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Craig stands naked before the mirror. What he sees frightens and excites him.

Earlier tonight, standing in the bathroom, clutching the electric clippers in his hand, he made up his mind to go through with it. He flipped the switch, then began to run the clippers slowly, methodically over the hard curving contours of his torso. The buzz vibrated through the heavy muscles of his chest, sending a tingle into his nipples; throbbed against the firm bands of muscle beneath his navel; nuzzled his armpits. Tufts of wispy brown hair fell to the floor.

The clippers were the first stage. They left behind a dusting of soft brown stubble, a foretaste of the smoothness to come, easy to brush away with the razor.

Shaving his chest is no big deal. Craig does it every so often—“Just to see how I’m coming along,” he tells the guys at the gym. Craig lifts weights. Shaving reveals the contours of his pectorals and the ridges of his stomach, shows the mass and definition he’s gained.

It also gives him an erotic thrill. After shaving his chest, he often stands for a long time before his bedroom mirror, oiling the denuded flesh, fascinated by the way the smooth, naked musculature gleams in the light. Shaving makes his nipples stand out. Large nipples, usually obscured by soft swirls of hair, are exposed and naked after the razor has made its pass.

Tonight is different. Tonight he decided to go all the way.

It’s a fantasy that’s been building in his head for months. To see himself completely hairless below the neck. He’s thought of doing it many times, and always changed his mind at the last minute, just as the buzzing clippers are poised at the top of his pubic pelt. How could he show himself in the showers at the gym? Or alone with another man in his bedroom…?

It excites him, of course—the idea of another man seeing him that way. But it also embarrasses him. Laying it on the line. Revealing himself for what he is, in his fantasies at least: a nude muscleboy without a trace of hair on his body, as silky and smooth as a woman. The idea brings out a deep subservient streak in him. He imagines himself on his knees, naked, or better yet wrapped in leather straps that emphasize the width of his chest, the sleek overhanging fullness of his pectorals, the hardness of his cock standing up stiff from a smooth denuded crotch….

The vibration of the clippers running up his broad thighs, drawing closer and closer to his genitals, sent a wave of excitement through his cock. The shaft stood out, half-hard and throbbing, the whole time he ran the clippers through his pubic tuft and under his balls, watching in fascination and dread as the wiry hair fell away in clumps. He had done it. No turning back.

He shaved in the shower, lathering his body, scraping away wide swaths of hair, rinsing himself smooth and repeating the process until his testing fingertips could glide from his ankles to  his underarms, slick as a wet bar of soap, without detecting a trace of stubble.

Afterward, the towel felt scratchy and strange against his flesh. He avoided looking at himself in the harsh glare of the bathroom mirror, waiting until he was ready.

In the bedroom, he lit the candles, then oiled his body from his shoulders to his feet. His hands slid up his calves and thighs with a new, incredibly sensual touch. Skin hard and smooth as wax. Even more extraordinary was the touch of his hands on his balls and the base of his cock. Strangest of all was the sliding sensation of hairless balls against hairless thighs. Craig had never imagined that. Flesh more sensitive and alive than he had ever felt it before….

Ready now, he stands in the soft candle glow and dares to look at his reflection.

Craig draws in a sharp, gasping breath. He flushes with excitement, with embarrassment, imagining the body before him on display, his secret exposed to hungry, feverish eyes. It is just as he expected. There is something beautiful about his utter nudity, the way each muscle stands out as clearly defined as a statue’s. And something lewd, blatantly alluring, especially between his legs. Beneath his navel, the muscles curve downward in a smooth delta of flesh converging abruptly and nakedly into his cock and the balls that hang below. Everything exposed, nothing concealed. His penis and testicles somehow look larger, stripped of their natural covering. Nude. Vulnerable. On display. Craig stares at the shaved muscleboy in the mirror and his cock stands up hard as rubber.

His outfit for the evening is already laid out and ready on the dresser. Tonight he goes all the way.

He fits the dog collar around his neck. Snaps the cock ring around his genitals. He pauses for a moment, stopped cold by  the vision. Muscleboy in a dog collar. Shaved cock and balls harnessed by leather, pushing out plump and smooth between his thighs. Can he really show this to another man? Show him loud and clear what he is, what he wants?

