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    PART ONE




    



  




  

    Prologue




    Weak sunlight sprinkled with dancing dust motes filtered through the large shutters, and outside he could hear voices speaking in a guttural Spanish dialect. At first, he thought he was dreaming, then Tristan groaned from the stiffness in his limbs and, rolling over, became aware of a familiar perfume. He knew who that perfume belonged to. Only one woman wore it with such panache, and that was Saleema – the master’s daughter. ‘So, I didn’t dream it.’ He was surprised at the strength in his voice. ‘Your father was here last night and I’m a prisoner.’




    Saleema adjusted her robe around her shoulders. Coming out of the shadows, she wandered to the shuttered windows, throwing them wide open.




    ‘You are correct, Tristan. You’re my father’s captive. Get washed and dressed, you stink.’ Gone was the girl who had entertained him at her father’s home only a few short months back, and who he’d thought was his friend. This girl’s lips were set in a firm line and her expression was cold. ‘You’ll find all you need in here. When you’re ready, come downstairs. My father wants to talk to you.’




    Tristan rubbed the back of his neck then, sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he gave a gruff laugh. ‘Where am I?’




    ‘Somewhere where no one will find you. My father has moved you to the house of his ally, Antonio. Believe me, Astor will eventually get tired of searching and then he’ll forget you.’




    ‘You have a limited view of love,’ Tristan snarled bitterly.




    As Saleema strolled by, he grabbed the corner of her robe and drew her closer. ‘What’s got into you? I thought we were friends. Why are you buying into your father’s crazy game play?’ For an instant, he thought he detected a thawing in her icy attitude.




    ‘I told you once before. You don’t know how determined my father can be when he wants something; he will do literally anything. He always gets what he wants, even if it means a crazy stunt like this.’




    ‘You forget one thing,’ he said coolly. ‘I’m no longer simply Astor’s slave. I’m a new piece in a new jigsaw. Since my initiation I have a powerful place within the jeu.’




    In her Arabian beauty, Saleema was like a fierce tiger as she traced her thumb down his cheek. ‘You think that, do you? You really think that. You do not know what a dangerous and foolish game you’re tangled up in, Tristan. And …’ She was standing at the door. ‘Whatever you think, you’ll always be a prick-licking slave. You have to learn a new set of rules. They are my father’s rules.’




    ‘My obedience is to one person and one person only. Astor, the grand master of the jeu.’




    Saleema’s eyes were shining. ‘Astor is a man ruled by his own crazy paranoia. A man who believes in a dirty fable that can’t be proved. Soon, you will understand just what a maniac he is. Until then …’ She clicked the door shut behind her.




    It had been an act, he was sure of it. Tristan guessed that underneath her frozen exterior Saleema was being manipulated, and somehow she had become as much a prisoner of her father as he was.




    *               *                *




    Later, he bit his lip as he stood by the window, a bead of sweat trickling down his cheek as he listened to the rumble of traffic and the shouts of tradesmen; the thundering beat of salsa from a marriage or street party. The colonial apartment was old and striking. He’d guessed it belonged to Antonio Lupa – one of the last two remaining masters; a corrupt individual whose wealth was brought through extortion and perversion. This had been confirmed by the arrival outside of one of the delivery men who’d brought a van to the house that morning, loaded with fruit and vegetables. Tristan had overheard an interesting discussion between him and the young kitchen girl he’d fucked against the back wall. The girl, all giggles but eager, was bragging about her job at the lord of Havana’s house, Antonio. Tristan curled his fist around the wrought iron work which obscured the window, his knuckles white. There was no escape. The place was a veritable fortress.




    He wandered around the sumptuously appointed bedroom. Saleema had released his bonds so he could appreciate its luxury. The stunning en suite was opulent and equipped with every luxury, including a wardrobe sporting an array of loose and fashionable clothing. Still rubbing his sore head, he showered and pulled on a pair of pants and a shirt, then he turned the handle to the door, surprised to find it wasn’t locked. It was time to face the music.




