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CHAPTER ONE
 

Dan – Part One
 

I closed the cuffs around his wrists, raising them above his head to anchor them to a short bungee cord attached at the top of the bed. I tightened the thick old belt around his eyes, blocking his sight. My sweaty swimmer’s jock had been shoved into his mouth as a gag. It wouldn’t be fair to awaken the rest of the house with our sex play. We wanted and needed to play hard.
 

The naked and sweaty body of the man I’d finally admitted to loving lay stretched out on his bed. Fuck, he was sexy, and, fuck, how I wanted him. Mark Farrell is six feet-two and two-hundred-ten pounds of muscled body. His mustache was partly hidden by my black jock, but I knew its bushy outline intimately. The craggy features, broken nose, and firm mouth were relaxed for the moment, vulnerable to our shared lust. Lips quivered slightly, parting as the tip of his tongue tried to lunge out again, wanting me, but stopped by the gag.
 

Since I, Danny Fortunato, had come out gay, I’d always had my share of hot men, but from this man, I wanted more than just a blow job or a night of fucking. I’d been there, done that. For the first time ever, I was trying for a real relationship, and I was working hard to build something new to me.
 

Mark’s body wriggled beneath me. His cock thrust up proud and demanding. This man, although a submissive in our play, was far from passive. Relatively new to gay sex, he was a fast learner. He’d moved from a happy heterosexual marriage and loving daughter, through the tragedy of his wife’s death, then very gradually, but firmly, into this new world of BDSM and leather. Almost by chance we had found one another in the macho world of the LAPD.
 

I leaned over him, brushing his lower body with my leather chaps and boots. My dick, with its zero-gauge PA, was beating hard against his, but it wasn’t time yet. I wanted to proceed slowly. I was the one who usually rushed ahead in life without thinking. Now I was trying to learn to work things through, but, fuck, that was hard when I had this hot man beneath me. My recent aches and bruises were fading away, leaving me permanently horny it seemed. So I started working on his tits again. His nubs were getting harder and bigger, and I’d already licked and nibbled at them. I knew they would probably be sore, but I couldn’t resist those erect and proud nipples. My fingernails dug into the firm flesh. Mark moaned through the stinking jock.
 

“Hey, lover, keep it quiet. Remember, we’re in your house, and we don’t want to waken Edith or Mary. What’s that? Shit, you cheeky bugger. Did you really say you needed my thick rod up your ass? Well, you can fucking well wait until I’m good and ready. Okay, I’ll take pity on you. I’ll pull the plug sticking out of your hole and start stirring you up.”
 

I firmly grasped the veined rubber dildo and slid it out of his anus. I heard the low moan as he was left empty. I pulled his legs up further with one hand, while the other took the bottle of lube from his nightstand. Mark was so well organized; he had his supplies ready for me. My shoulders were still sore from the water-boarding torture I’d endured a few weeks ago, so I decided I’d better use some ankle restraints rather than my usual brute force. I’m six feet tall and one hundred ninety-five pounds of ripped muscles, but even I have my limits, and I definitely wanted to enjoy this encounter.
 

“Okay, Mark, I’ve got to get some rope or restraints round your ankles and haul them up to join your arms. Just as well I put some thick leather ones in my overnight bag. So relax a minute while I get you good and tight down there. That’s better. Now raise your legs, and I’ll clip your ankles to your wrists. Fuck, but you make a juicy package tied up there, with that asshole twitching and winking at me. I don’t know how you do it, Mark, but my prick is getting even harder.
 

“So let’s get some greasy fingers in that hole and stretch you out. That’s my boy—you can take three fingers these days. Quite an improvement since I fucked you the first time, and, shit, that’s not much more than a month ago. Easy does it. Let me play around in there for another minute or two. Then maybe I’ll let you feel my power-driver at your door, if you behave and try to keep quiet.”
 

We were both breathing harder. I was trying to curb my natural instinct to just shove my dick in hard and pound away. I wanted this to be a long and luxurious fuck for both of us, if I could restrain myself. So I slipped a rubber over my fuckstick and coated it with lube and some of his juices. I moved up into position, leaned up, and kissed his lips and my sweaty jock. He sucked back as long and as hard as he could, raising his torso towards mine.
 

Natural like, my pulsating cock slid into him. Mark grunted his acceptance and lay back. I tended to my part and pushed further into the well-oiled passage. His ass muscles relaxed and welcomed me back again. My seven inches gradually crept up his velvet avenue. He wriggled and twisted to take me all in, groaning quietly at first with the pain and effort. His man-cunt space is still narrow for my thick weapon, but I felt more at home each time, and I knew he wanted me fully inside him.
 

We started to move together—slowly and steadily and stealthily to avoid too much bed-creaking. I knew that Edith, his mother-in-law, had welcomed and accepted me, but I didn’t want to abuse her hospitality. And Mark was breaking his own rule by having sex with me in his home.
 

I suddenly felt him clench my penis as I was sliding down and out. He grunted forcefully. I looked up into his bound eyes and slapped his rump. He nodded and tossed his head. He wanted me full force—and now. Warm-up was over; we both wanted action, and I gave it to him, banging him hard, reaching into his depths. He was panting, sweat running down his tormented face, but he was humping back. He tilted his pelvis forward, his own cock slippery with pre-cum.
 

I pushed in ever deeper, slapping his penis with one hand as it bounced on his stomach. He retaliated by squeezing my prick even harder and helping me to speed up our rhythmical moves. I thrust; he bucked. We gasped, our breaths short and staccato. Sweat slithered off me, dripping onto him. I bit my lip to keep from moaning and howling out loud. We were two animals lusting, two men thrusting, two lovers panting in the power of passion.
 

It couldn’t have lasted any longer. I could feel that familiar tingling and tightening in my balls. All too soon, I shot my seed into the rubber deep inside him in two rapid bursts. He growled in reply and sprayed his own cum across his muscled and heaving stomach. I fell onto him. My own body slithered over his sweat and his cream.
 

We lay there gasping for air, gurgling our pleasure with ourselves and one another. Slowly my dick slithered out of him. Slowly I reached up and released his legs and his arms. Slowly he pulled those muscled arms over my head and held me tight. I felt his lips and my dirty jock trying to invade my mouth. I loosened the thick belt around his eyes and pulled the gag from his mouth.
 

And then he smiled back at me. He slid his fingers down my sweaty back, drawing me ever closer to him. We were even breathing in unison for a moment or two. Then he lifted himself off the pillows, brought his cuffed hands back over to my face, and murmured, “Thank you, Dan. I needed you.”
 

We moved our grubby bodies apart for a moment. I reached down and tugged the full rubber off my prick. I was about to toss it aside, when Mark stopped my hand.
 

“I want to drink your cum, Dan—please.”
 

“We’ll share it together.”
 

So we both swallowed my warm cream and swapped my seed in one another’s mouths. Then we washed and soaped one another in a quick, hot shower before we snuggled down under the blanket. I held him in my arms, my cock nesting between his ass cheeks. We slept the deep sleep of men who knew themselves loved.
 

The next morning, I struggled to wake up, confused by the strange bed in which I found myself. Normally, I slept in my own bed, usually on my own. Rolling over, I bumped into Mark, who grunted and went back to his dreams. Shit, of course, I was staying over in his house, with his family, in his queen-sized bed, which only just fit two big men. It was still early, no sounds in the rest of the home, so I lay and gazed at the man in bed with me. I lightly touched the bushy mustache and the dimple around the relaxed lips. It was a strong and handsome face, suitable for a senior detective sergeant, recently promoted to lieutenant in the LAPD—and my boss at work.
 

I couldn’t resist. My fingers found their way to the brown nubs of his nipples that I was training. My hand moved on down, lightly flicking the dormant cock. As I stroked it gently, it woke up and uncurled immediately.
 

Its owner grunted again, and stretched. He was my submissive in our play, and he serviced me well—as he’d shown last night. Still, he was bigger and taller than me, and the bed seemed too small as his arms followed his dick to grasp me and search for my mouth.
 

“Good morning, sleepyhead.” I kissed him back. “How about getting up and fixing some coffee?”
 

He nestled closer to me. “Whatever you say, Master.” But nothing moved, except my dick and PA, which began to twitch alongside his.
 

“Wake up, Mark. It must be at least seven o’clock.”
 

“It’s Sunday morning. We can sleep in.” The body rolled almost on top of me to consult a digital bedside clock.
 

“Okay, it’s seven forty am. We have ten minutes for ourselves before we have to join the family. I could suck your penis for you. It seems to have woken up too.”
 

“Well, I guess I don’t want to disturb the rest of the family.”
 

“All right, then I’ll just lie here and take an inventory of the Master I love, before I have to go on duty.”
 

He started to run his hands over my face, touching my bushy eyebrows, ruffling my short black hair—now growing back in—leaning in to kiss me with increasing determination. 
 

“Down, boy, or you’ll have my rod so stirred up, I won’t be able to appear for breakfast.” 
 

“Shit, but you’re a real spoilsport this morning. Okay, I’ll just lie here and hope you’ll kiss me again, lover.”
 

Every time he used that word, it sent an electric jolt through my system. The men I normally made use of and fucked hadn’t talked about love. They let me poke and pound their bodies. I emptied myself in them, and that had been enough.
 

But I knew that wasn’t going to be enough with Mark—either for him or for me. Fuck, we’d only known each other for six weeks or so at most. How had he managed to get so far under my skin? He wanted more; he needed more; he deserved more. But I wasn’t sure if I knew how to give enough back. Yes, I had to try much harder this time to change my “all-for-me” attitude.
 

He bit my neck lightly and sat up.
 

“All right, I get the message. Get myself up. Make some dark coffee. Feed it to my Master. A new Sunday morning routine to learn, but, after last night’s fuck, how can I complain?”
 

“I like your ideas. But I’d clean up and put some clothes on first if I were you. And I’ll change the sheets if you’ll show me where the spares are. You can see the cum stains.”
 

“I wouldn’t mind sleeping in them for the next few days. The smell will remind me of you.”
 

“Get going, you dirty old man. What would Edith and Mary say?”
 

“What’s the LAPD motto—’To serve and to protect’? A boy’s work is never done.”
 

Mark shrugged into his briefs and jeans and a conservative T-shirt. He’d started morphing back into being a model father and householder. I looked at the tall, tanned, and muscled torso. I envied him, and I wanted him again, but how would we work out any domestic arrangement for ourselves when he already had a family?
 

Ten minutes later he was back with a mug of steaming dark roast, and he was washed and brushed, ready for the day.
 

“Fifteen minutes to breakfast. So you better get that lazy, hunky body out of the bed, Master, and tell me how you’d like your eggs and bacon. We have a proper breakfast on Sundays, and I cook it, when I can. Edith leaves for church at ten, and I have my time to play with Mary and Wolf before lunch.”
 

Suddenly my face fell—and Mark could read me like a book by this time.
 

“I’m giving you a heads-up so that you can decide where you want to fit in this morning, and the bathroom’s empty right now, if you want a quick shower.”
 

So I hustled right along. I’d even brought a clean jock strap for my weekend away from home. Fourteen minutes later, I strolled into the kitchen area, properly dressed, towards the sound of laughter and the smell of bacon sizzling.
 

“Good morning, Dan, I hope you slept well.” Edith Patterson was Mark’s mother-in-law and chief supporter following the death of his wife and baby over five years ago. I was suddenly flattered and moved, as that morning she obviously felt relaxed enough with me around to be wearing a dark green robe and slippers.
 

“Excuse the informality, but I decided breakfast together would be fun before I had to dress for church.”
 

In her late fifties, she was still a handsome woman, with a full-time job as principal of the nearby middle school, as well as the home keeper.
 

“Hello, Danny. I hope you didn’t keep Daddy awake by snoring loudly.” Mary, his daughter, a precocious ten-year-old, was laughing at me. She too seemed very accepting of the newcomer, a man who shared a bed with her dad, but bright kids are very savvy these days, so I answered in turn, “No, it was his tossing and turning that kept me awake.”
 

“I do not toss and turn. I’m told I sleep very quietly. And you still haven’t told me how you want your eggs.”
 

“Okay, yes, you do sleep very peacefully. And I like them over easy please and crispy bacon, if I can.”
 

“Oh, great, Danny, that’s how I like my bacon.”
 

“All right, young lady, but I don’t want you feeding any bits to Wolf, innocently dropping them on the floor for him.”
 

“No, Daddy, I know the rules.”
 

Hearing his name, the big wolfhound, which was always close to Mary, came over to check me out for my dog-patting abilities, so I obliged, smoothing his thick fur and tickling him behind his ears. It was like flashing back fifteen years to growing up in Philadelphia. The Fortunato family had been a noisy Italian clan, and my brothers and sisters and I’d been close. At moments like this, I felt a tug of regret that I only saw them once a year now that I’ve moved to Los Angeles.
 

“Food’s almost ready. Mary, did you finish setting the table? Edith, would you like some toast? Dan, would you check that everyone has coffee or milk?”
 

It was odd seeing Mark in dad-mode. I had only enjoyed two or three meals with the Farrells, who had speedily accepted me. Perhaps it was because Mark, the father, did, and I fell into a role of “family friend.” So I had relaxed, but I had already become more than just a “work pal”. We were approaching unknown territory here.
 

Still, breakfast flowed easily. Although I knew Edith did most of the cooking, Mark seemed to enjoy putting together a breakfast of eggs, bacon, and some fresh sliced mushrooms. A radio provided a low background of Diana Krall music, mostly lost in our easy chatter.
 

“I don’t know what you two men plan for your day off, but I think you should still take it easy. I’ll be back from church around noon, so we’ll have lunch at one. I should let you know, Dan, that since Sunday is the only day we normally are all together, we have one big meal at lunch time—I’m planning a small roast with potatoes, carrots, and broccoli and there’ll be something light for this evening.”
 

“Sounds wonderful, Edith. What can I contribute?”
 

“Apart from your company, nothing really. Oh, unless you’d like to get something for dessert?”
 

“Well, how about some warm apple pie—maybe with ice cream? It’s one of my favorites. If you’d like that…” I stopped. Had I overstepped?
 

“Oh, please say, ‘Yes,’ Grandma Edith,” Mary exclaimed. “It would be a great treat for me.”
 

“If your dad agrees, just this once, since Dan kindly offered.”
 

“Oh, thank you, Danny. You go to the head of my list for today. Are you going to make it yourself this morning?”
 

Mark chortled. I glared at him.
 

“Bless you, Mary, but I’m not that good a cook. I’ll have to see what I can find at the market.”
 

“Good, that’s settled. Mark, you and Mary are taking Wolf over to the dog park, while Dan does the shopping?” Edith was making arrangements and we all nodded.
 

“We’ll do the dishes while you’re getting ready for church, Edith. Come on, Detective Dan, help me clean up.”
 

“Are there plans for this afternoon?” I hesitated. “I thought I could take Mark for a ride on the back of my bike for an hour or so. Blow some of the work cobwebs away. And it looks as though it’s going to be a fine Southern California December day.”
 

“No, I’ve got nothing really planned. Mind you, I haven’t been on a bike for years. Yes, I’d like to. Is that okay, ladies?” Mark obviously liked to check.
 

“Sounds like a good chance for you both to relax.” Edith turned to me, “Oh, Dan, would you do me a favor? I’ve got the potatoes and carrots organized; could you pick up some heads of broccoli for me while you’re at the market? I seem to be out.”
 

Edith had easily orchestrated our day for us. And that’s what we did. It all seemed relaxed and natural, and once again I felt at home. Was this something else I needed? After I’d grown up in a big family, did I now really need something like a substitute family near me again? Could they accept a gay partner in the group for Mark? 
 

Maybe I’m beginning to settle down, I thought as I drove my car back to my apartment. Inside seemed still and lonely. All too soon, ghosts from my recent past rose again. Unbidden, the members of Group7 swirled around me like ghouls.
 

It was hard to believe that only six weeks ago I’d been drawn into their schemes following the murders of Ingrid Jones and later of Carlton Beaumont. That was when Mark had handpicked me to be his new assistant, as I graduated from LAPD motor officer. They had been seven wealthy, gay businessmen, obsessed with the latest toys—the BMW 750 L cars and the Ducati bikes, but some of their obsessions were much more dangerous. I had been sent undercover as a wealthy playboy to learn more of their operations. Their “initiation games” involved me being dragged in chains behind Beaumont’s off-road bike. That was when I had met Tommy Blanchard, the bodybuilder submissive who helped me. He was one of the more “innocent” in Group7. He had accidently told me of their white slave auctions right here in LA and in New York. As a result, for my final “initiation” to join them, I’d been enslaved and tortured for twenty-four hours by Andy and Clint Walker, two of the sadists in the group, although Clint had been helpful in originally introducing me to the group—after we’d enjoyed a sixty-nine session together.
 

I still had nightmares over the fucking and welts I’d endured in my “voluntary enslavement” and over my final water boarding torture by the brutish Ray Jenkins, henchman to the mysterious overlord of Group7, Erich von Sommerfeld, former “porn king” in LA.
 

Well, fortunately, my boss Mark had rescued me before they drowned me, a result of my blundering attempts to solve the two murders by myself. We, or rather, he had caught the masterminds of the group in their clubhouse in-flagrante delicto, so to speak. He saved me and arrested Dieter, the innocent-looking foreign student who had actually committed the murders, as well as his so-called Master, young Eric Jones, son of the murdered Ingrid Jones and protégé of Erich von Sommerfeld. It had taken us several weeks to complete the paperwork and to appear at the court arraignments of the various cases. I still couldn’t get the viciousness and casual cruelty of these men out of my mind.
 

But it finally showed me that Mark Farrell, the man I thought of as my recently acquired sub, although new to leather sex, loved me enough to risk his own life and his professional reputation in the LAPD, to rescue me. Now I had to start proving myself worthy of that love and devotion.
 

Just thinking about a possible future together was enough to drive away the ghosts and set my cock and heavy PA twitching again. I bustled around my apartment, changing into my one-piece leather bike suit and Dehner boots before wheeling the Harley Fat Boy out of my garage. Yes, a fresh air trip into the hills would help today. A quick stop at the local market produced a fresh apple pie, the necessary ice cream, and broccoli.
 

I rode back with my groceries to the house in Reseda. We warmed the apple pie after Edith’s excellent roast. Mary was allowed a good helping of French Vanilla ice cream, and she was happy. She and her father had had a good morning at the nearby dog park, watching Wolf check out the male competition for the larger bitches. All in all, it was a real Sunday dinner, and I found myself happily stashing dishes afterwards, still dressed in my leathers and boots, which no one seemed to find very unusual.
 

I turned suddenly, and Mark was watching me with a grin on that craggy face.
 

“What’s so funny, Boss?”
 

“I haven’t pictured you as a domestic type, Dan, but you seem to fit right in. Come to think about it, I scarcely had time to get to know you properly outside the station—and the bedroom.”
 

“Well, we’ll have a few hours this afternoon, if you get your leather gear on. I’ve almost finished, and the Harley needs a good run. Would it be okay with the family if we’re not back until dark?”
 

“Of course. I’ll tell Edith not to wait supper for us—and I’ll be ready in five minutes or so. I hope you treat your pillion riders kindly as I haven’t had much experience in the back seat.”
 

“No, I know. You’re usually upfront, bent over, and spread.”
 

He chuckled, left, changed, and came back in chaps, jeans, and boots while I loaded the dishwasher. Fuck, whoever heard of a Top being caught loading the dirty dishes!
 

But then I looked at him as my boot cleats tapped on the kitchen floor and saw the naked need in his eyes and the slight flush on his face. I knew what the sound of my boots did for him. I was accidentally teasing him. That wasn’t fair to either of us. 
 

I decided to go over Malibu Canyon and into the hills for some privacy. It was a balmy winter afternoon, and, although there were the inevitable Sunday tourists on the winding canyon road, we made good time. I finally found a dirt turnoff. Then we were by ourselves. Mark had held onto me tightly round the waist, but now his fingers slipped down into my crotch searching for the package he knew was wrapped up in my one-piece leather racing suit.
 

But I’d decided I needed a chance to talk to him, away from the pressures of work and the subtle seductions of family. The phantoms of my morning, and many nights, and his offhand comments after lunch were pushing me into revealing more about myself. I came to a halt in a grassy area, half hidden from the track, took off my helmet, and pulled the zipper halfway down on my leathers. Mark got off the pillion seat slowly, watching me through the visor. I knew he’d be more than happy to make love again. He undid the helmet, pulled off his jacket, and started to tug the snaps on his blue striped western shirt. I could feel him almost quivering, so I stepped over and put my gauntleted hand on his arm.
 

“Steady, Mark, I know you’re turned on by all this leather gear, but I brought you out here to talk to you privately. I’ve things I need to say to you, and I don’t want to get distracted into fucking around, as we usually do. So let’s relax over by this oak.”
 

He looked curious, if a little disappointed, and lightly said, “Whatever you say, Boss-for-a-day.” We both grinned and made ourselves comfortable, chests bare, resting against the winter-barren tree in the weak sun.
 

“I’m not really sure where to start, but I think it’s time to tell you about myself. How I came to be the man I am today, and what’s bothering me.”
 

“You don’t have to, Dan. I’m more than happy with the tough young man I’ve met. You may still be green around the edges as a detective, and that’s not a bad thing at this stage in your career. But you’re surely one hell of a Master for a boy at my limited-experience level.”
 

“I know I don’t have to explain myself, Mark, but I want to. In fact, I think I need to. The lone wolf I’ve become over the last, oh I don’t know, ten years or so, has served me well up to now. I never wanted to form a relationship before—or rather I’ve never succeeded before. With you I know that’s what I want. Fuck, it’s the least I can do for the man who saved my life from the nightmare of the members of Group7.”
 

“Oh, that was just in the line of duty. Any cop would’ve done the same.”
 

“No, Mark, that isn’t so. You were looking out for me, as I blundered around trying to solve the murder cases involving members of the group. I would have drowned if they had pushed my head into that toilet bowl just one more time. You took the initiative and brought the SWAT team in search of me. I know. I’ve heard Captain Anderson and the others talking.”
 

He reached up and put his big hairy hand over my mouth for a moment.
 

“Well, yes, I was concerned about my wet-behind-the-ears new assistant. But I also knew by then, I was falling in love with you—or at least in lust for you—and so I couldn’t afford to lose you.” His green eyes twinkled, and his dimple creased as he took his paw away.
 

“Thank you for all those reasons. I’ve been feeling the same. I find myself wanting your body all the time. Yes, I want to flog you from top to bottom, front to back, to fuck you every which way, but I also want to kiss you softly and make you mine, body and soul. And at the same time I need to belong to you too. But, shit, being totally honest, I don’t really know how. This hasn’t happened to me before.”
 

“You mean, with all your experience, and I imagine it’s been plentiful, you’ve never actually been in love before?”
 

“Once, maybe, but it might only have been infatuation, and I never had the chance to explore it properly. I don’t think I’d know if I were in love—as an adult, I mean.”
 

“Oh, you’ll know—and you’ll never be the same again.”
 

As I gazed at Mark, I saw the dark shadow slide across his face and knew he was thinking of his dead wife and the lost baby boy.
 

“Dammit, this is not how I wanted this conversation to go. I like to keep control of things, and now I’m losing my footing.”
 

Mark smiled slowly. “Then perhaps you may be suffering from the ‘pangs of love’ and need to get your footing back on more solid ground again. Don’t worry too much; making a relationship is hard work but well worth the effort.”
 

“I think I understand. But I’ve never needed to make that effort before, and you’re right; it’s fucking hard. Maybe I had it too easy from the start, when I first learned about man-sex. I found out early on that I wanted to be a Top and that I needed to be the best fucking Top I knew. That took time, and I didn’t always succeed, but I wouldn’t give up. Sometime I’ll tell you about the men I’ve met and screwed along the way But that was all I wanted or expected from a man—a few days, a week, or even a couple of months of hot sex and ‘goodbye’. 
 

“It all goes back to Captain Jack, my United States Marines officer mentor, when I was a senior in high school. He’d been recovering from war wounds and, I guess, was at loose ends. Anyway, we were mutually attracted to one another. He was a great instructor, taught me the Marine code—Honor, Obedience, Trust— showed me how I could develop as a Top, even back then. Then he was recalled to active duty. And that was that. I never heard from him again. You remind me of him—the same strength of character. When I force you to submit, when I fuck your ass, you never lose your masculinity for a moment. This time, I want to hold on to what I’ve been given and make the most of my second chance.”
 

It was growing dusk, and the wind was getting up. Mark was watching me intently, and I shivered. Then he reached over and took me in his strong arms. I could feel his warmth, even the thud of his heart.
 

“It works both ways, you know. Yes, I was attracted to you from that very first day when I met a cocky muscular young motor officer in a tight blue uniform and tall boots at the murder scene. You turned me on—and you were sharp and enthusiastic on the job. So I took a risk and persuaded Captain Anderson to let me try you out as my partner. I haven’t regretted it, even though you seem to attract danger to yourself far too easily. And believe it or not, I need a sexual relationship too. It’s lonely out here by myself, even with a supportive family. I want us to pursue our objective, try to work through our not inconsiderable obstacles. Shit, I sound like a training manual. I want us to bond and to be together—permanently.”
 

“Thanks. Since we’re being honest with one another, how do you learn to cope with the aftermath of something like the guys in Group7?”
 

“That kind of trauma takes time—you need to talk to one of LAPD’s shrinks. However, first you talk to me and tell me what’s bothering you. That’s what partners are for.”
 

“Okay, Boss, but first I’m getting fucking cold. How about we hop back on the bike, go back to my place. There we can warm-up and talk about my nightmares and maybe hump each other too.”
 

“Sounds like a plan for a Sunday evening. I’ll let Edith know I’ll be back late.” 
 

We suited back up, rolled the bike to the track, and were off in the gathering dusk. It didn’t take long, and the cool air and Mark’s arms felt good against my torso. My place wasn’t much—a large one bedroom apartment in a nice newish building on a quiet residential street just off Laurel Canyon, not too far from the station. After spending a couple of weeks undercover, staying in a luxury golf course condo, it had been hard to come back to real life. Still, it was home. I could lock the bike away, and anyway, I rarely stayed in any one place more than a year.
 

Mark knew the way but hung back in proper sub mode. That wasn’t what I wanted that evening, so I shoved him through the door first. I was glad to notice that at least I’d made the bed on Saturday before I’d left.
 

“I’ll turn the heater on and get us a couple of brews, Boss. Make yourself comfortable.”
 

It took a couple of beers on my part before I could tell him of the Group7 ghosts who were haunting me and how I relived fragments of my initiation and torture in my dreams. He listened attentively, sympathetically, and looked severely sexy, if there is such a thing.
 

“I’m not really surprised to hear all this, Dan. You should’ve told me before, said you needed help. That was a heavy load for any ‘newbie’ like yourself.”
 

“I didn’t want to seem like a fucking wuss. I thought I could tough it out.”
 

“This isn’t about showing how fucking tough you can be. You need to exorcise these demons. I’ll help you. Anyway, look what we accomplished—and I do mean ‘we’—Group7 has been broken up. The white slave ring is finished. The murderous Dieter and young Jones are going on trial for first-degree, and that thug Ray Jenkins will be tried for attempting to murder an LAPD officer—namely, you. We were lucky to catch them all, and we’ve been able to wrap up most of our part over the past month or so.”
 

“But Erich, the mastermind behind it, got out on bail almost right away. His attorney was at the station within an hour.”
 

“You mean Erich von Sommerfeld? Yes, he was shouting for his lawyer as we arrested him. That’s no biggie. I’m told the Deputy District Attorney is trying to tie him into one of the murder charges. We’ll get the bastard yet.”
 

“If he doesn’t get us first!”
 

“I think he’ll stay away from us—and so will your old friend Clint Walker, who seemed to wriggle out on bail despite his connection to the slavery ring.”
 

“At least Tommy Blanchard seems to be in the clear.”
 

“That’s the submissive bodybuilder who ‘helped’ you and turned state’s evidence? Maybe I should be jealous, Dan.”
 

“No way. He’s got his own Master, and I still want you.”
 

We’d been sitting on the dark red Naugahyde sofa, and gradually my fears had been lifting as I swigged a third beer. I swiveled sideways and pushed Mark down on the slippery cover. He moaned and opened his lips. I covered him and let my tongue work into his mouth. He began to pant. We both reached down. I unzipped the lower part of my racing leathers. Out sprang a purpling cockhead and the thick and gleaming PA. Mark was struggling with the buttons on his 501s and yanking open his Western shirt at the same time. His mindset was changing in front of my eyes from Boss to boy. I was breathing rapidly, my blood heating fast, my mind now ready for fucking. I slithered up his chest until my dick was at his mouth.
 

“Open wide, fucker, and get to work on my spike. It needs warming and cleaning, and you’re just the boy to do that.”
 

He grunted and raised his head to start servicing me. I thrust one hand behind him to keep him in the right position, while the other went below to check his penis. I didn’t need to worry. His pole was upright and already drooling pre-cum. Shit, we could turn each other on real fast.
 

“Come on, suck harder. That’s better. I can feel your tongue washing my shaft. But not too much stimulation. I’ve other ideas for my seed this evening.”
 

The room seemed hotter, stifling me. I pulled my arms out of the top half of my suit, so that the leather fell behind me. I felt flushed and full. I leaned down and kissed Mark’s eyes and then his neck as his mustache tickled the root of my shaft in his mouth. He was sweating and sucking, intent on his service, but I wanted his ass.
 

“Okay, motherfucker, let go of me. I’m in fuck mode. So let’s get to the bedroom and get out of those duds.”
 

Mark knew the drill, stumbling as he tried to pull off his boots, unzip the chaps, and get out of the jeans all at once. He fell onto the bed, that muscled torso gleaming in the semidarkness. I was ready for him, a Leather Master taking his eager boy. Lube and sheaths were right there in the nightstand.
 

“I’m going to ride you this evening, ride you to kingdom come. Get your ass ready. That’s my boy. Now let’s lube you up and slip my rubber on. Fuck, what’s this? You got a plug up your hole already.”
 

He panted in a whisper, “Always prepared to serve you, Sir, and live in hope of a good fucking.”
 

“And that’s what you’re going to get, once we get this dildo out of you. Shit, impressive size too. Fuck, you must have almost creamed yourself on the back of my bike.”
 

“Yes, Sir, I wanted to, but I didn’t. I hadn’t asked permission.”
 

“Just as well you didn’t. Now let’s get some more grease up there to ease my penetration.”
 

I was boiling—body, balls, and cock. Amazing how easily and completely this man and I could turn ourselves into needy sexy animals. I lubed him. I spanked his ass cheeks a few times while his hole twitched and winked at me. I slid on the rubber and generously lubed myself.
 

“Climb up on me. You know the drill. You’ve ridden my pole before.”
 

He grunted, tried to stretch his ass hole in preparation for taking the hardness of me. His own dick was dribbling pre-cum, so I slapped it lightly to calm it down.
 

Then I went to work with him, with the man I wanted to build a life with, the man I wanted to own and honor. He was on his knees, pulling aside his glistening ass cheeks. Sweat covered us. 
 

“Turn around and face me, boy,” I ordered, and he slithered around my torso. I massaged my bone-hard and ready prick. He maneuvered his hole into position. I felt the lips of his anus caress my cockhead. Then slowly he forced himself down upon my stake. I helped by twisting his tits and pulling them down too. He sank down and down, grimacing and groaning from pain. My dick felt itself gradually sucked up his velvet passage, and I growled at him. His eyes were shut, his concentration complete. As his cheeks brushed my pubes, I leant in to kiss him. His eyes shot open, and he trembled. 
 

Now fully accepting his role, he thrust himself back up with his thick thigh muscles. I flicked his oozing prick head, followed by his tits as he labored up. His muscles kept my cockhead inside him. Suddenly he slid back down, the expression on his face changing to surprise and pleasure. “Oof.”
 

“Work me, motherfucker. Squeeze my weapon with those muscles of yours. Work for me. Show me how a good boy rides his Master.”
 

I was gasping alongside him. He sounded like a steam engine or a Ferrari in super drive as he drove up and down on my pole.
 

The pace increased. His sweat pooled onto my chest. I thrust my member upward into his muscled dark chute. Now, I felt like a man again. Demons banished, Dan the man back in control. I could feel my balls tightening and pulsing with me. I thrust deeper into my lover, my boy, and my cum shot into the rubber covering my penis. He was shuddering, his thighs flexing to keep his legs in motion. My hand seized his thrusting shaft and massaged its tight length. His seed spewed out and spilled into our groins. His legs quivered, and he fell over me, still impaled on my thick sword.
 

Ten minutes later, my penis slid out of him. Our breathing was returning to normal. Two full and willing fucks in less than twenty-four hours. Shit, that was a record even for me, and Mark just lay there, with a goofy smile relaxing the hard contours of his jaw. He gazed at me in wonder and disbelief.
 

“Fuck, Master, is that what it’s going to be like when we are really living together?”
 

I chuckled. “Maybe at weekends. But we’ll need to keep our stamina up for the regular job. Fucking takes energy. And you, you I need to get back home, so here, share my cum with me fresh from the rubber. Then we’ll shower, stopper you back up again. You can suffer all the way home on the back of the Harley.”
 

We laughed together, happily soaked and washed each other’s crotches and asses, and, to our surprise, I had him back in Reseda by ten pm.
 

“See you in the morning, Master. Thanks for a great weekend.”
 

“See you in the morning, Boss, and thank your family for their generous hospitality and for the loan of you this weekend.”
 
  




CHAPTER TWO
 

Mark – Part One
 

Captain Anderson seemed embarrassed when he called me into his office a few days later.
 

“I’ve a new case for you, Mark, and for Fortunato. I need a team, with a special expertise, to take a look at what seems to be an accident or a suicide, but I’m not 100 percent sure. There doesn’t seem to be any suicide note, for instance.”
 

“We’re ready to take on something new, Captain, as we’ve about finished all the paperwork on the Group7 cases.”
 

“Not quite all, I’m afraid. This is one of the loose ends—a guy named Tommy Blanchard. Did you meet him during your investigation?”
 

“No, but I know Danny certainly has. He is the man who gave us the first information on the slavery ring—by accident, I think. What’s happened to him? I thought, for his cooperation and info, he’d been cleared of any charges.”
 

“I thought so too; he certainly gave us plenty of evidence against the others But now he’s managed to kill himself—or get himself killed—in a particularly gruesome manner. Looks like some form of autoerotic masochism, I think that’s what it’s called, taken to the extreme. Could just be an accident, or suicide, or something else, but we need to know which and why.”
 

“That doesn’t sound like the character Danny described to me.”
 

“That’s why I particularly want you two to take a look at it. Don’t take this the wrong way, but it seems to be gay related, and I’d rather have you two on the scene than some of my other teams. In one sense, I’m hoping it’s an accident or a suicide —God rest his soul—but it does seem uncomfortably coincidental to our other Group7 cases.”
 

“Sure, Captain, Danny and I will drive over and take a look.”
 

“I’d be obliged, and let me know what you think soon as possible. Here’s the address.”
 

I gathered up my partner, who was looking bored at his desk, told him only that there was a dead body the captain wanted us to check out, and hustled him out of the office.
 

“What’s the rush, Boss?” he demanded as we climbed into our car, and I backed out of the space a little too quickly.
 

“You met Tommy Blanchard early on in our investigations of Group7, didn’t you?”
 

“Sure, great guy—real body builder with the soul of a slave. He was one big help to me personally after my murderous initiation at Carlton Beaumont’s place. Why, what’s happened to him? I thought he’d been let go after he told all he knew about the slavery ring?”
 

“He’s been found dead. Looks like some extreme S&M thing. That’s why the captain wants us checking it out—suicide, accident, or something else.”
 

“I hope this doesn’t mean we’re going to be ‘type-cast’ as the ‘go to gay cops’. Tommy doesn’t seem the type—slave-like, yes, but he was devoted to that Master of his—the TV star, what’s his name, Will Foster, I think. He’s on some sitcom or other.”
 

We had turned off Ventura Boulevard up into the hills, but not too far. The address was a pleasant-looking block of new apartments in the “garden-court” style, with palm trees, plenty of bougainvillea bushes, and an Olympic-sized pool. The manager was expecting us, a harried looking woman in her fifties, who hadn’t had time to put on her usual face—just slapped on some lipstick.
 

“I told the other officer; we’ve never had anything like this happen in the five years I’ve managed the Palm Court.”
 

“Who discovered Mr. Blanchard’s body, Mrs…eh?”
 

“Doris Kenyon. I had a phone call earlier this morning, asking me to check on Tommy, because he hadn’t reported for work. He’s always been such a good tenant. So I knocked and then went in. I’ve never seen anything quite so shocking. So I called your—I mean 911, and they sent an officer over right away.”
 

We had been walking around the pool to one of the corner apartments, where a couple of protected bird-of-paradise bushes already had flowers in bud.
 

“I’ll let you gentlemen go in, if you don’t mind. Nothing’s been touched, as far as I know, and I’ve been told the coroner will be here soon too. Oh dear, I hope this doesn’t mean TV crews as well—such bad publicity for the property.”
 

It was a large living room that we walked into, shaded but comfortably furnished. Gym equipment filled much of the area, but dominating the space was the body, hanging from a strong hook, one of four screwed into the ceiling beams I noticed.
 

“Fucking hell,” breathed Danny.
 

It certainly wasn’t a pretty sight. Tommy Blanchard was naked. A plastic bag covered his head; a tight noose of rope round his neck ran up to the ceiling. Thick rope was tightly wound around his chest and upper arms, but his forearms and hands were free. One still grasped his purple and glistening cock, fully erect and still moist from a recent ejaculation. His feet were also tied together with more rope, and a low stool had slipped to one side.
 

The uniform who had responded to the initial call was still guarding the apartment.
 

“Morning, Lieutenant, Officer Fortunato. It’s one grim scene for sure. Looks as though he only died a couple of hours ago. What a way to go even if you are a fag—sorry, that just slipped out. I know that I’m not supposed to jump to such conclusions.”
 

“That’s okay, Officer Turnbill, isn’t it? I agree. Seems such a waste. Well, let’s take a closer look.”
 

Dan was walking around the body, pulling on rubber gloves. He touched the torso lightly. It swung round, showing the strong musculature and very well-defined abs and thighs. As his ass came into view, Dan leaned in. There was a strong smell of shit, but he pointed to a thick black rubber dildo that was still in place in his anus, with brown strings of feces leaking round the edges. His cheeks and back had been savagely beaten, with thick red welts all over his buttocks.
 

“It looks like a perfect accident, Boss. Tommy tied himself up tight to get himself off and slipped off the stool, or it fell over. I’ve heard of some guys who practice this form of autoerotic masochism; it’s called ‘asphyxia’ or something like that. But I understood it’s usually done with a partner, to prevent accidents like this. Fuck, this is a real tragedy. He was such a friendly guy—doesn’t seem like the kind of fetish he’d be into—unless his Master likes it too. And who gave him such a fierce whipping?”
 

“Look at this wrist, Danny, yes, the one still round his cock, not the other one. Notice anything unusual?”
 

“Yes, now you mention it, there does seem to be a little bruising, and look at the bridges and white lines on his fingernails. I don’t think that’s consistent with being hanged.”
 

“Well, the coroner should be here any minute. In the meantime, let’s check the knot in the rope on that hook in the ceiling. Could it have slipped and accidentally tightened?”
 

“Say, Mark, did you notice four hooks in the ceiling—just right for a sling. Wonder what his TV star used to get up to?”
 

“Okay, Danny, can the dirty mind and check the rope. Officer Turnbill, there’s no sign of a suicide note anywhere, right?”
 

“Not that I’ve found, Lieutenant, although I didn’t check his computer and only took a quick look round the bedroom and kitchen.”
 

“And no real signs of a struggle either?”
 

“No. With a guy this big and strong you’d need several men to overpower him and string him up like that. There’d have been some kind of a noise.”
 

Danny and I moved into the Spartan bedroom. There was a carefully made up king-sized bed, not slept in, a closet with mainly gym and smart casual clothes and maybe some kind of work uniform. Some leather gear had been pushed to the back of it, which Danny thought he recognized from his one previous encounter with Tommy. No sign of the note there or in the small but immaculately clean kitchen.
 

Dr. Craven, the coroner, and his assistants came barreling in, as we three police officers were trying to untie the rope from the ceiling.
 

“Morning, Lieutenant Farrell, I’d like to examine the body in situ first, if you don’t mind. It need only take a few minutes. Then we’ll all help to bring Mr. Blanchard’s body into a more comfortable position before rigor mortis sets in.”
 

Dan and I could only wait and check other details while the coroner and team completed their work and the accompanying police photographer took seemingly dozens of shots.
 

“I hope these photos don’t find their way onto the Internet or any of the pornographic mags,” grunted Dan. “That isn’t the way for Tommy to end.”
 

“Get your mind back on the job, Fortunato,” I commented. “We need to look around the room for any other hard evidence. The hardwood floor doesn’t show any scuffle marks. In fact, it’s almost too clean and polished.”
 

“Well, the weights over here on this pecs exercise machine are all out of order—as though someone fell hard here and no one bothered to put the pieces back together correctly.”
 

“That’s something that Tommy could’ve done himself weeks ago, Dan.”
 

“No, I don’t think so. Any bodybuilder takes very good care of his exercise equipment to prevent any accidents. Tommy, I would guess, was really into keeping everything in top shape.”
 

“Okay, I’ll make a note of it. Anything else you can suggest before I talk to Dr. Craven?”
 

“That beating couldn’t have been self-inflicted, and I’m still puzzled about the absence of a partner in this session. Extreme SM can be super dangerous, as this shows, and Tommy seemed too level-headed to go this far just for kicks.”
 

“Maybe he was depressed and wanted to end it all—or it was just an ill-fated accident.”
 

“No, Boss, I could see a hothead like me getting into this situation—well, not exactly like this or this extreme, but you know what I mean. To me this seems like some kind of set up. A message for somebody? His TV star lover? The cops? Us in particular? I don’t know, but something certainly isn’t right.”
 

“My hunch is the same as yours, but hunches don’t hold up in court. We need some evidence. I’ll talk to the coroner about the beating, the bruise, and the fingernails.”
 

Dr. Craven was just finishing his preliminary examination and looked up as I approached him.
 

“Well, Lieutenant, what’s your read on this one? Suicide? Accident? Or something more ‘unusual’?”
 

“Of course it’s really your call, Doc, but the method of death doesn’t jibe with my partner’s knowledge of the victim. I’m curious also about the bruise on his right wrist.” 
 

“Yes, I noticed that too. Could have been the mark left from some form of restraint—or he could’ve just injured himself several days ago.”
 