Craig takes a deep breath. Tonight. No turning back.

He slips into his leather chaps. The inner lining glides against his oiled flesh. Every sensation is new, every touch against his skin is powerful and acute. He glances down. Though the chaps’ snapped-on rear panel covers his ass, his cock and balls hang smooth and swollen from the open crotch, a fistful of naked need. He snaps the codpiece in place and steps into his boots.

Next is the black ciré tank top. The neckline is cut very deep, so low that it dips below his pectorals, exposing them completely. The fleshy, pumped-up wedges of muscle hang over the hem, putting his nipples on display, accentuating the dog collar. Craig blushes, staring at his reflection. Muscleboy with a big, oil-slicked chest, flaunting his tits.

He pulls on his leather jacket. The night isn’t chilly, he doesn’t really need it. The coat is a cop-out, he knows that. But to go out on the street wearing only the dog collar and the scoop-necked shirt would overstep even his most blatant fantasy.

He slides his wallet into his jacket pocket, then reaches for his keys, hanging them, after a final moment of hesitation, from his right hip. He picks up a handful of rubbers and stuffs them into his coat pocket. He takes a final look in the mirror, takes a deep breath, and even manages a crooked smile at his own audacity. Now he is ready to go.

 



Their eye contact is almost immediate, from the moment Craig pushes through the heavy leather curtains and steps into the crowded bar. Across a rippling sea of black leather, he sees the man seated at a corner stool, a drink in his hand. The shiny  black brim of his cap conceals his eyes. Then the man looks up, staring straight at him. His features are broad and handsome, with a strong, wide jaw and a thick black mustache. Something in the man’s eyes makes him feel already naked and exposed, as if the man can see through the camouflage of the jacket, can penetrate the codpiece of his leather chaps.

For the next half hour, Craig wanders through the crowded bar, pretending to shift his interest casually from face to face, but he keeps one eye on the man and his movements. For a while the man sits alone, nursing his drink, then a few friends come over and join him. They talk and laugh. The man breaks away and moves through the crowd. He seems unaware of Craig, never looking back when Craig darts a quick glance in his direction.

Suddenly Craig loses sight of him. He scans the bar and sees the man nowhere. He steps into the crowd, searching the faces. He circles the bar twice. The man is gone. Craig steps back into an uncrowded corner where he can be alone for a moment.

Then he feels a hand on his shoulder, and he knows.

“You look good tonight.”

Craig looks up over his shoulder. The man is tall, looming behind him. His face is lit from above by pale orange light, casting his eyes in shadow, glancing over his smooth, broad lips. Craig’s mouth goes dry. “Thanks,” he says.

The man circles around him. His movements are casual, but his sheer size backs Craig against the wall. The man is dressed in full leather, from cap to boots. His jacket is unzipped to reveal the deep cleavage between his hard pectorals, matted with swirls of crisp black hair. A pair of handcuffs hangs from his belt, along with a pair of tit-clamps connected by a thin silver chain, and a second length of chain, long and heavy like a leash. The codpiece between his legs bulges outward, heavy and full.

The man smiles faintly. “I’ve noticed you in here before, kid,  but never like this. The leather, I mean. Smells new. You just buy it?” The man looks him up and down. Craig feels a sudden trickle of sweat beneath his arms and legs.

“No, I’ve had it for a while. But I’ve never…”

“Never worn it on the street?”

Craig nods, blushing.

The man’s faint smile is both reassuring and cool. “You look real good in it. Of course, you look good in jeans and a T-shirt, too. You work out.” A statement, not a question, but Craig nods in answer.

“It’s hot tonight. You must be pretty sweaty under that jacket. Why don’t you unzip it? As I remember, you’ve got a nice set of tits under there. Shame to keep ’em covered.” The man is coming on to him now, his voice still casual but laced with sex. He grabs the zipper at Craig’s throat.

Craig reaches up, murmuring a quiet “No.” Suddenly he is embarrassed, not yet ready. The man firmly brushes his hand aside and pulls down on the zipper.

