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Chapter 1
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“So here we are again, Mr. Loredon.” Victor adjusted his black latex gloves, stretching them and letting them snap back against his wrists. He smirked at his bound victim. “I’ve been generous the past few days, but I’m losing my patience. Gentle persuasion and niceties won’t cut it anymore. Now the situation calls for a more...firm touch.” He grabbed Nick by the jaw. “What did you get me for our anniversary?”

Nick willed his smile to be less delighted and more smug. He clenched his fists, flexing his forearms against the restraints of his bondage chair. Russel and James had generously given them the chair as a Christmas gift, and due to Nick’s fondness for interrogation fantasies, it quickly became his favorite piece of furniture in the dungeon, surpassing even the Saint Andrew’s Cross.

“Not telling,” he said in a sing-song voice that was muffled slightly by Victor’s grip.

Victor had indeed been trying for days to get Nick to drop a hint about his gift. Last year, they had exchanged both their anniversary and birthday gifts on the same day, since Nick’s birthday was a month before their anniversary and Victor’s was only a few weeks after. They planned to do the same this year, except Nick had casually mentioned he wanted to combine them into one especially good gift, then refused to elaborate. Dangling such a juicy secret in front of Victor meant his partner would try anything to get him to reveal it.

When pleading, bargaining, and bribing hadn’t worked, Victor had practically dragged Nick down to his basement sex dungeon, strapped him to the chair, locked his cock into a cage, and began the interrogation. Sometimes he would gel and comb his honey-blond hair into a supervillainous slicked-back style, but today it was barely in its usual side part. Rather than the calm and collected villain, he was half-mad with curiosity. “That ironclad will of yours has a weak spot somewhere,” Victor growled. “And I intend to find it.”

All the tools Victor needed were laid out neatly on a nearby table. First, Victor took a glass of ice, the exterior dripping with condensation. He pressed the glass to Nick’s balls. Nick reflexively tensed and shuddered. The cold made his whole body lock up and for a moment he couldn’t breathe. He squirmed, but his legs were bound as tightly as his wrists. His cock retreated back into its cage, where a moment ago it had been straining for release.

“I’ll accept a hint,” Victor said.

“No,” Nick replied, his throat tight. He took short quick breaths through his mouth. His balls were now hiding somewhere near his liver to get warm again.

Victor removed an ice cube from the glass. He rolled it over in his gloved hand. “I wonder how long this would take to melt inside you,” he said, eyeing Nick’s asshole.

Nick shrunk into the chair, struggling to close his thighs, which only pressed the frigid glass closer to him. There were many things he could tolerate, and many things they had tried over the past couple years, but he had never taken an ice cube up his ass and something told him he wouldn’t enjoy it. “Not long enough to have an effect on me,” he said boldly, though he shivered from the chill emanating up his core.

“Perhaps not.” Instead, Victor pressed the ice against Nick’s chest, rubbing it from nipple to nipple until they both stood at full attention. Nick could see what was coming next, and while he knew he wouldn’t like it, he also knew he could handle it. Victor secured the nipple clamps with care. He twisted one and grinned at Nick’s yelp.

When Victor twisted it harder, Nick exclaimed, “Rabbit!” Victor, respecting their established slowword, let go of the clamp, whispered a quick apology, then said in his dom voice, “I can see you starting to crack. Let me see if I can wedge that crack open some more...”

Victor had selected a wide variety of toys. It was a familiar tactic, planned to throw Nick off so he wouldn’t know which one Victor would use. Victor hovered his hand over a few before grabbing a thick curved dildo with large ridges. He coated it generously with lube. “You brought this upon yourself,” he said.

“Worth it,” Nick replied. His body heat was counteracting the cold of the glass, to the point where he was almost comfortable.

However, the glass returned to the table. Victor stood between Nick’s legs so he could hold Nick’s thighs open. Nick readjusted himself in the chair to better expose his asshole.

“Oh, you’re all enthusiastic about it now,” Victor said, “but you’ll be begging for a way to end it soon.” He eased one of his gloved fingers inside Nick, then a second, then a third, each in rapid succession but gradual enough to properly prepare his hole. “This is the last time I’m going to ask nicely, then I’ll let my little friend here have a turn with you.”

Nick smirked. “Okay, one hint.”

Victor blinked in disbelief. His fingers temporarily halted, the middle one pushed right against Nick’s prostate. “Alright, let’s hear it.”