“True, but that is one savage whipping he sustained very recently. And there are the ridges and white lines on his fingernails.”
 

“And his toenails too, Mark. So I’m not prepared to give a definite opinion on the cause of death until I’ve made some more tests in the morgue lab. I also want to check for some form of poisoning right away. We’ve taken blood and semen samples already. I should be able to let you know by, say, tomorrow morning, if any of my suspicions are confirmed.
 

“In the meantime, with your help, we’ll remove the body, and you better try to find some next of kin.”
 

“We’re already on that. He has a partner who works in television, and we’re trying to get hold of him. My partner is checking through the desk for any details of family members.”
 

“I’ll call you tomorrow morning. By all means tell Captain Anderson what you’ve learnt and my concerns, but otherwise let’s keep our thoughts to ourselves.”
 

“We’ll seal the apartment, and I think the manager lady will only be too happy to keep things quiet.”
 

I asked Officer Turnbill to get permission to remain in or near the apartment to keep curiosity seekers out. We decided to take the computer with us and ran some yellow tape around the front of the apartment. Mrs. Kenyon, the manager, didn’t seem to like the gossipy type, but we promised to give her an “all clear” as soon as possible.
 

Dan had come across a couple of Christmas cards in their envelopes, ready to be sent, from which it looked as though there was family in Texas and one sister who lived in Orange County. He’d also discovered which production company Will Foster, Tommy’s Master, worked for.
 

I reported back to Captain Anderson, and we got permission to visit Mr. Foster, or whatever his real name was, before he had time to learn of the death from other sources, including Mrs. Kenyon, who fortunately still seemed too shocked to do anything but drink strong coffee in her manager’s office. But these effects could wear off in a few hours, and I wanted to be ahead of the game.
 

Danny’s range of contacts often surprised even me. Through the LAPD and his biker gang contacts, he knew the deputy head of security at Parade Studios, a smaller television facility in Burbank, so we had no trouble in quickly getting onto the lot, where “Men About Town”—yes, that was the name of Will Foster’s TV show—was taped. We were even given a decent parking space.
 

Clearly, it was a successful program. The production offices were large, glossy, and busy. Our badges got us into one of the executive producers’ offices, where we explained our mission.
 

“Of course, we’re always happy to assist the LAPD in any way we can, but I don’t feel I can interrupt Mr. Foster at the moment with a matter that is scarcely his concern.”
 

“Mr. Bramwell, you agree that Tommy Blanchard was employed as Mr. Foster’s security or bodyguard by your company?”
 

“Yes, I believe so, sir, but I don’t keep track of the ‘support team’. That would be Human Resources’ responsibility.”
 

“So it was, or was not, your assistant who was asked by Mr. Foster to track down Mr. Blanchard this morning, when he didn’t appear at his usual time?” 
 

This was a blind shot, but it produced dividends. Mr. Bramwell blinked, started to go red in the face, fiddled with the expensive “toys” on his large mahogany desk.
 

“Oh, well, yes, I believe, that would have been Ms. Cantwell.”
 

“Then I think Mr. Foster has the right to be told quietly and discreetly, now, by me and my associate, that his ‘bodyguard’ has been found dead under questionable circumstances.”
 

“Well, he is very busy with this week’s show.”
 

“Come on, Mr. Bramble or whatever your name is, it’s only Tuesday,” Dan interrupted forcefully. “The cast will still be reading the script or just starting to rehearse. We could go and get a warrant, and that could alert the media to your efforts to hinder a police investigation.”
 

Mr. Bramwell had watched too many ‘police procedurals’ on TV to battle any longer.
 

“You’ll keep this quiet and only take a few minutes of Mr. Foster’s time?”
 

“For the moment, yes, until the coroner produces his report.”
 

Mr. Bramwell turned red and then white in the face, shot out of his office, and in ten minutes or less, we were meeting the star in his own office.
 

Neither Dan nor I knew anything of note about Will Foster, so we were going to have to wing the interview. Neither of us could remember seeing the program, although I dimly remembered my colleague, Marge Donohue, going into raptures about the “handsome hunk in this very funny TV show”.
 

So it was not a real surprise when a handsome, somewhat slim, six-foot blond guy marched briskly into his own office, shook each of us by the hand, and asked if we’d like some coffee or bottled water.
 

“No, thanks, Mr. Foster,” I answered. “Our call this morning is not a social one. Do you know why we’re here?”
 

“There’s some problem over Tommy, I believe. He hasn’t turned up for work this morning. Has he been arrested?”
 

“Mr. Foster, I think you better sit down…”
 

“I really don’t have the time. I’ll happily bail him out, if that’s what you need.”
 

“Mr. Foster, Tommy is dead. He was discovered this morning, naked, bound, in an extreme gay S&M scene.”
 

Will Foster collapsed suddenly into the nearest chair, looking decidedly horrified and very surprised.
 

“Tommy, dead? My Tommy, dead? Naked, doing an S&M scene? Fuck. Oh, you better tell me the rest.”
 

So we told him the rest, leaving out our suspicions for the moment. At first he tried to insist that Tommy was “just an employee—a favorite employee. But that was the limit of his involvement”.
 

We let him go on for a moment or two, and then Dan could contain himself no longer.
 

“Mr. Foster or whatever your name really is, I’m a gay LAPD homicide detective. Don’t look so surprised. We do exist. I met Tommy when I was working undercover not long ago, and we spent an evening together. He indicated that he was your slave. You were his Master, and you had a gay relationship, probably a BDSM one, but you wanted to keep it quiet. I’m not passing judgment. Heaven knows I’m not in a position to do anything like that. But we need you to tell us something about the relationship between the two of you. How and why could Tommy Blanchard die in an autoerotic masochistic scene all alone?”
 

Will Foster was silent for a moment or two. He seemed genuinely upset, but there was a look of calculation in his eyes as he looked up.
 

“I really shouldn’t be talking to you at all about any of this, at least not without my lawyer present. How do I know you won’t go out and sell my story to some scandal sheet? I worked hard to get where I am, and I intend to stay successful as a hetero hero.”
 

“Mr. Foster,” I began, “we have no real interest in you or your career at the moment, at least not until the coroner tells us whether he suspects foul play in this death.”
 

“But I thought you said it looked like an accident—an extreme scene gone badly wrong—or suicide?”
 

“And so I did, Will. I implied that such was the case, but there are still some questions that need to be answered. You could help us with these, or you could wait until the news media gets hold of the story, as you suggest. We won’t tell them, but a studio like this has many flapping ears, and your relationship to Tommy may not remain secret much longer, or your own sexual interests.”
 

“Well, I’ll just deny it all.”
 

“I don’t think the evidence we will find, plus all the photos of Tommy, bound and naked, would help you there. Far better to tell us how and when the two of you first got together, now, in private.”
 

There was a pause while Will Foster seemed to consider his options. “Very well, I guess I’d better start cooperating. I don’t want to have my personal life slipping out in public, if I can avoid it. I’ve spent too long protecting my privacy. What do you want to know?”
 

“Basically, it would help us with our inquiries to find out more about you and your relationship to the deceased, Mr. Blanchard. We’ll tape your words, and you can sign off on the statement later.”
 

“I suppose it’s easier to start at the beginning with me. I’m not sure what came first—my love of performing or knowing that I was different somehow. I was a cute kid, and my mother encouraged me to sing and dance. By my teens I was doing my thing at church socials, and I tried out for the high school plays. There was nothing like standing on stage, belting out ‘76 Trombones’ from The
Music Man and enjoying the laughter and applause. 
 

“I grew up in southern Illinois, so there were occasional weekends in Chicago, when my mother took me to see shows there. I soon realized that this was what I wanted to be—an actor. It didn’t seem to run in the family. My father was a doctor, an overworked small town doctor. I think he was grateful that I stayed out of trouble, wasn’t caught for vandalism or drunkenness, and wasn’t accused of getting a local girl pregnant. In fact, although I would go out with girls, and I wanted to try to have sex with them, my penis didn’t seem very interested.
 

“With my male schoolmates, it was very different. I gazed longingly at the jocks in the shower after gym. I masturbated quietly in my bedroom after gazing at the tight asses of the football and baseball teams in those uniforms. I knew I was different, but in those days, in a small town, there were no school classes explaining about being gay and offering support.
 

“Oh, don’t get me wrong, I was popular enough. I reached my full height of over six feet at sixteen, and I worked hard in my gym classes to get muscle strength and tone. I was the star in drama, speech, history, and a pretty good gymnast. So I had no trouble getting myself into a good college. Since I was one of three kids, with an older sister and younger brother, we had to be careful about money. I worked summer jobs in the local pharmacy—thanks to my dad. 
 

“I wanted to go to college in a big city and away from home. I needed to get away and find myself. I applied to schools on the East Coast in and around New York. A good liberal arts college in Upstate New York offered a partial scholarship. At nineteen and a half, on a hot and humid September afternoon, I found myself unpacking in a dorm room I would be sharing with an unknown guy. It was a pleasant enough room, without personality, on a campus where the trees were already beginning to show their fall colors.
 

“My roommate proved to be a nice surprise, another good looking, six footer named Pete, Pete Masterson if I remember correctly. He was from New York City itself, which instantly made him intriguing in my eyes, and he was a business major, which was not so appealing. But he seemed to have an outgoing personality and invited me to join him for a burger and beer that first evening.
 

“I don’t have a car to go into town,’ I began.
 

“Shit, don’t worry, I brought mine, although I’m not sure where to go,’ Pete jumped in. ‘Come on, let’s go.’
 

“I was impressed with the car—it was a late ‘80s bright blue Buick Regal. We tooled down the road to the nearby town and found ourselves one of the college hangouts. We had the usual cheeseburger and fries, not terribly good, not terribly bad, and we drank too many Bud Lights for me, although Pete seemed to handle them well enough and got us back to the dorm safely.
 

“By this time we’d exchanged our life stories. He came from a well-to-do New York family with an apartment in Manhattan. His father owned his own business in the garment district, which he’d started from scratch, and was on his third wife—a former model. He had younger siblings and was expecting to go into the family business. 
 

“He said he had a steady girlfriend, but seemed very interested in me, putting his arm over my shoulder, slapping my thigh when he made a joke, which became more frequent as the evening and beers went on. Pete wanted to know all about me and my aims and ambitions. The theatre seemed to fascinate him, especially the sex lives of actors and actresses. He wanted to know all about mine too and was surprised about my lack of experience. 
 

“Don’t worry. We’ll soon deal with that problem,’ he chortled, and he was as good as his word. Scarcely had he got us back to our room before he was pulling off his T-shirt and pants.
 

“Come on, Will, get your clothes off and let’s get to it. You’re going to lose your cherry tonight, if you want to.’
 

“I was feeling woozy and happy, so I did as I was told, and soon we were both naked. He pulled me into his arms, kissed me hungrily.
 

“But I thought you were into girls…’
 

“Hey, buddy, I can swing either way, but I prefer boys or, rather, men. Stop talking and kiss me back properly.’
 

“I opened my mouth, and his tongue slid in, slithering around hungrily. I gulped and rubbed my chest and my rapidly rising cock against him. His weapon was already up, and I felt some kind of sticky liquid coating my stomach. It was my first encounter with another man’s pre-cum. He groaned in turn and reached down to grab my own dick, stretching and rubbing it, as I began to moan too.
 

“It proved to be an exciting evening. Maybe my drunken haze kept me relaxed and bent over as Pete stretched my asshole with his fingers and some lube that he produced from somewhere, as well as a condom. Then he thrust his rubbered rod up into my virgin anus. It hurt, a lot, and I was sore for the next day or so, but it was well worth it. He hoisted me on his pole and fucked me. Finally I had man sex, and I never wanted anything else afterwards. I knew what I was and what I thought would be my immediate future.
 

“Pete was energetic and demanding. He enjoyed fucking me in a variety of positions—doggy style, my legs over his shoulders, hanging off the end of the bed, riding his thick cock. This was a crash course not on the college schedule for my first semester, and it gave me sufficient experience in six months to realize that I was a submissive male sex pig, but I didn’t want that to be my public image. In the drama department that year, I tried out for Stanley in A Streetcar Named Desire and Paul in Neil Simon’s Barefoot in the Park. You know either play, Lieutenant?”
 

“Well, I’ve seen the movie version of Streetcar on Turner Classic Movies.” I smiled. “But go on, what happened next?”
 

“I ‘butched’ it up for Stanley, but the part went to one of the seniors. However I did land the lead in Barefoot and I realized that I was good at comedy, and so I focused on gaining as much experience as I could.”
 

“And Pete?” interrupted Dan.
 

“Oh, Pete gradually got tired of me. I was too easy for him. Looking back on it, he liked a man to struggle, to fight him in his sex games, and that didn’t seem to be me. By the end of our first year, he would still give me an occasional poke, but he’d moved on to one of the quarterbacks, and I was about to meet Professor Graham Vincennes.”
 

“Who was this professor?”
 

“He was to be my mentor, both in my training as an actor, and in my sex play. Professor Vincennes was a well-known playwright and stage producer, a good college instructor and connoisseur of handsome young men. Of course I didn’t know any of this at the beginning. He taught several classes, mainly graduate and upper division, but he had seen me in Barefoot in the Park and invited me to audit one of his acting classes. It was considered an honor, and I was flattered. At first I kept very quiet; these were juniors and seniors, and I was just a sophomore. When we rehearsed scenes, I was playing the small roles, nothing major, although it was becoming clear that I did have a flair for comedy.
 

“Say, can I get you guys something to drink. I’m parched, and I could do with some more coffee myself.” He yelled out the door for someone to get him a latte grande please. “This is turning out to be quite a morning one way and another.”
 

We assured him that we were fine, although Dan elected for Perrier water. His female assistant soon appeared with some kind of latte coffee for Mr. Foster, and Dan got his bottle of water.
 

“Where was I? Oh yes, Professor Vincennes. Funny, the way I still tend to think of him by that name. Anyway, about a month or so into the class, I was in his office to discuss an assignment I’d written on one of Shakespeare’s heroes—Benedick in Much Ado About Nothing, I think. He seemed pleased with my work and asked me if I would like to come over to his house for dinner, and we could discuss the part in more detail. I accepted immediately, because I had an ulterior motive. The drama department was going to do the play before the end of my junior year, and I wanted that leading role badly.
 

“Yes, like everyone in the department, I also knew that Graham Vincennes was gay and was rumored to like his sex heavy and leathery. Besides, he was a handsome bear of a man, maybe about fifteen years older than me, so I was not an unwilling dinner partner. 
 

“It turned out he had a house about three miles outside town. I still didn’t have a car, hadn’t really needed it, as there was always someone from whom I could bum a ride. It would have to be a taxi that evening. And what to wear? I decided the preppy look would be appropriate—not that I had that much of a wardrobe to choose from.
 

“Anyway, I turned up on time, looking clean and trim, and rang the doorbell. It was an older, stone-built property, and the garden looked very well maintained. The first surprise of the evening was when the door opened, and my tweedy college professor had morphed into a black leather Goth—boots, breeches, long-sleeved shirt with epaulets, tight short gloves, and black cap. He already had a trimmed beard, and the effect was mind blowing. My cock jerked awake.
 

“He smiled. ‘Glad you’re on time, William, come in to my lair.’
 

“Yes, sir.’ I stumbled over the threshold and onto his broad and leathered chest. Yes, I swear it was an accident. A deep chuckle bubbled up from his throat as he opened his arms to prevent me from falling over the double doorsill.
 

“That step almost never fails. But be welcome to my home.’
 

“And he hugged and held me tight, before lowering his leonine head to kiss me. By now I was gasping and gurgling with an open mouth. I had wondered whether there would be any play in the course of the evening, but I did not expect things to warm up right away. The professor held onto me tightly for another minute or two and then let go completely. I just sagged and slithered to the floor. The leather beast in front of me already had my body so excited that I felt as though I was losing control totally, and he knew it. He’d marked me out as his next target.
 

“I lay in a heap at his feet. He lifted one boot and brought it down into my crotch, sliding it from side to side over my pants-covered genitals. Groans came from somewhere inside me, and I writhed in pain and pleasure on the hardwood floor.
 

“That’s enough for now. I just wanted to check if my gaydar was working properly. And I think I’m right. Get yourself upright, shrug off your clothes—all of them, fold them, put them on that stand there, and then follow me into the study.’ 
 

“He kicked me away from his highly polished boots and disappeared down the hallway. I lay there for a minute or two, trying to get my mind to function again. Thinking back on it, I realized that I’d been mind-fucked by a Master, and I was never the same again.
 

“That evening, I focused on doing what I was told, carefully and methodically. The hallway looked dark and vaguely menacing. Which room had the professor gone into? All the doors were closed except one. I tiptoed towards it on my bare feet.
 

“Come in, boy, come in and meet your Master. Now.’ So I stepped into his study and my real life for the next five years. That night he ordered me to stand in front of him, while he inspected me, and it was a thorough inspection. He took my head in his big hands. 
 

“Open your mouth. I want to see your teeth and your tongue—in that order. The pearly whites seem to be in good condition and the tongue is long and well-shaped for licking. Done much boot licking before, boy, or how about ass-rimming?’
 

“I tried to shake my head.
 

“No, I thought not. Well, you’ll soon learn here. Now the nipples—just baby tits, never been played with. Let’s see what happens when I tease them.’
 

“His gloved hands found my nubs amongst my blond chest hair and pinched and pulled them until they began to show signs of life. Then he slapped them hard with his coiled fist, and I howled.
 

“Strong reactions. You’ve got well-developed pecs, boy. Work out at the gym regularly?’
 

“I nodded. His hands prowled down my stomach and separated to check my thighs, ignoring my throbbing cock and balls.
 

“Keep looking straight ahead, but with your eyes lowered in a suitably submissive way. Not bad. Now turn around, bend over, and touch your toes. I want to check your ass. I’ll be generous tonight and use some lube on you. First, two fingers in and stretching. Yes, you been used back there before and regularly, I’d say. Three fingers in and moving around.’
 

“I was sweating and straining. Small yelps of pleasure forced themselves out as the fourth finger tried to enter, but my muscles only stretched so far at that stage. Vincennes seemed satisfied, slapped my butt cheeks several times and told me to stand up again. He cleaned his leather-gloved fingers in my hair.
 

“Now, the piece de resistance. Good thick penis—I’d say about seven inches with a fair mushroom head and a pair of handsome low hanging balls. All in all, you’re a potentially powerful package. What do you say, boy, you want to become my slave?’
 

“I dunno, Sir. I don’t know what’s involved, and what’s in it for me?’
 

“You cheeky bastard, but I guess from the attitude you’re new to any Master/slave relationship. So I’ll tell you once—and only once.
 

“I need a man-slave who looks after my needs—sexual and mental. Some work around the house, although I already have a grunt-boy for house and garden work. No, I need a man with brains as well as balls, who could still be in college and who’ll spend some evenings and most weekends with me, learning to serve me and to earn his leathers. The training will be rough, and there’ll be plenty of punishment, but you’ll be a real man’s man by the end of it.
 

“Leather is very important to me. It’s a way of life, a uniform made up of honor, duty, and obedience. You have to earn every piece of it. Maybe one day you will be proud to wear the slave version of the black leather outfit I wear for you tonight.
 

“And what’s in it for you, you fucking cunt? You’ll learn discipline and obedience in your life. You will have a second home with me. If you’re good at it, you’ll provide me with thoughts and ideas for my writing. Since I know you have the acting potential, now you need to develop the slave potential.
 

“I know I do two things very well—I write well and I fuck well. So I’m going to try you out tonight. If I think you have fuck possibilities, I’ll keep you on regularly. If you don’t, then we’ve only wasted one enjoyable evening together. Take it or leave it.’
 

“It was like being carried on the crest of a wave—a dazzling, dangerous, and moving at light-speed wave, and I couldn’t step off.
 

“Yes, Sir, I’ll try for you.’
 

“Good boy, and you will be a ‘boy’ until I make you my slave. Now, let me get you ready for fucking. Follow me into the basement.’
 

“It was all happening so fast, but I was to learn that was the way life was to be lived with Graham Vincennes. He hustled me down into his dim playroom, a large space with chains and ropes hanging along one wall. Floggers, whips, hoods, and restraints were lined up along another, and two large, floor-to-ceiling mirrors covered the other sides. I was hustled over to a leather-padded bench.
 

“You know what this is, boy? It’s called a fucking bench, and, if I keep you, you’ll spend a lot of time tied to it. I like to beat a slave’s ass, as he’s splayed out before me, and then I like to shove my thick pole up his anus and fuck him hard. I guess I better use restraints on you this first time. You still with me, boy?’
 

“I nodded, fascinated, excited—to judge by my cock—and terrified—to judge by my shaking body. He pushed me down on the pad, quickly strapped down my knees on the bench support, pulling out my genitals behind me. Then my arms were pinioned alongside and my head and neck was fastened with a thick leather strap, as was my waist. Again, my asshole was lubed before I was finger fucked and finally plugged with the first of many such rubber and metal devices, growing in size as we progressed over time.
 

“I get to flog you lightly tonight, before the first fucking. You will count the strokes on your cheeks as I beat you. Then you will get to feel the most essential part of me.’
 

“True to his word, he used his flogger on my ass cheeks, warming and reddening them, as I called out numbers in a faltering voice. I think he stopped at a round dozen. Then I felt the leather of his gloves soothing and smoothing my burning butt. The plug was roughly pulled out. I heard the unwrapping of a condom. Lube was shoved into my hole, and I shuddered and gasped in anticipation.
 

“I didn’t have to wait long. Graham Vincennes was a Master of fucking. I felt a bulbous head, coated in rubber, slithering up and down between my cheeks, and then it found its target and burrowed in. I stiffened. He was thicker than Pete had been, and I was out of practice. One hand slapped my rear end; the other grasped my projecting and leaking cock. I gasped, relaxed, and opened up for my Master-to-be. Slowly he inched into me. Yes, it was painful, but I knew that pleasure would soon follow, and it did, as he began to move his prick up and down my passageway. 
 

“We were both sweating, breathing hard, and he was muttering endearments and obscenities as he took possession of me. He made Pete’s efforts seem clumsy and amateurish. I realized I was indeed in the hands of a Master, and I gave myself to him, humping and bumping along with his strokes, squeezing ass muscles I didn’t know I had, gasping his name and encouraging him to fuck me harder, deeper.
 

“That night he was hot and quick to climax. Too soon, I knew his balls were tightening, and his seed was shooting into the rubber inside me, and I shot my streams of cum out behind us onto his floor.
 

“I was exhausted as he finished, and his penis gently slipped out of me. He pulled off the rubber and poured its contents over my head, baptizing me. My tongue reached out to suck some of his essence running down my face. He leaned over me, kissing me passionately.
 

“Bravo, boy, I believe you have real sub or slave potential. You want to apply for the job?’
 

“I could only gasp out, ‘Yes, please, Sir.’ So the bargain was struck, and I became his sex slave or sub, I was never quite sure which, for the next five years or so.
 

“Hey, look, guys, it’s almost lunchtime, and I’m getting hungry. How about I have some sandwiches sent in, so that we can continue this discussion in private. Any particular choices, or shall I have them make up a selection?”
 

I nodded agreement. “Thanks, Will, it’s becoming a long morning, and the more details we can get from you now, hopefully, the less we may need to bother you in the future.”
 

“I’ll just get something organized for us. Won’t be a minute.”
 

He slipped out of his office, and we looked at one another. Dan grinned.
 

“Our friend Mr. Foster certainly likes to talk about himself, doesn’t he?”
 

“Yes, indeed, and we need to speed up his past history and get to Tommy Blanchard soon, or we’ll be here all day.”
 

Foster came bustling back into his office with a beaming “official smile.”
 

“All organized and should be here in ten minutes or so. My assistant has just reminded me that I’m due back in rehearsal in about half an hour. So, if you don’t mind, we’ll have to hurry things through the lurid details of my past.”
 

“That will suit us fine, Will, as long as you don’t leave out any salient points or omit anything that seems pertinent to this particular case.”
 

“Of course. I understand. And you will keep all of the information private?”
 

“As I told you at the beginning, we have no interest in exposing your past or present life, only in solving the tragedy of Tommy Blanchard’s death. We also said we will ask you to sign a statement of our discussion this morning, but that will remain private too.”
 

He shuddered. “What a terrible way to die! And who on earth can have done it? Well, where was I?”
 

Dan spoke up, “You’d just hooked up with Professor Vincennes.”
 

“Yes, Graham became my mentor, my protector, and my Master for the next few years. Let me tell you, he had a powerful personality that took charge of my sex life and what I’ll call my professional life.
 

“When I became an upper division student, he coached me for possible roles of the drama department—and I usually got them, including Benedick in Shakespeare’s Much Ado. More importantly, he got me acting jobs in the summers in professional theaters. I did musicals, straight plays, even a revue. Small parts at first, but they got bigger and better as I showed I could cut it. It was all experience I needed and most importantly, this got me my Actors Equity Card.”
 

The sandwiches appeared with coffee and water. They were fresh and delicious, and we all dived in quickly.
 

“Why was this Equity card important?”
 

“Well, you need it to be a proper professional paid stage actor. I hadn’t realized that Graham had been working on a new play for production on Broadway.”
 

“But you must have known he was writing something if you were living together, which I presume you were by this time.”
 

“Yes, although I kept a room near campus as my college address. What I hadn’t known was that Graham’s characters included a fun small part for which I was perfect, and of course he had sufficient pull to get me cast and to rehearse me privately.
 

“Let me tell you, I paid my dues in his dungeon—his floggings and his fuckings taught me my place. His welts and bruises toughened me up and made me ever more dependent on him for another ejaculation whenever he’d allow it. By then I’d earned most of my basic leathers—and his surprise first-night gift of a beautiful pair of custom-made tall black Dehner boots.
 

“Okay back to the main story. The play was a success; my reviews were very good. I was on cloud nine and living in New York.”
 

A woman’s head poked around the door, without knocking. “Mr. Foster, you will be needed in five.”
 

“Right, Teresa, I’ll be there. It’s speed up time in here. Graham came to Hollywood to write a screenplay during his sabbatical. I tagged along. He helped me with getting interviews for film and television jobs, but it still wasn’t easy at first, even with a Broadway credit. When he went back east to teach again, I wanted to stay and had to take anything I could find such as small parts in TV sitcoms, even a couple of gay porn films and a commercial as a bright young husband extolling the wonders of some breakfast food. One of the sitcoms paid off. I was the hero’s womanizing friend and became a semi-regular on the show.”
 

“Mr. Foster, they’re waiting.”
 

“I’ll be right there. Look, I’m sorry, but I have to get back to work. We can continue tomorrow lunch-time, if you like. It was about this time in my career that I met Tommy at some party. He was like a warm, big fan boy, following me around, and he wanted sex with me. Shit, it gets complicated…”
 

“Then we’ll continue tomorrow,” I promised. “We need this information, and at the moment your mind is obviously on your work and your colleagues. So, thank you for your time. We’ll prepare a statement for you based on the recording today.”
 

“I’ll have Teresa show you out, and you’ll keep all this private?”
 

“I’ve already promised that. Believe me, we’re men of our word in every sense.”
 

“Perhaps I should have my lawyer for the discussion…”
 

“That’s up to you, as the record of this meeting is probably inadmissible in court, if ever it gets to that stage.”
 

His assistant, a perky little brunette, who seemed much taken with Dan, showed him out, with me tagging behind. We climbed into the car and set off back to the station.
 

“Shit, Boss, I’m not sure how much help any of that was in solving Tommy’s death.”
 

“Well, it’s useful background on one of the leading characters in his life, Dan, but he’s so involved with himself and protecting his public ‘straight’ identity that we need to start looking for other sources of information about Tommy’s past.”
 

My cell phone rang. It was the captain, telling me he needed to see me as soon as we got back to base. I explained we were on our way from Burbank, on the 101.
 

“Dan, I’m going to ask you to transcribe the main points of the interview with Will yourself. We do need to protect him as our one source for the moment. I don’t think we need all the gory details of his sex life—just enough to explain his tastes and his fetishes as he told us.
 

“What I don’t yet understand is how he became Tommy’s Master if he was the professor’s slave.”
 

Dan chuckled. “Boss, you’ve still got a lot to learn about the variables in gay life. A switch is entirely possible, if the guy wanted to fuck around that way.”
 

“Live and learn. Okay, let’s find out what Captain Anderson wants so urgently.”
 

The captain wanted to be brought up to date by both of us on the Blanchard case. He too was horrified by Dan’s original and vivid description of the state of Tommy’s body. He’d since heard from the coroner, who was still checking out the ambiguities we had pointed out on the corpse and who was definitely not satisfied that the death was accidental or a suicide. But he felt that more tests were needed. He’d have these completed as soon as possible.
 

There had been little media interest to date, and the department was commenting as little as possible. The manager of the Palm Court Apartments was also remaining relatively silent and not gossiping to all of her friends and neighbors.
 

We explained about our interview with Will Foster and the need for a follow-up. We also needed other sources to uncover more of Tommy Blanchard’s back history. Then Dan was dispatched to write a statement for Will, and I was asked to stay.
 

“Mark, I’ve another difficult problem. I’ve had an urgent call from downtown, and I have to pull you off this case momentarily. A close friend of the mayor, and one of his principal supporters, has been receiving death threats and apparently was attacked last night. He’s an important attorney, and, for our private information, he is believed to be gay. I think you can guess what I have to say next. He rates a lieutenant to investigate the attack and the background to the threats. Discreetly we’ve been asked for a gay-friendly officer. From downtown’s point of view, you fit the bill perfectly. It would be a good opportunity for you to use your lieutenant’s bars, although this will be a plain-clothes detail.
 

“And we need to split you and Dan up occasionally. I don’t want you two regarded as, forgive me, ‘those fag officers’. I’m sure you don’t either. This way you both get fresh experiences but use your special talents.”
 

I looked at him, and he stared right back at me. Really there wasn’t much option. I didn’t want my private life to take over my professional career, and I was sure Dan didn’t either. So I nodded agreement and asked when I would have to start.
 

“Nine o’clock tomorrow. Report to Captain Barker; he’ll be expecting you. You might pack an overnight bag, as you may be away from home for a day or so. Don’t worry too much about Dan: I’ll give him a helping hand when he needs it and assign a sympathetic teammate if and when he wants that, too.”
 

I went back to my desk, stunned, but also intrigued by the “promotion”. Dan was working away on his computer. I nodded to him and we went outside for a coffee. I explained as best I could, and he put on a brave face. “Okay, Boss, if you and the captain say it must be. But it won’t change our private lives together, right?” I nodded agreement, but we knew it was going to be difficult and different for both of us. 
 
  




CHAPTER THREE
 

Dan – Part Two
 

I couldn’t pretend I was happy with Mark’s news that he was being sent downtown to work on a different case. That would leave me, in one sense, on my own to deal with the follow up with Will Foster and subsequent events. But I knew I couldn’t really complain, as I’ve been very lucky to have been selected by Mark originally as his junior partner. Now this would give me a chance to show my own abilities as a detective.
 

My more immediate concern was the dinner I promised to cook for the Farrell family that evening. At the weekend, I’d rashly promised a spaghetti and Italian meatball meal based on an old Fortunato family recipe. I couldn’t help boasting about the wonders of a Philadelphia meal, and now I had to deliver.
 

At least I’ve got the meatballs prepared the right way for me by Gelson’s and ahead of time, I thought. Now all I have to deal with is cooking the spaghetti. I guess I should grab some greens and stuff for a salad as I head over to Mark’s house.
 

As always, the family seemed glad to see me when I appeared on the doorstep after a quick detour to the market. Wolf came bounding out, as Mark opened the front door and gave me a hearty hug and quick smooch of welcome.
 

“Down, Wolf, it’s only Dan, and he’s got nothing for dogs. Besides, you’ve already had your dinner. Come on in. You made good time. I’ve only just got home myself.”
 

Edith escorted me into the kitchen, showed me where to find the relevant pans and left me to it. “I’m sure you’d be happier going at your own pace, without anyone hanging over your shoulder. But shout if you need help or can’t find things, and thanks for doing this for me. It’s good to have an evening off.” 
 

We laughed. “Wait ‘til you taste the food, Edith. It’s been a while since I’ve done this.”
 

“I’m sure it will be just fine, Danny.”
 

As I started my preparations, my mind slipped back almost ten years, back to Philadelphia. My mother had insisted that all her kids learn some basic cooking. “Especially you boys, since you never know when you may need it, even with all the fast food available. Some evening, you may want to impress some girl or other.”
 

So I learned to make the special Italian meatballs from an old family recipe, and I got to be pretty good. By then, I was in my senior year of school, the “golden time” I spent with Captain Jack Arthur, USMC. He had become my first real instructor and mentor in man-sex. He taught me the values of duty and obedience the tough way, and I worshipped him. He had been back home in Philadelphia, recovering from a war wound when I met him in the bike shop I worked in on Saturdays doing repairs. He befriended me, made me realize that there was a wide world out there for me to explore, that there were men like me who wanted to fuck and be fucked by other men.
 

“Danny, you’re letting the water boil over.” The young voice jerked me back to the present. Mark’s daughter, Mary, turned down the gas on the stove. “You look as though you were daydreaming.”
 

I chuckled, “Yes, Mary, you caught me out. I was thinking of the first time I cooked this meal outside the family, and I burnt the meatballs.”
 

“Well, perhaps I’d better help you tonight.”
 

“Thanks, that would be awesome. Say, are you any good at making a salad? I’ve got all the stuff, but the lettuce needs washing and pulling into small pieces. That would really save me time.”
 

“Yes, I guess I could do that. Daddy was just telling me and Aunt Edith he may be away for the next few days. Are you going somewhere with him? Is it a holiday?”
 

“No, it’s work, and I have to stay here and mind the store. Now I’ve got the water boiling, would you pass me that package of spaghetti over there on the table—yes, that one in the plastic bag.”
 

After that, the making of dinner for the Farrells took priority, and my farewell dinner for Captain Jack Arthur got pushed to the back of my mind. With some help from Mary, we soon had everything in hand.
 

The meal was apparently a great success. Even I thought so. The meatballs had browned over nicely, and I got the spaghetti properly al dente this time. Mark brought out a bottle of Chianti, and we all enjoyed ourselves. Even Wolf got to lick a few scraps of meat balls and gravy.
 

It was a work night, but Mark insisted he and I needed a smoke to finish off the evening. We retired to the back patio, where we would be undisturbed, at least for a few minutes. I grabbed his hunky body to kiss him demandingly. His muscled arms curled around my shoulders, and he held me tightly. I could feel my cock rising up as the heat grew between us.
 

“Not tonight, and it sounds as though it won’t be for the next few nights,” Mark murmured into my ear.
 

“Fuck, it’s still ‘Boss time’, isn’t it? When do I get back in charge?”
 

“Dan, I’ve told you. This is real life, dealing with everyday problems and work schedules. It isn’t exactly easy for me either. I guess I have more experience of having to go it alone.”
 

“Stop it, Mark. You know by now I love you, and want you. Shit, I always want you…”
 

“But you’ll have to wait—for the moment. Then we’ll have the weekend back together again.”
 

“I guess that’s better than nothing at all. Fuck it, forgive me. I’m not used to being in love or having to do without.”
 

“Daddy, it’s my bedtime. Are you coming to say goodnight?”
 

Mark sighed, kissed me soundly, and moved away. “Coming, kitten.”
 

Everyone thanked me again. Edith and Mary had cleaned up, and so we said goodnight. Edith kissed me on the cheek—a first—and Mark walked me through the atrium to the front door.
 

“Look after yourself, Dan, and try to look before you leap into another mess while I’m away.”
 

I chuckled. “Yeah, Boss. I think I’ve learned my lesson.”
 

He was turning the house lights out as I drove away. Why should that hurt? He and his family had made me welcome. He was also the perfect sexual submissive for me and the perfect professional boss. Did I really want to be part of a family again that badly? Yet it was nights like this that make me think how good it would be to have family around me again—me, the famous lone wolf of the past ten years. But where would I fit into the Farrell family? As a faithful friend from work? As a boyfriend? As Mark’s lover? As Mark’s sex-Master?
 

I sighed. It all seemed so complicated, so much more complicated than that spring and summer with my US Marine Corps captain. It was the winter of 2001 when I first met Captain Jack Arthur, USMC. He needed his Harley Lowboy repaired, and I was working Saturdays in Dirk’s bike store. Once the work was done, he continued to hang out around to “shoot the breeze”. He was convalescing, wounded on active duty in Iraq, as I was led to believe. It was hard to accept that such a thirty-year-old stud could be interested in a sexually raw boy of nineteen, like me. But apparently he was. I think he saw something of himself in me. A casual friendship grew more personal and sexual, following a tour of the local countryside on his bike. He was intensely masculine and masterful, and I was soon under his control and instruction. 
 

In the spring of 2002, all I had to worry about was pleasing and pleasuring the captain—and keeping up my grades, on his orders. Captain Jack easily made friends with my parents, although he must’ve been ten to fifteen years younger. If they wondered at his interest in me, they were also impressed by the way he insisted I complete my homework and extra assignments ahead of time.
 

That left us with precious little time for ourselves—mainly weekends, and I still had my Saturday job at the local bike shop. But he made good use of it and put me to good use. After that first ride into the country when he had me suck his cock, he would have me service him at every opportunity. There were no more nightly emissions permitted. I was allowed to cum only when he allowed, and that was a special reward for when I sucked cock properly, when I licked his boots clean, and when I completed our regular workouts on his gym equipment to his high standards.
 

Gradually he drew me into his world of dominance and submission. He would expect me to get naked on arrival, to rope me across his bike and flog me with his leather belt. I was not allowed release until he gave the order, then I would let rip with long spurts of my cream.
 

All those first few weeks, I think he was preparing to fuck me. He pushed a lubed butt plug up my anus before any exercise session and commanded me to keep it there while I worked out. He finger-fucked me, then plugged my hole with ever larger rubber dildos. He worked my nipples hard every Sunday afternoon when I went over to his place after we got home from Mass and the family Sunday lunch. Finally, he decided I was ready.
 

Of course I’d been fucked before by Dirk, the kinky owner of the bike store where I worked part-time on Saturdays. He was the one who first introduced me to the joys of man-sex and especially to the BDSM side of things, but his porking had been disappointing. For one thing, he had to get mildly stoned to get erect and keep it up. For another his cock was thin and not very long. So, to my teenage testosterone imagination, it didn’t have the “whammo” and excitement I’d expected.
 

But with Captain Jack, I just felt it was going to be different. I mean, this was a man’s man: tall, buff, muscled, and wounded in battle, who set high standards for himself and for those he commanded—like me that summer. Besides I’d seen and sucked his cock, and knew its potential.
 

That warm Sunday afternoon, he caught me unawares. Otherwise I probably would have creamed before he got inside me. Instead, after I’d arrived and stripped, he took me into his bathroom and made me give myself an enema. He’d taught me that task already, explaining he wanted me cleaned out, even if he was only finger- fucking me. That seemed fair enough. I had learned to get the nozzle into my anus, to fill myself with the soapy mixture in the bag he had prepared, to hold it and then empty out three times until it streamed clear. I was learning these duties fast. I wanted to please him every time.
 

Actually, he had provided a clue or two, if I’d looked more carefully. He had changed into his leathers—breeches, boots, and shirt. In his hand was some lube and a pack of condoms. He ordered me into the garage where his Harley Lowboy was parked.
 

“Attention, boy, you know the drill by now. Up and spread yourself over the bike, ass up.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir.” I began to realize this wasn’t going to be the usual Sunday afternoon exercise. 
 

“Hands over the handlebars and now some rope to keep them in place. Come on, spread yourself as I’ve taught you. Here, I want your dick out back behind you and your hole up high. That’s better.”
 

Now, I began to tingle and shake. Maybe this would be the real thing—real penetration by a real prick.
 

“Yes, a few more short lengths of this hemp to keep you in place. Today is your lucky day, boy. You think you’re ready for me?”
 

“Always, Sir. Whatever and whenever you want, Sir.” Where the fuck did that come from? Still, it wasn’t bad for an inexperienced nineteen year old.
 

“I’m ready to fuck. You’ve waited awhile, but I wanted to get you properly stretched before I tried to take you. This is an important rite of passage for both of us. You deserve it, so let’s both lube up and get to it.”
 

I nodded and gurgled, too excited to actually form words. He was standing behind me, legs wide apart on either side of the bike. His greased fingers slid slowly into my twitching hole, spreading up carefully into my inner space. This time, I groaned and wriggled.
 

“Please, Sir, take me now. Fuck me, really fuck me, Sir.” That got me a hard slap on my bubble of a rump.
 

“Shut the fuck up, boy. I’m in charge here. You do what I want, when I want, and what I want to do right now is to cane you for insubordination. Count the strokes as I deliver them.”
 

Captain Jack only rarely used one of his rattan canes on me, and I knew it would sting like hell, but I’d brought it upon myself by speaking out of turn. These days, I realize that I had disturbed his mindset; he was bent on fucking me properly and didn’t need a kid to remind him how. So I counted out ten blows, wincing and trying not to whimper. Instead, I bit my lip between the strokes and tried not to slither my sweaty torso over the bike’s leather seat.
 

He’d slipped a glove over the hand with the cane, and it was the feel of the soft leather which soothed my hot and welted ass cheeks.
 

“Now, let’s try it again. Why are you here this afternoon, boy?”
 

“Sir, to give you pleasure, Sir.”
 

“And how will you please me today, boy?”
 

“Sir, by making my asshole ready for you to fuck, Sir.”
 

“Right, now we’re on the same page. I need a rubber and some lube, and then I’m going to take you hard.”
 

And he did. Well, I think he was gentler that first time than in later sessions. He thrust in as I squawked, then waited to give me time to adjust before he punched his way past my prostate. I hung on to the bike for dear life, poised between heaven and hell as he moved his big tool into me. In those early days, my ass was not used to his girth. So he had to exercise total control as he sweated and swore over my bound body.
 

Gradually, to my surprise, I found I was getting really excited by the tough treatment. I could feel my own penis pulsating behind me and my hole accepting his buffeting blows.
 

“Work with me, boy. Come on, man up. Hump back on me. That’s the idea. Let your anus make love to my dick. Feel it filling you up. It’s making you mine. Shit, but that’s a tight passage you have. Bet you feel hot and smooth together. Yeah come on, open up all the way. Give yourself fully to me. Fuck, but you’re one horny man-boy, you know that. Here I come, up the final hill before I blast you into eternity. Now you’re going to be mine —and only mine.”
 

He fucked me firmly and definitively. I knew I’d been taken, and I was sore for a couple of days. But it was more than worth it. Yes, I did become a man’s man-boy that Sunday afternoon, and I couldn’t wait to repeat the experience.
 