    Smaller than Jummal’s Arabian palace, the house was beautifully appointed, with soaring white walls covered in fabulous artwork and tapestries. Glittering chandeliers hung from the high ceilings. However, it was also an impenetrable fortress. Antonio would need it, Tristan speculated. Besides being a corrupt BDSM master and owner of several seedy clubs, it was also rumoured that the man was into drugs and arms trafficking.




    Jummal was sitting in the vast lounge that looked into an unassailable courtyard with tall walls. He seemed relaxed as he fingered his fleshy lips.




    ‘Ah, Tristan,’ he exclaimed as Tristan strolled into the room. ‘Sit down. I’m sorry for the blow to your head, but you put up a spirited fight and we had to be rough to restrain you.’ He grinned salaciously. ‘I do like a boy with spunk.’




    Tristan sunk down in a heavily embellished Spanish wooden armchair. ‘This won’t work, Jummal. My master will find me. You know he will.’




    ‘I don’t think so.’ There was a look of amusement on Jummal’s face. ‘Astor is too busy struggling to salvage his business empire. It’s on the cusp of ruin, and at the moment that’s much more important than finding his lover. Yes, Tristan, it’s time to face those home truths. You are naïve and you believe love conquers all. You should know by now that mankind is always swayed by materialistic concerns. Love comes a poor second. Astor is a hedonist. He can’t live without power and wealth.’




    Tristan fought to control his emotions. Jummal was getting to him probably because, although he despised the man, he knew he didn’t lie. Jummal was a magician at cyber warfare. By this time, he would have hacked into Astor’s business system, rendering his stocks and bonds worthless. Tristan’s lips drew into a thin line as he remembered how furious Astor had been that, months ago, Jummal’s skilled hackers had – and just for the hell of it – managed to slip by his own skilful tech team.




    He gazed out at the courtyard. Perhaps Jummal was right and he, Tristan Lorde, wasn’t worth the fight and the loss of an empire. He rolled Astor’s ring on his finger. No, that wasn’t true, how could it be? He ought to realise that his master loved him beyond doubt. He was not simply a slave; he was part of the jeu’s history. What had happened to him recently had shaken his belief; that was all. ‘You reckon you rule the world, don’t you, Jummal?’ he retorted bravely. ‘But it’s like I told you. You underestimate love. You must know this little stunt won’t work. Let me go.’




    ‘Hah!’ Jummal burst out laughing. ‘I don’t think so, Tristan. Why not concede the fight? Sit back, relax, and allow my daughter to entertain you. Soon, you will see my form of slavery is infinitely preferable to Astor’s.




    The fateful day of the kidnapping, it had been a crisp New York winter’s afternoon. Snow had coated the sidewalks and the gleam of frost and ice garlanded the trees in Central Park – the place where he jogged each morning since he and Astor had made the capital their second home. Tristan had been smiling to himself, recalling the night before, which had been the culmination of a weekend celebrating his lover’s birthday. It had started with a lavish party at the Waldorf in the evening before moving on to Astor’s private penthouse, where a second, quieter party amongst close friends had been held. Tristan had had loads of surprises planned, the grandest being a moonlit feast on the couple’s private roof garden. Two large braziers had been set up and were punching out the heat, while a table laid with finest cut crystal had been set out on a table beneath a canopy, as the weather forecast foretold further snow. Sure as shit, it had been cold, but the scene with the whole of New York swathed in white and the roof garden strung with lanterns gave the event an unforgettable fairy tale air. Tristan adored his master and wanted to make his 50th birthday something to remember. He’d spent all day in the kitchen, determined to make a birthday cake, although Tristan would be the first to admit he was a hopeless cook. But it would be worth it just to see the expression on Astor’s face. It had been such fun as Olivia, Astor’s stunning blonde sister, had flicked flour at him, making the spectacular kitchen look like a bombsite.




    That night, his master had been happy to relax the strict rules of their bondage game and they kissed and caressed and ended up having punchy, no frills sex. For once, there were no fancy chastity devices or torture, just pure and simple seduction and good, skin-slicking sex. Astor was the consummate seducer and lover and a master of pain. Outside of his role of master, he could be inventive, tender, and even playful. No wonder Tristan couldn’t resist him and found him the sexiest man alive.