Nick’s smile stretched across his flushed face. “You’re really going to like what I got you.”

“...That’s it?”

“Yep. That’s all I’m telling you.”

Victor sighed. “Shame.” He withdrew his fingers and shoved the first couple inches of the dildo into Nick’s ass. Nick tensed again. The last time he had taken this particular toy, he had been bent over on a bed. Taking it while sitting down was rougher, even with all the lube Victor had used and the preparatory foreplay.

“Anything else you would like to share?” Victor asked.

Nick clenched his jaw and shook his head. Victor retracted the toy a fraction of an inch, then forced it halfway in. Nick squealed behind his tight lips.

“What was that?” Victor said, leaning his ear towards Nick.

“I love you,” Nick croaked.

Victor smiled, half genuinely and half maliciously. “I’m sure you do, in which case you should just tell me what you got me!”

Nick shook his head again, so Victor pushed the rest of the dildo up his ass. Despite the pain, Nick’s cock leaped back to straining against its confines. The toy was putting an oddly pleasant pressure on Nick’s prostate, as well as an unpleasant pressure on his lower back, and the dual sensation was something Nick had come to appreciate during his time in Victor’s Silk Dungeon. Even so, he was reaching his limit, and he hoped Victor could see that.

“Comfortable, I take it?” Victor asked facetiously.

“Could be more so,” Nick replied, swallowing a whimper. “But you could yank my tongue out through my ass and I still wouldn’t tell you anything.”

Victor clicked his tongue. “Well, if I can’t get you to talk, might as well use your mouth for something else...” He unzipped his pants and kicked them off to one side. His cock wasn’t fully hard yet, but it definitely wasn’t flaccid. Nick’s own cock struggled inside its cage at the sight of its partner. As enthusiastic as Nick was, the dildo was causing him more discomfort than he liked. He tugged at his wrist straps and darted his eyes downward.

“Ah, I see,” Victor said. “I guess you don’t need that anymore.” He carefully withdrew the dildo, slowly enough to let Nick feel every ridge hit his prostate along the way. Nick moaned and grunted. With every sound Victor’s cock twitched and grew a little more. By the time Victor had extracted the toy he was almost completely erect.

Nick panted and licked his lips. “Who knows? Maybe if you reach far enough, you’ll dislodge a secret from my throat.”

“Excellent idea,” Victor said. He undid Nick’s straps, then grabbed him by his hair. “On your knees,” he growled.

“Yes, sir,” Nick said with a grin. He was sore, but he had walked out of the dungeon with worse. On top of that, Victor hadn’t gotten the information he wanted, which meant he might try something like this again sometime in the week before their official anniversary celebration. No matter how many orgies he and Victor scheduled, he always felt giddy when the appointed day approached, and this time everyone was invited for a whole weekend of fun and festivities. Just thinking about it made Nick uncontrollably horny. He grabbed Victor by the hips and took his boyfriend’s cock down to the base.

Victor gasped softly. “Fffuck, you’re eager today.”

Nick kissed Victor’s shaft and said, “Thinking of the look on your face when you see what I got you, and what you’ll do with it...”

“Oh, you fucking bastard.” Victor rammed his cock back into Nick’s mouth. “You either tell me what you got or you get me off. Or both. Both would be good.”

Smiling around his mouthful, Nick sucked hard on Victor’s cock and sensually caressed Victor’s inner thigh. Victor moaned, his knees buckling. He braced himself against the arms of the bondage chair and thrust into Nick’s throat. Nick was almost knocked over backwards, but he tightened his grip on Victor’s ass and didn’t stop sucking until Victor whimpered, “I’m gonna cum! I’m—Oh, Nick, I’m gonna...” Nick barely managed to pull away in time, allowing Victor to spray on his face.

“My turn?” he asked.

Victor took a few deep breaths, still clutching the chair for support. “You don’t get a turn,” he said. “If you told me what you got me, I would have gladly gotten you off first, but you decided to be obstinate, so you have to wear the cage for the rest of the day.”

Nick cocked an incredulous eyebrow. That was one of his limits, and not only was Victor a caring dom who only pushed Nick as far as Nick allowed, there was enough passive aggressive sarcasm in Victor’s tone that Nick was almost one hundred percent certain he was just being petty. “Yeah, no.” He sat back on his heels and freed himself. As he stroked his cramped cock for a bit of relief, he licked at the cum trickling down his face. “It’s only another few days,” he said. “You’ll live. Besides, you got something out of me. Or rather, I got something out of you.”