The captain knew better. He loosened the ropes and helped me off the bike. I was staggering, and he held me close. I could hear his heart beating next to my own. Then he took me into his bedroom and made gentle after-love to me, holding me in his arms, praising my first efforts. I drank it all in greedily, snuggling closer.
 

When the mood struck him, on those Sunday early evenings, Captain Jack would tell me about life in the Marine Corps, about the camaraderie, the discipline, the values of honor, trust and obedience, the life devoted to a cause and a country. I would accept it all, and gradually I realized what I wanted to have as a profession. I wanted to become a US Marine and have a life in law enforcement.
 

When I mentioned this idea, my parents were horrified. They intended me for college, like my brothers and sisters, and then for a business career. Even the captain hesitated when I told him. But I was determined, and I was obstinate.
 

“I could enlist this fall, after you go back, Captain, and get through basic training before winter. Then, I want to apply to be a military policeman and take charge of other men.” I was really incredibly naïve, even for my age.
 

“Danny, don’t you think it would be more sensible to go to college first, as your parents want. You told me you’ve already been accepted by at least a couple of good schools. You can join the ROTC there, learn a trade or a profession, and then sign up.”
 

“No, Sir, I want in now—or at least by the time you get recalled. I want, I need to man up, to be a professional soldier like you, Sir.”
 

“But, Dan, you’re not thinking this through. You don’t need to start at the bottom, as a grunt. You’ve got brains as well as brawn and would be more use to the Corps that way in the future.”
 

Frankly, I still don’t know why I was so bullheaded that summer. New worlds had been opened for me, and I wanted to jump in, sink or swim. I think perhaps that’s part of my temperament. I knew that I wanted more “life” and adventure than I thought a business career would offer me. I knew I didn’t want to follow along the same paths as my older siblings. I now think that, unconsciously, I wanted the discipline of military life and the close-knit life of the Marines, where being a buddy counted, and men and women went out to fight, yes fight, for their country.
 

I was over eighteen and old enough to make up my own mind, I thought. The captain and my parents battled long and hard to get me to change my mind. But I seemed determined. So my parents changed their tactics, and finally we reached a compromise. With some financial help from them, I would attend college for two years, work towards a criminal justice degree—that was the captain’s suggestion—and join the ROTC. Captain Jack urged me to think in the longer term, beyond a stint in the Marines. A profession like law enforcement seemed intriguing to me and maybe suited my temperament better than business. After two years, my parents would not stand in my way. I could then enlist in the Marines for three years and almost immediately have some stripes on my arm. In the meantime I’d have more time to prepare for a future soldier’s life.
 

Captain Jack was pleased in one way but concerned in others. I really knew little of the “real world”, of young men rising from the barrio or from poverty and joining the Army or Marines as a way to learn a profession and to earn an honest wage. My head was in the clouds and getting fucked regularly maybe didn’t help.
 

So he decided with his remaining leave to get me prepared for the ROTC at least by immersing me in military discipline. He sent me to the rifle range to learn weaponry. He set me to studying the basics of military history and law. We went on forced hikes, with me loaded down with gear in the heat of the summer. He marched me into his gym every morning for three hours, now that I graduated from school. I began to think he was going to make me into a military robot. And I began to fight back again. I discovered that I still wanted to be an individual within a highly structured society. I insisted on working out my calisthenics for myself. I chose the weapons I wanted to become proficient in from the available choices. I selected the ingredients for some of my calorie-counted meals.
 

The worm had turned. Yes, I did want to get fucked on Sunday afternoons. I did want to be tied and flogged because these gave both of us pleasure. I was still proud to suck his cock and lick his boots. But I also wanted something more, more masculine, more “active”, more “in control”. In short, the sub wanted to become a Dom, a Top, a Master and to achieve this in just one short summer.
 

I put this to the test my last Saturday working at the bike shop. By now I had grown to my full six feet and was about two hundred pounds. I was bored with the job and bored with Dirk’s attempts to keep me in his stable. It was around Labor Day, and I agreed to accompany him back upstairs to his apartment over the shop, where he had initiated me into man-sex in his own non-military style. Only this time I turned the tables completely.
 

“Get your clothes off, Dirk,” I began as soon as we mounted the stairs. “It’s my turn to fuck you today.”
 

“What the fuck are you talking about, Danny? I call the shots here.”
 

“Not anymore you don’t. I’m in charge today. So get naked—now.” I pushed him up against the wall.
 

“See here, Danny…”
 

“I said ‘now’, Dirk.” And I grabbed him by his work shirt and shook him. He seemed stunned that his sub/assistant was taking control. So I yanked his shirt off, the buttons scattering across the floor.
 

“Hey fuck, what the fuck are you trying to do, Danny boy?”
 

“I’m not ‘trying’ to do anything. I’m going to fuck you this afternoon as my reward for my long-time service to you, something I’d been looking forward to. I bet you’re going to look forward to bending over for me, too. Show me your lube and a condom for me right quick, unless you want me to take you bare-back.” 
 

Oh, I’d already been well taught by my Marine captain. “Take no prisoners. Get on with the job.”
 

Dirk began to blubber and bluster. “Ain’t no-one been up my hole in a donkey’s age, and you ain’t going to do it now.”
 

“No? And who’s going to stop me? You?” I grabbed his belt buckle, then pulled out his belt and unzipped his jeans, yanking them down to his ankles. I was enjoying myself and so was my cock as it bounced up hard against my stomach. I stripped down for action myself.
 

Dirk still didn’t seem to believe me about what was going to happen, but his dick was showing definite interest. While he stood looking dazed in the middle of the room, I tied his hands with a length of greasy rope from the repair shop below. Then I raided his supplies and his toys before I shoved him over the edge of the bed, a position I’d had to assume several times before.
 

“Okay, big boy, up on the bed and assume the position—doggy style. Right, let’s see about greasing up that hole of yours. Here we go with two fingers and lube to start with.”
 

He was already whimpering as I worked up to three fingers. That anus wasn’t as virginal as he pretended. I got a fair sized plug in there easily, although he groaned and complained.
 

“Shut the fuck up, Dirk, or I’ll have to paddle you harder than I intended. I’ll bet mine aren’t the first fingers that have been up your hole.”
 

“No, Danny, but it’s been quite a while, and I’m kinda tight back there.”
 

I’d never done any of this before, and I was aping the behavior and manner of Captain Jack But it somehow all seemed natural, and I gave him a really good paddling with a leather strap and a wooden paddle he’d used on me in the past. I worked up a quick sweat. There was a larger black dildo with a handle that I’d wanted to try, so out came the rubber plug. I maneuvered the dildo into position, moving him around on the bed with it.
 

He was starting to moan, “Yes, man, fuck me, Danny. Shove your hard meat in me.” His cock had stretched taut with the rough treatment. That part of him was definitely enjoying it. Me, I was getting more excited by the minute, although I tried to keep my voice calm and steady like the captain did.
 

“Well, Dirk, your ass is good and red; your cock is leaking, and so is mine, so I guess we’re about ready. Get that butt higher in the air. Out comes the dildo. That’s better. I was tempted to try bare-back, but not knowing anything of your previous partners as a bottom boy, I’ll use a rubber this afternoon.”
 

I’d never rolled one on myself, but I’d done it often enough for the captain. I was so hard that it was no trouble at all. Then my dick just seemed to know what to do. It rubbed up and down between Dirk’s ass cheeks. I gazed fascinated at his twitching hole. Fuck, he really was like a bitch in heat. My cock just zeroed in on its own accord and pushed in through the quivering rosebud.
 

Dirk groaned again, “Give it to me, man.” 
 

I shoved his head and shoulders into the bed. Slowly and carefully I moved my excited weapon up his pathway. He was trembling, and so was I, but for somewhat different reasons. I had trouble restraining myself as I slithered fully in. Fuck, but it felt good, and I was pleased with my progress so far. I began to pump in and out of him. My cock may not be the largest; it’s only seven inches, but it’s thick. That afternoon it was wildly excited. My body couldn’t wait, and too soon, much too soon, I felt myself spasm and jerk, and I knew I was orgasming. Dirk was panting and wriggling beneath me as he shot his own load soon after me.
 

“Fuck, man, that was awesome!” he muttered.
 

Indeed it was awesome. I’ve fucked my first man, I thought, as my body came to rest, and my prick slid out. Shit, I really enjoyed that—and it wasn’t
difficult at all.
 

I even felt different, more in control and at peace with myself. I yanked off the rubber and splattered the contents over Dirk’s back. I pulled my clothes back on, untied his hands, and left him, sweaty and confused, on his messy bed.
 

The next day was Sunday, and, after Mass and family lunch, I rode my bike over to the captain’s house. I understood it was actually his sister’s house. I had met her briefly a couple of times, a pleasant, friendly lady, but she was never there for Sunday playtimes. Oh, she probably knew what was going on, but she trusted her brother and went to see friends.
 

I was pumped that afternoon, swaggering into the house, and of course Captain Jack noticed it immediately. He was wearing his fatigues and old-style black combat boots, and I knew there would be a hard session ahead. I also suddenly realized that our time together was almost over. In a couple of weeks, I’d be off to college, and I understood he was going to rejoin his unit.
 

“You’re looking smug today, boy. You’ve got a glow about you. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a man who got laid, and laid well, last night.”
 

How could he tell? I wondered as the blush rose higher across my cheeks.
 

Dammit, I hadn’t decided whether to tell him about Dirk or not.
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. I followed your advice, Sir. I fucked Dirk yesterday afternoon on my last day at the store.”
 

The strangest look crossed his face—baffled amazement followed by a look of first anger and then pride.
 

“Oh, I don’t remember giving you any such order.”
 

“Well, no, Sir, you didn’t exactly, but you did suggest that I tell Dirk I was finished working for him in quote, ‘an appropriate manner’ unquote.”
 

“Fuck, boy, I didn’t mean you have to shove your big dick up his ass. How long have you been fucking guys?”
 

“Sir, yesterday with Dirk was my first time at bat, Sir.”
 

“And apparently you had a good time with him?”
 

“Yes, Sir, it was amazing. My dick just took over, and I hammered him hard—just like you do, Sir. In fact, I used your tone and language and took no prisoners.”
 

He looked at me for a long moment. I couldn’t read his expression. “I thought you were my submissive?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. I’m definitely your sub and your boy, Sir, and I want to remain that way, please, Sir.”
 

He shook his head slowly, clearly bewildered for a moment.
 

“Maybe I should’ve seen this coming over the past couple of months. But dammit, I can’t have my boy porking another man without direct orders, because he wants to get his own back on a man. You know what this means?”
 

“I think so, Sir. I was being insubordinate again and using too much of my own initiative.”
 

“Too true, and you have to be punished and punished severely. God knows who you’ll want to stick your tool into next, unless I get this under control now.”
 

He looked at me and shook his head again, but I thought I saw a glimmer of a rueful smile.
 

“You’re a real cocky fucker today, son. Haven’t even got your clothes off yet or licked my boots.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir, ready to serve you right now, Sir.”
 

I yanked off shirt, shorts, and sneakers in double quick time. I dropped to the floor of the gym where he had led me and crawled over to give those polished black combat boots the best spit shine they’d ever had.
 

Then he kicked me into the far corner with those same boots, over to a stack of polished wood I’d scarcely noticed before.
 

“See those planks? You’re going to screw them together and make me a St. Andrew’s Cross on which to hang and flog you. Now get on with it.”
 

I’d wondered what the pile of smooth oak had been for. Now I found out. There were grooves where the halves slotted in, and the four sections were screwed together. There was even a stand to support the weight of the cross when I’d finally heaved, staggered, and got it upright. The captain did help in the final stages, as he lightly used his flogger to guide me into finishing my task.
 

“Not bad for a first-time effort. I haven’t had this up all summer. You know what this is, boy, and what it’s used for?”
 

“Yes, Sir, I’ve seen it in magazines. I think you said it’s called the St. Andrew’s Cross, and I guess it’s used in the punishment of insubordinate and badly behaved boys, Sir.”
 

“Very good. So spread your arms and legs and hug your cross, boy. See the rings at the top and bottom, as well as on the outside, to rope or chain you? Make yourself comfortable, as the bondage takes a while.”
 

He was very thorough that afternoon, weaving the ropes tightly down each arm and then each leg from the thighs to the ankles, turning my feet outwards at the bases. A chain was added across my stomach and round my ass cheeks to keep those securely in place.
 

“That hemp rope looks good against your summer tan, boy, and you should be snug and tight. Right?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir.”
 

“I’m going to add a gag only at this stage, but you’re going to be lubed and well-plugged, as well. So you will be properly aware that you’re my bondage sub this afternoon. Comfortable, boy? Before I stick this penis gag in your mouth to suck on?”
 

By this time, I was sweating and shaking. I felt almost totally immobile—only my head could nod. My shoulders, my back, and my ass were fully exposed. The gag was buckled round my head. Three greasy fingers together pushed into my anus, and I jerked as they spread my hole. A thick metal plug, also well lubed, followed, and I knew I was in for a long afternoon of punishment.
 

The captain washed his hands in the sink, his face reflected in the mirror in front of me. Then he drew his black gauntlet gloves back on and selected a medium-weight flogger from the rack in his toy closet.
 

He massaged my tense shoulders with his leather gloves, running the strands of the flogger lightly over my chest and nipples first. I shuddered and sweated some more.
 

“I want you to count this first round of strokes out loud, boy. Don’t miss the count, or you’ll have to start at the beginning. The gag will be no excuse for mistakes.”
 

I had expected him to start on my shoulders, but he began with my ass cheeks, laying his blows carefully at first, as I counted equally carefully, gurgling numbers round the leather in my mouth. I could feel my bubble butt warming up, slowly and painfully, as he moved across my back. When we reached twenty, he suddenly switched to my shoulders. Just as carefully, with pauses of varying lengths, he added another twenty strokes across the shoulders, making sure each hurt as I still counted.
 

Then came a pause. Leather gloved hands moved over my body soothing and smoothing, making me very aware of the pain and pleasure my captain was giving. He pulled and pushed the plug in my rectum, and my cock, crushed in the central V-space, pulsated. I moaned round the gag, as the sweat dripped down my chest and legs. He tousled my hair, kissing and biting the back of my neck.
 

Then he switched the tools of his trade. He took a thick, short leather strap and started working on my upper arms and then my inner thighs, the tender areas of my body he rarely bothered with. But today they were punished, too.
 

My back was hot and sore all over, but he hadn’t finished. He came round to the front of me, staring into my eyes. On days of intense discipline, I was supposed to drop my eyes and look down at the floor. That afternoon I was feeling tired and also a bit rebellious, so I looked back at him, almost defiantly. He smiled, but it wasn’t a friendly smile.
 

“So you still think you’re winning, don’t you? Well, I don’t want to look at your proud face any longer, so I’m going to leave you gagged and add a leather hood. Yes, I’m going to smooth it out so that you can breathe, like this. Now you’re not going to know what I might do next.”
 

I could sense he was still in front of me. Immediately he was beating the exposed areas of my chest and my nipples, not with the small leather strap but with his stinging rattan cane. Carefully as before, he laid down lines of pain on my front, down my dark, hairy, sweaty chest. The cane stung worse than flogger or strap. Again he stopped, running the leather gauntlets along the welts he was raising, soothing, and yet reinforcing his blows. I hung there, bound tightly to the iron rungs and sweating into the dark-grained wood. My body shuddered at his lightest touch.
 

My nipples had risen, excited by the rough treatment they had just received. I think the temptation was too much for him, as I felt the butterfly tit clamps being applied to first one nub after he had rolled it between thumb and forefinger and then the other. 
 

It was almost too much, my head was jerking backwards and forwards as was my poor imprisoned cock beneath me and the cross’s V-space. My arms and legs were trembling in their ropes, and my breathing was harsh and shallow.
 

Once more he came behind me, pressing a newly naked body against mine. Only those combat boots remained kicking at my heels. He ran his torso over my back, himself sweating and swearing, dominating and determined. Yet his hands were making certain I was basically okay in his bondage. They drifted down to the metal plug in my anus.
 

Finally I realized what he wanted. He wanted, no, demanded, that I submit to him, that I admit to being a sub, a boy, bound to him, not some gangly teenaged fuck-master that couldn’t control his own dick.
 

I fought it, as he pulled out the dildo, and I could feel my need. I resisted, but I could feel his rubbered cock pushing at my ass lips. Finally I knew I still needed to belong to him more than I needed to be out fucking on my own.
 

“Please, Sir, take me. Fuck me. Make me yours again,” I shouted round the gag, but it came out as incoherent sounds. I shuddered and slumped, desperate to communicate my submission. Then I remembered. I thrust back my ass, almost swallowing his prick as it pushed at my door. I opened my chute and welcomed him back, straining to take him inside myself. I humped his cock as it pushed its way into the familiar passage I presented. His body responded first, eagerly pushing its way fully inside me, reaching beyond my prostate and sending shudders throughout my bruised torso. Then his mind kicked in, and he surged against me, muttering words of encouragement as he fucked. Power passed between us, each acknowledging a need for the other. Sparks of desire and lust ignited, and flames blazed around the St. Andrew’s cross.
 

He demanded me, my body and my spirit, and I obeyed because I wanted to, because I needed to. He understood, burying his powerful pole further and deeper than before. He speared me fully, and I was open to him, welted and bleeding as I was. For now I needed to belong to a man, and it had to be this one, this captain of Marines.
 

The fire didn’t last long, but it was very powerful. He blasted a full load into the rubber in my innards. My penis stretched, shuddered, and dropped its load on the floor.
 

It had been intense for both of us, and we stood glued together for minutes on end. He had reestablished his mastery over me, and I accepted that completely. For the first time, I think I understood the meaning of Dominant and submissive, and I knew which I was—at that time.
 

Getting me down from the cross took quite a while. I had been well roped, and I was tired. By the time I was more or less free, I was collapsing. He carried all two hundred pounds of me into his bedroom and put me down on the bed. He lay down beside me, and I rested my head on his shoulder. I was still hooded and gagged in black leather and my body a mass of bruises and welts, but I felt wanted and needed, and I needed in return.
 

After a while, he unlaced the hood and unbuckled the gag. Then he led me into his large shower, and we squeezed together while I soaped and washed him, and he gently cleaned me. Thick towels were used to dry one another. He rubbed soothing ointment onto the worst of the welts on my chest and thighs, and I luxuriated in the care and good treatment.
 

We lay on mats in the gym, he with his strong arms around me, while I traced the outline of the jagged wound scars on one leg and his chest.
 

“You know why I had to do that today, boy?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. You are the captain. You command me at present. I am the newbie. I need discipline. I need to follow orders. I’m not yet qualified to become a proper fucker, only a humble fuckee.”
 

“You seem to have the general idea. Maybe I was a little forceful today, but a good whipping once in a while does no real harm to a boy.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. I’ll just have to be careful showering around the house for the next day or so, Sir.” We both chuckled, and I nudged my body even closer to my captain’s.
 

“And, by the way, Dan, I suspect that eventually you’re going to become more of a Top, a Dominant, than a bottom or submissive. You have these aggressive tendencies. You want to be ‘in control’ of a situation. Don’t get me wrong, there’s nothing wrong with that. You just need a great deal of guidance to come out as a responsible Top.”
 

“You mean like you, Sir. I guess that would be something neat to aim for, wouldn’t it? But yesterday, with Dirk, I really enjoyed the whole experience. Being in control, telling him what to do, making him perform what I wanted and then fucking him. I mean, that was awesome.”
 

My captain laughed. “Yes, I think I’m right. There’s a Top in you fighting to get out. If and when you succeed, just remember to be responsible and careful. It’s another man or boy, a fellow human being, you will be dealing with.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. When I’m in the Marines, am I allowed to be the fucker, I mean in private, or would I have to be the fuckee all over again?”
 

“Whoa, boy, you’re way ahead of yourself and in dangerous waters. First of all, you’ve two years of college to work your way through. Sexual intercourse between two men in the military can get you into really serious trouble in these days of 2002. A dishonorable discharge would be automatic.”
 

“Oh, but you…”
 

“Yes, I’m gay—and proud of it. But only in private and on leave, while I am a marine, son.” 
 

With that, I had to be content at that time. Captain Jack was teaching me about myself and my sexual role in this new gay world. There would still be further training with him, as my dominant side became clearer in the brief remaining time together. Over the years since, I’ve met and fucked many men, but I’d always moved on before I got too involved. Oh, well, once during my service in the Marines, I had met a man whom I could admire and run with, but that ended in disaster. So I honed my lone wolf attitude to perfection. Not until Mark Farrell came into my life did I feel compelled to look more closely at myself and what I really needed. Yes, Captain Jack and Mark had many valuable qualities in common, and this time I knew I didn’t want the man to get away. 
 

So when I went to bed that night, I thought about Mark and the family which was part of him. That evening had showed me that I was being accepted, even if no one was quite sure in what capacity. I didn’t want to separate him from these people who loved him, but, dammit, I loved and needed him, too. And it made me horny just lying there thinking of the great muscular torso and the bright brain that went with it. That wasn’t getting me anywhere. I sighed, turned over, and went to sleep.
 
  




CHAPTER FOUR
 

Mark – Part Two
 

I wasn’t happy with the thought of being separated from Dan Fortunato, but Captain Anderson persuaded me it would be good for both our careers, and I needed to keep my professional LAPD life separate from my confused and complicated private life. Besides, it was a form of promotion. At least I would get to act as a lieutenant while I worked this new assignment in downtown LA. “It would only be for a few days,” I reassured the family at home and an anxious Dan. “I expect to be home by the weekend.” I thought he could handle the Blanchard case with the captain’s help, while I investigated the problems of Manning Thompson, lawyer, advisor to and confidant of the Mayor.
 

I’d never really worked in the Parker Center downtown before, only visited on numerous occasions. Frankly I didn’t feel comfortable in the more politically charged environment and the ambition held carefully in check in the LAPD headquarters. But it was a step up the ladder, and I dutifully reported to Captain Charlie Barker as ordered at seven fifty-five the following morning.
 

The captain seemed an affable, “in charge” guy, tall like me, clean-shaven, with reddish hair and in his forties. It became clear as our conversation progressed that he was well plugged into the local political establishment.
 

“Well, Lieutenant, welcome back to Parker Center. How about some coffee after your drive from the Valley? Black?”
 

“Yes, black would be fine, thanks, Captain. It’s been a while since I spent any length of time here.”
 

“I don’t think you’ll be spending much time in the building on this assignment either, but you will have to be the judge of that. I’ll give you a desk and a sergeant to work with you, but my impression is that Mr. Thompson will want you to spend most of your time with him.”
 

“What exactly is happening? Captain Anderson could only give me a general outline when he briefed me late yesterday afternoon.”
 

“Yes, I’m sorry we had to pull you off your other case, but this one is high priority and has a degree of urgency. Mr. Thompson is a partner in a major downtown law firm. He is a close friend of the mayor and, frankly, uses his connections in the nicest possible way. You’ll like the man—for a number of reasons.”
 

Captain Barker looked at me shrewdly. I didn’t exactly blush, but I knew the remark was a reference to my being gay. I guess it must be noted, obliquely, somewhere on my personnel file. Well, I wasn’t the only homosexual in the LAPD, but the fact did seem to be seeping into my professional life.
 

“Anyway, Mr. Thompson has received a number of threats over the past three weeks. You’ll find copies in the folder here. At first he paid little attention; they seemed like crude attempts at blackmail. Then last week, they turned nasty, raising the ante with death threats, as if the blackmailer was growing impatient. Finally, a couple of nights ago, someone fired a shot into the living room of his home in the Hollywood Hills.”
 

“Was he in the house at the time?”
 

“Oh, yes, and in the living room, but on the other side of the room.”
 

“So, you, or rather the LAPD, think the shot was to frighten rather than kill?”
 

“Possibly, we can’t be sure as yet. Sergeant Richter, whom I’ve assigned to you, is still investigating. Whatever really happened, Mr. Thompson wants some discreet police protection, and that is where you come in. Needless to say, it needs to be handled quietly and efficiently, and you were highly recommended.”
 

“Thanks, Captain, but does Mr.…er, Thompson have any idea who was behind the threats and the attempt on his life?”
 

“He says not. He’s badly shaken, I think, from the brief meeting I had with him. Says that these days even lawyers get threats, but I wonder if there’s more to this. Anyway, that’s for you to find out. You have a meeting with him set for eleven this morning in his office, and then you’ll be at his disposal, so to speak.”
 

“I was told to pack for a couple of days.”
 

“We’ve got a hotel room at the Biltmore for you, but he may want you to stay at his house, in view of the shot.”
 

“But why doesn’t he employ a bodyguard or a PI to deal with this? He can obviously afford it.”
 

“Well, attempted murder is a criminal act, and he has the right to LAPD assistance, and he asked politely, but rather firmly, through his contact on high.
 

“Is there anything else you need for the moment? You’ll report directly to me. Here’s my cell number on the back of my card. I’m afraid you didn’t get much of your coffee, but there’s more downstairs. I’ll introduce you to Richter. Oh, and we’ve assigned you a recent model Caddy, so be careful with it.”
 

He smiled and took me down a couple of floors to where more of the action was. Detective Sergeant Richter was a surprise: a tall Latino, broad shoulders and built, with a bushy mustache to rival mine. We shook hands. The captain showed me my cubicle and computer and left us to it. The sergeant and I looked one another over. He had surprisingly deep blue eyes and a handsome olive skinned face.
 

“Okay, Detective Sergeant, I’m Mark, and I’m newly a detective lieutenant. I’m going to need your help with this case, so let’s sit down and give me your impressions to date. Oh, and what’s your first name?”
 

“Round here I’m called Gil, but my given name is Guillermo.”
 

“Which do you prefer?”
 

“I think, sir…er, Mark, Gil will be easier for now.”
 

“And you or your family are originally from South America? Forgive me if I’m prying, but I’m just curious. That’s part of my way of getting to know my colleagues.”
 

“That’s fine. Yes, the family is originally from Argentina. I’ve been here since I was three, and we became US citizens about twenty years ago. My paternal grandfather was from Germany, and we obviously kept the last name.”
 

“Fascinating. I hope you’ll tell me more over a meal sometime, Gil. For the moment, back to the business at hand; you investigated the incident at Mr. Thompson’s house? What did you make of it?”
 

“The shot came from a high-powered rifle, which was probably fired from a ridge close to the house, possibly a professional job.”
 

“And Mr. Thompson was in the room at the time?”
 

“Yes, but at the opposite side of the room, standing at the bar.”
 

“Could he have just moved?”
 

“He was badly shaken when I talked to him about an hour after the shooting. He had been sitting in a chair close to where the bullet lodged. At least, that’s what he thought, and he wasn’t sure exactly when he crossed the room.” 
 

“And what did you make of the man?”
 

“He’s the cool, clever kind, normally in control of the situation, but this was outside his own comfort zone. He was trying to be helpful, cooperative, but this had caught him off guard. He was frightened, I thought, and we tried to reassure him. Left a black and white in front in the driveway all night. But he obviously requested more. That’s why you’re here, sir.”
 

“Mark, please. Your impressions were very observant, Gil.
 

“I’m going to read through the file, and then I’ll have to get hold of the car I’ve been given and high-tail it over to his office. I have to leave you here to guard the store, I guess. Let’s exchange phone numbers, as I’m not sure exactly what I’m going to be expected to do.”
 

“I’ll be here until about six, Mark, and then home to Monterey Park. I’m divorced. You know how it is with cops—the long hours and the danger element. She’s coping all right, and we’re friendly. That’s good ‘cos we’ve one kid. I’ll be available on my cell anytime.”
 

“Thanks, I appreciate that. Oh, and where do I get some coffee?”
 

Equipped with a fresh mug, I settled down to read the slim file. It told me little more. The threatening letters were surprisingly vague in the early stages—not asking for money or legal help. The final ones were definitely more pointed, talking of violent death, but again without making demands. There was Gil Richter’s report of the shooting and a memo from one of the deputy chiefs about a meeting in the mayor’s office with Thompson the previous morning. The LAPD had indeed moved fast to get me in place. Mr. Thompson was clearly a man not to be trifled with. 
 

I was thoughtful as I checked out the dark blue 2007 Cadillac Escalade—rather large for my tastes, but it had a souped-up engine, which would help in an emergency.
 

To my surprise, the law offices on Spring Street were not in a glass tower. However, on the floor the firm occupied, everything was fashionably polished wood and steel. Needless to say, as befitted a partner, Manning Thompson had a corner office. I was clearly expected, immediately ushered into a small, quiet conference room and given yet another cup of coffee. I was beginning to get nervous. The place reeked of old money and power, but I didn’t have long to wait.
 

After all I’d heard, I was prepared to dislike Manning Thompson, but he too was a surprise. Initially, I guessed him to be in his early forties, an inch or so shorter than my six feet two inches, but with a similar build. He obviously looked after his body. A warm smile lit up his tanned face, reaching another pair of blue eyes as he hurried into the room. I could tell the suit he wore was probably at least five times the price of my best from Bullocks. We shook hands and started moving.
 

“Mark, I’m so pleased to see you. Have you been looked after? Great. Let’s go to my office. I think you’ve already met Angela. I’d be lost without her If you need anything, anything, while you’re here, just ask her, and I’m sure she’ll be glad to help.”
 

Angela smiled back, a smartly dressed African American about fifty, obviously very competent and very experienced. Thompson escorted me into his private office, a large old-fashioned partner’s desk in mahogany and upholstered chairs in two clustered groups. We sat in two of them, facing one another, and, with the light washing across his face, I saw he was a few years older, but very impressive in appearance and very much in control.
 

“You will forgive me if I ignored your LAPD rank when we met just then, and I hope you’ll go along with my next proposal. Also I want to thank you personally and the Department for responding so quickly to my request for help.
 

“I want to pass you off as a legal friend of mine from back East visiting me for a few days and to whom I’ll be showing the wonders of the Los Angeles area, rather than an LAPD lieutenant. That’s less likely to arouse curiosity, and I want to keep this incident as quiet as possible. Are you agreeable?”
 

“If you think that will help to solve the case, I suppose so. But I can’t claim a Harvard law degree.” I nodded in the direction of one of the certificates mounted on the wall.
 

He chuckled. “You have good eyesight, Mark, and I know you have at least one degree of your own. You see, I did feel I should check up on you last night, before I accepted your help with the case.”
 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t have a similar opportunity, as this new assignment was made so quickly.”
 

“Please don’t be upset. Angela will give you a folder about me and the firm, if you want it. But I’m more interested in Mark Farrell, the man and the detective than anything else, and so far, I’m entirely satisfied.”
 

“I’ll need time to go over the shooting incident with you and the threatening letters, Mr. Thompson.”
 

“Manning, please. We have an hour now, and then we’ll have lunch together. We can go over to the club, or I’ll have something brought in. Which would you prefer?”
 

“At this stage, it would be easier if we can talk as privately as possible. I’m sure you have appointments this afternoon and evening.”
 

“Let me get the food organized first with Angela. And, yes, I do have one meeting here that I need to go to and one cocktail thing I need to drop by briefly on the way home. Then we can have the evening together ‘on site’ if you will.”
 

“You want me to stay at your house with you?”
 

“Why, yes, wasn’t that explained to you?” The look of panic crossed his face momentarily, and I realized that the all-powerful attorney was human—and fearful—like the rest of us.
 

I chuckled. “Well, to be honest, no one had time to plan quite that far in advance. I have a room booked at the Biltmore for tonight.”
 

He smiled back. “You must know I can’t allow that. You must be my guest. Besides, if you’re my friend from back East, you’d naturally be staying with me.”
 

“If you wish.”
 

“Indeed I do. If we’re going to work closely together, we’ll need time to get to know one another.” His eyes twinkled, I’d swear. I’d forgotten that this imposing well groomed attorney was also gay, like me.
 

“Let me get Angela going on lunch and booking you out of that hotel.”
 

And he was gone. I stood up and stretched, looking round the office. A small painting on one wall attracted my attention immediately. It was a medieval hunting scene with red splashes of color in the clothing. I peered more closely. It seemed incongruous in this office with law degrees and a few photographs of the rich and famous. Thompson came back in and caught me looking at the painting.
 

“What do you think of it?”
 

“It’s an Uccello, isn’t it? An original?”
 

A delighted smile crossed his face. I’d scored a home run. I was suddenly grateful for the art history classes that Blythe had insisted I include in my college curriculum.
 

“Hardly, but it’s an exceptionally fine print and my pride and joy.”
 

“I’ve always marveled at his use of color and perspective.”
 

“A detective with an interest in the late Gothic art; now that’s an unusual combination.” 
 

“We’re not complete morons, Mr. Thompson, and it’s more unusual to find such art in an attorney’s office. I always thought law firms went in for unobtrusive abstracts.”
 

He laughed again. “Touché, but partners do gain special privileges, and it’s only a small painting. At home, I have a much larger canvas by Caravaggio, and, of course, you know who he is, too?”
 

“I hope it’s not one of his religious subjects?”
 

“Definitely not. That’s one of my few vices—late Gothic and Renaissance painting. It has been for years. I started collecting in college. Fortunately for me, the few that have come on the market haven’t reached the outrageous sales figures for the Impressionists. I think we’re going to get on well together, Mark. Now, please call me Manning. After all, you’re supposed to be a friend of mine. Well, lunch is organized and will be here at noon. Now to work. You have the advantage. I’m not used to being the victim in an apparent crime.”
 

“So your feeling is that the threats and the rifle shot are connected? Why?”
 

“Surely they must be. Someone is trying to frighten and intimidate me, and the rifle shot was very successful.”
 

“If I’m going to stay with you, I’ll want to re-create that incident with you in some detail. You say ‘frighten’ you. You don’t think it was meant to kill or maim?”
 

“I’ve told the other officers I’m not sure. I know I must have moved from the chair in my living room only seconds before the glass shattered. It seems almost too much of a coincidence, if it’s not related to the threats.”
 

“For me, Manning, the puzzling part about the notes is that they don’t make any direct demands of you. They’re surprisingly vague in that respect, until the death threats appeared.”
 

“That’s why I didn’t really bother about them at first. They came in the US mail, marked ‘personal and private’. Naturally, Angela didn’t open them, as she does with regular letters. Criminal lawyers do occasionally get angry messages from unhappy or dissatisfied clients.”
 

“And you think that is true in this instance, someone whose case didn’t turn out the way he or she wanted?”
 

“Possibly something like that. That was my immediate reaction after the rifle shot. But I can’t think of any of my clients at present who have been that unhappy with the way their cases turned out.”
 

“Perhaps we could go over these cases together?”
 

“Certainly. There are only a handful. Despite what television programs would have you believe, we don’t deal with ‘a case a week’. It can take several months of preparation for a trial, working with the client, and sometimes the case doesn’t even get to trial, as other evidence turns up that exonerates my client.” 
 

Angela knocked and put her head round the door. “Mr. Thompson, I’ve put your lunches in the small conference room.”
 

“Thank you, Angela. Come along, Mark. I’m sure you’re hungry.”
 

It was a more elegant lunch than my usual; there were thin slices of cold rare roast beef and pork, small new potatoes, a mixed green salad, and even a dessert of a small peach flan. As we ate, Manning talked about his recent cases—most of which had been victories of different kinds for his clients. Over the past year, he had lost one out of five cases, and even then, he thought there were no signs of a neurotic client.
 

After the meal had been cleared away and Angela brought in the files, I signed a confidentiality agreement and started to read rapidly through the piles of papers relating to the five cases. Manning went away to his meetings. After a couple of hours of review, I reached the same conclusion. Nothing there suggested a client disgruntled enough to take a shot at his attorney at home.
 

Wondering whether this could be a more personal vendetta, I asked Angela for Thompson’s biographical note and for the firm’s PR portfolio. This produced little of significance to the case but considerable background on the lawyer himself. 
 

Clearly Manning Thompson had been born with the proverbial silver spoon in his mouth. The family was old east coast money. Apparently father had been a Wall Street banker. Mother had been a doctor, but died after giving birth to Manning, their fourth child and second son. He had attended the correct schools and universities. Married in his early twenties, but probably divorced or separated, if he was “out” as gay. Interested in a number of charities and quite active with some of them, including AIDS-related ones. On the surface, and this was an “official biography”, there was nothing really out of the ordinary. But I did wonder why he had come out to LA rather than joining one of New York’s prestigious law firms.
 

Around four-thirty pm, Manning breezed back in. “I’ve almost finished for the day. Give me your car keys and claim check, and I’ll have it moved to a more private overnight-parking area. I think I mentioned I have to drop by a cocktail party in Hancock Park on the way home. I don’t have to stay long, as I have a guest with me—namely you, but I do have to put in an appearance.”
 

“But, Manning, I’m hardly dressed…”
 

“Nonsense, Mark, you look fine, and you will be my ‘escape clause’ and allow me to leave after twenty minutes or so.”
 

“But we will have time to look over the incident area in your house while it’s still light and then to talk some more?”
 

“Of course, and probably more.” His eyes twinkled at me, as he led the way out of the offices.
 

He drove a recent Bentley sedan that he steered easily and well. Why was I not surprised? He explained the party was a political fundraiser for the Democratic Party. His political interests were not given in his official biography. The hosts were friends of his, and he felt obliged to drop in.
 

The house was an impressive late 1920s mansion in Hancock Park, with valet parking. Manning told the attendant he didn’t expect to be long and keep the car nearby. The first surprise was that the hosts were obviously a gay couple, although the guests were, I guess, about evenly divided between gay and straight. Manning introduced me rapidly to a number of well-dressed men and women and then deposited me in the laps of Willie and Joanne, a harmless-looking couple from Beverly Hills. “Just for five minutes”. We all looked a little stunned but valiantly rallied to make conversation.
 

“Do I understand that you’re visiting Los Angeles, Mr.…?” Joanne began.
 

“It’s Mark Farrell, but I could hardly expect you to remember. Yes, I’m visiting Manning and getting his opinion on the case I have.”
 

“How interesting. And have you been here before?”
 

“Yes, several times, and I always find it so stimulating.” 
 

Where was all this garbage coming from? And then she stopped me cold. 
 

“And where did you say you lived back east?” That was a logical question, but neither Manning nor I had prepared a ready answer. 
 

“I live near, er, Philadelphia.” At least I’d learned a little about the city from Dan, but was his the right part of the city?
 

“Oh yes, Willie and I were there a few years ago. All I can remember is seeing that old bell. What was it called, Willie?”
 

“The ‘Liberty Bell’, dear. So you’re combining some business with pleasure, Mr. Farrell? What is Manning going to show you?”
 

More quick thinking was required. “I don’t know yet, Willie. I only got off the plane a couple of hours ago. What would you suggest?”
 

Before I could dig my hole any deeper, Manning reappeared.
 

“Sorry, Joanne, Willie, I have to take Mark home and feed him. He’s still on Eastern Time, you know. Great to have seen you again.” 
 

And we were gone. He said a brisk goodnight to one of the hosts, who eyed me speculatively. I just smiled. We were soon in the Bentley and winding up Benedict Canyon.
 

“Well, that’s my duty done for the day, and we can now relax a little. I will be feeding you dinner at home this evening—after a couple of drinks.”
 

“Thanks, Manning, but let’s not forget I’m here to do a job and to help you with your problem.”
 

He patted my knee. “Of course not. I want to resolve the mystery as much as you do, if not more.”
 

The house was as spectacular as I had hoped. Spanish colonial on the outside, it was perched on the top of a rise with an incredible view. From the terrace on one side, you could see most of LA, twinkling in the dusk, as you approached the massive front door. But the car swept past and over to the attached garage. There was ample space for the Bentley, as the only other occupants were a red Ferrari and what looked like a souped-up and slightly battered Range Rover.
 

“We’ll go through this side door into the house, out of sight of any watchers.”
 

“Do you vary your route to and from the office, Manning?”
 

“Not generally. Oh, yes, I see. I suppose I should take different streets, but there isn’t much choice when you get up here. Now, leave your bag here in the hallway, and I’ll take you to your room later. Oh, let me show you my Caravaggio—the painting I mentioned in the office.”
 

His arm kept brushing against my jacket, and I’d swear it was a deliberate move. But the painting of one of the artist’s “boys” was indeed impressive, and Manning pointed out the highlights while touching my arm for emphasis. I moved him down the hallway. The décor was rather “heavy baronial” for my taste but lightened by bouquets of fresh flowers in cut-glass vases. 
 

“Thank you, Manning, now I’d like to see the living room before it’s dark.”
 

“Yes, of course. Are you always on duty, Lieutenant—or are you allowed to have a drink as we tour around here?”
 

He smiled again, that warm smile which lit up his handsome features and which must have charmed a dozen juries in his time.
 

“A drink would be fine. And I assume this is indeed the living room?”
 

“Yes, you can still see the cracked glass in the window pane over there.”
 

I strolled over to look as Manning busied himself at the bar. “White wine agreeable?”
 

“Thank you.”
 

As Detective Sergeant Richter had mentioned, there was a low ridge running almost parallel to the window. It served partly as a screen from neighbors, but didn’t block off the view across the San Fernando Valley spread out before us in the distance. I idly wondered if I could see Reseda as the last glow of the sun was fading. Manning came up beside me with two glasses in his hand.
 

What happened then was pure instinct. I caught a glimpse of light catching the barrel of a rifle. I flung myself against Manning, knocking both of us to the carpeted floor, and the wine and glasses splashed around us. The whine of the bullet went very close to my left ear.
 

“Stay down, Manning.”
 

I waited for the second shot, but, luckily, the marksman couldn’t see us properly, and it went over our heads. But then I was up again. I unholstered my own weapon and fired a couple of rounds in return. They couldn’t have had much power, but they were a warning to the assailant.
 

“How do I get out of here?”
 

“I’ll show you. No, it’s too dangerous in the dusk, Mark, you might get shot.”
 

“Now, Manning, the way to the ridge. You stay in the hall for the moment and call this cell number.” I flung Richter’s card at him.
 

He was shaking, but he was still functioning. I was out in the garden in a couple of minutes. The ridge was only yards away, but I would be a moving target in the dim light. I heard a car start up nearby and guessed that I had lost him. I climbed the little ridge and found where he must have lain—and had left the spent cartridges in his race to get away. Just beyond the ridge was a six-foot wall and what was probably a road beyond it. There was no one around.
 

I hurried back into the house. Manning was sitting on an ornate wooden bench in the hallway, head in his hands. He looked up as I came through the door, relocking it behind me. He rose to his feet, a little unsteadily, and walked slowly towards me.
 

“You didn’t find anyone?”
 

“No, only the spent cartridges. I didn’t really expect to.”
 