He sees the collar first and nods knowingly. Then the expanse of bare flesh as the zipper descends, exposing Craig’s chest. He purses his lips, then slips his hands inside the open jacket and onto Craig’s bare pecs, cupping the smooth, pumped-up muscles, finding the nipples and gently squeezing them between his forefingers and thumbs. Craig stiffens at first, glancing to each side, realizing that others can see. But the subservient streak rises in him, as if it were being drawn to the surface by the man’s fingers pulling on his nipples.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes.” Craig hisses the word as the man tightens his grip.

“Yeah. Nice, accessible nipples. That why you wore this shirt—so your big smooth tits would be available for me to play with?”

“Yes.” Craig bites his lip and flushes.

“So get this jacket out of the way. Go on, take it off.”

Craig hesitates, looking nervously around the bar. The man saws his fingernails into the nipples and gives them a twist. His voice is low and hard. “Take off your jacket, kid. Let all the men get a good look at those big shiny tits.”

Craig closes his eyes and shrugs the jacket from his shoulders, letting it fall onto the stool behind him. He slips backward, but the man keeps him on his feet, holding him up by his nipples. The man pulls on his tits, testing their elasticity, stretching the fleshy nubs away from the hard muscle beneath. Craig gasps in pain and pleasure.

The man nods and releases him. He fondles the plump pectorals for a moment, cupping them in his hands. “Good. Now go check your coat. And bring me a beer on your way back.”

Craig lowers his eyes. His nipples are swollen and tingling from the man’s touch. His face is hot. He steps past the man and heads for the coat check.

He keeps his face lowered as he crosses the bar, but he can glimpse the heads that turn in his direction as he walks by, catch fragments of reaction. Hey, nice tits, boy—like to chew on those—taking your pecs for a walk, kid? The big man at the coat check window gives him a long, wolfish look as he hands over his jacket. Craig stares down at his chest, at the two sleek, blushing mounds hanging over the hem of the shirt, and his nipples, throbbing and erect from the man’s abuse. The big man returns with his check token, a hard square of cardboard. He reaches out and flicks it against one nipple. Craig stands passively, and the man flicks the token against the other nipple with a soft, knowing laugh. “Here, doggy,” he says, and pushes the token between Craig’s lips.

Craig blushes and takes the token from his mouth. The  man laughs. “Don’t worry, kid. Dressed like that, you’ll get fed tonight.” A group of nearby leathermen take in the joke, snickering as Craig turns and heads for the bar. He walks in a haze, his body hot, his cock stirring in his pants. Exposed. On display.

The bartender is notoriously handsome, a huge, muscular Italian in a white tank top with spiked leather bands around his big biceps. He has never paid any attention to Craig before, but tonight he gives him a long look as he approaches, staring blatantly at his naked chest.

Craig orders the beer and pays. The bartender returns with his change. Craig leaves a dollar behind, but the man slides it back. “I think I like these tips better.” He reaches out and gives both nipples a pinch, then tugs at them with his fingernails. Craig’s face and chest are burning hot. He turns and hurries back.

The man sits in the corner with an empty stool at his side. He pats the black leather seat as he accepts the beer. Craig sits beside him in silence. Occasionally the man reaches over and touches the frosty glass against his nipples, watching as Craig purses his lips and gasps. The cold touch makes his nipples stand up hard and erect. The man places his hand on Craig’s thigh and slowly slips it beneath the codpiece, sliding his fingers between the snaps.

The groping hand touches his cock. Craig is hard. The man nods in approval. Then his fingers explore Craig’s crotch, gliding over the smooth, denuded flesh. Craig feels the man’s eyes on his face, staring hard.

“You’re shaved down there, aren’t you? You do it yourself?”

Craig nods.

“Shave your legs, too?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Mmm. And your hole? You got a nice, hairless hole between your legs?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. I like my boys smooth. Come with me, kid.”

The man stands. Craig follows him through the crowd, to the far side of the bar. They step through a narrow doorway.

The leather shop is a tiny, cramped room with a glass counter and pegboard walls. Hanging on the walls are paddles, dog collars, restraints. Beneath the glass counter are dildos wrapped in plastic.

