with the feeling of dread and the embarrassment; he must know this.

“Yes, Sir.” 

To say it out loud, in front of I don’t know who—I don’t check to see who or how many men are still watching my public cam—it feels like admitting defeat, admitting to the thing I want most.

: good boy 

*

That first evening on cam he made me beg to be allowed to come.

On my knees, with two fingers inside myself, my cock gripped in my hand, the taste of my own precum in my mouth, balls aching from when he told me to pull on them, nipples as well from when he told me to tease them—he told me to beg to be allowed to come, and I did and he said no.

: time for bed no wanking boy

He smirked again, directly into his webcam, to me, at me, and closed down his camera, exiting chat.

I was still being watched. I’d been on cam for just under an hour. Where his cam window had been on my screen, I could now see the chat windows from other guys who had been watching, I’d heard them ping during, but I’d ignored them. I was still being watched, I was still turned on and wound up and desperate to come, I could stay on and find someone to watch, to watch me, I could—

I closed the laptop and went to bed.

*

There was a direct message from him the next day.

:cam Thursday 10pm
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