“You know, you just saved my life, Mark.” He was holding onto me for dear life. This big guy, almost as tall as me, ashen-faced, was holding on like a drowning man. I held him tightly in return—another human being in acute distress, and I felt a lurch in my groin and wished it away. 
 

“Let’s go and sit somewhere else, Manning, and have a drink. I’ll get the wine. Where do I meet you?”
 

“The kitchen faces the other side. It should be safe. But don’t turn the light on for a moment. Don’t leave me, please.”
 

“It’s all right, Manning, he’s gone now. I heard his car start up.”
 

“But he almost killed me—and maybe you too, Mark.” He held me tighter. I patted him lightly on the back. He reached up and kissed me hard on the cheek. “Thank you, oh, God, thank you.”
 

I heard the first sirens coming up the hill.
 

“We better turn the lights on, Manning, and I’ll go and let them in.”
 

Funny, it was his house, but I was in charge and seemed to know the way. He shook himself, drew several deep breaths and moved around turning on the lamps and overheads like an automaton. I opened the front door as two squad cars squealed into the courtyard.
 

“Okay, guys, I’m Lieutenant Mark Farrell.” I held up my badge. “Mr. Thompson and I are both unharmed, but rather shaken, and there are a couple of new bullet holes in the living room. Is Detective Sergeant Richter with you?”
 

“No, sir, but we heard he’s on his way from downtown.”
 

“Right, I’d like two of you to check the perimeter, especially on the west side of the house. I believe there’s another road running along the wall, and I think that’s where our perv was parked. Look for prints and tire tracks. One of you can come in and check out the upstairs in the house. I haven’t been up there yet myself. We only got here about twenty minutes ago. Will you also check outside the living room windows for any sign of trespassers? Thanks guys. I’ll be inside with Mr. Thompson. When the sergeant arrives, show him straight in.”
 

“Excuse me, sir, but I think your ear is bleeding.”
 

“Oh!” I hadn’t noticed in all the excitement. I went back inside and checked in the wall mirror. Yes, indeed there did seem to be a minor wound of some kind. It didn’t really hurt, so it could wait.
 

Manning was standing in the hall with two fresh glasses of wine. “I know you’re on duty, and, by the way, you were fucking marvelous, but I think a drink might help both of us at this particular moment.”
 

“Well, maybe, you’re right. Just this once.” We clinked glasses and smiled at one another. Only this time I could feel the heat of his body and the dragon of lust, or was it the dragon of danger, stirred in my belly. I could see my feelings reflected in the attitude of his torso and the bulge in his crotch.
 

“You’re bleeding. Shit, I didn’t even notice. Let me get some warm water and some iodine or something.”
 

“It’s nothing, Manning, just a scratch. We can attend to it later. Now I need a very quick guide round the house before any more help arrives.”
 

So, leaving the wineglasses behind us untouched, we sped through the large dining room with a table for up to sixteen, the library which looked very comfortable, the kitchen with all the latest in culinary pots and pans and an empty maid’s room.
 

“That reminds me, do you have any staff living here full-time?”
 

“No, I have Sophie, who does all the cooking. She comes in around eight am and leaves around five pm. She’ll have prepared something for dinner for us. She’s been with me for years. We must have just missed her. She does some light housekeeping, and there’s also a cleaner who comes in once a week to overhaul the place. Come on, this way upstairs.”
 

He led the way up the grand staircase with a mahogany banister and then quickly flung open various doors, almost decking the officer I’d sent to reconnoiter for trespassers. There was the master bedroom—dark, with a black leather counterpane—and adjoining bathroom with an extra-large shower stall, I noted. I wondered in passing what kind of sex games Manning liked to play. There were two guest bedrooms with bathrooms and an office with the usual mix of high-tech equipment and office-type files.
 

Then the doorbell rang, and in came Detective Sergeant Richter with further reinforcements.
 

“You’re working late, Sergeant, and, of course, you know Mr. Thompson.”
 

“Good evening, Mr. Thompson. I’m sorry there’s been another incident, but you seem to be unhurt. Good evening, Lieutenant, you seem to be having a busy time, and your ear is…”
 

“Yes, bleeding. Thank you, Gil. Why don’t we have your troops check the rest of the grounds and look for any sign of attempted entry? Mr. Thompson, you and I will go back in the living room and look over the scene.”
 

The three of us trooped back into the room where it had all erupted just over thirty minutes before. The sergeant was all business as I explained what happened.
 

“Would you two gentlemen stand where you were when the lieutenant saw the rifle barrel, please?”
 

It felt odd to be part of the actual attempted murder scene, but we did our best. Another window pane had been smashed in the exchange of bullets, and Richter had one officer checking the walls of the room for the spent bullets. I demonstrated how I pushed Manning to the carpet and had more or less fallen on top of him. We agreed it was probably the first bullet that grazed my ear.
 

“A lucky escape there, Lieutenant; two inches further down, and you’d be on the way to the hospital or lying here dead.”
 

“Thank you, Detective Sergeant; you say the cheeriest things, and how come you’re not at home?”
 

“It was my cell that Mr. Thompson called. Ten minutes later I’d have been on my way home. Fortunately, I could rally the troops from Parker, and there’s been considerable chatter on the radio since.”
 

As if on cue, Manning’s cell phone rang. He looked at the caller identification and excused himself. From across the room, I could hear his voice, still excited, but much more in control.
 

“That’s probably the mayor,” murmured the sergeant, “or at least the Chief. The radio chatter was heading up to someone at the top. What happened this time, Mark?”
 

“We’d scarcely gotten into the house. I was looking around the living room while Manning made us a drink. This was supposed to be in a relaxing ‘evening at home’. It was sheer chance that the fading light caught the barrel of the rifle as he brought it up to aim.”
 

“Rather I would think a quick and trained eye, Mark. You were both lucky to escape this time.”
 

“I agree. Tonight, he really seemed to aim to kill either Manning or myself or both of us, if he could. I’m not sure how safe this house is. It’s up here in the hills out of sight and with no one but Thompson here at night. Someone knows where he lives and his movements.”
 

Manning had finished his conversation and drifted over to us. His face looked determined.
 

“If you’re going to advise me to leave this house, forget it. The mayor couldn’t budge me. I’m not going to be intimidated into deserting my home.”
 

“But, Manning, someone is trying quite hard to kill you. You’d be safer somewhere else.”
 

“I feel much safer with you two around, and, so far, he hasn’t tried anything after dark. We’ll stay away from this room, use the inner rooms, and we’ll be fine.”
 

“If it’s all right with you, Lieutenant, I’ll leave you in charge of the house and a couple of uniforms patrolling the grounds tonight. Mr. Thompson, we could get you a window guy in tomorrow to fix the broken panes in this room. You both should stay out of here tonight.”
 

“All right, Sergeant, I understand. And maybe I’m just being stubborn. I can’t think of anyone who wants to terrorize me like this. Well, I don’t know about you two, but strangely enough I’m getting hungry; there’s a great smelling pot roast simmering in the oven. Will you stay for dinner, Detective Sergeant?”
 

“Thank you, Mr. Thompson, but I think I’ll head on home and take most of the troops with me. As I said, I’ll leave two or three officers patrolling outside…”
 

“Tell them they’re welcome to come in and get coffee and juice in the kitchen and use the restroom.”
 

“Thanks, Sir, they’ll appreciate that. Lieutenant, I’ll see you in the morning, and we can report upstairs?”
 

“Absolutely, Gil, although you’ll probably get there before me, as I’m dependent on Manning here for transport. And thanks for leading the rescue brigade this evening. We certainly appreciate it.”
 

“Yes, we really do, Sergeant. Thanks and goodnight.”
 

We saw him out of the front door, went into the kitchen and served up pot roast, made some coffee for patrolling officers and finally managed to actually drink the white wine. Manning was beginning to relax, and the change was interesting. The professional lawyer and the mature gay man were competing for my attention, which was quite distracting.
 

“Manning, I want you to think whether this could be some kind of personal grudge against you. Not one of your legal clients in anger, but maybe someone in your personal life—a former lover, a trick gone badly wrong, some gay man you crossed.”
 

“Wow, you don’t mince words, do you, Mark?”
 

“No, I’m serious. I think this is someone who knows your lifestyle and knows you’re probably vulnerable to blackmail or death threats on this score.”
 

“Very well, what do you need to know tonight?”
 

“Nothing, really. I just want you to start thinking along these lines for a change. I know it’s a delicate area for you and that you’re probably not ‘out’ in the legal world, any more than I’m ‘out’ in the world of law enforcement.”
 

“Oh, so you’re finally admitting that you’re gay?”
 

“Yes, I’m proud of it now, but I don’t push it.”
 

“After tonight, I think we both need to admit not only that we’re gay but also that we’re probably attracted to one another. Just please don’t tell me that you are a Top, a Master, or any other form of Dom. I couldn’t find that information in your LAPD personnel file last night.”
 

I laughed, “But I bet you tried. I really don’t think that’s relevant in a public file. At least I suspect you’re a Top from your bedroom, and I’d say you’re into leather and such good things.”
 

He laughed back, “Now my guilty secret is out, and I thought I’d hidden it all rather well.”
 

“Well, ‘it takes one to know one,’ as they say. I think that’s enough for tonight. I think we should get some rest.”
 

“Just as the conversation was getting interesting. Yes, you’re probably right. I can see tomorrow will be a busy day. I’m not sure we can keep the media cap on these rifle attacks for much longer. Well, let me show you to your room.”
 

I picked up my bag, still at the foot of the stairs, and we plodded up the grand staircase. My adrenaline had dropped after a good dinner, and I was tired. We stopped outside his bedroom door.
 

“Mark, would you sleep with me tonight? Oh, I don’t mean in the usual sense of making love and fucking. No, I just want to have someone male in the bed with me, making me feel secure. I promise I won’t try anything else, at least, not tonight.”
 

So the famous lawyer, the big Dominant guy was afraid of the dark. That evening, I couldn’t really blame him. He’d almost been killed—again.
 

“All right, just this once, but I’ll stay on my side, and you’ll stay on yours. And I’m going to keep my wife beater and my shorts on.”
 

He chuckled. “Thank you kindly.” And he led me into his bedroom. When we were ready, we climbed into the bed with the black leather throw, each on a separate side. Slowly he edged towards me. I felt his arms going around me. I sighed. It wasn’t Dan, but it was a man who needed me that night, not as a lover, not as a police officer, but as a friend. I snuggled down in his surprisingly powerful arms, and I felt his cock and my cock rising a little. But that was all, and I believe we both slept surprisingly well.
 

The next morning I met Sophie, and then we breakfasted on mushroom omelets, whole wheat toast, and rich black coffee, which she had prepared. Manning warned me he was not very communicative in the early morning. So we read the LA
Times and the Wall Street Journal. Then back in the Bentley, we went down through the hills and on to downtown.
 

In the car, he suggested dropping me off at his offices to pick up my Escalade and then meeting later in the afternoon, as he had clients to see during the morning. That suited me well, as I knew I was going to have to report to my bosses in Parker Center. I did firmly suggest that he put his mind to thinking of whether any of his playmates or tricks could be behind the attacks.
 

As soon as I reached my car, I called Dan to reassure him that I was safe, despite any stories he might see, and that I loved him. Then I left a similar message on Edith’s cell phone, since she was already at school Next I tapped in Captain Barker’s number to report that I’d be in the building in less than fifteen minutes and available to give my report on this new incident.
 

By the time I finally got to Parker, it was closer to ten o’clock. Senior lawyers don’t have to start early, although police officers do. I found myself ushered into a meeting with some of the LAPD top brass. Apparently someone had leaked the story of the shooting to one of the local network TV stations, and the Department was being asked to comment. There were several disapproving stares as I came into the conference room.
 

I gave as full a report as possible, aware that Gil Richter, squashed in the corner of the room, probably had already been quizzed. I also explained that I had been invited to stay in Mr. Thompson’s home overnight, both in my professional capacity and as a friend whom he appeared to trust.
 

There were instantly comments about why I hadn’t called in the incident earlier. “Because I was certain Detective Sergeant Richter would have already provided a detailed report.” 
 

About who gave the TV reporter the story. “I have absolutely no idea. Certainly not Mr. Thompson nor myself.” 
 

About whether I was grandstanding for the media. “I have no interest in or intention of appearing on television.”
 

Then suddenly the door opened, and the Chief came in. Everyone came to attention and then waited as he announced. “I just had the Mayor on the phone. He’s been talking to Mr. Thompson again, and they are both full of praise for Detective Lieutenant Farrell, who put himself in harm’s way and almost certainly saved Mr. Thompson’s life last night. That must be you.” He pointed at me. 
 

“Yes, sir.”
 

“Good work, and the Mayor also congratulated the Department on the rapid and well organized response to the incident. I think we should take the initiative and make certain to tell the story ourselves, rather than leave it to outsiders.”
 

I risked my job. “With respect, sir, Mr. Thompson wants this handled as quietly as possible, and we’re no closer to apprehending the perp as yet. Perhaps just the story about a random shooting in the Hollywood Hills would be enough for the moment. I don’t think we have to give the villains any unnecessary publicity, do you, sir?”
 

There was a moment of rather strained silence, and the Chief laughed. “I’ve heard that you don’t like to publicize yourself, Farrell. Well, maybe you’re right for the moment. Right guys, low-key coverage. I’m sure you can manage that. And congratulations, Farrell.” He turned to leave. 
 

“Thank you, sir, but the response was effective only because Detective Sergeant Richter—over there in the corner, sir—took immediate action with his teammates.”
 

The Chief grunted his congratulations to Gil Richter too and then left us to it.
 

Everyone then relaxed. I sat down on the nearest chair and watched the Deputy Chief in charge check that the media handlers had all they needed, and made a note to thank the members of the response team. Then he told the captain, the sergeant, and I to go and get on with the job, try to avoid getting killed, and give him some results soon.
 

We adjourned to the captain’s office, and I gulped the mug of black coffee I was given. Captain Barker wanted to know whether Thompson or I had any hard evidence about the person or people behind the shootings and letters. I had to tell him that both the lawyer and I had reviewed his recent court cases, and there didn’t seem any likely suspects. I mentioned that I had asked Manning Thompson to consider whether there was anyone in his personal life who had a grudge against him and that he’d agreed to think about it.
 

“And what do you think, Farrell?”
 

“Whoever it is seems to know the pattern of Mr. Thompson’s life —when he gets home, what he then usually does, where he might go. My gut feeling at the moment, and I think the detective sergeant agrees, is that the rifleman is a hired hand, although we came close to getting shot last night.” I touched my sore ear, which had started throbbing slightly in the drama of the morning.
 

“I’m wondering if there isn’t some mastermind behind this, and if that person might have some more devious plan—perhaps to somehow discredit Mr. Thompson, personally and professionally, instead of just killing him outright, which he clearly could have already arranged successfully.
 

“I admit I don’t have any evidence as yet to support my theory. But the combination of vague threats and near killing seems designed more to intimidate Mr. Thompson into confessing something very damaging to his career as a lawyer.”
 

“Any other ideas, Detective Sergeant?”
 

“Not at present, sir. This man has obviously been badly shaken twice now, but he’s determined not to be chased out of his own home, so I think he’ll be a tough nut to crack. I also think the lieutenant is right about a king-pin pulling the strings in the background, and I’ve no idea who or why at the moment.”
 

“We need to get Thompson to reflect on his private life and soon. You’re in the best position to do that, Farrell. And, Sergeant, let’s run some checks on the other members of the law firm—very discreetly, mind you. Perhaps there’s someone there who is after Thompson’s position as partner or someone who’s been bought to provide background on his lifestyle and habits. That should keep both of you busy for a few days. Let me add my own congratulations on the good work last night, and, Farrell, have the nurse look at your ear. We don’t want it getting infected. Let’s regroup tomorrow morning.”
 

To my surprise, it was almost noon and almost lunchtime. I invited Gil to lunch, provided he would wait for a half an hour or so while I typed up my report. For me, it’s always anticlimactic to have to record an incident, although I know full well how necessary it is to put it all into the computer before various important details get lost. Still it was after one o’clock before I’d finished.
 

He took me to a very busy Mexican restaurant in Boyle Heights. “The food is very good indeed, although the surroundings aren’t intended to be very stylish.” And he was right. I had the Campechana, a goblet full of delicious seafood and fresh avocado in a lightly spiced sauce. We talked about our families. To my surprise, he knew I was a widower with a daughter.
 

“I checked you out, Mark, yesterday after you left for Thompson’s office. Oh, there wasn’t much available to me on your personnel file, so I called an old friend of mine who is now in Van Nuys, Marge Donohue, and she knows all about you. I’m sorry for the loss of your wife, but you have a reputation of being a good father to Mary and—is it Edith?—your mother-in-law, who looks after you all in the house in Reseda. Marge says you’re a very astute detective too, told me something about the Group7 case recently.”
 

“Stop it, you’re making me blush. And what about you? You seem pretty young to be a detective sergeant downtown already.”
 

“Lucky, I guess, but it helps to be from a Spanish-speaking country other than Mexico.”
 

“I believe you make your own luck, and I’d say you’re pretty good at the job too—judging from yesterday and today. I bet you were in the military before?”
 

“Yes, U.S. Navy. I’d always wanted ‘to go to sea and see the world’. But I discovered that I was spending most of my time below decks looking into screens and computers. So after a three-year stint, I mustered out and into police work.”
 

“Where you still sit behind a desk in a tall office building much of the time, am I right? And you said you were divorced?” 
 

“Believe it or not, we met as kids in citizenship class, and I trailed around behind her in schools. We got together again after the Navy, and we were married four years ago. She’s pretty and smart and works as a dental technician.
 

“I got bored when she was pregnant and started playing around—too differently. You know what can happen when you’re lonely. She gave me my walking papers.” He looked at me seriously. “Maybe you don’t remember such loneliness. But I’m told you and your new detective are close. Sorry, Sir, I think I’m crossing a line here.”
 

I smiled faintly. I knew where he was going or wanted to go. He wanted to be sure I was gay or gay-friendly. Perhaps Marge had said something to him, but I didn’t think I knew him quite well enough yet. “I think we should be getting back.”
 

We finished our coffee and headed back to work. I found a quiet corner to talk to Dan again. The story of the shooting had made the noon news but way down the program. I filled him in on Manning Thompson, and he told me how frustrating the Blanchard case and Will Foster were proving. The TV star was so afraid of public exposure that he rationed the material he was willing to provide on the dead man. But Dan had located Tommy’s sister, and she was going to drive up from Orange County to take care of the body. Then we talked dirty for a couple of minutes, before I hung up before I got too horny.
 

A quick visit to the nurse reassured me that the ear wasn’t infected but did need some ointment and a covering, which made it look more dramatic than it felt.
 

Then I collected the Escalade and headed to the parking spot I’d been assigned in Manning’s building. It was just after four-thirty when I arrived, and the traffic had been typically heavy. Angela greeted me warmly, escorted me into the conference room again, thanked me profusely for saving her boss’ life and promised he would be finished shortly. I asked for mineral water rather than coffee this time. A bottle of Perrier and a crystal glass were produced. Five minutes later, Manning appeared. He looked tired but perked up when he saw me.
 

“My God, what a day it’s been! I’ve been trying to do some work with clients, but there have been endless interruptions. Well-meaning friends from all over have called after the story broke on television; more media wanted exclusive interviews, which have to be politely declined for the present. Even my colleagues here demanded to know what’s going on. I need to get out of here. Let’s go, and you can tell me about your day.”
 

He calmed down as he steered the Bentley through the rush-hour traffic. I filled him in on the small dramas of my day and remembered to thank him for instigating the call to the Mayor, which had led to his call to the 
Chief.
 

“I think the LAPD brass was inclined to be a bit critical of my conduct until the Chief slapped me on the back, so to speak. It’s wonderful to have friends in high places at the right moment.”
 

He turned to me at the next traffic stop. “Mark, you did save my life, and that was the least I could do.”
 

Then, a few blocks further on, he added, “I intend to show you my way of saying ‘thank you’ this evening. We’ll turn off the phones and TVs, and I’ll have my way with you. My guess is that you’ll enjoy it.” This time, he not only patted my knee but played with the bulge that was growing in my pants.
 

“Manning, the light has gone green, and you’re holding up traffic.”
 

“Shit, once a policeman…but just you wait ‘til I get you home, wine and dine you, and get you naked.” Needless to say, by then, we were both getting excited. I was trying to keep control as we climbed the last hill. I insisted that we enter the house from the garage again and that I do a check of the interior before he moved out of the hallway. Even Manning could see the need for that, but he had his cock out and was stroking it to full erection by the time I got back downstairs.
 

His voice thickened. “Get over here, boy. Forget dinner, we’re going to eat one another first. So get your good clothes off—fast.”
 

It was pure sexual need that had me naked in less than two minutes; my clothes were folded and laid on the bench in the hall. Alongside I put my gun, out of its shoulder holster, with the magazine separate.
 

I looked at that thick prick waiting for me and sank to my knees in front of him. Manning had shrugged off his own shirt, and penis and balls were now fully exposed outside his pants. I looked up at him.
 

“Yes, boy, you know what to do. Show me your service. Show your man what a good sub can do with this cock.”
 

I leaned up to take his heavily veined shaft in my fingers.
 

“No hands. I thought you had better training than that.” 
 

I flashed back to my months of sex-slave training with Master Sam, and my hands slid behind me as I lunged for that dick-head in front of me. I caught him with my lips, and his weapon surged into my mouth immediately. I was beginning to sweat with nerves and excitement. I wanted to perform well for Manning. It was certainly important to me to give him control of myself. Yet, in another sense, I was in charge of the whole session, and only that way could he relax into his Mastery. I was getting really mixed up or maybe just getting more realistic.
 

My mouth was taking all of him. The mushroom tip of his penis was reaching into my throat. I relaxed my gag reflexes and tongued the large tool, bathing it in my saliva. My lips closed around the base, imprisoning him inside. I started to suck, suck my big dick popsicle hard.
 

Manning groaned, hands reaching down into my short hair. I breathed through my nose, rolling my tongue round his rod. His dick was mine, while my own reached out to thump on my stomach. We were both working and snorting with pleasure. He gave a gasp. I felt his balls pushing against my chin. Then his penis began to vibrate and push even deeper. I sucked fiercely, and he came. I felt his cream surge down my throat into my stomach. I wanted a taste, so I pulled back and caught his final drops in my mouth. We were both panting, and he was holding onto my head almost desperately.
 

Slowly we separated, and he drew me back up to my feet. He opened up his mouth to me.
 

“Here, let me taste the last drops of my cum on your tongue, and let me hold you and claim my boy Mark.”
 

His kiss was fierce and possessive, not like that of the well groomed and controlled attorney that I’d met. Maybe this was the real Manning Thompson, and I knew the beast lay in waiting for me, as we held the embrace.
 

“Shit, look at your cock—raised in salute to me. Back down on your knees, spread yourself wide for me, lean back on your ankles, and beat your meat for your Master. Head up. Look at me.” 
 

This was one of the most humiliating games for me, leaving me open and vulnerable to the man controlling me, forcing me to masturbate myself for his pleasure and not mine. But I had been trained to do this and other things that I didn’t enjoy. Manning met me halfway. He stood by the hall bench, facing me as I reluctantly began to slide my dick through my fingers.
 

“Look at me, Mark, and keep looking. You’re jerking yourself off to please me—and to give yourself pleasure and relief. I’m going to strip for you, so that you can ogle my body up close, the torso you’ve been lusting for all day. Off come my shoes and socks, my trousers and shorts. Now you have the sight of me bare-ass naked to pleasure yourself with. So work wonders with your fingers. 
 

“Think of me available to you—all of me, with my own poleax beginning to rise again in tribute to your efforts. Come on, Mark, harder. Spit on your hands. That’s right. Now you’ve got some lube, take a look at my ass—wouldn’t you like to get your tongue in there and clean me out? Or maybe you’re more versatile, and you like to ram that rod into my hole, skewer me for forcing you to spill that seed of yours.”
 

His ploy was working. I was massaging my cock frantically between my fingers. It was twitching and purpling. He was well proportioned, blond with a light coating of fur covering his splendid pecs and moving down in a narrow trail to surround the cock I’d already serviced. I was panting again, excited by the sight of his muscular torso and tormented by the images he was stirring up in my mind. It was erotic torture by a Master. I loved every second of it.
 

“Yes, I knew you were the bottom for me from the moment I saw that hunky body of yours, watched those biceps moving into action last night, felt the kiss of your mustache on my lips. So I made inquiries, discreet inquiries, about you. Come on, don’t stop now. You must be about to shoot. Shoot your spunk at me or over yourself. My sources tell me you’re new to the Great Game, but you’re a fast learner, and you need more practice with a Master like me. So pump harder, and cum for me, Mark. Cum for me now.”
 

And I did exactly that. He held my gaze through my orgasm, as I spewed that jism over myself, shouting incoherently but triumphantly.
 

Manning pulled me to my feet. I hung in his arms, trembling with excitement and exhaustion for a few moments. My wet dick still gave a few last spurts which landed on him. He laughed at his success, gathered those last few strings of my cream and fed them to me. That surprised me, but I loved the taste of my essence.
 

“Come on, kiss me and open up, so my tongue can also get the flavor of my boy. See, that wasn’t really so bad. You knew you wanted to please me, and, shit, watching your muscled arms and hands working hard just now really turned me on.
 

“Well, I think we deserve a shower and some dinner before the big event of the evening: Manning slow-fucks the bound Mark. Something to look forward to, right, boy?”
 

The man dragged me upstairs to his bedroom. This was the only room that we needed at that moment, although I wouldn’t mind exploring the other guest rooms in a more leisurely manner. 
 

“Turn on the shower and get it to the right temperature for me: warm but not too hot. There’s plenty of room for both of us. I had it built for two or even three men in a squeeze. You know the basics of washing and cleaning a Master, I presume? Sorry, Mark, I forget sometimes you’re a grown man and not some ‘twinkie’ I brought home. That’s good, that business with the washcloth is really exciting on my balls. Now let’s get that cum off you—mine as well as yours.”
 

I toweled him carefully as we stepped out, paying special attention to those all-important genitals. Then I dried myself on the same towel. All my training lessons were being put to splendid use. But suddenly I realized I wasn’t working on Dan. I hadn’t even been thinking of him. Was I really so empty-headed and careless about my true lover? Because Manning certainly was exerting a powerful influence over me, even if it was only a temporary case of lust.
 

Naked, we wandered downstairs to see what Sophie had prepared for dinner. Tonight was beef stroganoff, which just needed heating in the microwave, together with a green salad waiting in the enormous fridge. We were hungry after the sex and then hungry for more sex after the food.
 

I couldn’t understand myself. I had a horny man at home with whom I thought I was in love, but here I was fucking around with a slightly older hunk I scarcely knew. Was it this new experience? Was it because Manning seemed to enjoy degrading me? I didn’t know, but I wanted it—and him—again.
 

“If you need a safe word, use your own name, and we’ll stop the fun you want and need. I think you want more. So crawl for me into the library, boy, and I’ll introduce you to some of my toys.” 
 

And I accepted Manning’s order, got back down on my hands and knees, and crawled before him towards the library. From somewhere, he produced a wooden paddle with metal studs. My butt soon felt its effect as he casually hit me with it to hurry me along.
 

“That was a piss-poor pony performance, I must say. So I’m going to begin by giving you a proper beating. Oh, it won’t show for too long, but it will fucking well hurt.”
 

The library looked like something out my idea of a classic Victorian novel, with wooden shelves from floor to ceiling on most walls filled with leather-bound books, a tall ladder to reach to the top, and three comfortable looking leather armchairs; but I wasn’t going to be sitting in them that evening. The ladder, which narrowed towards the top, was on a rail, and Manning pulled it towards him.
 

“I’ve found this ladder really useful as a flogging post over the years. You’re going to try it out next. Back up on your feet, and let’s get you ready.”
 

There were a couple of beautifully finished cabinets along one wall. From their shelves he gathered leather locking mitts, a black rubber plug, a jar of lube, and other things.
 

“I promised you an evening you won’t forget as your reward for saving my life. And this is the kind of reward you really want, isn’t it?” I hesitated but finally nodded. I knew it was—and more. “Right, so let me get these pony mitts on your hands. To me they look a little like hooves, don’t they, when they’re locked on you. And now these boots, designed the same way, with steel plates to make you prance like a horse when you next walk for me. To complete the pony picture, you need a bit and harness, so stand there a moment.”
 

From out of the cabinet came a real steel pony bit, harness, and reins, which he fitted carefully and closely round my head. The reins went round my shoulders, forcing my head slightly backward, and then fastened round my chest tightly in front.
 

“Look at yourself in the mirror on your right, pony boy. No, you’re more than a pony. You will be my stallion, a wild creature, not fully broken as yet and needing to be subdued and tamed. Yes, a wild Palomino stallion is more like it. You’ll see the transformation starting.” 
 

He was right. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was already a strange sight: half-man, half-animal being bent to his bidding.
 

He shoved me towards the ladder, hands mitted and then roped in front of me. He threw one rope over the rung he wanted, and then the other followed. He walked behind the ladder, gathered up the two ends and pulled me taut against the wood. I grunted as he wove rope around my waist and tied the final rope knots around my cock and balls. He had me fixed in the position he wanted, but he added ankle chains, which were affixed to the bottom of the rungs.
 

“Just a couple of additions, and then I’ll have you ready for flogging and fucking, and speaking of fucking, I want to check that asshole of yours. I’ll just slide on this glove, as there hasn’t been time to clean you out tonight, cover my fingers with this lube, and let me begin with two—oh, you like that from your grunt and your twitching ass. So let’s add a third and stir you up a bit. You can take it, boy. Good. Let’s find your prostate while I’m in here.
 

“My stallion is very responsive, and I know I’m going to enjoy slow-fucking you. First I need to keep you open with this special plug. Now help me by pushing out as I carefully slide in. Excellent, keep squirming like that. It makes the plugging easier. Right, now you’re filled and with a great tail flowing out behind you. Look in the mirror again.”
 

I was tempted not to, but he moved my head round by my hair, and I gazed transfixed. Each step had moved me further from being a hunky human to a sleek stallion, as he called it. I was hanging from leather-mitted hands to cloven weighted feet, taut to the ladder, and sticking out of my plugged ass was a gleaming black horsehair tail. I was becoming the animal he wanted. The reflection was seductive and powerful, and my cock rose in its roped captivity and extended to its full length over the rung of the ladder.
 

Of course Manning noticed and laughed as he slapped my butt. Yes, he knew how to excite me, to turn me towards the beast, and I was following him all the way.
 

“First I wallop my stallion, then I whip him, and finally, I will fuck him—and it will be a first-class fuck, let me tell you. Now I begin.”
 

He started gently, moving from one cheek to the other, almost caressing my flesh at first. Then the rhythm increased to staccato, and I began to moan as he worked over the same surface with the metal studs. I tossed my head as best I could, but the harness gave me little room. I felt the fire rising in my butt as the paddle delivered harder blows. I was suffering, but I was also enjoying the pain and wriggled my ass for more.
 

Manning was panting slightly, but chuckled as he saw my buttocks thrusting back. “Enough of that weapon for the moment. Let me check that you’ve been heated and tenderized enough down there. Yes, my fiery stallion, you color up beautifully. So let’s see what my training whip can do on your back.”
 

A horse-training whip? That sounded brutal and fierce as well as further degradation, forcing me to become the animal he wanted. I sucked on the metal bit in my mouth and shuddered. Sweat was oozing down my chest and my legs. I was holding my breath for the stroke of his whip.
 

I didn’t have to wait long. He practiced in the air once to get its measure, and then he cracked it over my left shoulder. The fire spread to my right shoulder and then down my back as he laid four parallel lines across my skin. I was bellowing as best I could through the gag. I was trying without success to move away from the infernal whip. But my arms were tied and my waist was tied. Only my shoulders could shudder with the pain he caused.
 

He was chuckling as he laid his final two strokes. I heard the whip clatter to the floor, and then his hands were gently caressing my burning buns and then lightly tracing the lines on my back. I was gasping as best I could. My heart was pumping rapidly, and I reared back for this new Master of my lust.
 

He was laughing as he checked me over. Then he reached for my chest, the hair now matted with sweat, and found my nipples and the end of the horse reins. The latter he untied easily and pulled them back over my bruised shoulders. My tits he seized and firmly twisted them erect.
 

“These need more work, if you’re staying with me for a while. Now to the grand climax—the fuck you’ve been waiting for. I need to get ready. I’ll roll the rubber on myself tonight; my boy isn’t in the best position to help me.”
 

He moved away, and I heard rather than saw him removing his clothes. I risked a look at both of us in the tall mirror. His well-sculpted body was that of the athlete still in his prime. His blond, furry chest blazed in the lights of the library. I was looking dazed and sweaty on the ladder with the fiery red butt, well whipped back and that damned horse-tail. But I also looked almost triumphant. Fuck, I was still enjoying the pain, because it obviously gave Manning pleasure that I was bearing up under his bruising. I was actually looking forward to his strong torso and thick cock skewering me. God, what a masochist I was becoming. Master Sam, my previous trainer, would be proud of me.
 

He caught me looking at us both. He came up to me, stood on tiptoe so that he could kiss my bruised and bit-gagged mouth, and slapped my face.
 

“You are hung up here for my pleasure, not to admire yourself in the mirror. Although I have to say you are definitely a delectable piece of meat. All right, enough of that. I’m rubbered, lubed, and ready. So out comes your horse tail. I grab the reins, and I start to break the stallion that you are—too big and muscular for a pony, I’ve decided, so you can be my tawny stallion of eternal night.”
 

He jerked the reins with one hand, forcing my head back towards his face, now gleaming with sweat, too. The other hand helped his cock to find my entrance. He came in easily. I’d been well stretched. His prick felt its way around cautiously. I could feel his body heat on my sweaty beaten back. We were both breathing easily but hard, and heart rates were high. His penis thrust in further. I tried to open up in front of his tool. One hand reached round me, parting the chest hair, feeling for the nipple nub. He found it, pinched hard. I jerked and moved. His dick was now fully inside me.
 

His body movements were slow but not languid. He was taking his time, backing down my passage, until, as I’d been taught, my ass muscles clenched him. I felt the log move back up smoothly, filling the space inside me. The reins pulled my head back severely. He kissed the top of it. Moaning, I turned sideways, almost begging him to kiss my lips, even with the bit between my teeth. He obliged, mouthing me and sliding his tongue above the bit to the roof of my mouth. Now that is hot. My muscles clamped down on him, and my own cock began to leak precum steadily.
 

He wouldn’t be hurried; this was his slow-fuck, but he kept up the sexual tension. His cock was moving up and down more rapidly. It even seemed to be expanding. The rubber sheath grazed the walls of me, using his lube and my juices to ease his journey. He pressed his chest into me, seizing the reins between his own teeth. Then two sets of fingers mauled my tits. 
 

I bucked and swayed. I felt the rhythm of his fuck. My body followed his motions. We were glued together, his weight imprinted the wooden ladder on my chest, and I could only breathe together with him. He was rubbing his face in my hair, on my head, now jerked back almost ninety degrees. His dick was pumping harder. I could feel the buildup beginning. I was nailed to the ladder, but I kept pushing back, forcing him to fuck deeper. 
 

We were on the wave. I could sense both of us reaching our crests. His hands descended onto my own prick, forcing it to harder erection still. I felt the log inside me, growing in power, reaching its climax, and exploding inside me. A few seconds later, I erupted onto the library floor, cum dripping plentifully from me.
 

There was no breath, no energy for movement, and we remained held together. Then, with a sigh, he slipped out of me, and his hands gripped my shoulders. I slumped in my ropes against the ladder. His fingers undid the bit gag and pulled off the harness. I licked my bruised lips and tried to swallow.
 

“Here,” he whispered, “drink my cum from the rubber. You deserve it.” It was warm and salty, but it went easily down my dry throat. I turned my head and kissed him hard on the mouth. We held it for an eternity. Then he broke away and rapidly started to disentangle me. To my surprise, off came the horse-hoof boots and mitts, and I was suddenly free. He must have changed his mind about torturing me further.
 

“Not tonight. That was too good a fuck to try to do anything else. Shit, Mark, you gave me so much of yourself. I can’t believe I ever had it better.”
 

“No, the power was yours, Sir. You moved me out of myself into a different world, and I couldn’t get enough of you, your body, your dick, your essence.”
 

We hugged tightly and slid down onto the hard-wood floor, rolling around in each other’s arms. Unbidden, the face of Dan suddenly blossomed in my head. Was I truly out of my mind, that I gave so much of myself to Manning? Was the power of my lust really so strong? Or was it only a momentary infatuation? My experience was so limited that I didn’t know how to deal with it—or whether I wanted to deal with it.
 

Manning felt something change in me. He looked deep into my eyes as we clung together on the floor. “That’s enough for one night. We need to get to bed. But, fuck it, Mark, we have to do this again and again. I don’t care what other people think or want. I want you.”
 

I smiled wearily. “Yes, Sir, as you wish, Sir.” Guilt clutched at my throat, overriding my sex-slave training. I was supposed to be a responsible man with a family. I was supposed to be a detective, guarding a potential murder victim. I was supposed to be a partner to a decent, sexually satisfying guy. At that moment, none of it seemed to matter. I’d been struck by the coup de foudre—the “thunderbolt”, as the French call it.
 

We staggered upstairs, showered in his large bathroom, and he applied ointments to my various cuts and bruises. Then, by mutual agreement, we climbed naked into his bed and held one another.
 

“Tomorrow we’ve got to work this out somehow. ‘Night, Mark, my stallion.”
 

“Goodnight, Sir, and thank you for a wonderful evening.”
 

But I’m not sure either of us slept well that night. I know I didn’t.
 
  




CHAPTER FIVE
 

Dan – Part Three
 

The coroner’s initial report arrived the next morning, and I read it through very carefully. He was not prepared to rule the Blanchard death a suicide or an accident. There were odd inconsistencies like the suspicious marks on his wrists, the strangely discolored finger and toenails, and the grim and unusual position of the body. I’d arrived early at the station, before eight am. I wanted to make a good impression, so I’d dressed sharply. It was to be my first day in charge of the Tommy Blanchard case—without Mark Farrell as the boss in public and lover in private.
 

But I knew Captain Anderson was right to separate us for a while. I’d heard a few whispers at the station about our “relationship”. Fuck, that was private, off-limits. We hadn’t let it interfere with our workload. But people love to gossip and the Group7 case was full of kinky gay guys, with me in the middle of the action. So I kept my mouth shut, my head down and my cock buttoned up in my pants.
 

Actually on this first day by myself, I suddenly realized this was a form of promotion for me, too, and that the captain trusted me to continue with a sensitive murder case. Mark was on his way downtown, and I became pissed all over again as soon as I saw his client, this lawyer guy, who looked hot and sexy, when I Googled his name.
 

We’d previously arranged to continue discussions over lunch with Will Foster, Tommy’s “Master” and employer and successful television star. It was annoying to have to wait, but Foster was actually working on the series and trying hard to keep his private connection to the murder victim and the gay leather world as quiet as possible. He was really determined to keep himself firmly in the closet.
 

So I worked on finding Tommy’s friends and family. The previous day I’d discovered a sister in Orange County, June Blanchard, from the address on a Christmas card waiting to be mailed on Tommy’s desk. I’d left a phone message the afternoon before, and she called back before nine am. I still wasn’t used to having to deliver the news of a death or worse, a possible murder, to the apparent next of kin. My message had forewarned her; she seemed reasonably calm as she told me she would drive up that afternoon to view the body and to give me some background on her brother. We set a meeting for three pm.
 

I looked over at the laptop we’d taken from the Blanchard apartment in our initial search. That might well give me a clue to some of his friends and their addresses, since I hadn’t turned up an address book or list of contacts during that visit. I pulled on a pair of evidence gloves and booted it up. Actually it was shit-simple. I just typed in “friends” and up came a list of six names—not very much to go on. I printed it out, and there were three names from the Group7 gang. Naturally there was Ray Jenkins, who managed the bike shop where Tommy had his Ducati serviced, then the men’s wear store owner Philip, and finally the shadowy ‘godfather’ figure, Erich von Sommerfeld.
 

I didn’t want to get paranoid about this Group7 connection, and it seemed sad that Tommy seemed to have few other friends. Besides, Ray Jenkins was in jail, and Erich out on bail, both to be tried for involvement in two murders and one attempted murder—me. And that didn’t include their vicious rapes during my day as a slave undercover. Surely they wouldn’t be reaching out for Tommy too. Surely they would want to keep a low profile at present, but I needed to check their whereabouts on the previous Sunday.
 

It was time to meet Will Foster at Parade Studios again. Fortunately, the guards remembered me, and so did Will’s cute assistant, Teresa, who had organized fresh sandwiches for lunch with fruit and some kind of power water.
 

Will seemed more thoughtful today. He was probably preoccupied with rehearsals for the TV show, but he’d also had time to think rather more about his relationship with Tommy.
 

“Yesterday, you took us through your life up to Tommy, so to speak. I think you said that sexually you were serving as the bottom to your former university professor Graham Vincennes. How did that change with Tommy?”
 

“Tommy was essentially looking for a Master, a man who could dominate him in every way but the physical. He was already working out as a body builder, but he was still shy and unsure of himself. If nothing else, I believe I helped him figure out who and what he was both sexually and as a human being.”
 

“But how did you manage that? As I remember him, he was assertive in his service, well-trained and obedient.”
 

“Well, at first he was just hanging around at every event connected to the series and me in its first season. Then I began to realize this man was kind of stalking me or the character I play. He had trouble separating the fantasy role, who was more aggressive, from the real me.”
 

“That must be a regular problem for an actor. How did he find out you were gay? You kept yourself well hidden in the closet, and you seem determined to stay there.”
 

“You know, we probably shouldn’t be having this conversation at all without my lawyer here. Oh, what the hell, you’ve penetrated my defenses, so I might as well go on. Actually, that’s what Tommy did—penetrate my defenses. I felt sorry for him, so I invited him home for a meal.”
 

“That was bold for you, wasn’t it?”
 

“Well, the affair with Graham Vincennes had gradually petered out. Being picked up by guys in bars was difficult and dangerous for me professionally. I guess maybe I was lonely, and there was this handsome muscleman throwing himself at me. He made it clear he was a gay submissive, but he wanted me to dominate him.”
 

“So what actually happened when you brought him home?”
 

“We had a couple of glasses of wine to loosen us both up and some kind of pill. He stripped and modeled for me, showing those incredible muscles. He still wasn’t sure of my sexual interests, but he offered to suck my cock. I hesitated, then unzipped my pants and pulled out my seven inches, which had been rising as I watched him perform. He worked and slobbered over my prick until I came—in great spurts. It was wonderful and exciting, and I realized maybe I could top him.”
 