“Let me see that one,” the man says. The boy behind the counter, staring at Craig’s chest, hands the man a short, thick butt plug with leather straps. The man holds it in front of Craig’s face, brushing the blunt tip against his lips. “Nice size? Or is this one too small for you?” Craig stands stock-still, blushing furiously.

The man asks to see another, and the salesboy hands him a thicker, larger tool, cock-shaped but with a tapered base and handle to keep it inside. He bats it against Craig’s ass, smiling faintly. “I’ll take both,” he says. Then he laughs softly, tugging at one of Craig’s nipples. “Or maybe you’ll take ’em, huh, kid?”

They leave the shop, the man carrying the dildos and a small pack of lube in a black bag. “Head for the john,” he growls, pushing Craig in front of him.

The bathroom is dark, lit by red lights, and unoccupied. The man pushes Craig roughly down the aisle to the last stall and inside, closing the door behind him. Craig turns to face him, alarmed at the man’s sudden roughness, but the man spins him around, pulling his arms behind his back. Suddenly the handcuffs are around his wrists, cinching them tight.

“What are you—”

“Just shut up and enjoy it,” the man growls. “I’m gonna give  you what you want. Shy little muscleboy, coming in here in his jeans and T-shirt. So you finally got up your nerve to wear your leather. I bet you shaved your crotch for the first time tonight, too. Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Craig whispers.

“I know what you are. A little show-off, coming in here with your big, smooth tits hanging out. Cocktease. Yeah, you want the guys to stare, don’t you? But you’re just a little shy, huh? Too much of a pussy to really do it right. So I’m gonna help you out.”

The man pushes him down, forcing him to bend at the waist until his face is in the toilet bowl, his ass pointing up. The man unsnaps the rear panel of the chaps and pulls it down, and Craig feels the man’s hands on his naked ass.

“Pretty butt, kid. Hard, smooth, and hairless.” The man scoops out some lube and slaps it against Craig’s asshole, then begins to work his middle finger inside. Craig bolts and tries to stand, but the man forces him down. Suddenly the finger is all the way inside him, twisting and stretching the hole, pressing on his prostate. Craig gradually relaxes, and the man adds his forefinger, sawing them in and out, finger-fucking his hole.

The man pulls out, and then Craig feels something else at his ass, smooth and blunt. Craig remembers the butt plug, but as it enters him, he realizes the shaft is bigger than that. The man is pushing the dildo up his ass.

Craig moans as the rubber shaft penetrates him and slides relentlessly inward, until the lips of his hole slip down over the tapered end and press against the flat base. The whole thing is lodged inside him, hard and thick.

The man snaps the leather flap back in place and pulls him up by his shoulders. Standing makes the dildo straighten inside him and press heavily against his prostate. Craig whimpers and his cock throbs inside his codpiece.

The man spins him around. He smirks. “You look uncomfortable, kid. That dildo feel a little too big up your ass? Let me give you something to distract you.” He takes the tit-clamps from his belt and snaps them onto Craig’s nipples. The metal teeth bite into the tender flesh. The thin connecting chain dips between his pecs.

Craig writhes and moans. “Please—”

“And I can see I’m gonna have to shut you up.” The man pokes the smaller butt plug against his lips. Craig draws back, but the man grabs his hair. “Open wide, boy.” He forces the plug against Craig’s mouth, forcing him to open. The plug slides inside, and Craig’s lips close around the narrow base. The man pulls the straps around his head and ties them in a knot. The leather pulls hard against the corners of his mouth.

“There. And just to make sure you keep your place…” The man attaches the heavy chain to the dog collar around Craig’s neck, gripping the other end in his fist. He opens the door to the stall and tugs on the leash.

Two men are pissing at the trough. They look up in surprise, then narrow their eyes in excitement. The man stops before a full-length mirror. “Take a good look at yourself, kid.”

Craig stares at his reflection under the dim red light. Muscleboy in tight leather chaps and a scoop-neck shirt. Arms handcuffed behind his back, making his big shaved pecs stand out. Nipples clamped. Mouth stuffed with a thick rubber butt plug. Dog collar around his throat, being led by his Master on a leash. The dildo feels huge in his ass. His cock is rock hard, straining against the codpiece, clearly outlined inside the supple leather.