“Ha ha,” Victor said. He slumped onto the floor next to Nick. “Fine, I’ll stop asking, but that means you don’t get to know what I got you either!”

“Wasn’t counting on you telling me. I happen to be patient. After all, I’ve had to wait an extra month for my birthday present. And, while I did enjoy it, eating my cake off your body didn’t count.” The memory made his cock harder, so Nick stroked it with a bit more vigor.

Victor snorted with a soft “Hmmph!” He leaned against Nick’s shoulder. “Sometimes you’re a pain, and it reminds me why I love you; no matter what awful or depraved things we do to each other, it’s always in each other’s best interest, whether we like it or not.”

Nick kissed the top of Victor’s head. “There you go. You’ll appreciate getting your present on our anniversary more when you know you’ve earned it.”

“That’s true.” Victor smiled and gently squeezed Nick’s balls. “And speaking of earning things...”

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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True to his word, Victor stopped trying to get information out of Nick. However, for the next few days whenever he and Nick talked over the phone or via text messages, he would end the conversation with something to the effect of, “By the way, can’t wait to see your reaction when you find out what I got you.” Nick rolled his eyes and pretended he didn’t care, but part of him was just as excited for his present as he was for the orgy.

Everyone was going to be staying at Victor’s for the weekend, since his house had an abundance of beds down in his basement sex dungeon. This meant Nick was at Victor’s house even more than usual helping him get everything ready. Several of the silk and satin sheets had to be swapped out for more practical linen sets, they needed extra guest soaps and shampoos for the bathroom, and it took two shopping trips to sufficiently stock Victor’s kitchen.

Nick was still at work when the first guests, Mike and Ivan, arrived, but Victor sent him a text.


Victor: It has begun.

Nick: I hope you aren’t having TOO much fun without me! I’ll be there in about an hour, so if you can hold it that long...

Victor: ;P I’ll see what I can do.



Lars and Alan were right on Nick’s tail as he pulled into Victor’s driveway. He gave them both hugs and friendly kisses. As always, he had to get up on his toes to hug Lars without mashing his face into the larger man’s chest. He had several fond memories of being pinned under those pecs though, and hoped to have at least one more by the time they were done. Victor came out to greet them as well, then helped Lars and Alan bring their stuff to the basement.

“Mike and Ivan are out for a walk, but they should be back soon,” Victor said.

Alan flopped onto a bed and combed his fingers through his short blond hair. “Bleh, I can’t even think about walking. I always get stiff after driving that long, and not in the fun way.” He put his arms out towards Lars. “Larshine, can I get some cuddles?”

Lars took Alan’s hands and got onto the bed with him. “Of course you can, babe.”

“Okay, we’ll leave you two here,” Victor said. He took Nick back up to the living room. His face drooped in disappointment. “William and Graham can’t come this weekend.”

“What?” Nick was heartbroken. He loved getting double-teamed by Victor and William, or letting William strap him to the spanking horse and go to town. “Are they okay?”

“Graham is sick, either a stomach bug or food poisoning or something, but he’s in no shape to be out and about, so William is going to play nurse and stay with him.”

“Aw, that’s sweet of him.” Nick sighed. “Could we put your laptop downstairs on a video call so they can join that way?”

Victor grinned. “You miss William’s thick cock that much? You know I’ve got just the thing if you do...”

Nick playfully tousled Victor’s hair. “You’ve got everything.”

“Well...not every everything.”

“Almost everything.”

“I’ve got everything we need, sort of.”

Nick gave his boyfriend a hug. “Yes, you do.”

The next message came from Peter.


Peter: omw from work with the new kids



While there had been a rule about not bringing gifts to the party—everyone was going to take turns cooking instead—Peter had insisted on making this second anniversary more special than last year’s by bringing along two of the other performers from the club where he worked. The five of them had met up once so Victor and Nick could both vet the new guys and see if they would be a good fit. It wouldn’t have been the first time someone brought along a non-partner participant to one of Victor’s all-male BDSM orgies, but it was the first time bringing another couple in. Nick had seen them perform on the nights he went to watch Peter with some of the other guys. They were hot on stage and still very attractive in their casual clothes when they talked at the cafe. They had been in a relationship for a while and were looking for new ways to play with each other. It would be interesting to see how they behaved during the actual event.