    It was during those moments that Tristan knew he was winning the battle for Astor’s heart. Yes, gradually the hard carapace was thawing and his master was drawing closer and closer to that moment when he’d at last confess his love. Everyone had told Tristan it would be impossible to make Astor love again, but Tristan knew no man’s heart could be so frozen that warmth couldn’t melt it. Since his initiation into the jeu the two of them seemed closer than ever, Tristan occupying a confusing place of sexual fantasy and love; being party to dark secrets of sex going back to the dawn of time and which, he had to admit, began to hold him tantalizingly in their grasp.




    ‘How does it feel being a proper prince and next in line to the throne?’ Astor had joked, as they both tumbled amongst the bedsheets. Sure, Tristan thought that was right. He was the prince, inheritor not of a pageant of noblemen but of the grand masters of the perverse jeu.




    ‘Cool,’ he replied. ‘I’m beginning to like it.’




    Astor had traced his face with his thumb. Cupping his balls, he slithered down Tristan’s body, hesitating as his hand slid around his slave’s cock ring. It was the gift Jummal, the Arab, had forced on Tristan when they visited the sheik’s palace a few months ago – a jewel-encrusted bauble worth a cool million bucks and which Astor insisted his slave wear now, to remind him how lusted after he was by the other masters of the once grand institution, but how it was he, Astor, who held Tristan’s actual chain of ownership. He sucked Tristan’s cock into his mouth, teasing him with his teeth as Tristan ground his hips into the bed and fought his climax.




    The next morning, groggy after too much champagne and the party, he’d laughed as Astor tried to drag him back onto the bed.




    ‘Come on, spoilsport, it’s early yet,’ Astor growled.




    ‘Hey, you know I’ve got to do my run. What is it you say about discipline?’ Tristan had quipped. Standing in the light from the window, he could see his reflection in the mirror. He looked like a young Greek god and Astor had propped himself up on one elbow and licked his lips as he watched him.




    ‘This morning of all mornings, Tristan, break your golden rule.’




    It had been so good, Tristan reflected. Astor had joined him in the shower, soaping his body as he ground his butt back into Astor’s chunky cock. Afterwards, he’d dressed in a sweatshirt and tracksuit bottoms and gone downstairs where he’d jumped on the spot on the sidewalk outside the apartment – warming up before jogging across the street and into the park. He hadn’t noticed a thing; well, why would he? Jummal’s flunkies were experts at their jobs and they’d bided their time. Tristan had been jogging down the path and under a bridge when two of them had come at him from opposite sides, knocking him off his feet.




    ‘Memories.’ Jummal muttered, eyes glistening, as Tristan was snapped back to the present. ‘You despise me, don’t you?’




    Of course he despised the man. Jummal had shattered his life and he hadn’t seen it coming.




    The Arab was grinning at him. ‘Tristan, Tristan, don’t glare at me as if you hate me. I’m hardly going to rape you or force your subservience. On the contrary, I want you to come to me willingly, and that may take a while. In time, though, I have no doubt you will desire me, and when that day comes I will give you what Astor has never and will never be able to give you. True love.’




    Tristan was incredulous. Did this corrupt man truly believe he could love anyone other than his master, Astor Kopalski? He must be crazy if he did.




    ‘And before you say anything,’ Jummal insisted, ‘I know about your initiation and I realise what Astor has planned for you. But, that changes nothing. In my view you will always be the perfect slave.




    Tristan was grasping the arms of the chair so tightly his knuckles were white. So, it was true that Jummal was as twisted as they said. The jeu had always attracted men with passion, weird dreams and desires; parasites who clung to the occult teachings they’d manipulated to suit their own purposes, sucking from the ancient game of slavery what they most craved so they could appease their obsessions. He could clearly see the dangers it harboured and how the system of mastership, which had been so closely guarded in the beginning, had become so corrupt. Jummal would never be a man to live beneath the thumb of the original principles of the jeu. He had abused it, as had so many of the other modern masters. What was it Astor had called him and the other last remaining master, Antonio? Loose canons in the mighty mechanism of a game of which they had no true understanding – unlike the first masters. Not like the legendary Abarak and Konstantine. Abarak had been a man like Saladin: a warrior and yet more than a simple warrior – an alchemist magician and ardent seducer who had understood the arts of seduction so well they said that simply one touch from his fingers sent his slaves into oblivion.