Suddenly the door opened without a knock, and another six foot actor burst in—only he was dark to Will’s fair skin.
 

“Oh, sorry to disturb you, Will. Didn’t know you had company for lunch. Hi, I’m Alan Taylor. I’m the other ‘man about town’.”
 

I didn’t get the connection immediately, which probably pissed him off.
 

“Dan, this is my costar and friend, Alan. Can I do something for you, mate?”
 

I took the clue to my identity from Will and altered my name slightly. “Hi, I’m Danny Fortune, just visiting Will here. Pleasure to meet another great star—boy, both in one day.”
 

Alan liked what he saw of me, but that didn’t slow him down. “No, Will, I want to ask if we could rehearse the scene in the kitchen again. It’s kind of tricky. Maybe later?”
 

“Yeah, give me another ten minutes or so, then I’m all yours.”
 

“No thanks, mate, you’re not all mine. I’ll wait on the set. Good to meet you, er, Danny.” The handshake was very firm, so I squeezed back, and I won. Mr. Taylor left as abruptly as he came in.
 

Will sighed. “The word must be out that I’m entertaining a male visitor for lunch. Alan hopes to catch me rolling around naked on the floor with you in some compromising position. I thought it easier not to mention you were a detective.”
 

“Fine with me. I take it he’s not gay and maybe not all that friendly to gays.”
 

“No, we’re both supposed to be macho. He keeps trying to catch me out. He was always doing that with Tommy, but we were much too careful at work.”
 

“So he doesn’t like you either?”
 

“No, but we have ‘good chemistry on screen’, so we have to pretend to be great mates, but strictly straight, in public. I have used Teresa, my assistant, as my ‘beard’, as they used to say. He’s married with three kids, and he’d love to get me fired from the series on a morals clause or any other excuse he could find, so that he could star alone.”
 

“Must make working together difficult?”
 

“We manage because we have to, but he had it in for Tommy. He was always trying to belittle him and make fun of him.”
 

“What did you do?”
 

“Let’s not talk about Alan. I have to rehearse with him in a few minutes. Shit, I wonder whether he would’ve killed Tommy to spite me. No, that’s taking things too far, and, anyway, if he’d wanted him out of the way permanently, he wouldn’t have chosen that kinky stuff. He wouldn’t have known how.”
 

“But he could have hired an expert.”
 

“No, I’m getting paranoid, but I can’t think who wanted to get back at me by murdering Tommy.”
 

“So you think the killing was done to frighten you?”
 

“What other explanation could there be? Someone wants to get back at me for something I did or didn’t do to him.”
 

“That’s one explanation, but not the only one. Well, back to business briefly. How did Tommy make it from first cock-suck to live-in bodyguard?”
 

Will actually blushed. “Believe it or not, we both had lessons—from the same dominatrix. It was all very undercover, but I paid her very well. We visited her during the hiatus between the first and second seasons. I met her on the set of a horror film I was starring in, Vampire Faces at the Window. I got some good advice, a little Topping experience, and a tip about Viagra. Then I began to tie Tommy up to beat and fuck him.”
 

“He wanted that?”
 

“Yes, desperately, and he got more intensive lessons. Myra really got turned on by him. He was alternating bodybuilding workouts at the gym with her BDSM sessions and was glowing all over. By the beginning of our second season, he’d bulked up and was willing to let me do almost anything to him, if it pleasured me. So I hired him as my security guard. My excuse was that we’d been getting lots of attention from women fans, and they get real determined to grab a hunk of the star.”
 

“This professional and private relationship went on how long?”
 

“Through most of last year’s season two, but I found it tiring to do the show and come home to supply the needs of Tommy. I bought him an expensive motor- bike for Christmas and turned him loose. Well, he still had the security job, but I slowed down the sex.”
 

“And that was how I encountered him as a member of Group7?”
 

“You must tell me all about that some time. You certainly turned Tommy on. But right now I better go and rehearse with that cunt, Alan.”
 

“Yes, indeed. Right now I have an appointment with Tommy’s sister to identify the body and make arrangements for a funeral or cremation.”
 

“Oh, I guess I should show up for that. You will let me know where and when to appear, Detective, won’t you?”
 

“You want to meet Ms. June Blanchard, Will?”
 

“Oh, I think I’m too busy for that, but give her my regards, and, if she wants to see the show being taped…”
 

“I get the message, Will, loud and clear. Thank you for lunch. I’ll be in touch and remember—please don’t leave town without telling me.”
 

“And all of this is still our secret, Dan?”
 

“Yes, as far as I’m concerned. But I can’t speak for anyone else now or in the future.”
 

I’d had enough of the self-centered Mr. Foster for one day, and there was no Mark Farrell to rein in my temper. I calmed down by the time I got back to the station, reported to the captain and wrote a short report of my meeting.
 

I still didn’t understand Tommy Blanchard’s sexual makeup, although I had respect for his self-awareness and his abilities. But I was puzzled by the willingness or rather the need of a muscular, powerful man like Tommy to want to submit so totally to a prick like Will Foster. Maybe that was harsh, and I was being judgmental. I felt he deserved a better Master, and it seemed to diminish his true value and his painful death.
 

His sister was right on time; actually she arrived five minutes early, and there was no mistaking that June Blanchard was Tommy’s close relative. She was tall and slender, not especially physically like him, but the face was remarkably similar, with the slightly shy smile and the sensitive eyes. Her hair was blonde, like her brother, cut in a simple pageboy style. I guess she was a couple of years older, in her late twenties.
 

“Ms. Blanchard, I’m Detective Dan Fortunato. I’m grateful to you for driving up here, and I’m very sorry for your loss.”
 

“Hello, Detective, and I was grateful for the tactful phone message. None of this is going to be easy, and it’s been a great shock. I would like to see my brother as soon as possible.”
 

“Of course, come with me please.” I was being slow, but I wasn’t sure how to handle any of this now that she was actually here.
 

She seemed reasonably calm and contained, but I noticed one hand tightly clutching her shoulder bag. She waited while the covered body was rolled out in the morgue by one of the coroner’s assistants. She gasped as the sheet was rolled down to show his face and chest. Tommy had been cleaned up, but nothing could hide the mottled skin and dark, deep circle around his neck left by the rope that had hanged him.
 

“Can I see the rest please?” she whispered. There were few whip marks on the chest and arms of his muscular body, while the waterfall tattoo still looked almost untouched.
 

She bent down, kissed his cheek and gently touched the tattoo winding around his biceps and back. Then she sighed and straightened herself.
 

“Thank you—so kind. Yes, I can confirm that that is Thomas Blanchard. I think I’ve seen enough. I still can’t believe it’s my brother. It’s only a week since we last talked on the phone. Now I’ve seen him, it all seems so ugly. I can’t understand why he would want to kill himself, and in such an awful way.”
 

Lady, I thought, at least you didn’t see the worst of it, when he was found yesterday naked, raped, and roped. But I said none of it, merely guided her to the conference room set aside for the meeting.
 

“Can I get you some coffee, tea, or a soft drink, Ms. Blanchard? Please make yourself comfortable, as I have to ask you a few questions.”
 

“Some water would be nice, Detective. I’m sure we’ve both got questions.”
 

She settled into one of the wooden chairs around the desk while I went and grabbed a bottle of water from the vending machine and rummaged around for a clean glass. While I was away, Captain Anderson had gone in, introduced himself, and was offering formal condolences on behalf of the department and himself.
 

“Dan, I was just explaining to Ms. Blanchard that we are continuing to investigate her brother’s death.”
 

“Then you don’t believe he killed himself?”
 

“We can’t rule that out, but there are a number of troubling inconsistencies which we and the coroner’s department are looking into. This is where you can help us. At present, we know so little about your brother’s background and friends. Detective Fortunato here is working away at the problem, but your own thoughts would be very useful to us.”
 

“Excuse me, Captain, Mr. Blanchard seems to have been such a neat and tidy person, so it’s not been easy to check his movements over these past few days and who he was talking to. When did you last see him yourself?”
 

“Well, he came over for Thanksgiving dinner a couple of weeks ago. We try to make sure we get together for the major holidays. I’m divorced, and he has really only one major ‘good friend,’ I’ll call him. That’s Will Foster, the television actor, for whom Tommy was working.”
 

“Yes, I’ve interviewed him. And you both have other family?”
 

“Yes, our parents are still in East Texas, and we have one brother who lives near them.” 
 

“And does the family get together regularly?” The captain was probing.
 

She hesitated, and there was a faint blush. “Our parents are deeply religious people, and they didn’t approve of Tommy’s lifestyle. They didn’t really approve of my divorcing John and then moving to Southern California.”
 

The captain sympathized, “That must be difficult for both of you. Ms. Blanchard, how much did you know about Tommy’s lifestyle and his relationship with Will Foster?”
 

“You mean did I know he was gay and in a submissive sexual relationship with Will? The answer is yes. Tommy’s known he was gay since his late teens. Fortunately, he’s always been a big guy, so he wasn’t really bullied. He went into bodybuilding because he was proud of his body, and I’ve always supported him in that, even down to the wonderful tattoo he had done.”
 

“And the relationship to Mr. Foster?”
 

“Well, I have to confess I don’t really understand that, although Tommy tried to explain it several times. Oh, I don’t have a problem with two men being together, if they love one another, but this seemed to become more one-sided all the time. Will Foster said he needed to stay in the closet for professional reasons. Tommy continued to hero worship him in this very submissive way, although, frankly, I thought Will was getting bored or tired of it.”
 

“Do you think Mr. Foster would want to harm your brother?”
 

“Oh, not Will. He doesn’t have it in him. I understood he liked to tie Tommy up and hit and beat him before they could have sex, but to deliberately destroy him? No, that isn’t in Will’s makeup.”
 

“What about his other friends?”
 

“I don’t know too many of them. They were part of his more secretive LA life, which did worry me a little. But he’s—he was—a big boy, and I thought he could take good care of himself. Obviously I was wrong.”
 

“Did you ever meet any of these LA friends?”
 

“Only one—Ray or Roy, I think. He owned a motorcycle store in the Valley. Will had given Tommy an expensive bike last Christmas; I suppose to give him something to do. Anyway, maybe it was Easter; I’d come up for the weekend, and his bike was in the shop for repair, so I drove him over to pick it up.”
 

“And met Roy, or Ray?”
 

“Yes, we were introduced. I didn’t like him, although he was pleasant enough—a big, rough looking guy. I didn’t like the way he looked at Tommy—as though he was a treat to be eaten.”
 

“So his sexuality did worry you?”
 

“Not the fact that he was gay, but the rough side of the lifestyle that he seemed to need, the humiliation or submission he wanted with it.”
 

“And why do you think that was?” The captain sounded genuinely interested.
 

“I honestly don’t know. Maybe that’s what our dad sensed. But it’s grown stronger over the last few years. Oh God, I just realized where I’ve heard your name, Detective. You were involved in exposing the Group7 criminals and helped Tommy to get clear of them.”
 

“I’m sorry; perhaps I should’ve told you up front.”
 

The captain cut in, “Detective Fortunato went undercover to get information on the group’s criminal activities. Your brother was very helpful in our investigations and was cleared of any wrongdoing, while several of the others are waiting to stand trial.”
 

“And you think there might be some connection there to my brother’s death?”
 

“We have to look into every possibility, although we have no evidence at present to suggest that your brother’s death was anything but an accident or suicide.”
 

“But you told me on the phone that no note had been found, and you’ve been suggesting that there are some strange inconsistencies.” 
 

“Possibly, but we won’t know much more from the coroner for a few more days, and our detectives are checking into persons of interest.”
 

“And my brother’s body?”
 

“We’d like to keep it for another day or so, while the coroner runs further tests. In the meantime, would you like us to inform your parents that your brother has met with an accident?”
 

“Yes, please, and I’ll follow up with a call to let them know I’ll take care of any funeral arrangements.”
 

We left at that. June, as she insisted I call her, would stay in touch. I felt sorry for her, although she seemed a resilient soul, much like her brother in that way. Now she understood the Group7 connection, but not the details, she told me she was sure I’d follow any leads she might come up with.
 

“I guess you might be gay too, although you’re quite different from Tommy. I wish it had been you he’d met rather than that television actor creature.”
 

I gave her my card with my cell number on the back, thanked her, and escorted her out. For her sake, as well as mine, I wanted to get to the bottom of this case and to prove that Tommy’s death was no accident but deliberate murder. What I needed was some hard evidence to prove it. Her mention of Group7 was interesting, but I didn’t want to become fixated about connecting Tommy to the surviving members not in jail. In fact I wasn’t sure I’d recovered enough myself to deal with any of them again.
 

I made notes of the conversation with June Blanchard—good background and a couple of interesting ideas. Then it was time to pack up. As I went out to my car, I tried Mark on his cell, but there was no answer. He was probably out with that high-priced lawyer he was supposed to be guarding. God, if I’d only known the truth.
 

When I got home, I heated up some of the leftovers from the Farrell dinner; that seemed a long time ago. Then I lay on my old sofa, made my mind relax, thinking of dominants and subs, of why one man submits willingly to another. I thought back to my final days with my own first Master, Captain Jack Arthur, USMC. True, I had been much younger than Tommy, but even viewed through the prism of memory, I thought how fortunate I had been to be trained by such a wonderful man. There certainly was no comparison with that self-centered prick Foster.
 

In our last ten days together before the captain was recalled from sick leave to active service and I prepared to leave home for university, we had hashed over many subjects, and he gave me my final lessons in our sex play.
 

Earlier in the year, I’d applied to several colleges, including a good one near Boston, and finally I learned I’d been accepted there. I felt I needed some freedom from my large family, and I didn’t want to be too near home in Philadelphia.
 

Of course, the previous winter on my application form, I’d been vague about my study major. Now I decided to focus on criminal justice courses available to a lower-class man, and I needed to be sure the college also had a strong ROTC program. So strong had been the influence of my captain, and so sure was I that eventually I wanted to follow him into the Marine Corps. He had understood my ambitions, and my parents were pleased that I decided to collect at least some college credentials first. So Captain Jack and I talked about what I should expect in college, and he talked some more about what I could expect in the Marines.
 

Over the next week, as I worked out in his gym, on another hike, at a family dinner, we talked a lot about the important things in life—honor, obedience, trust, as well as family, about which he was very private, and man-sex. We actually abstained from sex play for several days because the captain had invited me for an overnight stay at his house the last day he’d be in town. That clearly was going to be an important time for both of us.
 

For our final weekend together—a Saturday night to Sunday lunchtime, I offered to cook dinner. This would be my first chance to check out my culinary skills using the old family recipe. The captain was willing, and my mother prepared the meatballs in advance. All I needed to do was to warm and brown them and to cook the spaghetti. Even I could manage that, I thought.
 

But food was not the purpose of that weekend; man-sex was, and it held some surprises for me. The captain had ordered me to come in my jeans but to bring my leathers and boots. We made small talk at the table. I don’t remember much about the conversation or the meal, other than that I burned the meatballs, but I’ll never forget the sex part.
 

While the food settled, we engaged in foreplay, beginning with stripping me naked, and then I was allowed to lick the captain’s boots—they were the black shit-kickers again, and I worked lovingly over the shining surface. Then he pushed me away and ordered me into the bedroom, which was not where we normally played.
 

It was a Spartan, masculine room in black and gray tones, dominated by a large, queen-sized bed with a blood red coverlet. There were the usual couple of closets and two night tables, and the illumination was pinpointed spots, as the heavy looking curtains were already closed. Funny how you can remember such details so vividly years later.
 

“Right, boy, this is the night. Undress me.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. Excuse me, Sir; you want me to take off your clothes?”
 

“That was the order, boy. You have problems with that?”
 

“No, Sir. Whatever and whenever you need service, Sir.” He’d been wearing his fatigues, and I was so uncertain that I fumbled around getting him out of them.
 

“It’s easier to begin with the boots and socks, boy.”
 

“Of course, Sir. Sorry, Sir.”
 

He sat on the edge of the bed, and I unlaced and pulled. Off came boots and socks as he shrugged out of the rest and stood up.
 

That was what was strange. Normally he remained dressed while I serviced him butt-naked. That evening we both stood there nude. And I saw my captain’s total body for the first time in the light—that muscular chest with its big nipples surrounded by dark fur, those meaty arms and thick thighs and the genitals. Yes, indeed, the cock and balls in all their glory, long, heavily veined and with the two orbs hanging low.
 

I was breathing deeply, and my own dick was already rising in tribute to this handsome and masculine figure in front of me. He smiled and drew me into his arms.
 

“I want tonight to be a unique experience for both of us—and my last chance to check out my theory about you, Danny. I’ve told you that I think you are a natural Dominant, and now you’re going to prove it to me. You’re going to fuck me here and now. I’m lubed and plugged, ready for you.”
 

He turned around and bent over the bed. I stood there and gaped. My hero was offering himself to me to practice on. What a gift this was for any young man not yet certain of his natural sexual role. I looked at the hairy ass cheeks and the thick black plug filling the space in between.
 

Suddenly I felt a rush of testosterone, and my cock banged on my stomach. Captain Jack turned his head, chuckling, with a condom in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other.
 

“You do remember what to do? How do you want to take me? Doggy-style on the bed is probably easiest for a youngster like you. Here, I’ll get the rubber on your weapon and grease you up. Then I’m all yours.”
 

I stood in a daze of lust and bewilderment. My brain wasn’t really working, but my body sure the fuck was. I kept nodding and grinning. My hands ran over his hirsute torso, feeling the bands of muscle and squeezing first his tits and then his growing penis.
 

“So, assume the position, please, Sir.”
 

“Shit, come on, Danny. That surely is not what you’ve learned from me.”
 

“No, Sir. Oh, fuck—you, asshole—get on the bed and assume the doggy position. Get a fucking move on.”
 

I was shaking, but my prick and then my brain looked at the target in front of them and I snapped into action. I reached over and slapped that rump—hard and several times. He grunted, lowered his head and shoulders, and pushed up his rear end.
 

“That’s better. Now let’s get that plug out of the way. Fuck, but it’s well in there. Here it comes now. Maybe I should check that hole to make sure you would take my big dong. Let’s try a couple of fingers. Yeah, you’re well lubed, and it’s a pleasure moving round in there. Let’s see if I can find your pleasure spot that you’re always talking about.”
 

My fingers moved inside him, and he started panting and then moaned as I hit the right place on his prostate. By now my prick was white hot and hard, and I could wait no more. I lined myself up and pushed into my Master.
 

When I’d screwed Dirk, it’d been an act of revenge. This time it was a gift and an education. The most awe-inspiring experience I think I’ve ever had—until maybe Mark Farrell. He moved his body with mine, encouraging my efforts with guttural grunts and occasional short advice. I thrust in and out, groaning in my turn as my tool felt its way up his passage. He clamped down as I slid down to his entrance and then humped back as I moved to penetrate his farthest spaces.
 

His back was dark fur, already slippery with his sweat. I held on to that glorious body, stroking and caressing my hero. I wanted to acknowledge his great gift—rubbing my throbbing penis inside him, twisting his tits, gurgling savagely. He smiled back at me, moving his head up off the bed cover. I reached under for his powerful, long dick. I pulled it out behind him as I held on to his weapon wet with precum. He bucked. I thrust harder. Rivulets of sweat dripped down my chest. I didn’t care. For a few moments I was master of my Master. My whole body seemed to lunge forward in desire and demand.
 

The torso of my captain shook, and we both gasped and grunted. I forced my thunderbolt deeper. I wanted to please him as I pleasured both of us. I wanted him to know that his boy was graduating into a man, a man who would fuck other men. The sweaty, slithering teenager now knew what he wanted in his sex play—hard bodies, big cocks, and wide assholes. I would be a Top. He was showing me the way—which would become the only true way for me.
 

I was too excited and too inexperienced to hold back, and I could feel my cum rising in my balls.
 

“Oh shit, I’m going to cum already. I did so want this to go on forever.”
 

I worked and sweated over his gleaming body. He carried me to the ultimate height. My cum bolted from my balls. I exploded into my rubber in the captain’s innards.
 

I collapsed over the man on the bed, hanging onto him. His prick jerked and shot its own cream spattering over our thighs. We were as one, and I knew this was my rite of passage. I just lay there, my heart thumping, my rubbered tool inside my hero. I silently blessed him for giving me the gift of my real initiation.
 

Gradually I came back to earth, slowly and unwilling to give up the “rapture”. My dick slipped out. I tumbled off him, alongside him on the bed. We rolled over into each other’s arms.
 

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir. I don’t know what else to say. It was the greatest. Like the ‘rapture’.”
 

The captain chuckled and hugged me.
 

“Well, it’s been a long time since anyone’s been up my ass, but you gave a good account of yourself.”
 

“Really, Sir? Did I give you a good ride?”
 

“For a beginner, you were really forceful, but don’t start getting any ideas that you can come back for seconds.”
 

“Oh, no, Sir. That was a unique gift—my graduation present, I think.”
 

“I wanted you to have a first-class fuck the first time out. We’ll discount Dirk. After this you will have the responsibility to fuck to the best of your abilities. Now let’s get the rubber off you, and we’ll both taste your cum while it’s warm.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. Thank you, again, Sir.”
 

“It’s about time for bed. You can sleep with me tonight.”
 

“But, Sir, your boy has to pleasure you in return.”
 

He laughed, “There’ll be time for that in the morning. Fucking you is going to have to last me a long time back at base, so I’ll want you to give your best in the morning. A sound flogging and my prick up your anus will have to last you too, boy.”
 

I sighed. Yes, this was our final time together for how long? He was moving out the next day, and presumably back into a war-zone, since the scars of his wounds were fading. I would be off to college in Boston. When would our paths cross again?
 

He cuffed my wrists in front of me and then laid beside me on the bed, a thick cock gently poking my ass cheeks. I fell asleep soon enough, but I was restless, and I think he was too, thinking of the uncertain future.
 

So we were up by six am, anxious to make the most of our short remaining time. I fixed the captain’s breakfast of oatmeal, juice, and thick black coffee. I wasn’t hungry, but I managed some cereal and diluted my coffee.
 

We were both still naked and quickly squeezed ourselves into the shower, where I carefully washed him, with particular emphasis on the genitals, as always. The warm towel was ready for him when he stepped out, and his sub kissed his feet and dried the hard body.
 

“Right, get the ropes and toys out of the gym, boy, while I get dressed.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. Anything in particular you want, Sir?”
 

“I’ll leave that to your imagination this morning.”
 

Now there was a quandary. What did I want used on me for this final session? A big butt plug for sure; a gag, but no blindfold, as, if permitted, I wanted to see everything that happened; a couple of heavy floggers; a rattan cane. Maybe I’d add the lighter cat-o’-nine-tails.
 

I cleaned myself inside and out and lubed my hole liberally. Then I went back to the gym, collected toys and rope and spread myself ready on the St. Andrew ‘s cross. I heard the cleats on his Dehner boots ring out on the hardwood floor, turned my head slightly, and smiled inwardly.
 

Captain Jack Arthur was in full leathers—boots, chaps with an iron spiked codpiece, long-sleeved shirt, gauntlet gloves, and his Muir cap. Fuck, he was sizzling hot to his nineteen-year-old boy. He was truly honoring me in turn this morning.
 

“Good selection of toys, boy. I particularly like the long black dildo with the handle so I can move your ass around. We’ll get started with that. Come off the cross for the moment and bend over. Already lubed? Great. Let’s see how you take such a thick dildo, son.”
 

Yes, I’d chosen one that I knew would challenge me and my anus. But this was my last chance. I had to take it. The captain lubed the dildo. Slowly and carefully he worked it into me. I spread my cheeks and pushed out to help him. Even so it was larger than I’d imagined, and I was soon panting as he continued to make me accept my own choice of ass-toy. It took us quite a while, but finally, he had it up me far enough.
 

“Stand tall, boy, and let’s make you run round the track with me holding the handle and driving you.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir.”
 

He picked up a small flogger and propelled me round the room using the dildo handle and flicking the flogger over my shoulders.
 

“Get those knees higher, boy, and quick trot with hands behind your head. Chest out. Man up, boy.”
 

I did my very best for him, although we’d never done this exercise before. He kept me at it for ten minutes, following me close, moving the dildo in my hole and the flogger over my quivering torso.
 

“Over to the cross and hug it tightly, boy.”
 

Panting, I spread-eagled myself over the oak arms and then opened my legs wide. He moved in front, having picked up the tit clamps and parachute from the pile I’d put out for the session. His gloved hands played with my nipples, twisting them between thumb and finger, pulling them out and then suddenly releasing them. Then he clamped first one and then the other, pulling on the connecting chain to make certain they were properly seated. His hands moved down to my genitals. The gauntlets slid over my cock shaft, exciting it even more until it started to leak. It was my balls he really wanted, smoothing and coaxing the eggs towards the bottom of the sac. Then he snapped the parachute in place, adding a thin piece of rawhide to the bottom of its chain and wrapping that round the oak cross beam, so that I was anchored firmly by my family jewels.
 

The inflatable gag followed, the gag I’d selected, and he knew exactly how much was needed to fill my mouth.
 

“Speak to me, boy. Let me know if you’re full. Is that gurgling the best you can do? Then I know I’ve got it right. 
 

“Hold onto your cross, Danny. No restraints this morning. So grab the highest round ring. You will hold your position while I flog you and even while I give you your farewell fuck.”
 

This would be hard. I’d always been roped tightly before, while I wriggled and squirmed. But, fuck, I was damned if I was going to let him down. So I moaned into my gag, reached up to grasp some metal ring in my hands, spread my legs wide, and stood up proudly.
 

But the cat-o’-nine-tails took me by surprise. There seemed to be no warm-up, just a sudden swirl in the air, a thud on my shoulders and a blaze of pain. I jerked and I groaned. Shit, but it hurt. And he repeated it five times. I realized I was bleeding and knew that he meant to mark me that morning. This was to be part of my initiation too.
 

Then he switched to the heavier flogger and my ass cheeks. I couldn’t help but twist and moan. I hung onto the iron rings with my fingers as my butt burned and turned. My lower torso was held by the parachute and rope round my balls and the cross beam. If I moved too far, my genitals felt the pain too. Captain Jack seemed to delight in trying to make me break position. But I couldn’t and I wouldn’t. I had my pride too.
 

Eventually his arm tired, or he decided to give me a rest. His gloved hands moved over my red-hot cheeks and thighs, and my whole sweating body tingled at his touch. I longed to reach back to touch him, but my hands refused to break loose of the rings. I burbled my thanks into the gag that filled my mouth. Then I could feel the gag being loosed and a bottle of water pushed against my parched lips. 
 

“You did well, boy. I’m proud of you. Now I want you to settle yourself for the fuck. I want you to shout and moan as much as you want. But you will not break position.”
 

I looked into those steel gray eyes and that firm mouth. I knew I couldn’t let him down. Besides, I enjoyed being flogged and fucked by him. Yes, of course, it hurt plenty, but that was my job, to give him pleasure, at least one more time.
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. I am at your service, Sir,” I croaked.
 

“That’s my true man-boy.” And he tousled my hair.
 

I stood taller, although I could feel trickles of blood on my back, although my butt was burning and streaked. If he could do me the honor of allowing a newbie like me to fuck him, then the best service I could do was to help him give me the farewell fuck we both deserved.
 

So I thrust my ass out as he gently but firmly slid that large dildo out by its handle. For a moment or so, I was cold and empty. Then his hands held my hips, and I felt the rubbered tip of his cock sliding up and down seeking its target. I’m not sure if I did manage to twitch my hole, but he entered me with dispatch, and I made him feel welcome with my muscles. Actually after the breadth of the dildo, a human cock, even of the captain’s girth, seemed easy to swallow. I pulled him in, sweating and swearing as always. It was a pleasure and a duty to let him thrust himself up my passage in search of my special e-spots. I shivered and gasped out loud when he found them.
 

“Sir, thank you, Sir. More…” I stopped and bit my tongue. Captain Jack Arthur did not need a cheeky prick like me to tell him how to fuck. But I moaned and grunted with pleasure as I felt that cock hunting back and forth inside me. I thrust back as far as I could, trying to ignore the pain from my bound balls. My own penis was now banging away on top of the parachute, seeking release.
 

“Not yet, boy; wait for your Master,” he panted.
 

I muttered hoarsely, “Sorry, Sir. Yes, Sir.”
 

Then we worked together. We worked our bodies in total harmony. We moved in rhythm as his weapon plowed me, and my muscles made their reply. We were mating, giving each other the best we were capable of. Our sweating bodies slithered and sang together as sparks were struck. The “rapture” returned. Fire bathed our sex organs, and gradually, with our combined efforts, we exploded. Our cum doused the flames of our passion, and our exhausted bodies collapsed together. I slid down to the crossbar and hung over it, with the captain, still leathered up, on top of me. I felt his fingers freeing my balls from the parachute and rawhide, felt his cock slither free, and we fell to the ground. Eventually our hearts stopped their hammering, our blood continued to flow, and the earth resumed its orbit.
 

Then it was time for me to go. We showered again. He anointed my back and my butt with soothing ointment. He made me rest on my stomach for half an hour, while he lay beside me murmuring messages of hope and encouragement. He told me we’d see one another soon. He’d try to get leave when I was free. We’d e-mail one another, maybe talk on the phone. I gingerly pulled on my clothes, packed up my dinner dishes. He buttoned his leather breeches back up, after I kissed his cock-head one last time. We stood at the door. I didn’t know what to say.
 

“Sir, thank you, Sir, for everything you’ve taught me. I mean it, Sir.” That was the best I could manage. It was really inadequate.
 

“I know, Danny boy, and I’ve enjoyed it all too.” He took my face in his big hands and kissed me fiercely. Then he slapped me gently, smiled and released me.
 

“Semper Fi, my boy. Be true to yourself. Goodbye for now.”
 

I couldn’t look back, because I was crying, and I didn’t want him to remember me blubbering like a baby.
 

And that was the last I ever saw or heard of Captain Jack Arthur, USMC. Not quite true; I had a couple of e-mails in the first month—guarded short messages saying he was going back overseas and would be in touch. Then nothing. Nada. Not a word. Not a call. Silence. Complete silence. Deep dead silence. 
 

It hurt. Of course it hurt, on various levels. I didn’t know what to make of it. Had something happened to him? Had I done something to anger him? Had he just tired of a newbie and moved on to another man? I was far from home in Boston and inexperienced. I tried sending e-mails. I even tried sending a letter. I asked my parents, as casually as I could, to find his sister. She had moved away, I drew dead ends everywhere.
 

Had that summer meant so little to him? Had he only been amusing himself? Only a small part of me believed that, and so I hurt, in ignorance and despair.
 

But the seemingly casual silence left a bitter taste in my mouth and gradually poisoned part of my mind when it came to any form of man-sex until Mark.
 

And, as I tossed on my bed in Los Angeles years later, I alternated between bouts of tears of regret and anger at being tossed away. My better half knew something had happened to Captain Jack, but why couldn’t I get any information? And it was years before I finally got any kind of an answer.
 
  




CHAPTER SIX
 

Mark – Part Three
 

When I woke the next morning in Manning’s king-sized bed, I was alone. I could hear my host’s voice from the office down the hall loud and clear, and he sounded frustrated and angry. Leave him well alone, I thought and washed and dressed quietly. It was seven-thirty am. I stole downstairs, poured a cup of last evening’s coffee which had percolated all night to keep happy the two uniforms who were guarding the house.
 

Before they left for school, I put in a call to Edith and Mary. It was good to hear their voices, and they were reassured that I was unharmed. The shooting seemed to be attracting rather more publicity than I wanted. It had made it into the Los
Angeles Times as well as the local morning TV news. “Well known lawyer and activist almost killed in his home by unknown assailants.” And the death threats were mentioned. Someone had been leaking information, and we needed to find the culprit. Tommy Blanchard’s death had merely been thirty seconds on local TV the day before, and most of that was Will Foster soberly regretting his bodyguard’s “sudden and unexpected death”. Fortunately, no details of the death have been revealed in that case.
 

Sophie had arrived by this time and asked me about breakfast. I opted for OJ, some granola, and fresh coffee. She’d obviously heard the news, was dying to ask questions but the sour look on my face must have put her off. I wasn’t in the mood to chatter over the cereal.
 

A few minutes later, Manning appeared, immaculate in a dark blue suit and conservative tie. I was still in my old gray suit, but I had found a clean shirt in my bag.
 

He looked as grumpy as I did, but was decidedly more vocal. “Morning, Lieutenant, this whole situation is getting out of hand. Morning, Sophie, just some scrambled eggs, wheat toast, and coffee, please. I tried to check my messages from last evening only to find my so-called ‘private line’ cluttered up with enquiries from the media, friends, and relations. I was expecting to hear something back from the client I met yesterday, but there was no message, unless of course he couldn’t get through.
 

“Thank you, Sophie, and don’t bother to answer the phones today. Just let them go to the message systems. I can’t think why these shootings are attracting so much attention, and God knows what the office will be like this morning.”
 

“You seem to be more of a celebrity than you realized, Manning.”
 

“I wish they’d all bloody well go away. Otherwise I’ll go away myself.”
 

The rest of breakfast was silent, except for low sounds in the background from the television news and the rustling of newspapers. After I’d eaten, I went back upstairs to pack my bag. I, too, had had enough of this house; home in Reseda sounded more appealing by the hour.
 

By eight-fifteen we were on our way downtown in the Bentley, a black and white discreetly trailing us. Manning was preoccupied and jumpy. “Why the fuck is that police car following us?”
 

“Because they’re providing you with protection, Manning.”
 

“But nothing has happened to me in full daylight and outside the house.”
 

“Nothing to date, but the police are taking precautions.”
 

“Shit, this is only going to make me more conspicuous. And what about you, Mark? What do you have to do this morning?”
 

“I have to report to my bosses that there was no incident last night and that we spent a ‘quiet evening’ at your house. Well, I wouldn’t exactly call that activity quiet.” 
 

I got a ghost of a smile out of him. “Just remember to give them only the necessary facts and not the juicy details. But I thoroughly enjoyed it all and want you for more of the same this evening. I’ll drop you in the garage, and we’ll regroup later. Maybe things will quiet down.”
 

So I picked up the Caddy and was in Captain Barker’s office by nine-fifteen. He and Sergeant Richter were waiting for me and my brief report on the evening. As we were congratulating ourselves on hopefully having reduced the media fire, the phone rang. Manning Thompson had received another threat; this one was by e-mail, and, worse, a copy of the threat had been sent to the newsrooms of the four local network stations.
 

The message simply read, “You are not free and clear. There is more than one way to skin the beast.”
 

I didn’t pretend to know what the message meant, but the implication was ominous. Needless to say, we were summoned back up to meet with one of the deputy chiefs. Mr. Thompson had been on the phone with the Mayor and the Chief. He’d had enough of these threats. He was leaving town for a few days.
 

Then my cell rang. I checked the caller ID, and it was Manning. “Excuse me, Chief, I have Mr. Thompson calling me urgently.”
 

“Well, put him on the speakerphone.”
 

“Hello, Manning. Yes, this is Mark, but we’re on an open speakerphone.”
 

“Oh, shit, very well. I’ve told the Mayor and the Chief that, after this latest threat and the chaos here in my office, I’m going to leave town, going to New York for a few days, and I would like you to come with me for protection. I can’t work here. I can’t think. I need to relax, to puzzle this thing out. I hope this can be arranged so that we can catch the flight at five pm today. When you’ve got permission or whatever, call me back please on my cell phone. With luck you may be able to get through. Thank you, gentlemen. I always appreciate your cooperation. Good day.”
 

I sat there stunned. What was he up to? Was he running away or trying to find some peace and quiet? Why did he need me with him? As a police officer to try to piece together the puzzle? As a trick to play games with? A free trip to New York City a couple of weeks before Christmas would be exciting for whichever reason, but could I justify it?
 

The decision was made for me—higher-up. I was to accompany Mr. Thompson that evening and return on Sunday, hopefully with him in tow. The NYPD would be advised very discreetly. He had offered to pay all my expenses, but the Department insisted on paying my economy air fare.
 

My head was whirling. A Thursday-through-Sunday weekend in New York was being offered. But what about the family and Dan and our own plans for the weekend? This new threat and how Manning had received it were more serious. What would we do in New York for almost three days?
 

I stopped daydreaming and suggested that I confirm with Mr. Thompson to ease his mind. Sergeant Richter and I would go over to his offices and retrieve the e-mail threat and any additional information. Then I would go home to the Valley to pack—pack what?—and high-tail it to LAX in the late afternoon traffic.
 

The captain cut through my crap. I would have a car and the sergeant at my disposal for the day. I should take Gil Richter with me on my rounds and brief my LAPD partner, Dan Fortunato, on what was happening with me and to check on the Blanchard case.
 

I called Manning back and managed to get through. He was delighted that his “escape plan” was working. He told me to come into his offices as unobtrusively as possible in the confusion around him and bring some leather for the weekend as it would be cold in New York. I grinned silently at his coded message. So we would have time to relax and play as well as to work on the latest developments in the case.
 

On the way over to the law offices, I asked Gil how much progress he’d made in interviewing other members of the firm the previous day. Apparently everybody seemed to want to cooperate, but the other partners were busy and appointments had to be made—for that Thursday and Friday.
 

Lower down in the pecking order, he checked out Angela Throughgood very carefully. She’d been with Manning for twelve years, had an excellent employment record, and seemed devoted to him. She was well paid, apparently happily married. She and her husband almost owned their own house, and both of them had healthy, but respectable, bank balances.
 

However, the previous year she’d been away on sick leave for two months—”female problems”, and another assistant had filled in for Angela. Her name was Gertrude Summer, and she’d been out of the office the previous day but was due to return that morning. Gil would try and have word with her, while I talked to Manning.
 

In fact there wasn’t much time to talk privately. Both the sergeant and I looked at the venomous e-mail sitting on the computer in Manning’s office. We printed it out—several times. Gil went off to try to identify the sender, although we were not very hopeful. The firm’s head of security was waiting to talk to me and we walked to his office amid a buzz of conversation like a hornet’s nest. I could see Angela trying to cope with the flow and fend off curious colleagues. We exchanged harried smiles.
 

Jim Stoddard, the security guy, admitted immediately that death threats were outside his normal field of operation. “Obviously we have a fair amount of sensitive legal material flowing in and out—by e-mail, by secure systems on the computers, by mail and still even by telex. But we safeguard and protect our systems carefully, checking for hackers and such each day.”
 

“But if someone knew Mr. Thompson’s e-mail address, he or she would be able to send an e-mail such as this from almost any outside computer?”
 

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Most of the partners have both a public e-mail address and more secure private one. Mr. Thompson does.”
 

“And your other daily duties could include removing ‘undesirable customers’ from the premises?”
 

“Yes, I have two well-trained guards available to me at any time from the management of the building.”
 

“Has Mr. Thompson had any cause to use such service over, say, the last six months?”
 

“Not to my knowledge, Lieutenant. It would be very rare for a partner to find himself in such difficulties.”
 

“I didn’t expect to find a suspect that way, but I want to check all possibilities. Thanks, Jim. Here’s my card. Please let me know immediately if you see or sense anything out of the ordinary around Mr. Thompson.”
 

I walked back to Angela’s desk and asked if she could give me five minutes. She shooed people away and took me into the small conference room. I gave her much the same advice. “And would you think back over the past nine months about any visitors who seemed upset before or after meeting Mr. Thompson?”
 

“Of course. I’ve been trying to think of anyone like that, Lieutenant.”
 

“Who keeps his diary of appointments?”
 

“We both do—in the computer, and I print the list out the evening before, so that Mr. Thompson can check it before he leaves the office and can prepare himself for the next day.”
 

“Does he add any himself—lunches and semi-social engagements at the last minute?”
 

“Yes, last minute changes such as social lunches and that first meeting with you, of course.” She managed a small smile. 
 

“But I thought you handled the surprise addition very well.”
 

“Thank you. I was hoping your presence would deter whomever this is, but they seem to be both clever and devious. I think it’s a good idea for him to get away, far away for a few days. I hope you’re going with him.”
 

“Yes, I am. I’d like you to keep his absence as quiet as possible tomorrow. Hopefully he’ll be back by Monday.
 

“Now I have a favor to ask. Could you print out this list of daily appointments for the last six months? Give me a copy, Manning a copy, and one for yourself, and see if anyone in the list rings a warning bell.”
 

“Of course, Lieutenant, I’ll get on with it right away. And, please, both of you be careful in New York. Now you’ll want to see him.”
 

Manning was sitting quietly in his office, checking other entries on his computer now we’ve freed it up. He looked strained but smiled briefly as I came in.
 

“Hello again, Mark. Just when I was looking forward to a quiet weekend. Still a few days in New York with you will make a great escape. I’m looking forward to showing you my Manhattan and Upper Eastside.”
 

“It’ll be a change for me. I’ve only been there a couple of times and never before Christmas.”
 

“Yes, the stores should be fully decorated by now, and we can do some shopping, catch a show, and visit a bar or two.”
 

“Don’t forget, we have to work to justify my coming with you.”
 

“Yes, yes, I know. You’ve got your ticket?”
 

“I’m picking it up at LAX when I get there.”
 

“I’ll meet you in the lounge.”
 

“I don’t think I’m in first class. The Department insisted on paying my way.”
 

“That’s ridiculous. I’ll have to change that. I’ll meet you in the check-in area an hour before the flight.”
 

“Is that long enough to have the ticket changed, get through security, and all?”
 

“All right, make it ninety minutes before.”
 

“Fine, I’ll do my best. I need to get home, change, pack, and say goodbye to the family.
 

“Oh, Manning, I want you to bring your address book or whatever means you use to keep track of your lovers and tricks. Don’t forget it. Angela is printing out your regular office appointments for us to take. I’m hoping that somewhere in the whirlwind of your life, we’ll find someone or something of interest. Now I need to get going.”
 

“Give me a quick kiss. I need it this morning.”
 

I hugged him, and he kissed me hard and groped me for good measure. I blushed, batted down my interested dick, and left—fast. Gil Richter caught me by the elevator.
 

“I’m going to stay here, partly to watch how this plays out with the staff and partly to talk properly to Gertrude Summer. She’s back with a sore throat, she says, and we’re going to sit down after lunch for an interview. She’s in her fifties, I’d guess, and concerned about the police, although she doesn’t have any record, and she’s considered competent enough around here.
 

“By the way, the e-mail was sent from a cybercafé about eight this morning. They were busy with coffees and breakfasts and didn’t notice any unusual-looking customers—not that we have much to tell them at this stage.
 