“I’m gonna show you off, boy. Give the guys a good look. This is how they’re all gonna see you, just like this. Too bad it’s not legal to show ’em what’s in your pants. But I’ll make sure  they all know you shaved your crotch for me.” The man gives a hard tug on the leash. “Come on, kid.”

The man leads him through the bar, tugging on the leash whenever Craig hesitates or falls too far behind. The crowd parts to make way for them. Craig can feel them watching—blatant stares as brutal as a slap, eyes that rake over his body like fingernails. The man is showing him off, putting him through his paces.

They circle the bar, returning to the empty corner where they met. The man settles himself on a stool and pulls Craig close, angling the leash downward, forcing him to bend and then drop to his knees. The man yanks on the leash, until Craig is where he wants him—kneeling at the man’s feet, knees apart, crotch pressed against the man’s leg, face buried between the man’s thighs. The man’s erection is a solid ridge outlined within the thin leather of his codpiece. Craig presses his mouth against the bulge and feels its warm pulse against his lips.

His crotch is hooked on the man’s boot. The man flexes his foot, pressing the square toe against Craig’s ass, pushing at the base of the dildo, sliding the concealed rubber shaft in and out of Craig’s hole with a slow, steady rhythm. Craig gasps and gurgles around the butt plug in his mouth. The man chuckles and pulls Craig’s face deeper into his hugely packed crotch, reaches down to run his fingertip over the boy’s stretched lips. With his other hand he pulls at the thin chain connecting the tit-clamps, pulling Craig’s nipples into sharp points.

The heat slowly gathers, and then comes together all at once. The sensations in his ass and nipples, the man controlling him, the heat of the man’s leather-covered cock against his face, his own hard cock hunching the man’s leg like a dog, the knowledge that every man in the bar is watching—Craig suddenly goes stiff, shuddering and jerking like a puppet. He hears the man  laughing above him as he shoots in his pants, writhing uncontrollably against the man’s leg. His asshole spasms in time with his cock, clenching against the thick dildo that still moves relentlessly inside him. He gasps for breath and groans against the plug in his mouth.

Then he crashes. Craig blushes bright red. The clamps on his nipples suddenly turn from pleasure to pain, and the dildo is too much to take. He twists against the handcuffs binding his arms, strains against the leash at his throat, desperate to escape. But the man holds him in place. Craig is helpless. Completely vulnerable. Exposed.

“I’m not through with you yet, you little cocktease. Not by a long shot.” The man stands and pulls him to his feet. Craig’s legs are wobbly; he follows stumbling as the man walks him across the bar, to a small elevated platform. The regulars call it the auction block. Craig has seen men stand here before, slaves put on display by their masters. His climax has subsided; the heat is gone, the fantasy is over, but the man still controls him. Mouth plugged and hands bound, he has no choice.

His skin prickles with embarrassment as the man pulls him up onto the leather-padded stage, forcing him to face the crowd. The man whispers in his ear. “They all know you now. They all saw the ride you took on my leg, watched you shoot in your pants. This is the way they’ll remember you. Every time you step in this bar, they’ll know who you are. What you are. What you want, slaveboy. Now I’m gonna go tell my buddies about that shaved crotch of yours.”

And then the man is gone, leaving him alone on the block. Craig stands with his head bowed, glancing furtively into the crowd. Faces are turned in his direction. The man is at the bar, having another beer, talking with a group of friends. They look in his direction and laugh, stare, and rub their crotches.

His nipples ache. The handcuffs cut into his wrists and pull at his shoulders, cramping them. His cock and balls are slick inside the codpiece, swimming in his own cum. And then, very slowly, he begins to stiffen again. This is what he wanted. To be seen and desired. To have his secrets bared, even against his will. Suddenly he imagines himself completely naked. His cock strains against the codpiece, fully erect again, blotting out all his inhibitions. He slowly begins to move his hips, squeezing his ass around the dildo embedded in his bowels. The fantasy is ecstatic. Craig is a nude slaveboy on the block, shaved, bound and gagged, penetrated, and put on exhibit by his master.

Hours seem to pass, but the heat never subsides. He glances up, and the faces change, but they are always watching him, the hungry eyes stroking and caressing him, prodding him on.