    Jummal licked his lips and hoisted himself to his feet. ‘Feel free to explore.’ Leaning down as he passed Tristan, he patted him on the shoulder. ‘And don’t even think of escaping because escape is impossible. Now, you belong to me.’


  




  

    Chapter One




    The music ebbed away as the soprano’s sweet chords echoed around the vast hall and the crowd began to murmur in appreciation of a terrific performance. Astor was stroking Tristan’s wrist, sliding his fingers into his hand and circling his palm. He knew just how to turn him on and start that unmistakable prickle at the base of his slave’s spine.




    ‘Hans has no finesse. He does not understand the finer rules of the game. He’s offered me a king’s ransom for you and that’s so blatantly crass,’ Astor murmured.




    A slave did not question anything his master said. Tristan felt a gnawing sensation in the pit of his stomach. It was at moments like this he realised how much he was changing and how drawn into Astor’s world he had become. The last few weeks had pointed out to him he was living the life of a modern-day slave, acting out a part in a clandestine world both sinister and tantalizing. Sex, love, power, all were encapsulated within the jeu’s bubble of secrecy and cryptic codes of slavish behaviour; codes which separated him from the world he’d once known and which were more sinister than any cult. He was a true submissive discovering secrets about himself he never knew he possessed, realising he had licentious desires which required satiating and which in turn led him to want to learn more about the depraved network of sex-hungry men he had become a part of.




    Astor’s Russian home, Bryanska, had always been the true home of the cult called the jeu. When he’d first gone there, Astor had shown him the grand library and the weighty books containing the salacious history of a minute handful of special men. The recollections detailed each development and master in the jeu, from the time Konstantine Kopalski returned – transformed from his experiences in the Crusades – to the modern day. There was a weirdo, if ever there was one, Tristan speculated. Konstantine, believed dead, had reappeared out of thin air having become a sex-crazed dilettante. He brought back with him the teachings of the original jeu, from the East. The young nobleman had vanished during the Crusades and had supposedly been taken captive by the infamous sexual barbarian, Abarak, or as he preferred to be called, the Leopard – a man considered the very personification of the devil.




    Konstantine, the son of a count, had always had insatiable sexual appetites and was considered a misfit in his father’s eyes. His craving for male flesh had been the scourge of his young life, which he’d spent in perverse dalliances that threatened to bring shame on his family. After one particularly devastating love affair, and in an attempt to try and regain his father’s love and admiration, he’d set out for the Crusades intending to cover himself in glory. As it happened, Konstantine’s feminine nature turned out to be his blight, for he couldn’t lift a sword to take a man’s life. Finally, unable to bear the bloodshed any longer, he had bided his time, deserted, and was in due course taken prisoner by the Leopard.




    Once back in Europe, Konstantine, a handsome, well-dressed man of means, had become the talk of society as he indulged in his lewd lifestyle, spending the rest of his life on a quest chasing thrills as he searched for a boy to be his perfect slave.




    The last few weeks had been like a dream for Tristan, as he and Astor travelled Europe together and Tristan was drawn deeper and deeper into Astor’s network of wealthy, slave-owning contacts. These men were not true masters of the jeu like Astor, but weak pretenders to the throne; men without the backbone to follow its true philosophy. Astor was quick to point out that there were now only three genuine masters left, one of which Tristan would soon meet. These eminent, well thought-of personalities led two distinct lives: the life they shared with their families and business associates, and that of the jeu – the search for the perfect slave. The jeu was far from a rich man’s BDSM club, because over it all hung a shroud of black magic and superstition dating back centuries, and perpetrated by the shadowy priest, Romanov. Men had engaged in games of bondage and slavery for centuries, but the members of this elite brotherhood existed in strict secrecy similar to a religious medieval cult, and some of their beliefs were as crude. Throughout history, the jeu’s members had always been prime movers and shakers. Men culled from the financial elite, moviemakers, top consultants, politicians, even kings and princes.