“I think Mr. Thompson will be well out of here for a few days. I hope you can get him to relax and maybe make a few ‘free associations’.”
 

“I’m hoping so, too. We’re taking names of as many people in his life as we can, personal and professional. I hope something comes out of it all. Okay, take care of yourself, Gil.” 
 

“You too, Mark. Try to enjoy New York.”
 

It was almost one-thirty by the time I got back to Reseda, even with the driver. I’d been trying to reach Dan, but he hadn’t returned the call, so I focused on clothes for the trip. There weren’t many options: blazer, other suit, dress shirt and polo shirts, and leather, of course. Out came my chaps, my jock, my boy shorts and boots, my hood and harness. Fuck but I was filling two suitcases. The leather gear took one bag by itself, even if I wore my old leather jacket.
 

At two pm Edith came back, with Mary in tow—both pleased to see me and curious about my activities and the trip to New York. Edith made me a sandwich and insisted I drink some milk. “You probably have more than enough coffee.” I promised to bring home a present for Mary. She looked up expectantly. “No, it’s going to be a surprise.”
 

At two-ten, to my surprise and delight, Dan showed up. “I thought ‘Screw Will Foster and his panic attacks’. I need to see my man before he leaves on his ‘vacation trip’.” The girls giggled. Dan and I retired to my bedroom.
 

“It sounds as though you’re having way too much excitement with this guy Thompson, and I’m sure I’m not the only one curious about the sudden New York trip—and not just in this house.”
 

“Dan, relax, there’s nothing serious going on. The man has been shot at twice in three days and keeps getting death threats. Someone’s managing to penetrate his defenses and apparently he feels slightly relaxed when I’m protecting him.”
 

Shit, I knew I was lying through my teeth, but I thought this is only an infatuation with the rich and the powerful, a weekend fling, whatever that was. But I still felt guilty with Dan, strong, solid, faithful, standing right there. I grabbed him, hugged him hard, and kissed him fiercely. “I’ll be back on Sunday night.”
 

“Let me know when, and I’ll pick you up at LAX.”
 

“I can take the Freeway Flyaway.”
 

“No sir, my man gets picked up by his personal chauffeur service.”
 

We laughed and walked out arm in arm. Nobody commented. It was time to go. There were kisses all round, a lick from Wolf, and I piled the luggage and myself in the black-and-white and waved goodbye. With the beginning of rush hour traffic, we were lucky to reach the terminal only five minutes late, but Manning was prowling up and down at the first class check-in.
 

“I’ve got them to hold the seat next to me, but they won’t release your ticket to me. Is that all your luggage?” 
 

“Leave it to me, but I’ll need you and your credit card to do this.”
 

And it was soon organized with the aid of my LAPD credentials and Manning’s credit card and smile. Amazingly, we went through security quickly in the priority line. I’d decided to leave my weapon at home—too much paperwork involved otherwise, but I was traveling with a hunting knife in a sheath and a switchblade in a holder in my packed luggage—in case of emergency.
 

Both of us seemed to relax as the plane took off into the dusk, or perhaps it was the complimentary champagne. After a good dinner, Manning threw a blanket over us and started playing with my crotch.
 

“Manning, let’s get one thing straight. I’m traveling as a member of the LAPD on duty. That means you’re either my prisoner, or I’m protecting you. Either way you’ll keep your hands to yourself until we get to the hotel room, and then I can take off my badge.”
 

“Well, you’re no fun, Lieutenant. What am I supposed to do for the next five hours?”
 

“Fucked if I know. Watch a movie? Read a book? Play with your prick? Catch up on your sleep? That’s what I’m going to do, so that I don’t have to be carried off the plane at JFK. You make up your own mind. Goodnight.” 
 

That was a little hard on him, but I knew we were both tired and exhausted from the drama of the last few days. I took my pillow, fully reclined my seat, kicked off my shoes, drew up my blanket, and dozed off right away. And, he told me later, to his surprise, he managed to snooze some of the way.
 

It seemed like the middle of the night when we landed at JFK, although it was only ten-twenty pm PST. The terminal was quiet, and so was baggage claim. Manning, needless to say, was met by a driver and limousine, and we were soon on our way into midtown Manhattan. There the world was still awake, and, as always, I was playing tourist, looking out the car window drawing energy from the lights and the people. 
 

“How often do you come to New York, Mark?” My “host” was curious.
 

“Well, not often. Truthfully, I think this is my fourth visit. We didn’t travel much when my daughter, Mary, was very small, and she’s still too young to enjoy much of life in any big city.”
 

“I didn’t realize you had children.”
 

“Just the one. She’s ten now. I have to remember to get her something special as a present while we’re here.”
 

“We haven’t really had time to get to know much about one another’s personal background. It’s been too busy the past few days, but we have time to make up for that while we’re here.”
 

“Do you know the city well, Manning?”
 

“Oh yes, I was born here, grew up here. In fact, you probably have to meet some of the family while I’m here, I’m afraid.”
 

“I might enjoy that.”
 

“We’ll see about that. Ah, here we are. I had Angela book us into the Royalton. I wanted some peace and privacy for this weekend. We’re less likely to run into any of my old friends here than at the Plaza, and I wanted to see what they’ve done to the place. It’s had some very good reviews since it reopened last year.”
 

Certainly I was impressed. There was a mammoth floor-to-ceiling cast-bronze fireplace in the lobby with a blazing fire in the middle of the night—just to remind me that it was winter in New York and probably cold outside. There seemed to be glass everywhere and some elegant kind of African tribal art wall hangings. That was all I had time to notice before we were whisked up in the elevator to the top floors.
 

Knowing something of Manning’s tastes, I wasn’t too surprised to find us in a suite, but this seemed large and lavish even by his standards. There was another fireplace with some kind of gas-log fire. But I was drawn to the view. We even had our own balcony. I walked out onto it to see 43rd St. and came right back in; the chill factor was too strong for a Southern Californian like me.
 

Manning was chuckling as he poured a couple of glasses of Chardonnay. “Welcome to New York City, Mark.”
 

“Well, this is definitely more than I expected.”
 

“It’s the least I could do for the man who saved my life.”
 

“This is way over-the-top for me.”
 

“You’ll be surprised how rapidly you can adjust to it. Cheers.”
 

We drank our wine and looked out of the window as Midtown Manhattan moved all around us. His arm stole around me, and I turned to him, smiling.
 

“This is going to spoil me, Manning.”
 

“That’s my intention. This weekend is just for us, away from the drama and chaos of the week.”
 

“We have to do some work to justify my being here.”
 

He pouted slightly. “Yes, I understand. Maybe in the morning. The rest of the time I’m going to show you Manhattan, the Village, and everything else in my city. We’ll go to the theatre—what do you prefer? musicals? dramas?”
 

“I think something light to keep the dragons at bay would be best for this weekend.”
 

“Right. We’ll do some shopping. We’ll go to The Cloisters—you’ll like that.”
 

“Yes, I have been there before.”
 

“But you’d go again?”
 

I nodded. “Of course.”
 

“I have to take you home for dinner with my father. It’s a family obligation. After that we can go to a leather bar or, I know, the New York Bondage Club. Then I can show you off.”
 

He pulled me towards him and kissed me demandingly. I began to respond, opening my mouth for his determined tongue. He groped my crotch simultaneously, and I knew his penis must be stirring too.
 

“Let’s try out the bedroom.”
 

It must’ve been the size of half my house in Reseda. A king-size bed awaited us, with a black/brown leather headboard reaching to the ceiling.
 

“I chose this suite especially for you and your tastes, Mark.”
 

I laughed, bounced on the bed, removing my badge from my belt and flinging open my arms. He landed beside me, reaching to undo my shirt and tie.
 

“Wait a minute, Manning. Get up and let’s do this properly. Give me time to get naked first.”
 

I hurried to undress, but I still took time to hang up my good suit and my shirt. He was getting impatient, pulling off his tie and yanking at his belt.
 

“Sir, your boy has to perform that service for you.”
 

He stopped moving, stood there looking at me naked, and heaved a sigh. “Fuck, but you have one hot bod. How was I lucky enough to get a policeman like you?”
 

“We try our best. Now stand still.” 
 

Slowly, deliberately, I removed his shirt so that I could tweak his nipples. He groaned as I began to undo his belt and pants. They fell to his ankles. Shoes were kicked off, pants and briefs followed to the floor. He was left in his silk socks. I pulled him onto the bed and slid them off him. Now we were both naked. 
 

Kneeling, I looked up at him, spreading my legs, rolling my hips, as I’d been trained by Master Sam.
 

“God, Mark, what the hell you doing? It’s three o’clock in the morning, and I need my sleep.”
 

“Sorry, Master, I thought you brought me to New York for sex, and I want to make it clear I’m available, now I’ve taken my badge off.”
 

Manning chuckled. “Okay, I appreciate the offer, but that isn’t the main reason I brought you with me. I want to get to know the man who saved my life and to show him my city. Come here, you big lug.”
 

I slithered up the large bed into his arms. We cuddled down on the heap of pillows.
 

“Don’t get me wrong, I love fucking you, but, being frank, I’m exhausted. I’m not used to being threatened and shot at, and I don’t sleep well on planes. The events of the last few days and a couple of my cases kept running through my head across the continent.”
 

I pulled the covers over us, adjusted his head onto my shoulder, and quietly held him as he began to doze off. My eyes wandered round the large, tastefully decorated suite, lit by the glow of the fire. Manning Thompson certainly led a different lifestyle, but here he was in his late forties, apparently without a partner or friends he thought he could rely on. I thought of my small house in Reseda, the two women who were my life support and the man whom I loved and left behind me in LA. I knew that I was the one that was blessed, and, with that, I slid him off my shoulder, turned over, and tumbled into a dreamless sleep. 
 

It was the smell of coffee that woke me up. I looked at my watch—seven-thirty am. No, wait a minute, that meant ten-thirty here in New York. I needed to change onto Eastern Time. Manning’s side of the bed was empty, so I threw off the covers, padded over to my bag, and rummaged through it for a fawn polo shirt, a jock, and my better jeans.
 

In the living room, Manning was wrapped in a large white robe, obviously already showered, coffee in one hand, phone in the other. He put the cup down on the table, waved a hand towards a coffee pot, and continued his phone conversation. It was soon obvious he was talking to Angela in his office. I thought lawyers didn’t start work until ten am, but this was Friday and New York time. As I poured myself a cup, I noticed his briefcase was already open on one of the desks and papers neatly laid out in piles. The phone call ended a couple of minutes later. He came over to kiss me, and I tasted the strong black coffee on his tongue.
 

“Good morning, sleepyhead. You seemed to rest well. I should’ve mentioned I needed to bring a couple of my cases with me, and I wanted to give Angela some instructions about them before the LA workday began. However I can’t do anything further about them for a couple of hours. So I thought we could have breakfast and talk. What do you feel like eating?”
 

“I’m not much of a breakfast eater at home. There never seems to be time in the mornings, except weekends when I go in for bacon and eggs.”
 

“Well, here’s the room service menu. You decide and then take a shower and we’ll eat.” 
 

There seemed to be numerous variations of my favorites, so I ended up with an omelet of shitake mushrooms, Brie cheese, and bacon. It was delicious, washed down with fresh OJ and more black, Colombian coffee.
 

“Your appetite doesn’t seem impaired, Mark. You must have switched into weekend mode. Now it’s time you told me how you, as a gay leather man, came to have a ten-year-old daughter.”
 

I gave him the abbreviated version of my family history up to date, including my relatively recent transition to a gay lifestyle. But Manning was very perceptive; after all he was a distinguished lawyer.
 

“I’m very sorry for the loss of your wife, but aren’t you leaving something or someone out, Mark.”
 

It was important to me that I explained my relationship with Dan properly, and I wasn’t sure how to do it under these circumstances. I did my best, blundering ahead, telling the tale of our short, hectic but exhilarating time together and of the energy that pulsed between us.
 

“You seem to be a fortunate man, Mark, and I envy you, yes, dammit, envy you a man like Dan. It’s unusual to have partners who are one form of Dominant and submissive in their professional lives, so to speak, but invert that in their sex play. And Dan makes you happy?”
 

“Oh, yes, I’m very lucky.”
 

“If you’re so lucky, then what are you doing in New York with me?”
 

I blushed and stammered, “I’m really not sure. My experience is so limited, and Dan is the first real relationship I’ve had with a man. But you, Manning, you seem to offer something different, dangerous, glamorous, and outside my comfort zone. I’m not used to your lifestyle or even to some of your sexual kinks. Maybe I’m just infatuated with you—I’m sorry, Manning, but I also feel we’ve been drawn together by events, almost magnetized, and I want to play it out to the end.”
 

I watched the range of emotions across his face—vulnerable for the first time since I’ve met him. There was confusion, anger, surprise, and finally acceptance.
 

“At least you seem to be honest about yourself, Mark, and I want to take what you have to give me this weekend. Fuck, it’s becoming a pattern in my life that I don’t like. I meet a man I’m attracted to, a man I desire—as I’ve come to desire you. Then, for different reasons, it never seems to have long-term possibilities.”
 

“I’m sorry, Manning, but I believe in being honest, particularly with any form of relationship.”
 

“And I appreciate that, but that isn’t going to stop me from trying to seduce you to my way of life and away from your fellow detective. I’m giving you fair warning.”
 

Both cells went off at that moment, interrupting us, and we retreated to opposite ends of the suite for privacy. He went back to his desk, and I wandered back to the bedroom.
 

It was eight am in LA, and Dan was checking in. “Hey, Boss, good morning to you. How’s life in the Big Apple? Are you sitting there on your fat ass guarding the attorney, or are you out on patrol with the NYPD?”
 

“And good morning to you, wise guy. I’m being treated in fine style—appropriate to my new rank of lieutenant. So what’s happening with you and the Blanchard case?”
 

“Oh, man, it’s so frustrating. Had a good meeting with his sister yesterday, a nice girl, but not happy about the ‘rough trade’ in her brother’s lifestyle. Fuck, that idiot actor, Foster, is so self-centered he thinks the murder, if that’s what it is, was intended as a warning to him.”
 

“Well, that’s one possible scenario, but has he had any threats or any reason to think that?”
 

“Only the professional jealousy of his TV costar that he’s mentioned. I guess I’ll just keep trying to widen the net to more of Tommy’s contacts. So far there don’t seem to be too many of them, and several are the members of Group7 we already know.”
 

“Okay, but we need to avoid going paranoid about those shitbags.”
 

“I know, Boss, but there aren’t many other leads. Besides, I miss you—a lot. Fuck, I can’t talk here at the station, but I’ll try to get you later and get you all excited about what you could be enjoying with me instead of the lawyer. So, like, make sure you behave, lover man.”
 

His voice dropped to a whisper on the last few words, and my heart thumped. Here I was three thousand miles away for a semi-dirty weekend with a man I hardly knew, while my real Master and lover was home alone, looking forward to jerking himself off with me on the phone. This was getting too weird, and so was I in the middle of it. So we said ‘public’ goodbyes, and he hung up. I sighed.
 

My cell rang again. It was a NYPD lieutenant welcoming me to the city and offering any help that might be needed with my high profile lawyer. I thanked him for the gesture, told him I hoped not to trouble him over the weekend, but took his cell number as a precaution. I think he might be surprised at some of the activities we planned for the three-day stay in his city.
 

Five minutes later it rang yet again. This time it was Gil Richter from downtown reporting in. After the usual opening chit chat, he produced surprises.
 

“You remember I told you I was going to talk to the temporary assistant Mr. Thompson had last summer?”
 

“Yes, her name was Gertrude something or other.”
 

“She goes by Gertrude Summer now, but her original name was Gertrude von Sommerfeld. She is the younger sister of the guy you’re involved with in the Group7 case, namely Erich von Sommerfeld. In fact he may have helped her get a job in the law firm.”
 

“What connection does von Sommerfeld have with this law firm?”
 

“I don’t know yet, but the sister has been with them for five or six years with a good employment record. I’ll try to find out more from her today.
 

“And I don’t think that’s the only strange piece of this puzzle. One of the other partners was only too happy to badmouth Mr. Thompson when I interviewed him yesterday.”
 

“What exactly did he say?”
 

“He implied that Mr. Thompson was only a middling attorney who relied on his contacts to bring in business and wasn’t so great in court. Said he was ‘too big for his britches’.”
 

“Sounds more like professional jealousy and hardly the originator of bullets and death threats.”
 

“I agree with you, Lieutenant, but the third partner I interviewed said that Robert Taggart—that’s the guy with the jealousy problem—seems to be obsessed with ‘taking down Manning Thompson’. That’s a direct quote. When I asked him what he meant, he said he thought Mr. Taggart was totally focused on ‘busting’ Mr. Thompson.”
 

“See if you find anyone else in the firm who can corroborate any of this. Maybe it’s just lawyers pissing on one another, but maybe there’s more to it, and let me know.”
 

We said goodbye, and I thought about these possibilities. Could professional jealousy really spill over into something physical and dangerous? I knew the answer was yes. It was already noon, East Coast time, but I didn’t need any lunch. So I went in search of Manning, who still seemed wrapped up in his case work.
 

“I need another hour or so to wrap some of this up. Then we can talk—or play. By the way, I’ve got us tickets for this new revival of South Pacific that’s been collecting awards this season. We could have an early dinner, catch the show, and then I’ll take you to my favorite leather bar later this evening. How does that sound?”
 

“Sounds great, Manning, I hope I have the stamina for it all.”
 

“We can have a little nap this afternoon.” He leered at me.
 

“Oh, and which of us gets to rest?”
 

He laughed and turned back to his papers.
 

I decided that I would spend the time going through the copy I’d been given of Manning’s appointments for the last six months. Not that I really expected to recognize many of the names, but it might provide some leads I could check out with him later. It was interesting to see the pattern of someone else’s professional life, and Manning, or Angela more probably, kept detailed records of time and subject matter.
 

It was only after a couple of hours, after I’d fruitlessly gone over four months and was getting quite tired, that I suddenly came across the name of one of the last people I expected to find. Erich von Sommerfeld, the “godfather” of Group7, was apparently a client of Manning Thompson. At least there had been three meetings in the past four weeks—in the period after von Sommerfeld’s initial arrest by me, following the attempt by several Group7 members to drown Dan.
 

This was a connection I never expected, and I needed to evaluate its significance with Manning, together with the role of Ms. von Sommerfeld in the firm, as soon as he finished his work at the other end of the suite. The connection with Erich could be some entirely different business matter, but I had to consider whether I should excuse myself from this ambivalent task of guarding the lawyer, who was perhaps representing my recent prisoner.
 

As Manning came back to the desk and was standing staring out of the window, I poured myself another cup of the excellent coffee.
 

“Manning, I need to talk to you now, about a guy in LA named Erich von Sommerfeld, with whom you and your firm have some legal history.”
 

He scowled and rubbed his nose. “Yes, we’ve handled the legal side of Mr. von Sommerfeld’s companies for, I would guess, some twenty years now. One of the retired senior partners took him on as a client.”
 

“And he’s still one of the firm’s clients?”
 

Manning sighed and sank down in one of the padded armchairs. “Oh, yes, he most certainly is.”
 

“You know what kind of companies he operates?”
 

He looked as though he’d swallowed something bitter. “I understand he was originally in the porn film business, very successful I’m told, and the firm has made a considerable amount of money handling his affairs and keeping him on the right side of the law.”
 

I sat down too, close to him. “Have you yourself had much involvement with him?”
 

By now Manning was looking decidedly uncomfortable. “Well, I’ve known about him for years, of course, but I didn’t handle any of his work, until recently.”
 

“So how did you come to be involved with him recently?”
 

“Another partner, Robert Taggart, sent him to see me—to ask me to defend him in his upcoming trial for attempted murder, accessory to murder, and possible white slave trafficking, preposterous as that seems in this day and age.”
 

“What did you do?”
 

“I met with him, originally as a courtesy to my colleague, but the more he told me and as I read into the case, the more I wanted nothing to do with it. Finally I told him I could not honestly represent him, and he was furious, now I look back on it. I suppose I should have mentioned it, but it never became a case as far as I was concerned.”
 

“How angry you think he was?”
 

“Well, he muttered accusations of my ‘fucking liberal biases’. I believe he complained to Robert Taggart about my ‘high-handed behavior’. Maybe I should have told you, but I have focused on actual cases I defended in court. Why all the questions anyway, Mark?”
 

“And have you followed the case since?”
 

“Not really. I’ve been busy with other work. Why are you so concerned about this von Sommerfeld?”
 

“Perhaps someone else should have connected the dots here beforehand. Manning, I was the police officer who originally arrested Mr. von Sommerfeld and his associates for the attempted murder of my partner some six weeks ago.”
 

There was a long moment of silence. Manning stared at me, almost in disbelief. Then he looked away. I could almost hear his mind working.
 

“I had no idea, Mark, as I never focused on the names of the LAPD officers involved. So you know Mr. von Sommerfeld ‘professionally’, so to speak. What kind of man did you think he is, if you can tell me?”
 

“At first, I thought he was just a very smooth operator. Then it became increasingly evident that he was the brains behind this Group7, a band of wealthy gay businessmen with some very kinky tastes and rather unpleasant habits. Personally, I think Mr. von Sommerfeld was too clever to actually commit any crimes himself, but he was shrewd enough to manipulate others into murdering his wife and her possible lover. He also has some rather extreme sexual tastes, as Dan, my partner, found out to his cost. But we’ve yet to prove any of this in court.”
 

“Why do you think he has any connection to my own situation—the threats and attempts on my life?”
 

“When did you last see him?”
 

“Less than three weeks ago.”
 

“And when did you receive the first written threat?”
 

He thought for a moment. “About two weeks ago. I don’t understand what it is he’s trying to achieve. They were vague threats, except the last one, the rifle shots that missed me. But what’s the purpose?” 
 

“I think he wants to destabilize you, to gradually erode your reputation, to confuse your clients about you personally, to eventually ruin your career.”
 

“Isn’t that a trifle extreme, just because I refused to defend him in such a sordid case?”
 

“That’s precisely it. He needs a high-minded, high-principled lawyer to represent him in court and to damp down these sordid accusations.
 

“Now, changing the suspect, what about your partner, Robert Taggart?”
 

Manning managed a grim smile. “Robert would like to find cause to humble me. He and I have clashed repeatedly over the years. I can see him working behind the scenes to sully my reputation but nothing as overt as these messages, surely.” 
 

“And one more thing I learned this morning, Manning. You had a temporary assistant to replace Angela when she was on sick leave a year or so ago?”
 

“Yes, what was her name? Gertrude something or other. She seemed quite satisfactory to me, but not quite up to Angela’s standards, of course.”
 

“The name is Gertrude Summer, formerly Gertrude von Sommerfeld, Erich’s younger sister.”
 

“Shit, how does she fit into this web you’re weaving?”
 

“She would have had access to your own public computer, right?”
 

“Where we don’t change the password every six months. Yes, of course, she would. Are you suggesting she might have sent that last message?”
 

“It’s possible,. But all of this is purely circumstantial at present. Erich von Sommerfeld is too clever to provide any direct evidence, at least so far.”
 

“So what do we do? Where does that leave you and I? I’m not sure how the LAPD brass will react to you finding connections between these cases, Mark.”
 

“At the moment I can’t prove anything.”
 

“I still find it hard to believe that von Sommerfeld would go this far because I refused to defend him.”
 

“My guess is that he’s not used to being denied what he wants. Remember he’s had his pride and reputation damaged just by being accused of these crimes, and he thought, as a long-term valued client, he had your firm in his pocket.”
 

“But his money originally all came from the porn business; he must have known that’s not exactly the kind of ‘funds’ we want our other clients to associate us with.”
 

“Now who’s being ‘high-handed’? No, there’s nothing we can really do for the moment. Sergeant Richter is keeping an eye on Ms. Summer and your office. My partner Dan is keeping an open mind on our other case, which also involves a former member of Group7. It’s a decidedly tangled web. We can think about the permutations, but it will all have to wait until we fly back to LA on Sunday.”
 

“You said ‘we’, Mark? You want me to come back with you?”
 

“Yes, please, Manning. We need resources and help to work out these two cases.”
 

“Well, you’ve kind of put a damper on our weekend, but, hell, let’s try to let it all go for the moment and enjoy ourselves. How about a quick nap? I think we can get the maid in to clean the place up quickly.”
 

“How about a short walk, so that I can blow the cobwebs away and work up an appetite for this dinner you keep promising?”
 

That’s what we did. I bundled up in my old leather jacket; Manning wore a dark cashmere coat. We walked a few blocks in the wintry sunshine, and he pointed out some of the sights. It was cold, and I wished I’d brought some gloves. So did he. So we dropped into a gentleman’s haberdashery and emerged with identical black leather, fleece-lined pairs, which, of course, Manning wanted to pay for, but this time I insisted for a change.
 

We changed into suits for early pre-theatre dinner at Sardi’s, where our table had a splendid view of the room, and Manning pointed out a few well-known actors. South Pacific was wonderful. The Rodgers and Hammerstein music sounded fresh and still poignant, and I fell in love with Kelli O’Hara as Nelly Forbush and also a couple of the Navy chorus boys too.
 

Back at the hotel, we did a quick change into leather—Manning looking hot as hell in a tight, short-sleeved shirt, black leather jeans and combat boots with his motorcycle jacket, new gloves and Muir cap to complete his outfit. He loaned me a leather trench coat he had brought, so I could wear my harness, hip-hugging chaps, jock with butt-strap behind, and my old combat boots. 
 

But this wasn’t enough for Manning. He had me bend over, fingered lube into my hole, spreading it around before he worked a long, midsized plug into me. Then he pulled the butt-strap back into place, so that only the broad black base showed. We made a striking and handsome leather couple striding through the hotel lobby. My dick began to rise inside the jock, and the plug began to press on my prostate.
 

I still wasn’t used to leather bars and cruising, but that night Manning was in charge, and he led the way into the Eagle in no uncertain terms. The bar was crowded, as it was after midnight on a Friday night. But he eased others aside to make a space for us against one of the black walls and kept a possessive gloved hand on me. Or I should say a possessive hand that traveled around from my tits to my cock and balls and kept me stimulated. We’d already handed over our jackets, so I pushed out my furry pecs and displayed for him. I could feel the plug pleasantly, as I flexed my ass muscles. Those blue eyes twinkled mischievously as Manning checked my “stand and model” technique.
 

With my small experience, I had no idea about how to behave in a gay New York City bar, but assumed it was the same as LA, and I felt safe with Manning. I didn’t think he’d let me come to any serious harm, either in the bars or in our play. So I asked my new Master if he wanted a drink. He nodded, produced a twenty, and a pair of handcuffs. My wrists were cuffed in front of me with the money in between. I muscled my way into the line for a couple of Stella Artois beers. My ass was bare and enjoyed several pats and pinches. There were a couple of hands pushing on the plug. I could feel my prick erecting in my jock as the testosterone level rose around me. It was exciting and familiar, and I even managed to juggle the two bottles, while the bartender stuck the change between my teeth.
 

Manning chuckled when he saw me, took the change, and gave me a kiss. We chugged the beer and exchanged a few more kisses. He was now openly groping me, running his cold bottle over my tits, and generally exciting me. I risked exploring his groin with my cuffed hands, and we both shuddered.
 

“Let’s get out of here and back to the hotel,” he ordered.
 

He retrieved our leather jackets. Mine he draped around my shoulders and zipped up front, hiding my fettered wrists and effectively mummifying me. I was beginning to sweat, and my penis was trying hard to escape from its hiding place. So he batted my jock and its contents with his bottle before he abandoned it. In the cab he kept a firm grip on my cock and balls, and I could only moan quietly.
 

No one was around in the hotel lobby as he hustled me to the elevator, and the staff was too well trained to stare. Up in the suite, he pushed me ahead of him up to one of the picture windows as he wrestled off his jacket and unbuttoned his jeans.
 

“Down on your knees, boy, and get to work on my weapon. Yes, I know you’re well restrained, but that should make it more fun. Here, I’ll help you by getting it out and feeding it into your mouth. Right, now, suck me, baby.”
 

It was weirdly exciting; I couldn’t use my hands or my arms, but I could lean in and take his rampant dick fully in my mouth. I sucked carefully, letting my tongue play on the silky veined surface of his penis. He was getting excited too, pulling open the snaps of his shirt, lifting his balls out of his leather jeans and rumpling my short hair. We were both sweating and panting.
 

“That’s enough of that. I intend to fuck you. You’ve got me well and truly stimulated. I’m unzipping your jacket, undoing your harness, and removing your jock. Now you’re naked, except for the chaps and those old boots. Take your fucking prick between your cuffed hands and stroke it to full erection. That’s the way, boy. Face the window. Let the world see my furry man masturbating himself. But you don’t cum until I say so. Now flatten yourself and that penis of yours against the window. Keep it in front of your cuffed hands, because this is going to be a public fuck on the twenty-third floor.”
 

He slammed me flush against the window as he carefully pulled out the long black plug and dropped it to the floor. I pushed my ass back a little to give him easier access to my hole. I heard him sliding on a rubber, and then lubed fingers checked my greased passageway. Satisfied, he positioned himself close behind me and shoved right into me. I groaned lightly, then more deeply as he pushed himself inside me. My ass wriggled to accommodate him. His dick surged further. Then his gloved hands ground my hairy chest further against the window. I sucked in air, gasping. He was beginning to sweat too as he sank fully home. One hand pushed my face against the glass.
 

“Take a look at the apartment building opposite. See the bedroom on the same floor as this? The curtain isn’t drawn. Those people can see me fucking you.”
 

My ass twitched at the thought. My cock jerked against the window pane. Manning was hard up against me, his rubbered prick now moving more rapidly up and down my passageway. Our bodies were glowing with animal heat. My face was jammed against the glass. My eyes were wide open as I was forced to watch for any movement in the bedroom opposite.
 

“I think I just saw someone come into the room. Any minute now they’re going to come over to pull the curtain. Then he’ll look out. He’s going to see you plastered naked with a huge erection. Your hands are cuffed. You’re sweating. You’re an LAPD detective in handcuffs, being full-fucked by a man in leather. My gloved hands are twisting your tits. Keep still, mother-fucker. You know you want to be exposed. You need to submit fully to me now.”
 

Fuck, he was right. I was a police officer in cuffs, a detective naked and squirming against the glass. My cock was leaking pre-cum. I was smearing the window with my juice. Then he pushed further into me, groaning. He bit my neck. His dick thumped hard inside me. I tried to move, but he held me tight with gloved hands. He was pounding into me. My body banged against the glass. Suddenly he pulled back. Then came the final surge. The rubber was filled with his cream. I was punked. Exposed to public view, my prick leapt in my braceleted hands. I splattered the glass with a burst of cum.
 

Manning moved his hands. But his rubber-covered cock inside me held me upright. The sweat ran between us. Then he slipped out of me. We both sank to the floor. He held me while I still quivered with the most intense orgasm I can ever remember. I shot a second time, across his legs. Then we were both still, except for our heaving chests and heavy sighs.
 

Forty-five minutes later, we were in bed. Each had undressed the other. Handcuffs were unlocked. We squeezed into the large shower, soaped and washed each other clean. I had used paper towels and warm water to clean most of the spunk and sweat off the window. Fuck, let the maids think what they wanted. Two healthy animals had joined together in a full-blast demo of healthy kinky sex.
 

We slept in the next morning but not too late. After a quick breakfast of granola, fruit, and coffee, Manning took me shopping. As far as I was concerned, there was only one item I needed to purchase—the present for Mary. Manning said there was only one place to go, namely FAO Schwarz, and bundled me into a cab out of the cold.
 

“I don’t want a toy store, Manning. I think I want a dress shop or a department store with a young girls’ department.”
 

“Driver, take me to Bergdorf’s instead. You do know what you’re looking for, Mark?”
 

“I’ll know it when I see it.”
 

With that he had to be content, because I wasn’t sure either. All of Mary’s life, Edith and I, but mainly Edith, had shopped for her. We’d concentrated on “sensible” clothes for school, for playing around or visiting friends. I just knew this time it had to be something very different.
 

We no longer had many stores on the scale of Bergdorf in Southern California. I gazed in fascination at the Christmas decorations and the variety of merchandise as Manning rushed me through the store until he found the right department. He marched up to the nearest attractive salesperson.
 

“This man needs a dress for his ten-year-old daughter.”
 

Bless her heart; the woman didn’t even bat an eyelash. “And what kind of dress are you looking for, sir?”
 

“Er, something like a party dress, I think.”
 

The lady led us over to a bewildering array of girls’ dresses in all colors, all shapes, all sizes. I looked through them for about five minutes, but they didn’t seem right.
 

“I’m thinking of something more like a princess—or gossamer-like.” 
 

She smiled, apparently pleased. “Wait here a moment, sir. I may have just the thing.”
 

Manning was half-intrigued by the process and half-pretending it had nothing to do with him. The lady returned with a gossamer summer dress with a flared skirt. Hardly the thing for a New York winter, but it was perfect for Reseda. It glimmered like silk and floated through the air. The pattern of flowers was simple and pastel. It was perfect. I’d never bought anything like it for Mary. It would indeed be the special present I’d promised.
 

“I’ll take it.”
 

“Is it the right size, sir?”
 

“Oh, well, she comes up to here on me, and she’s slim.”
 

“Then I think this is the right dress for her. If you can wait a few minutes, I’ll gift-wrap it for you.”
 

“We’ll wait.” 
 

I turned and frowned at Manning. He didn’t dare say no; he was looking rather amazed and dazed, but he waited patiently until I had the box under my arm.
 

But that wasn’t nearly enough shopping to suit Manning.
 

“Now I get to take you to a store so that I can buy something for you, something you will always associate with me. Besides it will give me a chance to show you something of the Village and Village life.”
 

The cab pulled up outside the Leather Man store, with an intriguing holiday display of fetish and leather clothing and toys in the windows. It reminded me instantly of 665 in West Hollywood, my hometown store. The smile must have lit up my face, and Manning noticed it.
 

“I think I’ve made the right choice. Inside, boy, and stop drooling.”
 

Typically, Manning wasted no time again. We marched into the boot department first.
 

“This man needs a pair of Dehners or tall Chippewas,” he announced to the young, pierced, and tattooed salesman.
 

“Yes, Sir. Are you looking for stock or custom, Sir.”
 

“Manning, I can’t afford boots like this, and I’m not sure I need them.”
 

“Mark, shut the fuck up. I told you I want to buy you a present. This man saved my life, so treat him well. You, Bill—that’s on your name tag, right? It better be stock, as I want him to walk out of here wearing them today. So get him booted up, and I’ll be back for him shortly.”
 

I sat down abruptly. I wasn’t used to shopping like this. Bill and I looked at one another. He smiled. “What size, Sir?”
 

“A ten and a half D, I think.” We looked at my old combat boots. “Maybe larger. These are elevens, as I like them a little loose.”
 

“Let me see what we have in stock.” He was back in a few minutes with boxes and slithered one pair after another on and off my feet. I walked up and down the narrow area, admiring my booted legs in the low mirror, but there was really no question about which brand. The Chippewa “hi-shines” were impressive, but for me it had to be the Dehners—the bal-laced, black patrol boots with the little buckle at the top. I ran my hands down the shaft to feel the smooth surface and to smell the scent of leather. Bill laced them up for me the proper way, after I folded the legs of my jeans tightly to fit inside.
 

We were just finishing when Manning came back, a package under his arm. He looked me up and down, chuckled, and announced, “That looks a hell of a lot better. You’ll wear them like that now and later this evening. We need one more thing. Bill, can you help us with cock rings, and then I’ll pay for everything at once. Yes? Good, lead the way.”
 

“But I already have some cock rings.”
 

“And we don’t have a matched pair to sport when we’re out together. Now, what’s new in ‘Gear Essentials’?”
 

“There’s the new Imperial or the Fury, Sir.”
 

“Why don’t you show us both? What size do you wear, Mark?”
 

“I’m sorry; I don’t remember. Master Sam bought mine for me at 665 almost two years ago.”
 

“Can you measure him for me, Bill, or would you prefer I did? Right, give me a tape measure. Drop your pants, Mark. Don’t be modest. No one will notice in this store. Hmm, his circumference is about six inches. Maybe we’ll do better with the two inch size and the same for me.”
 

I was wondering whether all Masters behaved the same way. Master Sam had ordered me around, and not only when we went shopping, and I obeyed him every time. So far Dan hadn’t bought me anything like this, so I didn’t know if he’d behave the same way.
 

I stood there in my jock with my cock and balls hanging out, to model both cock rings. We even tried a smaller size. In the end Manning bought two identical Fury rings and insisted I keep mine on as I pulled up my jeans. He thanked Bill for his help, produced his credit card, and we soon left with his package, my dress box, and the cock rings. I was wearing the boots and my ring.
 

We walked around the village for half an hour with Manning as tour guide and then dropped into a deli for a sandwich lunch. Once we had our food, I decided it was time to venture into uncharted territory.
 

“Manning, before I meet your father tonight, I think you need to tell me rather more about yourself. You got my past history out of me; now it’s your turn.”
 

“Mark, there’s really not much to tell. I’ve already said I was born here, went to school in the city, and then went on to Harvard, like my father before me and his father before him.”
 

“It can’t be as simple as that. With your family connections, it surely would have been easier for you to practice law here in New York. Why did you come all the way to Los Angeles?”
 

“The weather is so much better.”
 

“Don’t play games with me, Manning. I deserve better than that.”
 

“You’re right, Mark, forgive me. I still find some of my personal life difficult to talk about.
 

“Well, let me give you the highlights of my existence to date. You will see where I grew up when we go to my father’s home for dinner. He’s lived there for, oh, I suppose, about fifty years. I believe it was a wedding present to him and my mother from their parents jointly. He’s had it done over two or three times, but he’ll never leave it.”
 

“You’ve said you have brothers and sisters?”
 

“Two older sisters, one of whom acts as a companion and housekeeper for my father, now that she’s divorced. My elder brother, James, followed my father into the private bank. My mother died giving birth to me, and I don’t think my father has ever quite forgiven me.”
 

“So you had a normal ‘silver spoon’ upbringing, if there is such a thing? When did you discover you were gay?”
 

“Looking back, I knew I was somehow different from James and my friends in the all-boys, private school I attended. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I turned out for sports—football and tennis. I enjoyed the rough contact of the one and the hard elegance of the other—and the tight butts I could see around me. I was good at both and on the academic side. I fumbled my way through encounters with both sexes in high school, but it was only when I went away to Harvard that I seriously started to explore my male options.”
 

“Is that when you decided you were the Dominant type?”
 

“It was a little more complicated than that. In my first semesters, I had what you might call an affair with one of my professors. For him I played the sub role, largely because I knew I needed experience. I learned enough from Arnold to realize I wanted to be more in control. So in my second year, I found my first boy, a friend of my cousin, who was at Harvard at the same time. Trevor was short and innocent looking on the surface, but his sexual needs pushed me into becoming a Top. I enjoyed myself immensely, and this set a pattern for me.”
 

“Where do the leather scene and BDSM fit in?”
 

“I’ll tell you more when we get back to the Royalton. If you’re finished with your sandwich, I’ll grab the check while you find a cab, and don’t forget our packages.”
 

We made polite small talk until we got back to our suite.
 

“Dinner at the house will be early tonight—cocktails at six-thirty, food an hour later and out by nine. We can come back here to change again for the Bondage Club.”
 

“And when I meet your father, I’d like you to use my real identity and the reasons for my presence, rather than passing me off as one of your ‘West Coast tricks’ or something of the sort.”
 

“Are you quite sure, Mark?”
 

“Quite sure, and if you don’t, I’ll contradict you and reintroduce myself.”
 

“If you insist.”
 

“I do. Now back to your life-story—you finished Harvard and then law school, leaving a collection of young submissives behind you, and they’d experienced some BDSM discipline too?”
 

“That’s more or less correct. None of the ‘relationships’ lasted even six months. I would easily get bored and move on to the next eager boy who wanted to be tied up and flogged.
 

“I think my father had his suspicions about me. James was successfully married with two daughters. My sisters had been married off too. It was time to get the young rebel into holy matrimony as well. They all worked on me for about a year, while I was trying to get established in a prestigious law firm here. And it was soon obvious that if I wanted to make partner there—and I did, a wife was essential.”
 

“That sounds depressing; you married, but love didn’t enter into it?”
 

“Oh, I liked Annabel well enough, and I think she may have loved me, at least at first. We were considered an ideal couple. She dabbled in fashion, came from a good family with old money, too, and we were married in high style.”
 

“How long did it last?”
 

“I behaved for the first six months or so. The sex was good, although she didn’t want children right away, thank God, as it turned out. But I couldn’t entirely give up my old habits. I’d joined the New York Bondage Club earlier, but omitted to tell her the real name. We were all members of various clubs at the time. I was a member of the Harvard Club, too, although I kept the true nature of the NYBC under wraps and went to the play sessions incognito every few weekends to work off my aggressions. One thing led to another. I rented an apartment in the Village—under an assumed name—to take tricks and boys for fucking and privacy and to store my leathers and toys.” 
 

“So by this time, you were a Leather Master into BDSM?”
 

“I was getting there. Then it all blew up in my face. My wife had been feeling neglected. She followed me to the club one evening. She couldn’t get in, of course, but she began to realize why my sexual ardor had been flagging. Annabel hired a private detective, who was exactly the type of man-boy I preferred. I picked him up at the club and took him home to the apartment. He managed to get some pictures and to record a conversation. That was enough to condemn me.”
 

“She divorced you, and your family found out, too?”
 

“Oh, it was worse than that. Annabel tried to extract a large settlement from me, but we’d already signed a prenuptial agreement. So she spread the sex scandal round all our friends. My father was furious and wanted to disown me; it was all very melodramatic. I was allowed to resign from the New York law firm and, with the family pulling in favors, was taken on by the Los Angeles firm I’m still with. Finally, after a quiet divorce and reasonable settlement, I moved out there about fifteen years ago and have tried to be more discreet since.”
 

“What happened to your family and your, er, ex-wife?”
 

“Annabel and I haven’t spoken since, but she remarried, a surgeon I believe, and settled down to domestic bliss. My father refused to speak to me for several years, but Caroline, my older sister, kept working at some kind of reconciliation. And, after he’d had some heart trouble, we started to patch things up. I have dinner with them, take them to the theater or a concert whenever I’m in New York, and they’ve stayed with me in LA a couple of times. Caroline is good for both of us, bless her, and you’ll like her.”
 

“And what about your life in Los Angeles?”
 

“I’ve prospered. I’m a good trial lawyer, even if I say so myself, particularly effective in cross examination. I enjoy the challenge.”
 