Peter had once again changed his hair since their last orgy three months ago. He had cut off what remained of the inky purple dye in his wavy blond hair and instead dyed a streak over his right temple forest green. He shimmied up to the house, showing off his lithe dancer’s body. “What uuup?” he half-sang. Shaking his hips he added, “Everybody’s favorite toy is heeere!” He gestured to the two men coming up the walkway behind him. “And he brought friends!”

Nick waved to Joey and Marco. “Hey! Glad you made it!” Joey had seemed very on the fence about everything during their meet-up, and Nick had wondered whether it was enough to counter Marco’s clear enthusiastic curiosity about everything. They both looked nervous and excited, so Nick played the casual host and offered them a glass of water or soda or whatever they might want.

Marco moved with the same grace he had on stage; even the way he put his hand to his chin pensively seeming like a dance move. He combed two fingers through the front of his short dark beard that faded elegantly to stubble by his ears. “I wouldn’t mind a water, if it’s not too much trouble,” he said.

Joey, half a step behind Marco and craning his neck to peer into the living room window with eyes that almost matched his black hair, turned to Nick only long enough to shake his head. “I’m fine, thanks,” he said. He continued what Nick assumed was a search for the other guests. There was a nervous air about him, a stiffness that contrasted Marco’s fluid motions. His already prominent cheekbones stood out more than Nick remembered, probably because he had been smiling more at the cafe. Right now, he was trying hard to hide how overwhelmed he was, but Nick knew the feeling well enough from his own first time in the dungeon a couple years ago. All the more reason for Nick to be especially welcoming and courteous.

Alan was in the kitchen grabbing sodas out of the pantry when everyone walked in. His full lips curled into a mischievous smile. “Ah, so this is the fresh meat, huh?” He eyed Marco and Joey appraisingly. “Alright, alright, good find, Peter. See you two in the dungeon.” He winked and headed back down with the drinks.

“Don’t mind Alan,” Nick said. “He gets excited for these and sometimes he starts acting bratty before he’s even in a harness. Lars will handle him for you if he gets too annoying though.”

“Lars will handle anyone you ask him to,” Victor added. “He works security and does some bouncer gigs on the side, so if you feel uncomfortable and need someone to tell the other person to knock it off, Lars is your guy.”

“He’s also the only one of us that never subs,” Nick said. “He’ll suck dick as a kind of service top thing, but otherwise...eh, y’know what, I’ll let everyone speak for themselves.”

Victor nodded. “We’ll definitely do some introductions, maybe an icebreaker or something. We’re waiting on two more to arrive though.” He checked his phone. “James is the one who’s been texting me, which means Russel is driving. Either they’ll be here in the next five minutes or Russel’s gonna get pulled over for something and we’ll be here all afternoon.”

Fortunately, it was the former. Russel’s shiny black sedan pulled up as Mike and Ivan turned the corner back onto Victor’s street. Nick whispered a quick warning to their new attendees that if they thought Alan was forward, they ought to brace themselves for Ivan. Both Mike and Ivan offered to help get Russel’s and James’ bags out of their car, but the last of their guests were already doing some master/slave foreplay. It was a common practice of theirs. Normally, James was a cunning and driven businessman, the head of his department and in charge of half a dozen other employees. Behind closed doors, however, he was as submissive and obedient as they came, happy to do whatever Russel asked. Today, that meant carrying both their duffel bags and a backpack down into the basement.

While all that was going on, Ivan lived up to Nick’s warning and immediately cornered Marco and Joey with questions. Though Nick would never admit it openly for the sake of keeping peace within the group, Ivan was his least favorite because he reminded Nick of his most obnoxiously nosey coworkers.

“Is this really your first foray into kink?” Ivan asked, leaning one arm casually against the wall by the new couple. Even without standing up straight, his tall Icelandic build made him imposing. Joey shuffled a subtle half-step further behind Marco.

His contrast in every way, Mike came up and put a dark-skinned arm around Ivan’s waist. “Honey, be nice,” he said. Ever since the pair had arrived at last year’s Halloween costume-themed orgy as opposing king chess pieces, it was all Nick could think of when he saw them side by side: two strong figures keeping each other in check. They both had a habit of asking intrusive questions sometimes, though one would usually stop the other from taking it too far.
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