    Astor’s idea had been for Tristan to familiarise himself with the remaining elite of the European clan and the escapade had been like a fairy tale, as the ancient theme of the grand tour had been brought to life and they’d enacted it like the true gentlemen they were. They had visited famous opera houses, ancient, echoing palaces, attended masquerade balls and opulent dinner parties, and enjoyed the finest hospitality from Astor’s network of covert international contacts, who even went so far as to show the two visitors their secret rooms and items of titillation. These defied belief, and Tristan felt he had been pitched back into medieval society as he witnessed an ancient lifestyle where men behaved according to a completely different set of rules.




    Everyone was eager to see the new slave who was creating such a stir and Tristan was flattered by his reception. He’d been fêted, not so much as Astor’s slave but an equal – enjoying the parades of boys owned by these men and witnessing the archaic methods of slavery, as in medieval dining halls men used their high-tech computers to indulge in a slave-bidding frenzy for their own amusement. The modern slaves were handsome, charming young men, groomed and polished to gleaming perfection. They slavered at their masters’ feet, happy to be traded and touched, admired and, yes, purchased for subservience or to be added to one of the numerous male harems. However, only once in a lifetime did a boy come along who possessed the merits of the perfect slave. Namely, that special one who stood apart and who could be nurtured and trained to the most depraved levels of subservience. Tristan was exactly that kind of slave, and already serious offers had been made over his ownership. Realising he was hot property and could be sold at the punch of a button terrified him and pointed out to him that although he was technically still a free man and able to walk away until he took his final initiation, he was in a way also a prisoner; a prisoner of his needs and emotions.




    ‘I don’t get it,’ Tristan had said to Astor. ‘The masters treat me differently to the others. Why’s that?’




    ‘Because you’re at the top of the echelon and you’re mine.’ Astor had winked at him.




    The echelon! He still had much to learn, although he was familiar with the laws of slavecraft.




    Astor smiled across at a beautiful woman and she inclined her head while her gaze moved to Tristan. Yes, they were two successful men, both of them handsome head turners. Tristan stroked the Patek watch on his wrist and glanced down at his fine diamond cufflinks; all gifts from his master and willingly accepted as he deserved them and, to be truthful, enjoyed wearing them. Astor’s lips began tracing his cheek, the tip of his tongue touching his mouth with a promise of the passion to come. Sometimes Tristan felt overwhelmed by Astor’s sexy and mysterious power and the love he felt for him. On the one hand his master was capable of showing so much love it was stifling, on the other he could turn into the cold, tough master of the jeu in the blink of an eye, and it had got worse lately. Worse since Tristan began to recover from his scrape with death.




    He swallowed at the lump in his throat. He still didn’t like to think back to the terrible first few weeks after the incident in which Baby Joe, the possessive husband of Astor’s sister, Olivia, had tried to kidnap her. Tristan had set out in pursuit of her kidnappers – a bad move, as it turned out, because he had been shot and badly injured in the ensuing fracas and it had taken ages for him to recover. Astor had been incredible, flying in the best experts and trainers to get him fit, but it had been a long haul. Lying in bed had given Tristan time to think; made him realise he was different to other men, that he had a kink, an innate inner need to belong to another man. Why else had he found it so easy to slip into the lifestyle of covert slavery which had spread its salacious tentacles over Europe and which he was hooked on like a drug?




    Hans had left the auditorium. He’d been sitting beside them all night and had hardly been able to keep his hands off Tristan as, under cover of darkness, he’d brushed against Astor’s slave, enjoying the exquisite torture of a mammoth hard-on. Hans fulfilled a number of roles for one of the only true masters of the jeu left – Richter Gruber, a rich, debauched man with a lurid past. Hans had been sent to offer a personal bid on Tristan and he made no secret of the fact he found Astor’s slave devastatingly attractive. He’d even worked himself up into such a state of arousal he’d had to leave for the men’s room to jerk off discreetly. When he had returned a nimbus of arousal had still hung in the air and Hans was licking his fat lips as if he’d just digested a good meal.




    ‘I knew this would happen,’ Astor whispered in Tristan’s ear, snapping him back to the present. ‘You look like an angel and Hans has an impeccable eye for a slave.’