“You like this, don’t you?” The man is behind him, whispering into his ear, his hand reclaiming the leash and jerking his head back.

Craig can only groan against the plug in his mouth.

“You little cocktease.” The man spins him around and pulls him off the block. He holds Craig’s coat in one hand, the leash in the other. “Come on, muscleboy. I’m gonna take you for a ride on the back of my chopper. Show you off to the whole city.”

As the bartender announces last call, the man pulls him stumbling through the heavy leather curtains that drape the front entrance, leading him onto the sidewalk and into the night. Exhausted. Exhilarated. Exposed.
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The master is wearing a leather jacket, unzipped, no shirt or vest. His chest hair is thick and dark, the odd strand of white hair visible to anyone who’s standing close to him, which the slave is not. The master is framed in the doorway, dim light from inside the house around him, the autumn night air cool against his skin. The slave can see the master’s leather trousers are as tight as he’d said they’d be. The slave has done what the master ordered and is standing naked on the doorstep, hugging his chest against the cold. His clothes are at the entrance gate in a clay urn, which the master uses for just that purpose, and for leaving front-door keys when friends come to stay.

“Hello, boy,” the master says.

The slave’s accent, when he replies, is Mediterranean.

The master stands aside to let the boy in. He detects Davidoff’s Cool Water and fresh sweat; he has never been a fan of body odors. The slave has tight brown curls and the kind of smooth skin that drops of water roll off. The master would like  to touch him, run the tips of his fingers along the boy’s back, but he must savor this anticipation. The master loves a sense of menace, that combination of decorum and violence. An hour and ten minutes he’d waited for the slave, which had given him time to sort out the lighting, to shadow and spotlight appropriately, to do forty-three push-ups—one for each year, and one for good luck—to accentuate his biceps, and then a warm shower, not too hot. Hot showers made it harder to come.

“Your house it is nice,” the slave says.

“I like it,” says the master.

The slave likes rich men, especially rich Englishmen; they’re always very perverse, which is why he has moved to London. Athens didn’t have that kind of person. The master’s house is the biggest he’s seen so far. From the hallway the slave can make out a living room with a fire burning, a kitchen that looks clean and unused, a staircase going up and another, broader one, all wood, going down. He catches the glimpse of a library. The garden at the back is lit up from the ground—the master follows the slave’s gaze—spotlights nestling amongst the apple and maple trees, a burkwood tree, a rosemary bush. The slave knew some rich men in Athens, but they always became very boring and wanted to take care of him. And he knew some army officers who would speak to him like he was a new recruit. The slave had managed to get himself discharged at eighteen, so he definitely wasn’t going to take that kind of talk at twenty-three, efharisto very much.

“You find it all right?” the master says.

“Yes,” the slave says.

“Yes what, boy?” the master says.

“Yes, Master,” the slave says.

He’s glad he agreed to come to the master’s house; he wants to get to know different parts of London, and the master is tall  and broad and hairy like he said on his profile, so that when he feels the man’s fingers on his spine, from his nape to the curve in his lower back, ushering him farther inside, the slave is immediately hard. He can feel the warmth from the fire.

“Yes, Sir,” the master says. “It’s yes, Sir,” and presses his chest to the boy’s back.

“Yes, Sir,” the slave says. “I sorry, Sir.”

In the living room, the master faces his slave; he hugs him and cups the boy’s balls in his palm. The balls are tight and covered in a soft fuzz. Like kiwi fruit, the master thinks. He grips the back of the boy’s head with his other hand and sticks his tongue down his throat, tightens his grip on the boy’s balls, whispers “walk” against his ear.

The boy is about five eleven, a good two inches shorter than the master; he is slim and smooth, like he said he’d be. The master likes honesty. There’s fear or naïveté in a man compelled to tell the truth. The master thinks it’s healthier to fabricate, to stretch the truth, play games—especially with men who are boys.

“Get down,” the master says.

“Yes, Sir,” the slave says, sinking to his knees, relieved they can now begin.

“Lick my boots,” the master says.

“Boots?” the boy says.

“Boots,” the master says, and steps back from the slave to point to his own feet.