“Yes, I can well believe that. Now, it’s really no business of mine, but since I was honest with you, what about your sex life? Why is there no partner or husband or even a boyfriend? You’re a very attractive man who enjoys and needs sex, Manning, as I’m sure you must know.”
 

“No, it really isn’t your business, Mark, but I’ve been thinking about myself for the last two or three days. For years I’d been content to have a young man around me—an innocent looking toy boy I could play with and screw when I wanted to. Occasionally, there have even been two in the stables at once. There has been no real commitment required on my part. Oh, I might lust after them for a month or so, but after six months or at most a year, I’m ready to move on.
 

“Lately I’ve been feeling that it’s time I wanted more—something more lasting. For that, I would need a man I could respect as a man as well as a sex object. And for that, I have no real experience to draw on nor do I know where to look.
 

“Last night after we played it so intensely and I fucked you so publicly, you went to sleep immediately, but I lay awake wondering. You see, you’re the first tall, big, truly masculine man I’ve allowed into my life who also has a real submissive streak. You’re the kind of man whom I could respect for himself, whom I could honor as a partner.”
 

We were seated on one of the sofas, quite close together. I touched his arm, gently.
 

“But I’m not available, Manning. I already have a man I love and who I think loves me. Fuck it. I knew I should never have agreed to come on this trip. You’re a dangerous man, Manning Thompson. You’re trying to seduce me with all this display of wealth and power, and now you offer yourself as well. That’s too much for a simple policeman like me.”
 

I knew I was going over the top, but I needed to halt this outpouring of his needs before he overwhelmed me. 
 

He smiled, ruefully. “Yes, I know, Mark. But you mustn’t blame me for trying, and I’m likely to keep trying one way or another. Well, right now, I’m going to shower and take a nap in here. Why don’t you use the bedroom, and we’ll meet again in a couple of hours, about six pm for the family dinner.”
 

We left it at that. I lay down on the large bed and dozed and worried. Was I worried about the evening’s activities or the future as far as Manning and Dan were concerned? Both I suppose, but not enough to stop me resting. By six, I was showered and shaved, dressed in suit and tie, with freshly polished new boots worn underneath. Manning, similarly attired down to the boots, nodded approvingly.
 

“My father lives in an old brownstone in the upper seventies,” he explained in the cab. “He’s retired, and he has some health problems, but the brain is still alert, and he’ll be very curious about you. You’re the first West Coast detective he’s met.”
 

Actually, I needn’t have worried, although the formal house and its inhabitants were very different from my own home. For Mr. Thompson Senior seemed fascinated to have a real live police lieutenant for dinner and plied me with questions about the job and about protecting his son. He also approved when I asked for a scotch and water, which was a fortunate guess. Manning’s sister, Caroline, was tall like him, and there was a family resemblance in the bright blue eyes. She was an excellent hostess, moving us onto dinner: rare roast beef with baby carrots and parsley potatoes and a flan for dessert. She delighted in teasing her younger brother about his inability to look after himself and his need for a guardian.
 

It was a pleasant, warm family meal, and, although there were a few tensions in the air, the Thompsons were too kind and too well-bred to let private scars appear before a visitor. So I felt soothed and well fed when we got back to the hotel after nine thirty.
 

“My father seemed to like you, Mark.”
 

“What’s not to like? He’s not as fierce as he looks—or he’s polite to visitors, but I thought he was genuinely interested.”
 

“Yes, he seemed to be. Well, it will be a different crowd at the NYBC, and we can take our time to change into less formal clothing.”
 

I wasn’t quite sure what was expected, so on went the harness, leather jock with a zipper, chaps stuffed into the new Dehners. Manning lent me his trench coat again and brought out his bag of toys. Tonight he was dressed much like me, except everything was obviously custom-tailored, and the Dehners had a mirror shine. His Muir cap and gloves indicated his status.
 

From the pocket of his leather jacket, he produced a small pouch. “This is what I also bought this morning. It’s a chastity device—a CB 3000. Have you worn one before?”
 

I shook my head. This was advanced cock and ball torture for me.
 

“It’s fairly simple, and I’m going to put it on you here, so you get used to the feel and weight on your penis. I chose the clear one, so that we can both see what your dick wants to get up to, which, of course, will be next to nothing. So slide your jock down, and I’ll get you into it.”
 

He went to work on me, slipping the different sized rings on and off until he had the right fit, then batting down my rod so that he could slide the cage portion over my prick. Then he screwed the pieces together, while I continued to look at myself in the mirror, amazed at the psychological change in my body. I stiffened up, thrust my chest and my pelvis forward, and liked the total effect, chastity device and all.
 

“Fuck, it makes you look sexier than ever, Mark. I want to ask a favor of you. I don’t want any of the guys hitting on you at the club. You’ll probably be the best hunk there. I want you to wear a locked collar for me. It will show…”
 

“Yes, Manning, that much I do know. It shows that I’m some man’s property and to keep their hands to themselves, hopefully. I’ll wear one at the club for you, but only there. Take it or leave it.”
 

He heaved a sigh of relief, and a relaxed twinkle lit up those blue eyes. I pulled my jock back over the chastity device, shrugged on the trench coat, picked up his bag of toys, and we were off on another cab trip. 
 

The New York Bondage Club premises in Paddles were better than I’d expected. The members apparently could play when they wished; there was plenty of space, and there were areas to relax in after a session. Manning was obviously right at home here. He handed me a black leather collar and locked it on as soon as we hung our jackets in the lockers provided. He kissed me possessively, fondled my tits, then turned abruptly and marched into the play area. I dutifully followed behind, thrusting out my furry chest, proudly strutting and showing off my CB 3000, scarcely disguised by my jock. A few well-muscled men greeted him warmly, looked me over, apparently approving, but I wasn’t introduced. It was all too reminiscent of my time of training with Master Sam.
 

We stopped in front of a St. Andrew’s Cross. I set down the toy bag. “What would you like to use on me, Master?”
 

“Ankle and wrist restraints, tit clamps, full hood for you, some rope—about fifty feet, I think. Oh, forget the jock, you play more or less naked here. I trust you cleaned yourself out before we came…and lubed.”
 

“Yes, Sir, but I’m not plugged yet, I thought I better leave that choice to you.”
 

“That’s a good idea. Put the gear on the table there and bring over some more lube and paper towels. I’ll get out the floggers and select a butt plug.”
 

Actually, we worked like a well-oiled machine, surprising considering how little we’d played together. He spread the leather hood over my head, checked the nose hole, zippered eyes, and wide-open mouth and then closed the zip in the back. The collar was adjusted to cover the base of the hood. I started to retreat into my sub space. He bent me over, drew on latex gloves to grease my hole again, and carefully began to work what felt like a fireplug into my anus. It took both of us some time to get it fully inside me. Then he slapped my ass several times and straightened me up. Next came the restraints, which I managed to buckle largely by feel, although Manning helped over the ankles.
 

“Back onto the cross, boy. Spread those arms and legs until you feel that wood behind you. Right, I’m going to clip the wrist restraints in place. Spread those feet for me. Fuck, looking hot, boy, and I like the sheen of sweat you’re developing.”
 

I was beginning to breathe more deeply as I felt him playing with my genitals. He pulled on my balls, making room to attach a parachute above them. He was tapping on my chastity cage deliberately while he did so, and my groaning increased. A weight swung out below the parachute on my balls. More drop weights were attached to my nipples, and I was really moaning in pain and pleasure.
 

Manning flicked his flogger over my cock and balls. “Shut the fuck up, boy, or I’ll gag you,” he shouted so I could hear through the leather hood, and so could other players around us. I tried to obey, but as he started flogging my chest with carefully spaced strokes, I began tossing my head and snarling loudly.
 

“I expect obedience. If you can’t control yourself, then I’ll do it for you. Open wider.”
 

He shoved in a rubber penis gag, which reached back to my throat. I started to choke. He slapped my head. I swallowed and sucked on the intruder in my mouth. He was moving the flogger down from my chest and nipples to my stomach. I could feel the strokes intensify, and I began to writhe in place, sweat and saliva dribbling down my chest. My pelvis thrust forward when he started striking my genitals and inner thighs. The chastity cage held my cock which was desperate to enlarge and stretch, but couldn’t. My precum oozed out of the piss slit. The parachute round my balls swayed and the weight pulled on my sac. 
 

Chaps protected my legs somewhat, so he switched to a heavier flogger and really belted me down there. I tried to anticipate his rhythm, but blinded, almost deaf and speechless, I could do little but endure. Finally, when the entire front of my body felt on fire, he stopped. Leaning against me, he ran his gloved hands over the heat and pain of my torso, soothing me as he panted and sweated in the cool air.
 

“Fucking fine performance, boy, you’re really getting my endorphins flying. And those stripes really ripple through your body fur.”
 

I tried to lean into him but couldn’t find him. He’d moved away to uncouple the clips holding my arms and pivot my legs. With an effort, he flipped me over. The cage banged against the beam, and suddenly I was spread-eagled with my back and ass available to him. 
 

He took full advantage of my helplessness. The flogger was punishing my shoulders, laying vertical lines along my upper back. I was thrashing myself up, half-maddened by this pleasure pain, more intense than I had ever experienced. Dimly I could hear the noise of spectators watching Manning work on my ass cheeks. Fire blazed throughout both sides of my body.
 

God knows I was willing to submit, but to submit to what? And to whom? The blows began to diminish and finally faded away to nothing. I felt him lean into me again. This time he was murmuring curses and endearments into my hooded ear, after he loosened and removed the gag.
 

“Love you, motherfucker. Shit, no man has stood up to me like you, boy. Yeah, gave you all I had. Really worked out my demons. You took it all. You haven’t whimpered. Yeah, you’re bruised and beaten, but, fuck, you’ve still got spirit. So I have to fuck you, fuck the bejesus out of you, fuck you until you say you’re mine. Yeah, I know that you won’t or you can’t. Yeah, a real motherfucking cunt you are. But I want all of you. So I’m gonna fuck you to hell tonight.”
 

Was this really the sophisticated Los Angeles attorney talking? It sounded more like some street hustler, begging for my body or my soul or both.
 

“Manning,” I croaked weakly. “Fuck me, man. Take what you want tonight. I hurt, but I’m pleasuring you. Now finish me, fuck me, and take me to your kingdom come.”
 

He moaned in his own agony, but I felt his hands pulling out the plug in my rear. He was now cursing and grunting loudly as I guessed he was rubbering and lubing himself. Then he shoved into me full bore. There was no finesse, no careful penetration; he pushed his weapon straight up into me. His sweating, straining body, fully extended, forced itself into my back. One gloved hand reached into my mouth for me to suck on, the other flicked the teardrop weights on my nipples. I pushed back onto him. Might as well make this fuck a record-breaker.
 

Our bodies already knew the right rhythm, felt the violent need, heard the thudding of our hearts and realized there could be only one conclusion. Manning wanted to prolong the pleasure, but his endorphins had flown, and his balls boiled up and over as he sank his rubbered shaft into me one final time. I felt him shudder and convulse as his penis exploded. Meantime, I could only moan in frustration as the cage prevented my release.
 

When we finally recovered, and that took quite a while, I just lay against the cross emotionally exhausted. But Manning was at work, undoing the restraints, unzipping the hood, and finally holding onto my body. Somehow he manhandled me onto a bondage table. Somehow he spread me out again, gently and carefully. Somehow he found the wrench and gradually removed the CB3000. Somehow he anchored down my limbs with ropes to the sides of the table.
 

“Now it’s your turn, my own boy. Now you get to cum for your Master. I know you’re tired because you gave me your whole, but you deserve this final treat.”
 

He reached over, holding my flaccid cock with his lips and gradually pulling and stretching it back to strength. I began to shudder and pull against the cords holding me. I was sweating again, but this time with excitement and desire. Manning slipped my weapon out of his mouth and massaged and fisted it further. I was responding to the tough, tender care, even more when he jerked lightly on the teardrops still hanging from my abused tits. He was rubbing his thumb and forefinger along my shaft. He was using his thumbnail on my piss slit. He was thrusting his tongue into my mouth.
 

“Come on boy, you know you want to. You must need to. Your prick feels hot and slippery with my saliva. It’s sliding through my fingers, fully stretched and aching. You can feel your cream forcing its way through. You want to explode all over my hand. Do it for your Master—now.”
 

Not one but two orgasms wracked my body. It felt as though I was rising from the table like a volcanic eruption, so I blew, and then shouting a rebel yell, I blew again. Manning held and hugged me tight. I think maybe he was crying— was it from the pleasure of our great fuck?
 

How we left the club that night or early morning, how we got back to the hotel suite, how we showered and then fell into the king-sized bed, I don’t remember at all. But we obviously did, as I awoke there on Sunday morning. My body felt the worse for wear, but my mind felt clear and refreshed. The vacation was almost over; in a few hours we would take a plane back to real life. It had been an incredible weekend, much too remarkable to ever repeat. It may have only been infatuation on my part, but I had learned more than I had expected. I had experienced more than perhaps I wanted. The man lying beside me had made it all possible.
 

Manning looked much younger asleep. I realized this was the first time I’d ever seen his face at rest. The lines and wrinkles seemed brushed away. The hair was tousled and one arm was slung across me. So I leaned over and kissed him. He stretched, opened his eyes, smiled, and reached for me. We lay there, arms around each other, content, but each thinking his own thoughts.
 

Eventually we both decided to move and get up. Pulling on a hotel robe, I went across to the window and out onto the terrace. It was cold and windy, but the winter sun was struggling through.
 

“You promised to take me to The Cloisters this morning before we left,” I said.
 

Manning chuckled, “And I keep my promises. Would his lordship like to breakfast here or have brunch over there?”
 

“Food later, I think, but I need another shower…”
 

“And I must take care of the bruises I gave you last night right after that. Amazingly, I remembered to bring my special first aid kit.”
 

“You bastard, you planned to work me over from the beginning.”
 

“No, not that hard. You turned me on full blast, and I just lost control. I admit I always had hopes.” He turned on that oh-so-charming smile.
 

Suddenly my cell rang. It was Dan calling. That early, West Coast time on a Sunday morning had to be something important.
 

“Hello, Dan, is everything okay with you? At home?”
 

“Hi, Boss, yes, the family, and I are all fine and looking forward to seeing you back here tonight.
 

“No, this call is work-related, and I’m sorry to disturb your Sunday morning, but I thought you’d want to know this pronto. Will Foster, the TV actor, received a threatening letter late yesterday. My guess is that it’s related to both the Blanchard case and maybe the Thompson case too.”
 

“Okay. Give me details.”
 

“Will went over to his office late yesterday afternoon, Saturday, around four. Apparently he’d left behind his script for next week’s show. The place was pretty deserted at the time, but the guard knew him, and he had keys to his office. While looking for the script, he found a typed note placed front and center on his desk, obviously designed for him to see first thing on Monday morning.”
 

“And it said?”
 

“Shut your trap, or you will be very sorry. There’s more than one way to skin the beast.’”
 

“That last sentence is just about identical to the one found on Manning’s computer.”
 

“Yeah, I thought that’s what you told me, Mark.”
 

“So what happened?”
 

“Needless to say, our Will was terrified. He called the guard at the studio entrance, and then he called me. The guard didn’t seem to know how it could have gotten there. Of course the studio was technically open for business, and the front door of that building didn’t get locked till five on Saturday.
 

“Anyway, I told him I’d be right over and to alert the guards to watch for me. Then I called the captain, who was still out on the golf course. He arranged to meet me at the studio. It was close to six by the time we all got together.”
 

“And how did you find Will?”
 

“The guard had given him some coffee, and I think he’d taken a tranquilizer. But he was still shit scared. I’d talked to him on Friday about the last few times he’d seen Tommy. Not much new there. We collected the note as evidence, asked if he had a friend who could stay with him for a day or so. Apparently there was an ‘ex-boyfriend’ who could come over and keep him company. We agreed to all meet on Monday morning. As usual Will was begging us not to tell the media. The captain spoke sternly to the two guards on duty, and we’re hoping for the best, at least for today.”
 

“You did well, Dan. I’m sure the captain was pleased too. I’d be grateful if the captain would mention the threat message to Captain Barker downtown today. It’s too similar to the last Thompson one, and I think you and I are supposed to connect the two. We can’t do much until Monday morning. Just make sure Will is feeling more secure.”
 

“And you will be back tonight?” Dan sounded lonely.
 

“Of course I will, but will my chauffeur service still be available?”
 

“You bet ya, Boss. I’ll be waiting in the luggage carousel area for you. Hope I haven’t ruined your Sunday.”
 

“No, I’m glad you told me. See you later, Dan.”
 

I gave Manning a brief outline, as I showered, and he applied his special ointment to my bruises and my sore asshole.
 

“You still want to go to The Cloisters, Mark?” 
 

“Of course, if there’s still time. I’d like to get out and walk around for a while.”
 

So we took a taxi out to Fort Tryon Park in Uptown Manhattan and spent a couple of hours wandering around The Cloisters Museum. We gravitated to the collection of early Renaissance paintings and admired both the Caravaggio and the Uccello, although we thought Manning’s prints were almost better. Then we strolled outside to enjoy the view of the Hudson River and the cloistered herb garden, but the trees were largely bare of leaves, and most of the shrubs were inside for the winter. It was getting colder, and the sun had disappeared behind the clouds. We didn’t seem to have much to say to one another by this time, but when we accidentally bumped one another, there was still a charge between us.
 

“Let’s grab some coffee and something to eat.”
 

Manning found a decent-looking Italian coffee shop, and we had some good minestrone soup and shared a pizza.
 

“Manning, in case there isn’t another private opportunity, I want to thank you for giving me such a wonderful weekend. Not sure how much work we got done, but you’ve given me glimpses of so many different sides of New York City. I’ve had a great time, and I suspect you have, too. I don’t think it could ever be duplicated.”
 

“Good—that’s one of the objectives achieved, but I’m not sure about the other.”
 

“Yes, I think I know. You wanted to seduce me, to tempt me with the pleasures you could provide. Well, I think we both pleasured one another—and more than once. But the vacation-from-life, my infatuation, whatever you like to call it will have to end by tomorrow. Then we’ll be back dealing with the more mundane, threats against you, and my other cases.”
 

“But we can still see each other?” He was almost pleading.
 

“I think that will depend on what my bosses decide about the connections we both seem to have to the von Sommerfeld family.”
 

“But on a personal basis?”
 

“Manning, I’ve already told you I have a lover and a Master in Dan.” 
 

“I’m not going to stop trying.” He was being stubborn.
 

“Perhaps I can find a clone of myself, just for you.”
 

He smiled weakly. “The trouble with you is that you’re an honorable man, as well as a man’s man. That’s very hard to find and even harder to let go.”
 

“You may have to let me go, Manning, but let’s enjoy the last few hours and put tomorrow on hold.”
 

He nodded, and that is what we tried to do. We made small talk on the way back to the hotel. We packed silently, and I marveled at his pile of luggage. I squeezed the boots into my leathers’ bag, carried the dress box, and put my badge back on my belt.
 

In the cab to JFK, he disallowed the silence by telling me more about growing up in the city—the fun, the excitement, the parties, and the private schools, but I detected an underlying feeling of loneliness. For some reason, Manning found it difficult to make true friends. Acquaintances he had by the hundreds, boyfriends and tricks by the dozen, but real relationships seemed few and far between. Perhaps that was true for all of us, and I hadn’t noticed, being wrapped up in my own family. 
 

The plane left on time, and I watched as dusk descended and lights, even Christmas lights, flickered in the gloom. Manning and I had been brought together by chance, forced into a close relationship by outside dangers and events. Perhaps that explained the chemistry between us. I didn’t know how, but it definitely existed. I just hoped it was only a temporary infatuation on my part.
 

Dinner came too soon. I wasn’t really hungry. I drank my one glass of Chardonnay, pushed the food around, and half-wished the weekend didn’t have to end like this. But I was being stupid and maudlin, so I let the seat back down and surprisingly went to sleep. It seemed no time before Manning was shaking me awake. 
 

“We’ll be landing soon, so you better pull yourself together.”
 

As I came to, I began to look forward to seeing Edith and Mary—and Dan. It seemed like three weeks away, rather than three days. I got the dress box down, followed Manning through the terminal and down to the luggage carousels.
 

There he was, wandering around, tall, buff, and looking incredibly desirable. For a moment I watched him, and Manning watched me. Then my lover caught sight of me and smiled. I laughed and pushed my way through the other passengers until I could reach him, hugged him and pummeled him on the back. What else could I do on duty in a public place?
 

“Hey, Boss, er, Mark. It’s great to see you. Hello, you must be Mr. Thompson?”
 

“Manning, please, and I know you’re Dan.” They looked each other over suspiciously, checking out the details.
 

“Here, Dan, hold the box for me, will you? I’ll go and find my luggage.” Manning was right with me, and Dan followed a few paces behind.
 

Manning smiled at me. “One look at your faces, and I think I understand, and I’m madly jealous.”
 

Fortunately, our entire luggage arrived in a cluster at that moment. We pulled it off the carousel.
 

“Can we give you a lift, Manning?”
 

“Thank you, but I should have a car and driver. I think that’s him over there looking worried, so I better make myself known to him. I’ll probably be talking to you tomorrow, Mark. Very good to meet you, Dan. I’m hoping I’ll see much more of you soon.” Manning smiled that winning smile and went in search of his driver.
 

“Seems like a good guy. Okay lover-man, your limo awaits in the garage across the road. Let’s go home.”
 

Once in the car, we kissed hungrily, held each other tightly, and then drove home to Reseda.
 
  




CHAPTER SEVEN
 

Dan – Part Four
 

There he was—my Boss, my boy—coming down the escalator at LAX back from New York. He looked big and built—that tawny mustache in that craggy face, all six feet two inches of Mark Farrell. But I didn’t want him to see the hunger I felt for him. Our police duties had kept us apart for almost a week, and my dick twitched in my jeans. Yes, I admit it. I guess I did need the fucker, and I did love the fuckhead, too. So I moved around the luggage carousel as if I couldn’t find him, watching out of the corner of my eye.
 

He came pushing through the other passengers, charging straight towards me, a big smile plastered across his face. When he reached me, he hesitated for a second. This was a public space, and technically he was on duty, but it was only a second before I was enveloped in a bear hug, and then we were laughing and slapping each other on the back.
 

He introduced me to Manning Thompson, the wealthy attorney with enough political clout to commandeer my Mark for days on end, including this long weekend in New York City. I didn’t want to like him, though he seemed open and handsome, maybe ten to fifteen years older than Mark. Shit, but he was in great condition with a winning smile and brilliant blue eyes. We circled one another like dogs in heat.
 

Mark went to collect his baggage, handing me a dress box. Manning went in search of his driver. “Good nights” were quickly said. I couldn’t wait to get him into the car in the garage. Then our hands were all over one another. Our kisses were fierce. I bit his neck under the leather jacket. He groped my wriggling penis.
 

“Going commando tonight, Master?” he muttered.
 

“Just for you, mother-fucker.” I shut his mouth with another sloppy kiss. “Come on, I have to get you home. Mary had a nap this afternoon so she could stay up for daddy’s return.”
 

“That’s her present in the box you so casually tossed onto the back seat.”
 

“Good, you remembered. I almost reminded you on the phone, but I didn’t want to insult you.”
 

He chuckled as I navigated us out of LAX and into the Sunday evening traffic. He asked about the family as I headed for the 405, and I assured him again that all was well and that they’d missed him.
 

“And what about you, Dan? Did you miss me too, or have you picked up someone else?”
 

“Listen to me, you asshole. Who’s the one who has just had a hot randy weekend with a stud Sir in NYC?”
 

“Hey, knock it off, will you? I was there to protect Manning and to try and sort out some of this mess he’s involved in.”
 

“Come on, Mark, you didn’t spend three days and three nights trying to decide who was sending him death threats and taking potshots at him.”
 

“Well, we did some shopping and sightseeing, went to see South Pacific, and I met some of his family at dinner. Yes, we did stay in this super impressive hotel, in a suite on the top floor.”
 

There was a pause while I slowed for the traffic around Westwood. Mark turned and looked at me very seriously.
 

“And, yes, there was more, and I need to get it off my chest right away. I guess you’d call it lust—yes, it was a physical thing, and I had sex with him…”
 

Then it all came pouring out. Mark did not try to defend his behavior. He seemed overwhelmed by Manning Thompson’s successful seduction and embarrassed by his own rapid response to it.
 

I was surprised by my own reaction. I wasn’t angry at him, maybe a little disappointed that he hadn’t resisted longer and harder. I’d been more or less expecting something to happen—two virile men are thrown together in a dangerous and volatile situation, just like Mark and me had been only a month before. More importantly, Mark had limited experience in male-male-sex. Apart from me, he’d only had one short introductory relationship with that architect Peter and then the six-month training as a potential slave with Master Sam, which had been a good experience for him as a submissive. But Mark would never be any man’s slave. It wasn’t in his DNA, and I needed to remember that.
 

I felt more mature and even Master-like, listening to a favorite student confessing his sins, embarrassed, but determined to spill it all out and “man up”.
 

“I told him in The Cloisters this morning that it was just a great weekend, that I already had a man I loved and I thought loved me too, that I had a Master, whom I honored and worshiped.”
 

How like Mark! He was too honorable and straightforward not to own up to his dirty weekend and too human not to have enjoyed it. I turned off the 101 onto Reseda Blvd and looked over at him. He was gazing at me like a puppy that’d peed on the carpet and was hoping he wouldn’t be sent back to the pound.
 

“Well, fuck, you went whole hog, didn’t you? And of course you’ll have to be punished. But thank you for fessing up to it so soon. At least I didn’t have to beat it out of you.”
 

“I’m sorry, Dan, I really feel I let you down. I should have been stronger for you, but Manning can be very persuasive. And it’s all so new to me—to be wanted so much. He’s strangely needy—and I ended up having to promise to find a clone of me for him.”
 

I had to chuckle. “That’ll be the day—a clone of you! I’d get first choice. Let’s leave it alone, as we’re just about home.”
 

Lights were on all over the house, and I had a momentary pang—the lights were on for him, not for me, but, shit, I could feel I was getting closer to their warm glow. The front door opened, and Mary dashed out, followed by Edith holding Wolf by the collar.
 

“Hello, everyone, I’m home.” I helped by taking luggage in. Mark held onto the dress box. “This is for you, kitten, to open inside.”
 

Edith gave both of us a kiss, and Wolf licked my hand, tokens of affection, as I lugged his bags back to his bedroom. Mary had disappeared with the box, and Edith followed. Mark and I stood arm in arm in the living room, reaching over to kiss every so often.
 

“Take your seats, gentlemen,” Edith announced. “The show is about to begin.”
 

I doubt if I’ll ever forget the look on Mark’s face as Mary danced into the room in the new dress, blonde hair brushed loose and shining—every inch the heroine in a fairytale. Mark was awe-struck. I think that’s the right word for it. Tears came into his eyes; he shook them away impatiently and tried a smile instead. He rose up from the chair, moved towards her in a daze, and very gently hugged her. 
 

“You look just like my princess. Let me see you dance.” She swirled around, the light catching the shimmer and the design in the dress. “Enchanting—my little girl is growing up,” he breathed.
 

“You chose very well, Mark.” Edith was all smiles too. Mark still looked dazed by his daughter. “Come along, Mary, kiss everyone goodnight. It’s long past your bedtime and tomorrow is a school day.”
 

It seemed to be taken for granted that I was spending the night with Mark. We turned the lights off, as we retreated to his bedroom and firmly closed the door. He needed to unpack first, so I lay on the bed playing with myself as I watched him. Like everything else, Mark was meticulous in unpacking; dirty clothes went in the laundry basket, suit and blazer back on hangers in the closet, shaving kit in the bathroom. He looked rather sheepish when he got to the bag with the leathers. Finally he pulled out the new Dehner boots.
 

“Where the fuck did those come from?”
 

He blushed. “Manning insisted, said it was his present for saving his life.”
 

“Fuck, and what the hell did I give you for saving mine?”
 

“You gave me you—or my first hope of you. That was so much more.”
 

“Come here, you big lug, and let me thank you again.”
 

Mark dropped the boots on the floor with a clatter and leapt onto the bed, trying to remove his shirt at the same time. His mouth crushed mine, and he moaned into my mouth. We struggled out of jeans, boots, and shoes and then looked at one another properly, bare-ass naked. Then I noticed some marks on his body. 
 

“Roll over, and let me see your back. Shit, that guy must have given you a real working over. Wait ‘til I get my hands on him.”
 

“Forget it—and him, Dan. Just hold me or let me suck your cock. Then I’ll know I’m back where I really belong—and not in some midwinter night’s dream.”
 

He sat up, spreading his knees wide and rocking back on his heels. His cock looked whipped too, but it was growing hard and stretching out towards my stomach.
 

So I lay there, my own poker now in the air at attention and let him take it gradually into his mouth. My hands held his hips as he began to swallow and suck. Fuck, but it felt good. Mark was becoming a true cock sucker and enjoying every minute of it. He reached down to my root, holding the shaft firmly, then let it slip out, coating it with his saliva. His lips closed tightly round the head, and he lightly nibbled on me. My hips rolled up off the bed, and I grunted his name. 
 

My need became more urgent, and I was thrusting in more quickly as his head bobbed up and down. One of his hands moved to his own prick. I pushed it aside and fisted his shaft, already wet with his precum, myself. We were determined to remain silent, but occasional grunts slipped out. Our movements got faster. I thrust into his throat. He tickled my pubes with his mustache. We were both arching and sliding continuously. Finally I couldn’t hold on any longer, and my cum spewed into his mouth and throat. I slipped both my hands round his knob in time to catch his gift of cream. His body folded, and he lay down beside me as I slathered his essence over his furry chest.
 

“Welcome home, Mark.”
 

“Thank you, too. And I love you, Dan, completely.”
 

“Yes, I know, and I know I love you, too. So the punishment may have to wait.” 
 

We giggled helplessly; then finally he went into the bathroom to shower. For a change, I held the towel for him. We were both asleep within five minutes of hitting the bed again.
 

Next morning was a rush, as our two immediate LAPD superiors had decided on a joint meeting downtown at eight-thirty, according to Captain Anderson, by phone message on Sunday afternoon. Mark had left his car at Parker Center, so I had to drive in the rush hour traffic. We told Edith we hoped to be home for dinner, but we’d have to confirm later.
 

The drive on the 101 gave me plenty of time to bring Mark up-to-date on the Blanchard case—which was mainly my dealings with Will Foster again.
 

“But first I should say that the coroner has confirmed some of our suspicions. Those were rope marks on his wrists, and someone had fed him a quantity of arsenic shortly before he croaked. So he was probably dead before ‘they’ hanged and buggered him, if he was lucky. Anyway, it definitely wasn’t an accident or suicide and much more like premeditated murder.”
 

“Well, at least his family will be grateful for that.”
 

“Yes, I told his sister on Friday evening when I got the news, and I also told Will Foster.”
 

“And how did he take it?”
 

“I’d seen him earlier that day, because I wanted more background on the state of their relationship in the week or so before the murder, as I suppose we can now officially call it. 
 

“Will was uncomfortable throughout the interview. I wasn’t sure whether he was realizing how shitty he’d been to Tommy or whether he was holding something back. He wouldn’t say either way. But he’d last seen Tommy on the Friday before his death, which had happened late on Sunday night, according to the coroner’s office. Tommy had been with Will for rehearsals as part of his bodyguard duties.
 

“At the end of Friday, before they broke for the weekend, Tommy invited Will out for dinner. Apparently they had done that frequently in the past, but Will brushed him off with the excuse of another engagement. He finally admitted he’d been doing that regularly over the previous weeks, said it was part of his campaign to ‘disengage’ himself from Tommy. I wondered whether he already had found a replacement.”
 

“And what was Tommy’s reaction?”
 

“Will said that he seemed upset. I think he was realizing that he was losing Will’s interest, and he didn’t want the relationship to end.”
 

“But he’d still be in Will’s employ as his bodyguard?”
 

“Not really, it was the production company who’d hired Tommy at Will’s request. I’m not sure how many people bought the story, but he’d been on the job for about fifteen to eighteen months by this time.”
 

“So Friday evening was the last time he saw Tommy, according to Will, and he never viewed the actual dead body?”
 

“No, he said he couldn’t bear it. By the way, the funeral is going to be in the next few days as soon as his sister can arrange it and their brother can get over from Texas.”
 

“So the coroner has released the body?”
 

“At the weekend, apparently. I’ve always thought Will was an unlikely suspect, especially for so violent a crime.”
 

“I’m inclined to agree with you, but so far he’s the only real suspect we have, and he could have had professional help. He needs to be reminded not to go out of town.”
 

“That’s unlikely for the next three weeks, as they still have several episodes of the TV series to complete. I’m planning to meet with him and his publicist later today. With the death-threat note, I don’t think we could keep the media away much longer.”
 

“There’s at least one other person very interested in this case, and that’s the writer of the note, whoever that may be. I suppose Will has no idea who could have sent it?”
 

“Before I met him yesterday, I asked him to think very carefully about that overnight and whether there was anything else he needed to tell us.”
 

“You think he’s holding out on us?”
 

“I don’t know for certain. He seemed agitated on Friday about something. Of course, there’s nothing in the note that connects directly to the Blanchard case. We’re assuming that Tommy’s murder was the only dirty linen in Will’s laundry bag, but it could be someone or something else from his past.”
 

“That’s very astute reasoning. You know, you’re beginning to show promise as a detective.”
 

“Shit, thank you, Boss. Maybe I’ll be as good as you someday.”
 

“Whoa, don’t get too swollen-headed just yet. Well, we’re here and will even be on time if we can get you through security. Look, you lead on the Blanchard case after Captain Anderson, of course, and I’ll lead on the Thompson one, and let’s see how and if we can tie them together.”
 

The two captains and some black coffee were waiting for us. I’d seen little of the inside of the Parker Center before, so I was perfectly happy to march behind Mark’s firm footsteps. Apparently the two captains had worked together before, so there wasn’t too much jockeying for position.
 

Captain Anderson outlined the details and the timing of Tommy’s horrific death for his colleague, explained the coroner’s reasons for declaring it a murder, and listed the work that I had done, especially with Will Foster. He even managed to fit in a commendation for my efforts to date. Given the nature of the crime and the sensitivity of the relationship between the two men, few details had been given to the media, but it wouldn’t be too long before some sharp reporter noticed the connections.
 

I talked about the death threat Will had found over the weekend and the similarity to the last one received by Manning Thompson, especially the unusual phrase “there’s more than one way to skin a beast.”
 

“It’s a fairly fragile link between the two cases, but let’s hear what Lieutenant Farrell has to say,” Captain Barker remarked in a neutral tone.
 

Mark apologized to Barker for not having had a chance to bring him up to date before. The captain shrugged it off. My guy also said he understood that I had brought Captain Anderson into the picture of the Thompson threats and bullet holes. We had to keep our superiors sweet.
 

“Yes, Mark, I’m reasonably up to date, but what did you learn over the weekend from Mr. Thompson?”
 

“Some of this will surprise you, and some of it you may not like.”
 

Then he gave a concise account of the relationship he’d discovered between Manning Thompson, his law firm, and Erich von Sommerfeld. He filled in details of the latter’s involvement with Group7 and the crimes he was accused of, for Captain Barker’s information.
 

Mark was watching them both closely, but it seemed to be an unpleasant shock for both of them. He then added the connection of the von Sommerfeld sister to the case and also added Erich’s volatile temper and taste for violence with which I was only too familiar.
 

“I couldn’t see any firm connections to Will Foster at first,” Mark continued, “until I remembered from our first interview that he’d mentioned that in his early days in the business he’d performed in several gay porn films, probably for Mr. von Sommerfeld’s companies. Perhaps von Sommerfeld wanted to use Foster’s acting talents again, now that he’s become a television star. Perhaps he wanted to blackmail or embarrass him by revealing the former connection.
 

“I think we, the police, and perhaps the four of us especially, were supposed to notice the phrase in both death threats and connect the two. It’s very striking. I think it’s some kind of message to us. But, at this moment, I doubt whether any of the evidence would stand up in court. We need something more substantial to make a move.
 

“If I can add my two cents on the Blanchard case and following the same train of thought, Tommy represented a threat to the members of Group7. He’d already turned state’s evidence, and the Group7 members couldn’t be certain what he’d said or not said to us in the LAPD, or what he might have told Will Foster as well.”
 

“But to kill Blanchard in such a gruesome fashion, it doesn’t make sense,” Captain Barker interrupted.
 

“I think I can answer that, Charlie,” chimed in Captain Anderson, “I saw firsthand how they tortured Dan here when he went undercover and then how they tried to murder him themselves. These men enjoy sadism for its own sake. Still, I don’t want us to get hung up on the von Sommerfeld angle. We should keep our options open. Check further for animosities in Thompson’s office and also in Will Foster’s television company. We don’t want to miss out on other possible links.”
 

“We’re going over to see Will right after this meeting, Captain.”
 

“Good, let me know what happens.”
 

“The first issue we have to deal with is whether there is a conflict of interest in allowing Lieutenant Farrell to continue to protect or associate with Mr. Thompson.” Barker wanted to get some decisions made. “You’re certain that Thompson didn’t know of your connection to the Group7 cases before he met you last week, Farrell?”
 

“I’m certain of it, Captain; he seemed genuinely surprised and concerned when I brought it up on Saturday.”
 

“And you hadn’t met him nor had any connection with him before?”
 

“No, sir.”
 

“Well, I suppose we should take a deposition from him on the point, preferably as soon as possible—like this morning. Once we have that done and with his agreement, you can resume your contacts with him, Lieutenant. Until then, I think Sergeant Richter should take the point position with Mr. Thompson. Is that agreeable to all?”
 

“Sir, I’d like permission to arrange for Detective Fortunato and myself to have a meeting with Mr. von Sommerfeld, perhaps take a warrant to search his house and/or offices. He must be getting a little jumpy by now with Group7 court dates coming up, and not having frightened Mr. Thompson into retiring or taking up his defense again.”
 

“Do you think that’s wise in the circumstances?” Barker asked.
 

“I’m hoping we might shake him up, and he’ll make a wrong move. Otherwise, he’s clever enough not to show his hand, and we don’t have any evidence of wrongdoing.”
 

“Very well, I’ll seek a warrant for you urgently and then you can set up the meeting. Anything else on your side, Lon?” He asked the other captain.
 

“I’d like to borrow the lieutenant back today if you have no real use for him in the next twenty-four hours.”
 

“Fine with me, Lon. Okay with you, Mark?” Captain Barker had used Mark’s first name. Things must be going well, I thought.
 

“No problem, Captain. I’d like to bring Sergeant Richter up to speed downstairs, so he can keep eyes and ears for me today and also introduce Detective Fortunato to him. Maybe the two of them can solve the riddle of that message, ‘There’s more than one way to skin the beast’.”
 

“Thank you, guys. Thanks for coming down here, Lon. Can I persuade you to stay for lunch?”
 

“That would be a pleasure, Charlie, but I better see what’s happening with crime in the Valley. Another time?”
 

Mark took me downstairs and introduced me to Gil Richter. They seemed to have hit it off well enough. Mark brought him up to speed on the weekend and morning’s meetings. My partner asked if there’d been any further news that morning. 
 

“Not really, but there were some moves with Gertrude von Sommerfeld on Friday. I took a picture over to the cybercafé owner, and he thought he recognized her. But by the time I got back to the law firm, she’d lawyered up, and I could get nothing further from her. Another door is slammed in our face. Whoever’s pulling the strings seems to know all our moves. Sorry to rant—back on point—Angela called from Mr. Thompson’s office. She said the boss was in but seemed rather subdued after his weekend away, although he had brought her a present of her favorite perfume. She did ask about you, and I promised to check you out and report back.”
 

“You better tell her I can’t see Manning until he completes the deposition. That should hurry up that process for us. I’m going back to the Valley to offer to help Dan today. Hopefully I’ll be allowed back on this case tomorrow. Oh, and when we get this meeting arranged with Erich von Sommerfeld, I’d like you and a couple of evidence techies to come along too. I’d like to shake him up and see what happens.”
 

“I’d be glad to, Mark. Your evidence web may be a bit flimsy at the moment, but at least it connects the dots.”
 

“Thanks, but I’ve a horrible idea that the dots are going to lead to Dan and myself. I hope not.”
 

On that somber note, we split up. As we walked out of the Center, I said to Mark, “You know, Boss, if we poured some Latin blood into you, you and Gil Richter could pass for brothers.” He looked startled for a minute and then started to laugh heartily, but he wouldn’t tell me why.
 

Mark and I left downtown in separate cars, agreeing to meet at Will Foster’s office to talk about damage control. At Parade Studios, by this time the guards at the gate and I were becoming good friends, and we had privileged parking spots again. We were both curious about Will’s state of mind at this stage. He was still working on the series, turning out thirty minute shows every six or seven days, so the additional stress about Tommy must be telling.
 

But he was waiting for us when Teresa showed us into his office. There were coffee and Perrier water waiting, as well as his publicist in the shapely figure of Cheryl Drake, a brunette in her forties. He performed the introductions prettily.
 

“Cheryl is my personal publicist and very experienced.”
 

“Well, gentlemen, my experience is in the business and not exactly in real death threats and murder cases. I hope you can help us work out how to spin this story.”
 

“Which story are you talking about, Ms. Drake?” Mark was polite.
 

“The whole thing is perfect tabloid fodder, Detectives, but I’m hoping to deal only with the so-called ‘death threat’. And keep Will well away from the murder—and I understand it is a murder case now?—of his former bodyguard and boyfriend. I understand the details are pretty grisly.”
 

“You seem well informed,” I suggested.
 

“Will has told me all he knows, and I have my own sources, too.” 
 

I wondered where the leak was and just how much she knew. Mark took charge. 
 

“Fine, I think we can help to a limited extent. After all, this is still an ongoing murder investigation, and, of course, Will is a person of interest to us.”
 

“Surely not, his lawyer told me he was at a party when the murder happened and couldn’t have done it.”
 

“I didn’t think the coroner had released such details as the time of the murder.” Mark shot back at her.
 

“Well, we’re hoping your interest in him doesn’t come out to the media.”
 

“That may depend on Will telling us the whole truth about his involvement in this case. Will, you mentioned that you’d worked in gay porn movies early in your career. You worked for Erich von Sommerfeld?”
 

“Only for a couple of movies, and that was years ago.”
 

“Has he been in touch with you lately?”
 

Will was very reluctant. “He phoned me last week to talk to me about doing some more work with him. Of course, I told him I wasn’t interested.”
 

“But you didn’t think it important to tell Dan or myself about the call? Knowing Mr. von Sommerfeld’s connections with Tommy too?”
 