    Tristan felt a gnawing sense of irritation. He was like any other human. He had his insecurities and wanted to be secure in a relationship. However, he had to get his head around the fact that he’d never have a normal relationship with his master. Almost a year ago, he’d entered into a BDSM contract with Astor and had also committed the cardinal sin of falling in love. Now, he had to pay the price as he surrendered to Astor’s – and the rest of the masters’ – ultra-kinky personalities. Part of Astor’s game play would always be psychological. He liked to create a steady orbit, make Tristan feel secure for a while, and then playfully spin him out into space on a tangent. After all, it wouldn’t do to allow a slave to feel comfortable, would it?




    A smile was caressing Astor’s face. ‘The fucking idiot, he’s like a bee circling the honeypot. Do you know how much Richter offered for you?’




    Tristan clenched his fists. He didn’t want to know. These games made him too uncomfortable.




    ‘Well, let me tell you. A million dollars.’




    Tristan stared at Astor as he gulped in surprise, his mind spinning. He couldn’t even speculate about such a huge sum of money. The fact the old guy would offer to pay that much to own him was mind-blowing.




    Astor kissed him fervently, rolling his tongue over Tristan’s mouth and neck. ‘God, I could fuck you right this second. But soon, soon …’




    They caught up with Hans on the steps of the theatre. Gruber’s flunkey, who was extremely handsome with his swept-back black hair and commanding presence, was smoking a cigar. He didn’t take his gaze off Tristan as they walked out of the shelter of the building into the cold wind.




    ‘I would appreciate it if you didn’t put me in this difficult position again, Hans. Tristan isn’t for sale,’ Astor remarked, turning to the German. He wasn’t smiling and his glance spoke volumes. ‘This one’s mine and I intend to keep him. Tristan’s destined for great things, and when the time comes, I know how he’ll choose.’




    Hans nodded reluctantly. ‘What a pity. He’s a rare gem. He has a fluency in so many languages. He has grace and bearing besides being a superlative submissive.’ He clapped Astor on the back. ‘If Richter was a younger man, he’d take you on and probably win. Well, maybe some other time.’ Hans turned to Tristan. ‘You have a supremo of a teacher. Astor’s the direct descendant of that barbarian spawn. I have the feeling you’re going to be the first modern perfect slave, perhaps even the first true modern master and president of our merry little band. New, young blood.’ He sniffed the air. ‘I like the smell of it. It gives me a warm feeling to realise the old ways aren’t going to be lost as we few attempt to cling to this fine life of pleasure and love.’




    Tristan could feel Astor stroking his butt beneath his dinner coat and he wasn’t fully following the German’s words.




    ‘Well, no hard feelings,’ Hans said, grinning vividly as he offered a firm handshake. ‘Enjoy your adventure, although it’s a dangerous game out there. Sooner or later I’m certain you’ll brush shoulders with Jummal. I wish you luck. He’s the most corrupt Arab in the East and he adores blond flesh.’


  




  

    Chapter Two




    Astor’s private jet flew through the night beneath a dusting of stars. The rimed hills and thickly wooded slopes of the mountains gleamed below.




    ‘It was an interesting trip, wasn’t it?’ Astor observed.




    ‘It was amazing,’ Tristan replied.




    ‘You can see how the veil of the jeu hides a lifestyle lost in time, a wonderful world of courtly manners and virtues. It amazes me how easily you’ve taken to it; however, some men are born for devotion.’ His hand closed over Tristan’s and Tristan fizzed like a firework recalling the sex they had shared, the nights of sordid passion and seduction. ‘Richter was impressed with you. You should look upon it as a test which you passed admirably well, and which only heightened your value. Nothing turns me on more than to know they’re fighting over you.’ He kissed Tristan, his hand coming down on his slave’s cock as he fondled his metal chastity device. Tristan had developed a craving for cock restraint and discovered he relished the pain. He also liked the idea of men lusting over him. He was changing and he knew it. Astor was unlocking new depths to his personality and he was greeting new and tantalizing aspects of himself. As for Richter Gruber, well, he couldn’t help but like and be in awe of him. He had expected an encounter with a lecherous old man, but Richter had been intelligent and very sexy.




    ‘I want you,’ Astor whispered. ‘Come on, let’s do it. We still have 45 minutes before we land.’