“Ah,” the slave says. “Shoes.”

“Lick,” the master says.

The slave kisses the master’s boots. He hugs the master’s leg as if it were a tree trunk, strokes the leather trousers as he brings his lips to the boot.

The master has thick calf muscles, from cycling and triathlon, from the years when he had more energy than he knew what to do with. He still keeps fit: three times a week at the gym; the occasional jog in the park; long walks in the countryside every other weekend. He likes it when a slave appreciates his body, a body he turns himself on with when he stands in front of the bathroom mirror and pinches his nipple and jerks off into the sink.

“Lick,” the master says.

“I lick very much,” the slave says, looking up at his master like a dog.

“No,” the master says, and lifts the boy to his feet. He is light and soft and yielding. “Lick.”

And he runs his tongue along the boy’s neck, so smooth, skin that tastes of baby oil. The master could fuck him right there and then, but he knows he must draw this out, get ultimate pleasure from his cute slaveboy, the boy who traveled from Vauxhall to Highgate to do just this. Besides, these days, it takes the master longer to build up a second load, and he’d already come once while chatting to the slave in the chatroom, shooting onto his stomach while he described to the boy how he’d tie him up and fuck his cunt when he came over.

“See,” he says to the slave. “Lick,” and he points to his tongue.

The slave loves having his neck licked, loves being in the arms of a big man, the hairier the better. He’ll do just about anything to be with a big, hairy man, a man into whose shadow he can disappear. But he will not, how you say, lick the boots. He doesn’t care if they’re new or not. He’s not having shoe polish in his mouth. This was not something he’d ever had to deal with in Greece. Most of the time it was too hot for this kind of stuff; you had to turn on the air-conditioning if you wanted to wear leather.

“I lick your cock,” the slave says.

“You’re fucking right you will,” the master says.

His own words excite him, pump blood into his cock. To call his boy a pussy, to get his slave to milk his tits, to make the boy his to do with what he wishes: the master gets hard very quickly when the opportunity to degrade presents itself. Sometimes this scares him, though he’s constantly surprised by the number of men who will take orders from him. Like this Mediterranean boy whose face is nuzzling in his chest. So pliant in his arms is the boy, the master knows he will let him do anything. He’s pleased he had the time to shower. He feels ready. The master takes off his jacket, grabs the back of the boy’s head and presses his face onto his nipple.

“Suck,” he tells the slave.

“Yes, Sir,” the slave says.

“Harder,” the master says.

The slave takes his mouth off the master’s nipple.

“Yes, Sir,” he says, and puts his mouth back on again.

“Come on, work it, baby,” the master says. “Harder.”

The slave loves to bring pleasure to big men, and from the sounds the master is making, he is liking what the slave is doing. The boy pinches the other nipple with the tips of his fingers, and rubs his own cock against the master’s leg, the sensation of the leather against his shaft bringing a tingle to his body that he can feel all the way to his teeth. Once he and his friend Nikos talked about leather and what it was about it that got them so excited. Nikos said it was genetic, from when we all wore animal skins. The slave thought it might have something to do with life and death, the smell of a corpse on a breathing man’s skin. The slave is now a masseur by profession. He is doing a course in holistic methods at City and Islington College.

The master starts to undo his own trousers, to let the slave know that soon he will have to suck cock. The master goes weak when someone’s working on his tits, it confuses him, and at moments like this he could kneel down on all fours and get fucked from behind. It’s been years since that has happened, since anyone’s wanted to fuck him. The master’s been fucked before. He is not an unbending man. But at moments like this, when ecstasy threatens to undermine the distinction between top and bottom, he has to remind himself who the master is.

“You ready to suck cock?” he says.

He thinks of cunt and pussy and the boy on his back spreading the cheeks of his arse so that his hole is like a twat, so that when the slave tries to help him open his trousers, he slaps the boy’s hands away. He wants to do this on his own, to have his boy stand back and watch. He knows the effect it has on them when his trousers are unzipped and his long thick cut cock is slowly lifted out into the light.

“Yeow,” the slave says.

“Can you take this, boy?” the master says.

“Yes, please, Master, Sir,” the slave says.
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