    Tristan clambered to his feet. He looked hot and fit; his body sleek and honed.




    Astor was already walking towards his stylish private cabin. Once inside, he snapped the door closed and pushed up Tristan’s T-shirt, running his hands over the scar on the young man’s chest. Funny how Astor’s fingers always seemed to leave a searing trail when he touched him. Then he pulled down Tristan’s tailored jeans before pushing him down onto the tiny cabin bed. The chastity device left his butt revealed but his cock covered, meaning that, as his arousal mounted, his tender flesh was impaled on the nubs and torturous devices inside. Tristan clenched his buttocks in anticipation. He knew Astor liked to force his generous girth up a narrow passage and, personally, he couldn’t wait. He was rapidly realising he loved all the permutations sex could offer. Furthermore, over the last few months, he’d been working on making himself even more desirable, by honing his physique and using punishing exercise to tighten his pelvic and thigh muscles. His steel-hard butt muscles provided Astor with enough pleasure to drive him wild as he forced his way in and began pumping. As he took his enjoyment, Tristan thought of Richter, and though he felt disloyal he was even more turned on.




    Richter Gruber lived in a house built like a Gothic castle, nestled within a forest high in the Bavarian hills. It was here the man had indulged in a world of dark, twisted desire, although now at the great age of 96 he was a virtual prisoner in his own body. Riddled by illness, he spent his life in his darkened room, lost in his tortuous memories as he lay on black silk sheets.




    The invite to visit him had come only days following their arrival in Austria. Richter wanted them both to come to his castle and Astor was eager to oblige. Richter was one of the last true masters and Astor honoured him. As he’d explained to Tristan, the old man lived closer to the true rules of the jeu than any of the other masters. A scholar and able athlete in his youth, he prided himself on his impeccable manners, old world skills of fencing and duelling, and his belief in a perfect system of slavery. Richter had started his foray into BDSM when he was only 18. Dressed always in black, the young man rapidly gained a reputation for the games he played and the way he stirred men’s desire. Within two years, he was already taking and training slaves.




    These days, virtually bed-bound, one of Richter’s greatest pleasures was surfing the internet and keeping in touch with the failing network. As soon as he had seen Tristan’s picture, he’d sent Hans out to see if he could get a glimpse of the new boy.




    Hans, who was as lascivious as his master, had arrived outside Astor’s suite at their hotel in Vienna. ‘Richter insists he wants to see the “angel”,’ he’d explained, his gaze settling on Tristan who was sitting on a chair by the window. ‘It’s a simple request from a sick man. You wouldn’t deny him that joy, would you? Besides which, it’ll be a treat for your slave, Astor. Let him see the house of a true Bavarian medieval master. Richter has an armoury of bondage items never seen by western eyes.’




    Because of the strict code of conduct – intertwined with loyalty and honour – that the masters abided by, Astor knew he couldn’t really turn the invitation down without causing offence. As for Tristan, he was fascinated by the thought of actually meeting the infamous German. He’d heard many stories about him and seen pictures of the man when he was younger. Tall and elegantly slim, with narrow hips, he had posed for many bondage photographers, his angular features and sexy demeanour making him a gay icon.




    ‘Perhaps Hans is right,’ Tristan said, glancing at Astor. For once, he was asserting himself. ‘He’s an old man, and what was it you said about honour among the masters of the jeu?’




    Nothing could have prepared Tristan for his first sight of the castle that was reached by a narrow, twisting road with stunning views out on the mountainous countryside. Inside, it was like being spirited back in history. Each of the many rooms was dark, imposing, and full of heavily engraved wooden furniture; the walls adorned with exquisite tapestries and paintings.




    Hans had presided over the lavish dinner, each course served by one of Richter’s house slaves dressed in period costume. Afterwards, he’d coerced Tristan to play the large grand piano, which stood in the hall, Astor having told Tristan to go through with whatever Richter wanted. Richter had been a fine concert pianist until any chances of a glittering career were ended when he had crushed his hand in an accident. However, he still adored classical music and loved to hear a skilled musician playing the antique piano. Tristan played a nocturne from memory, totally unaware that Richter’s state-of-the-art sound system was picking up every note and transferring it to his bedchamber where he continually languished.
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