He tried to bluster. “I keep forgetting that, and I didn’t think the call important.”
 

“How did Mr. von Sommerfeld react to your refusal to work for him again?”
 

“Well, he did seem a little upset, muttered something about ‘there’s more than one way to persuade you’.”
 

“And you didn’t connect that comment with the threat you received on Saturday?”
 

“Look I’m a very busy actor/producer. It slipped my mind.” 
 

Cheryl butted in. “You mean there’s a connection between the threat and Will’s long forgotten porn films?”
 

“There could be. Mr. von Sommerfeld has a long memory,” Mark replied, “and he seems to bear grudges.”
 

“I thought the easiest way to defuse this,” she continued, “would be to claim it was a prank, a joke by another member of the production team, and Will is laughing it off. But maybe that could boomerang on him?”
 

“I can’t advise you on your ‘spin’, as you called it, but Mr. von Sommerfeld is currently out on bail after being arrested for attempted murder, amongst other crimes. He’s not a man to be trifled with, Ms. Drake.”
 

“Fuck this,” said the lady. “Will, you seem to be screwed, whichever way you turn. I think the only comment right now is something like “we are cooperating with the local authorities in trying to trace the origins of the note”. Not very upbeat or sexy, but maybe it’s safer.”
 

Basically, she was right, and she ended the meeting on that note. Will was still agitated, and he knew we were not pleased he hadn’t mentioned the von Sommerfeld phone call before. He offered us a quick lunch before he went back to work, but there seemed little point. Will assured us that his friend Paul was “a big guy” capable of looking after him in his home, and he was thinking of hiring him as his new bodyguard. And what else? I thought.
 

Mark reinforced my previous instructions for Will to be especially cautious and vigilant, and we left him, wondering if he might become a victim rather than a suspect. 
 

Lunch was a quick salad sandwich at a health food store on Ventura before we headed back to the station. Captain Anderson was waiting for us, and we went over the details and the Blanchard case once again. There was nothing new to go on and only the note to Will Foster which pointed even vaguely towards Erich von Sommerfeld. The captain encouraged us to keep looking for other possible suspects, but he agreed Mark should now try to arrange a meeting with the gentleman in question.
 

While Mark was doing that, I had a call from June Blanchard about her brother’s cremation. There was to be a Celebration of Life for Tommy on Wednesday morning at ten thirty at the Metropolitan Community Church in North Hollywood, which he had attended occasionally and which was well known in the LGBT community. “I thought he should be commemorated in his own community,” she said, “and perhaps some guy will come forward to help your investigation.” I promised we would be there and to call Will Foster again. I had to leave a message for Will with some chick at the studio that didn’t seem to know who Tommy was, even after I told her. Memories can be very short in Tinseltown.
 

To his surprise, Mark had got hold of von Sommerfeld himself, after talking to an associate. He had agreed to meet us with his attorney the following afternoon at two pm at his home in the Hollywood Hills, where Mark had met him once before. Robert Taggart, one of Manning Thompson’s professional partners, turned out to be the lawyer. Why was that no real surprise? Mark said that von Sommerfeld had been cooperative and affable, which made Mark even more cautious.
 

He also called the house and said we’d be back in time for family dinner.
 

“You don’t mind too much, do you, Dan?”
 

“Of course not. You haven’t seen much of them this past week. But are you sure you want me there?”
 

“Absolutely. You’re family now. A family means lovers as well as relatives. Besides, I haven’t seen very much of you lately either.”
 

We rounded out the day with paperwork. When I started in homicide a couple of months ago, I hadn’t realized how many reports, statements, requests, and phone calls were involved. Sadly, I was getting used to it.
 

Dinner in the Reseda home was a relaxed family affair that evening. Edith had made chicken and tuna salads with all kinds of condiments to keep us happy and healthy.
 

“After all the rich food Mark probably ate over the weekend, I thought it should be something simple,” was the explanation. Mark looked sheepish, if that was possible, and proceeded to give the girls an edited version of his weekend in New York, in response to Mary’s eager questions. She seemed to think he should’ve done more “cultural stuff “, but was more interested in hearing in great detail how he’d found the party dress. I sat back and listened, so I was surprised when Edith asked me to help with the dishes.
 

While we were cleaning up in the kitchen and Mark was helping Mary with the last of her homework, Edith turned to me with a faint smile.
 

“You seemed very far away at dinner, Dan. Is something wrong?”
 

“Why, no, Edith, I was just enjoying Mark’s tale of his adventures over the weekend.”
 

“I guess he had a good time, but he doesn’t say much about this lawyer, Mr. Thompson, whom he’s supposed to be protecting.”
 

“No, so I noticed too.”
 

She turned. “I wouldn’t let that bother you, Dan. You know he loves you, no matter what somebody else might try to supply momentarily.”
 

I think I blushed. Edith had never been so forthright about our relationship before. “Oh, yes, it’s been obvious to me for several weeks, and I think you love him too, Dan.”
 

“I, er, I, well, yes, of course I do, but I don’t know how I fit in—here, I mean.”
 

“You’re now part of our family. You’ve made Mark happy, happier than he’s been in quite a while, and I thank you for that. The happiness of the two of you is very important to me and also to Mary. I don’t know much about gay relationships, but the pair of you seem to be settling into something like a married relationship, according to my beliefs.”
 

“I wish it were that simple. We can’t get married here in California any longer, as a result of Prop 8, and I don’t want to disturb the balance of your existing family, Edith. I just don’t know where I belong.”
 

“You belong right here, Danny Fortunato. You’re a loving and generous man, once a person gets behind that macho façade you wear. I believe you and Mark could have a wonderful life together, if you will both finally admit that you need each other as well as love one another.”
 

I smiled at her and crossed the room to hug her. “Thank you, Edith; that means a great deal to me. I wasn’t sure how you felt about the cuckoo in your nest.”
 

“If I’d thought you were bad for him or for us all, I’d have made it very clear quite a while ago. No, I want you both to be happy, and I’d like you both to be happy here, with us. Now that’s quite enough for one evening.” She turned back to the dishes, brushing her hand over her eyes.
 

I was deeply touched, as I told Mark soon after in his bedroom. He wanted me to stay the night. I explained that I would need a suit and a good shirt for the meeting with von Sommerfeld the next day. We lay on the bed, hugging, groping, and finally jerking each other off, very happily. And Mark wore down my resistance. I could get the suit in the morning while he met with Manning and Gil Richter. 
 

“You don’t have to worry; I’m not about to throw you over for a life of luxury and decadence in the Hollywood Hills, but I think I might have someone else in mind for that job.” He chuckled as he finished undressing me, and we sank into his comfortable bed together. 
 

The next morning, Mark was off early to downtown, while I checked on one of the last names in Tommy Blanchard’s list of friends. Sadly, it got me nowhere as the number had been disconnected. We had agreed to meet in Hollywood at Hamburger Hamlet before the important afternoon meeting. He wanted to let Manning Thompson know about it and about the involvement of his colleague, Mr. Taggart. His other plan was to bring Sergeant Gil Richter closer to Manning and hope that some sparks might fly.
 

Later I got a short account of his efforts that morning. Richter had taken over the position of guard dog, while Manning’s deposition was cleared with the District Attorney’s office. The lawyer was still entitled to some LAPD protection, although there had been no further threats, but neither had there been any resolution. Mark was curious as to whether he was right about thinking Gil could be coming out gay and whether he would ‘take’ with Manning as a clone of Mark, as I’d intimated. Apparently the two men were getting along very well together, but Manning had yet to make any sexual overtures. He was also insisting that Mark stay over at his house, but invited Gil to join them for dinner. All of this was really just a distraction for us from our ongoing efforts to solve the Thompson puzzle.
 

Mark brought Gil to our lunch, together with a warrant to search the von Sommerfeld home. We weren’t really sure whether we would find any connection to the two cases. But my partner thought it would infuriate von Sommerfeld further and perhaps get him to let down his guard and provide some possibly damaging information.
 

“I want to check all his computers and messaging systems, in case there’s an e-mail or cell phone message that might help us.” Gil told us that Ms. von Sommerfeld was on unpaid leave. There were no real grounds as yet to fire her unless she could be firmly connected to sending the last threat.
 

As Gil said, “It’s all so tantalizing; we’re building a good circumstantial case, but it might turn out to be a house of cards without solid evidence.” 
 

This was the first time I had visited the von Sommerfeld home in the Hollywood Hills. It was a retro split-level house on stilts overlooking Laurel Canyon with warm nineties furnishings inside. We were greeted by a tall, Slavic-looking muscle man with a shaved head. “Master is expecting you.”
 

Our host had positioned himself with his back to the December sunshine pouring through the picture windows of his living room. He was just a dark shape as we entered, while our eyes tried to adjust to the glare. So Mark kept on his sunglasses.
 

“Thank you for seeing me again, Mr. von Sommerfeld. This is Detective Sergeant Richter, and I believe you already know my partner, Detective Fortunato.”
 

“Ah, yes, Danny, how good to see you again and looking so well and clean today. Richter—that’s a good German name, Sergeant.”
 

“Actually I’m from Argentina, sir. My grandfather came from Germany in the 1940s.”
 

“Ah, yes, that was a troubled time. I don’t think you’ve met my attorney, Mr. Taggart.” Actually, both Mark and Gil had met him in the law offices, but introductions were made all round again.
 

“Perhaps this is the right moment for me to deliver this. It’s a warrant to search your house.”
 

“I beg your pardon? A warrant? On what grounds?” He was spluttering.
 

“Calm yourself, Erich, let me take a look. Purely a routine part of an investigation, I’m sure. You have some associates with you to perform the search while we talk?” Robert Taggart was both soothing and businesslike. We nodded. “Ivan will show them round.”
 

Gil moved to the front door where he left his evidence guys. The large houseman appeared as if by magic, and the search began.
 

“Let’s make ourselves comfortable, gentlemen, and you can ask your questions. Let me say up front that Mr. von Sommerfeld is under no obligation to answer them. However he wishes to be cooperative, as there are other matters to come to trial shortly. Lieutenant, you assured my client that today’s questions have nothing to do with those cases.”
 

“Not as far as I know, Counselor. They deal with more recent events. Mr. von Sommerfeld, can you tell me please where you were the night of Sunday December tenth?”
 

I knew that was the night of Tommy’s murder.
 

“I have my diary with me, as you said you would be interested in my whereabouts on certain dates. Yes, here we are. I was at a film premiere and after- party that night. It was the new Stephen Soderbergh movie—very powerful. Then I came home.”
 

“And what time would that be?”
 

“Oh, probably soon after midnight.”
 

“Can someone corroborate your whereabouts?”
 

“Well, I talked to several people at the premiere and party. Only my new houseman, Ivan, can confirm my return. I can provide you with some names, if you need them.”
 

“And your early evening movements on Saturday December ninth and Tuesday December twelfth, when Mr. Taggart’s partner, Mr. Thompson, was fired upon in his home?”
 

“A shocking case, I’m sure. Really, no one seems to be safe these days, not even on their own houses. Let me check. Yes, I was working late and visiting my new fetish store, since the manager is not available to me at present.” 
 

He shot a malicious look at Mark. His former manager was in jail as an accessory to murder in the Group7 cases.
 

“And, again, there are people to vouch for you?”
 

“Of course, I’m sure the staff will be happy to assist you.”
 

I took a careful look at Erich von Sommerfeld, since I’d actually never seen him before, although the voice was very familiar from my undercover activities. He was a handsome man in his sixties with carefully styled white hair—the typical “smooth operator” of Mark’s description But he was not completely relaxed; one hand holding the diary was nervously clenching and unclenching, so that eventually the book fell onto the sofa beside him.
 

Mark changed tactics. “Mr. von Sommerfeld, when did you last talk to Will Foster?”
 

Taggart interrupted, “What has this to do with Mr. Thompson’s problems?”
 

“That’s what I’m hoping to find out. Will Foster?”
 

“I’m not sure I know the name.”
 

“He is a well-known television actor.”
 

“Oh, yes, of course. I don’t remember talking to him recently.” 
 

“You didn’t talk to him on the phone last week?”
 

“Why would I do that? But I talk to so many people in the course of the week.”
 

“Did you or did you not talk to him recently about him appearing in another of your adult films?”
 

Von Sommerfeld was getting agitated. “Oh, that. I may have done, but it was nothing serious.”
 

“That’s not how Mr. Foster remembers the conversation. He claims you threatened him, too.”
 

“You’re hectoring my client, Lieutenant. He’s trying to cooperate with the authorities.”
 

“And I’m trying to arrive at the truth in these two cases. You have a sister, sir, do you not? Employed as an executive secretary in Mr. Taggart’s law firm?”
 

“Yes, but…”
 

“Did you not ask or force her to send a threatening e-mail to Mr. Thompson last Thursday, December fourteenth?”
 

“I’m sure she did no such thing. Gertrude is a sensible mature woman, not given to flights of fancy or strange behavior.”
 

Gil jumped in. “But the owner of the cybercafé, from which the threatening e-mail originated, identified your sister as the probable sender, sir.”
 

Von Sommerfeld turned to look inquiringly at Taggart, who was suddenly silent. Clearly neither man knew of the potential witness.
 

Mark returned to the attack. “What does the phrase ‘there’s more than one way to skin the beast’ mean to you?”
 

Color came back into von Sommerfeld’s face. He looked at Mark for a moment and then slowly smiled, a bone-chilling smile.
 

“Surely you know, Lieutenant, it’s from an old German folktale—when the woodcutter is telling the villagers how to destroy the evil one, a werewolf, I think, in this case. Anyone could figure that out, surely.”
 

“I think that’s enough for this afternoon, detectives,” Taggart rudely interrupted. “This has been a strain on my client, and he’s tried to answer in good faith. Ah, here are your associates with their treasure trove in evidence bags. You will have a copy for me of the list of things you’re borrowing? Thank you all, gentlemen. Ivan will show you out.”
 

I took a last look at Erich von Sommerfeld as we left. The smooth mask had vanished for a moment. His face was contorted with rage, and his eyes positively blazed his hatred at us. But looks don’t win cases in court.
 

We regrouped in the parking lot in Hollywood where Gil Richter had left his black and white. He turned to Mark. “What do you think we gained?”
 

“Perhaps not as much as I would have liked. He’s very smart, but he hadn’t expected us to make the connection to Will Foster, and his alibis for the nights of the murder and the rifle shots are shaky. We need to check them out urgently and double check what time the coroner thinks Tommy was actually killed—well after midnight, I’m sure. I don’t think he was responsible for the crimes, but I’m willing to bet that he ordered both. Now, again, we need to find the shooter and to check out Ivan, the houseman, an ugly piece of work, if ever I saw one.”
 

“And the German folktale,” I said. “He knew we’d connected the two messages, as he wanted us to, but that no one would actually understand the quotation, unless they were German like him.”
 

“Well, we’ve shaken him up, but that isn’t evidence. I hope your boys can find something for us, Gil. I’ll see you later this evening at Manning’s for dinner. What are your plans, Dan?”
 

“I’ll let Captain Anderson know what happened this afternoon. I think I can remember your Q and A. Then I’ll have a bite of dinner and an early night. You should do the same, lover-man.”
 

Mark blushed faintly and Gil looked up, very curious. 
 

“Don’t forget we have Tommy’s funeral tomorrow morning.”
 

“I won’t, lover-man.” Gil was all eyes, and Mark was grinning. “I’ll bring Captain Barker up to speed downtown and put out some feelers for the shooter again.”
 

Mark and I looked at one another, chuckling, partly putting on an act for Gil Richter and partly because we wanted to show some loving in public. Then we hugged and slapped one another on the back. Well, we were in West Hollywood; if you can’t be male-friendly there, where can you be?
 

I was at loose ends when I finished briefing Captain Anderson and writing up my report. I was lonely without Mark, yet again. So I decided to treat myself to an Italian dinner. There was Johnny Pasta’s, where the chef was from Philly, and the veal was always good. It wouldn’t be crowded early on a weeknight. So I drove along Ventura into Woodland Hills, found a corner booth and a glass of Chianti.
 

“How are you doing, soldier? It’s been too fucking long.”
 

I looked up, surprised, and there, as large as life, was Clint Walker in his leathers, smiling down at me.
 

“Mind if I join you for some fucking food, soldier? I’m hungry after trailing you all day on the fucking Ducati.”
 

“But you’re not supposed to associate with me, Clint. You’ll be coming up for trial shortly. You’re out on bail.”
 

I was amazed and fascinated by his sheer audacity. Here was one of the most prominent members of Group7, up on charges of white slavery, wanting dinner with one of the arresting officers. But, come to think about it, Clint hadn’t been present when his companions had tried to drown me, only when I’d been undercover as a slave, and he’d been part of the gang-fuck.
 

He settled into the booth alongside me and groped me immediately. I could smell the liquor on his breath. “How’ve you been, fuckhead? You’re looking shit hot and healthy enough. What say we go back to my place after dinner and fuck?”
 

I had to laugh. There was no keeping down Clint Walker, and I had a soft spot for the tough guy who swore like a longshoreman.
 

The waitress took our order. “Separate checks, please, miss, and another glass of Chianti,” I began. 
 

“Let’s have a whole fucking bottle and drink to absent friends like Tommy Blanchard,” he mumbled.
 

My hand stopped dead as I was picking up my drink. Could Clint have some knowledge of Tommy and his murder? Stranger connections have been known. And they had both been members of Group7.
 

“Yeah, that’s a real sad murder case. You know we shouldn’t be having this conversation, Clint.”
 

“Why not, soldier? You want to eat alone again? Fuck, I been trailing you all day on the bike in the fucking traffic. It was a bitch over Laurel Canyon.”
 

Our salads and the bottle of Chianti arrived. 
 

“Have another fucking drink, Danny. I’m sure you’re off duty by now. Fuck, but it’s good to sit down with you again. I’ll never forget that day when I broke my arm, you rescued me and we still managed to get each other off by sixty-nining.” He slapped me on the back, laughing very loudly.
 

“Yes, that was some Sunday. And you were the guy who introduced me to Tommy Blanchard, weren’t you?”
 

“I guess I was—have another fucking drink and toast his memory—what a way to go. Raped, naked, and strangled.” Clint took another swig.
 

How did he know the details? We hadn’t released any of this to the media. And why was he telling me?
 

“Yeah, who would want to do such terrible things to him. I thought he was a great fucking sub,” I muttered. I was sipping my wine, while Clint was chugging it down.
 

“Yes, that fuck of a Master he had was a terrible wuss—you know the TV actor. Tommy was wasted on him. Why, when I got my fucking dick into him, Tommy gave me one hell of a fucking ride one night. Now it’s too late to give him another poke.”
 

The food arrived, piping hot and tasting wonderful. I was too busy eating to talk for the next few minutes, and the whole meal was becoming surreal anyway. But Clint kept on drinking, rather than eating, and it was definitely showing in his speech.
 

“Hey, man, how long is it since you ate, Clint?”
 

“Not since breakfast. I saw you and those other fucking hot cops go into Hamburger Hamlet at lunchtime. I couldn’t fucking well follow you in, as I didn’t know where you were going next, and I needed to be ready to follow you. If I’d known you were going to fucking Erich’s, I would’ve come in and joined you studs. I just had my whiskey in my flask to keep me going. Say, is that partner of yours a fucking Top too? He sure the fuck looks like one.”
 

“Never you mind, Clint, just eat your fucking meal and get your head out of the pig sty.”
 

“You surely were one of the best fucking fucks I ever had, Danny, and one of the best slaves too—what a body.”
 

The bottle of Chianti was emptying rapidly. Combined with the malt whiskey earlier, Clint was only slurring every other word by this time. I doubted that I could use any of this in evidence. But what the fuck, I decided to go for the whole enchilada.
 

“So, tell me about Tommy’s death, Clint. Did you snatch him and do all that to him? Or was it some form of contract killing?”
 

Clinton screwed up his rather piggy eyes. “If I fucking tell you, can I take you home and fuck you again? You have one sexy asshole, and I need to ram porky in it again.”
 

“Maybe. Depends on what you know.” I wondered whether he was really drunk, really that desperate for my ass, or whether this was all some kind of a come on. Clint shoved his plate away; the knife and fork clattered to the floor. I hadn’t half finished, so I listened and kept on eating. 
 

“I can tell you all about it, partner, ‘cos I was fucking there, and I was in charge. I’d been told by Erich to invite him out for supper that Sunday night and then to take him back to my place and play rough. He was always a good boy, was fucking Tommy, and he was well trained, I’ll say that for him. We were having a good time at my place, and I’d taken him a fucking second time, and he came for me right there.
 

“Then, fuck, these guys that Erich sent over showed up. One of them was Ivan, his fucking ‘house-man’. Then there was Bubba and Vasily and whoever…all fucking Russkies.” 
 

He was having trouble saying the words, but his mind seemed clear as a bell.
 

“They wanted to know what Tommy told you fucking LAPD cops. At first he didn’t want to say, but there were four of them. They strung him up tight and whipped him real fucking hard.
 

“He still wouldn’t say, so they took turns in screwing him again as he swung there. I mean fucking bareback and no lube and my cum still sliding out of him. All four of them big fucking guys fucked him. He would have been screaming, but they gagged him—leather penis gag, about half choked him. I reckon they weren’t fucking well supposed to do that, but they wouldn’t listen to me.” 
 

Clint was quiet for a minute or two, remembering, and his mouth and hands were trembling.
 

“Then they fed him this drink—fucking arsenic, they said, would make him hard again. When that wasn’t fucking working fast enough, they put this fucking plastic bag over his head and tied a rope around his neck. Fuck, it was awful. But his cock, his big fucking cock began to stretch back out, and they forced him to jack himself off in his own fucking fist, as he was turning blue in the face.
 

“I can still hear him choking in my dreams. I heard him fucking begging them to stop—and I begged them too. He was fucking dying, I’m sure of it. Anyone could have seen that.”
 

Clint was sitting at the table, slumped over and crying. But he seemed determined to tell someone his terrible tale, and it had to be me.
 

“So they put him in the back of a van, just as he was, naked and trussed up. We all went back to his fucking apartment, me too. They were very quiet and organized, taking off their sneakers and boots and cleaning the floor later. Then they strung him up again in the living room, just as he was, naked and roped. I guess he was fucking dead by that time. But they wanted it to look like an accident, so they pulled a stool underneath his feet, tied them together and then knocked it over. And one of them, I don’t remember which, fucked him one more time and jammed that big, black dildo up his dripping, fucked hole. I fell over some of his fucking gym stuff as I watched and tried to put it back straight as we were leaving.
 

“They took me back to my place, and I threw up all over my new carpet, but they just fucking well laughed and left. I’ve been dreaming about it ever since.”
 

By then he had collapsed over the tabletop. In a couple of minutes he was snoring. Fortunately, there were few other customers sitting close; only one or two could have heard what he said. But people were whispering and looking away. 
 

I signaled to the waitress who’d been watching, looking scared. I pulled his wallet out of his breeches and used his credit card to pay the bill. Not that either of us had eaten much of that wonderful food. I also copied down his address, asked the young woman at the desk to call a taxi, explaining that “my friend had had too much to drink”, which was painfully obvious. I waited until the taxi arrived, and we bundled Clint inside. I paid the driver the estimated fare and a handsome tip to get him out at the other end and into his house. I turned his bike over to the restaurant staff, and, in exchange for another tip, one of the busboys brought it in from the parking lot and stowed it in a corner.
 

So now I knew what had happened to Tommy and the terrible price Clint was paying for his participation. He’d unburdened his soul to one of the few people who probably couldn’t use the information. But one of the men in the restaurant, when I showed my badge and explained, gave me his card and said he thought he could give testimony in the case.
 

I was cold sober when I got home, and I was deadly cold. It was only eight pm, but this was too much for me. I picked up my cell, and I speed-dialed Mark. He made it back to me in less than an hour, a speed record, and he held me tight, stroking me, as I shuddered through the story again. Then we showered together, and I fell asleep in his arms. This had been too much of a day. Even I, strong-minded Dan, found this was too close for comfort. 
 
  




CHAPTER EIGHT
 

Mark – Part Four
 

When I got the urgent call from Dan late that evening, I was in Manning’s bedroom with him and Sergeant Gil Richter. We were all naked—well, almost. I was wearing the CB3000 chastity device, as I had been since dinner, and Gil had a small butt plug up his chute and light clamps on his tits. Manning had taken charge of the evening ever since we arrived separately at his house. I had convinced him that Gil Richter could become the perfect sub for him—with some tender loving care and a great deal of training. Manning had wasted no time. As he handed out the Stella Artois bottles, he started his seduction.
 

“Mark here thinks you could be interested in playing around with us, trying out some dick play and some real deep kissing, Gil.”
 

Richter looked intrigued, but cautious. “Maybe, Manning, I might just try it out, but I have zero experience.”
 

“Come over here, and I’ll give you Lesson One—how to kiss a man properly. First, let’s all take our clothes off.”
 

Richter blushed, and his handsome body began to glow, but he soon proved an apt pupil. It was clear to me that this was something he’d wanted to try, but the circumstances hadn’t been right in the past. Now he felt safe with colleagues and soon wanted to progress beyond kissing.
 

“I’m going to get Mark here to demonstrate to you the art of cock sucking, using me.”
 

“But I thought you’d be a Dominant type, Mark, like Manning here.”
 

“Think again, Gil. It takes all types to make up the gay world.” Manning was in teaching mode. “Mark is an excellent submissive in his sex play. I know it, and so does his Master, Dan.”
 

Everyone blinked for a moment. Then I went down on Mr. Thompson and gave him a great blow job. Gil was invited to try out on my dick, now fully alert and ready for business. He was clumsy and over eager, but soon I came all over his face. I didn’t think he was quite ready for my cum in his mouth and stomach.
 

Then followed a brief interlude for showers and food. After we’d eaten, I was put in chastity and forced to watch while Manning started on Gil’s cock and balls and slid one finger into his asshole. The stimulation was enough to send him over the edge for the first time. Some further education in ass play with lube and toys ended with Gil taking his first plug with that wonderful mixture of pain and pleasure. He shot a second time, all over himself.
 

Manning was delighted with his student’s progress, and the three of us went up to his bedroom. We were both clamped with light clothes pins and were encouraged to play with one another’s genitals, while Manning lightly used a baby flogger on our ass cheeks and shoulders.
 

It was then my cell phone rang and I had to excuse myself. As I turned to leave, out of chastity and hastily in clothes, I looked over at Manning caressing an excited Gil. Both had hard cocks again. They were going to enjoy their evening together.
 

By the time I got back to Dan’s condo, he had calmed down. But he shuddered as he told me Clint’s terrible story of Tommy’s murder. He lay in my arms on his bed, shaking for some time before I could get him into a warm shower and then off to sleep. As far as I knew, nothing in Dan’s previous life -- and his experiences had been extensive -- had brought him into close contact with such vicious sadism, except his previous encounters with members of Group7. I vowed to get them this time, to protect my partner, my family, and the world in general.
 

When we got to the MC Church for Tommy’s Celebration of Life service the following morning, Dan had calmed down, but he strode in with determination in his eyes. June Blanchard came over to welcome us and to introduce us to her brother. John was an older, hatchet-faced man with little of the charm and innocence of his siblings. Still, he was there, being polite to the mixed cast of characters who were present.
 

There was a group from Parade Studios—a producer or two, Will’s assistant Teresa, and some of the guards—and a large floral tribute from Will that looked completely out of place. A group of men in expensive leathers were presumably fellow bikers. Some body-builder types and other gym bunnies represented the healthier side of Tommy’s life, and then there were Clint Walker and Erich von Sommerfeld, presumably representing Group7. Erich smiled unpleasantly at us; Clinton seemed out of it, pale and dazed-looking. Maybe he was on meds or crystal meth or just hung over, I couldn’t tell.
 

The service got underway. We sat towards the back to observe. No one looked a likely suspect, but I’ve learned to just watch people’s body movements. The minister invited members of the congregation to share memories of Tommy. June was first, almost trembling but holding on. She told the history of Tommy’s wonderful waterfall tattoo, which had been inspired by a visit they had made to Hawaii and the Seven Sisters waterfall on the Hana Highway in Maui. The producer type read a message from Will, how he was “too broken up to attend,” but would always value the friendship of “his pal Tommy.” It didn’t ring really true. A body-builder mumbled on about training together and his inspiration from Tommy.
 

Then Dan was on his feet. “Don’t worry; I’ve cleared this with the captain.” He stood near the pulpit, feet planted firmly apart, back ramrod straight.
 

“My name is Dan Fortunato. I’m a homicide detective in the LAPD, and I’m investigating Tommy’s murder. That’s right, his murder.
 

“But I’m here today rather to honor his memory as a fellow Leatherman and friend. I only met him briefly, but I know firsthand how generous and giving he was to me personally and, I’m sure, to many of you. He helped me through a difficult time with his care and solicitude. Those are not common qualities in today’s world, and I want him to be remembered for them.
 

“We need help from all of you here today, to help solve his tragic and violent death. Tommy did not deserve to die that way, and I want you to help me avenge him by finding, putting on trial, and imprisoning his killers. Anything you tell me will be in confidence, and you can be protected.
 

“I will be at the back of the church. On Tommy’s behalf, I thank you.”
 

Head held high, looking neither left nor right, he marched back down the aisle. I have never felt prouder of him, and the audience seemed to murmur in approval. At the end of the service two or three came over to talk to Dan, and I gave him his space. Then June came over, kissed and hugged him. The brother, looking thoughtful, shook his hand vigorously. Clint Walker made a beeline for him, rather shakily, but was soon steered away by von Sommerfeld, and the two were arguing as they left.
 

We went back to the station with some Chinese takeout for lunch. I think Dan was a bit disappointed that no one had come forward with some new details of the killing. Then he remembered the customer in Johnny Pasta’s restaurant, who’d overheard Clint’s ‘confession’. He took some tracking down, but in the end, he agreed to come in and provide a statement about what he’d heard.
 

“Dan, you need to write down as much of Clint’s story as you can remember now.”
 

“But I don’t think it can be used in evidence.”
 

“It will corroborate the other guy’s statement, and it may help Clint later—if you want to.”
 

“How so, Mark?”
 

“To me, it sounds as though Clint didn’t intend to kill Tommy, just to rough him up and enjoy some hard sex play. It was the other men who seem to have deliberately set about murdering him. But on whose orders?”
 

“You may be right. Perhaps I can get Clint to talk to me again. I think one of them was Ivan, Erich’s tough-looking houseman. And the others? I don’t know. I sense Erich’s fingerprints again, but the slime ball himself is still free.”
 

“Well, write up your report, as you’ve told me. Then there’s some record of your conversation with Clint.”
 

We were finishing our sweet and sour pork when my cell rang. It was my daughter, Mary, sounding upset and frightened. I frowned. My heart lurched.
 

“Calm down, kitten, and tell me slowly. What’s happened to you?”
 

“These two men came and took me away from school in the lunch break. They brought me in a car to this factory place, and I’m in a strange room with another man. I have to tell you to come and get me, Daddy, or he’s going to hurt me. Please hurry, Daddy, I’m afraid of them…”
 

Another voice cut it, a male authoritative voice that I’d heard before. “You heard her, Lieutenant, and I mean every word. So get yourself into your uniform and get over here, before I feel a need to damage your daughter.”
 

My voice was ice. “All right, Erich, that’s enough. Where are you and what do you want?”
 

“I want you, and I want you to invite our mutual friend, Manning Thompson, to join us. Don’t alert your LAPD colleagues or the media. We listen to police band radio. Come alone, in full uniform, and hurry up about it.”
 

“But where the fuck are you?”
 

“I’m in my old movie studio. It’s a warehouse over here in Chatsworth, not far away from your house. The address is 21750 San Jose, near Canoga and Devonshire. Got that—21750 San Jose, and I’m giving you thirty minutes. I’ll allow Mr. Thompson an hour. Come through the front door and ask the receptionist for me. Make certain you’re alone, and don’t be late. I don’t want to have to hurt this pretty little thing, but you know me.”
 

“Daddy, please.”
 

“Kitten, I’m coming.” But the phone was dead.
 

I turned around and Dan was staring at me in dismay. “You’re not going alone to meet him, are you?”
 

“He’s got his dirty hands on Mary.”
 

“Fucking hell. Shit. Okay. How do we help?”
 

“I’ve to go alone and in uniform. Oh, and to invite Manning too, but not you. God knows what’s in his perverted mind, but it won’t be a social engagement.”
 

“I’ll get back-up, and we all go together.”
 

“And risk Mary’s life with Erich? No, Sir, this has to be my show. And he’s listening to the police chatter, so he’d know you were coming.”
 

“But he doesn’t know you’re here at the station now, does he? I’ll tell the captain, and we’ll just bring a small tactical unit. No radios, no noise.”
 

“Maybe—ask the captain. I’ll need at least twenty minutes inside to check on Mary and gauge the situation. Keep it low and fast, if you must come. I’ve got to get going. He only gave me thirty minutes to change and get to the studio. 
 

“In case something happens, I love you, Dan, and, please, look after the girls for me.”
 

“Of course I promise—and I love you too, man. We won’t let anything serious happen to you, lover-man. Just keep your head down.”
 

I almost forgot to call Manning, who fortunately was in his office. As I drove, I gave him the situation. Without a pause, he was in. “Of course I’ll be there, Mark, and I won’t start making noises here, only very low-key like getting Gil Richter involved.”
 

“Remember—come alone and no cavalry behind you. It’s just my head and yours that the bastard wants. Thank you, Manning, it’s above and beyond, but I sure appreciate it. Got to go now.”
 

“Don’t worry, Mark. We’ll nail the mother-fucker this time.”
 

It took me ten minutes to get home, ten minutes to change. I was all fingers and thumbs with my new lieutenant’s outfit. Why did he want me in uniform? I almost forgot my hat, and I almost took my weapon with me. I was out of the door in Reseda when I remembered Edith. Was this the day she had a major conference at school? I called her cell to say that I knew about Mary and was “dealing with it.” Hopefully it would all be over before she got home. Except what ending did Erich have in mind?
 

San Jose is a meandering Chatsworth street of small factories, car repair shops, odd retail stores, and warehouses on both sides. Most of the buildings seemed to be occupied and open at that hour of the day. Number 21750 was a solid-looking gray concrete building, but not my idea of a movie studio, even for porn films. I parked on the street close by, using my official parking pass. I made it into the small reception area with one minute to go. A bottle blond sat behind a desk, doing his fingernails.
 

“Hello, I’m here to see Erich.”
 

“Oooh, I just love a uniform, and that looks real, too.”
 

He pushed a button on the desk. A door swung open in the back wall. “Have a good time.” 
 

I walked into an empty soundstage, and my footsteps echoed on concrete. Dim light filtered in through a couple of high dirty windows. There was an illuminated window at the far end, casting its light on the floor. There seemed to be a room behind it. I moved towards it. Suddenly there was a disembodied voice. “Welcome to my lair, Lieutenant. Right on time, I’m delighted to see, and in uniform as ordered.” There must be loud speakers and mics somewhere above my head.
 

“I’m always on time, Erich. Now I’d like to see Mary.”
 

“Come over here. Look through the glass, and you can see one another.”
 

The room had been a dressing room or a rest area for actors or crew or something like that, I guessed. Now, it contained my daughter and my enemy—as I’d come to regard Erich von Sommerfeld. In one corner sat a more animated Clint Walker, talking quietly to Mary. Erich moved over to Mary, turning her towards me as I peered through the window. She looked frightened, and she’d been crying, but otherwise she seemed unharmed as far as I could see. She looked up and suddenly noticed me.
 

“Daddy, you’re here!”
 

“Yes, kitten, and I’m here to take you back home—in a little while.”
 

“You’re wearing your new uniform. Is this something special?”
 

“This gentleman and I have some business to settle first—police business. That’s why the uniform. Are you all right, kitten?”
 

“Yes, Mr. Walker here gave me some juice and cookies, but I’d really like to go home soon, Daddy. I don’t like the other men; they’re not kind.”
 

“Now you see, she’s fine, Mark. Okay, Daddy and I will get on with our business. You just sit and watch some television with Clint over there.”
 

A thick wooden blind suddenly dropped and closed off the room. Instead lights began to turn on in the studio, lights that must’ve been preset to illuminate one area of the stage, decorated with some S&M type equipment, which was already set up.
 

So that was why Erich had changed into black leather and boots. I checked him out as he came through another door. There seemed to be several exits and entrances to this building. I’ve never seen him in gear before, and it was definitely tailor-made to conceal his paunch. This time he wasn’t alone.
 

“This is my houseman and my right-hand slave, Ivan. You met him yesterday. This is Vasily, and this is Bubba. They are my camera assistants, and they have other uses too.
 

“Raise your arms, Mark, so they can start restraining you. How helpful of you to bring your own handcuffs. Cuff him in front, Bubba. Vasily, lower the chains And spread his feet, so that we can anchor him to the floor rungs.”
 

His assistants seemed very experienced, and I was quickly and fully stretched out—and helpless. I tried pulling on the overhead chain and only hurt my wrists where the cuffs had been very tightly closed.
 

“So what do you really want from me, Erich?”
 

He came closer and started unbuttoning my shirt very slowly. “I thought you’d never ask. You, Lieutenant Farrell, will be the star of the porn movie I’m going to tape this afternoon. It’s the story of a cop gone bad, who needs BDSM sex all the time.”
 

He pulled my shirt open and unzipped my pants. He smiled as he felt that wriggling penis in my briefs. He soon had it and my balls out on display, pulling on my shaft, which was always ready to stiffen up and play. He moved behind me and started playing with my nipples, pinching them so that they stood out proudly from my furry chest.
 

“Mein Gott, I didn’t realize how much hair you have, Mark. We must get some close-ups while we clamp you and flog your chest. You know in porn movies the sex has to be real, and you’ll have to perform well, if you hope to please me.”
 

“Why are you doing this?” I whispered as he continued to play with my torso, arousing me despite myself.
 

“Well, I’ve had my eye on your body for quite a while, thinking what it would be like to fuck you, as I fucked that sexy hot partner of yours. God, what I’d give to make you both perform together.
 

“But the main reason for today’s taping, and the Blu-Ray that will be widely distributed next week, is to discredit you, Lieutenant, to show you in your LAPD uniform behaving like a male sex-pig for the camera, to degrade and humiliate you. When the time comes for you to testify in court, you will have been disgraced, and no one will believe your testimony, because you’ll have been seen sucking cock and being punked along with your friend, Manning Thompson. He’ll be here soon, so I’m reliably told. And you’re going to show me some of the things you did with each other in New York City. After this, his high legal skills will be of no use to him, because everyone will have seen what a perverted faggot he is too. They say the camera doesn’t lie, Mark, as you’ll find out to your cost, when you’re terminated with prejudice from the LAPD.”
 

“You won’t get away with it, Erich. You can’t force us to perform for your camera, and no-one will believe the results.”
 

“Oh, but I can, as long as your daughter is sitting in that room, waiting for me and my men.”
 

It was diabolically clever. He didn’t want to soil his hands by killing us. But he could completely ruin our professional standing and ensure that we lost our jobs.
 

“Now you know my plans. If you both perform well—and the material on the tape is money shots, then I might let you go free tonight. Enough of talking. Let’s roll some tape. Vasily, pull down his pants and shorts. I want to see that cock and balls pointing to the sky. Bubba, try finger-fucking him for me. Let’s get that hole stretched open before your main action. Ivan, my camera, please.”
 

I hadn’t really checked out his assistants. They were all as tall as me. Ivan even topped me by a couple of inches. None of them was exactly handsome. Bubba, with a long facial scar and broken nose, was positively ugly. They were all stripped for action, bare-chested with strong pecs and washboard abs. All three were wearing leather chaps and black combat boots with their genitals swinging freely in the cool air of the studio.
 

They were beginning to feel each other up and grunting with pleasure as they squeezed balls and nipples. I could almost smell the testosterone in the small lighted space, and so could my own prick.
 

Erich was moving among us, shooting general footage to set the erotic scene. I was hanging helplessly chained in place.
 

“Vasily—cut his shirt-back in places so that I can see his fur. Now round the front—good. Let’s see his tits as well, and get your clamps ready. Ivan, take one of the floggers and start to work on Mark’s shoulders and ass, and make it pay.” 
 

Ivan did just that, using the heavy flogger to lacerate my back. He moved down slowly from my shoulders to my ass. I tried to resist, but found myself getting sucked into the scene, twisting my body to avoid the blows, moaning and shouting when contact was made and pain blazed down my back.
 

“For the love of God, guys, gag me, stick a gag or a jock or something in my mouth. I don’t want my daughter to hear me like this.”
 

“No gag for you, Mark. This is a reality show. Right, Ivan—now you come round and work on Mark’s chest, but switch to the riding crop. I want to see the red lines show up through the fur. Bubba, back to his ass again and shove in three fingers—that’s great. I caught Mark jerking nicely. Move your fingers around in him. I’m catching close-ups of his face. Great, Mark, maybe you’ll have a second career in porn.”
 

I was doing my best not to cry out loudly, biting my lips to prevent Mary from hearing me in the throes of pleasure/pain. As usual, I was sweating up a storm, and my dick was as hard as ever, with the first beads of precum sliding off my piss slit.
 

“Right, Bubba, stroke yourself up and slide a rubber on, so we can get going on the fuck. Get yourself in position, but wait for my signal to penetrate him.”
 

I groaned miserably, both worried and excited by the prospect of such a fucking. I didn’t have to wait long.
 

Bubba must’ve had one of the biggest penises I’d ever encountered in my limited experience. The mushroom head was so large, he had to shove and strain to get inside me. Frankly, I tried to help by pushing out. There was little point in avoiding the inevitable at this stage. He only got it in when Vasily came round front and savaged my tits with sharpened metal clamps. Pain moved from anus to nipples. Bubba made it through to my sphincter and then took a breath as I tried to accommodate him. Then the log began to push up inside me. The pain was incredible. I was dry, and he was huge. I was sure he was going to tear me open, and he was relentless.
 

Ivan swam back into my sight, seizing my head and forcing his tongue into my mouth. I swallowed him and air as he began to work in one orifice while Bubba worked in the other. I was spluttering and gasping from one attack and moaning and sweating as the weapon continued right up my passage. By now I was hanging in the chains, my wrists bruised and hammered by my own handcuffs. But there was no reprieve, no mercy.
 

Bubba was finally fully in place. My sore ass cheeks could feel his pubes. Immediately he was sliding down to my exit—fuck, that hurt almost as much. Then my original training snapped in, and I clenched my ass muscles to keep him inside me. He climbed back up the whole way. He was enjoying himself. I could hear him grumbling and chuckling. I wanted to hurry his climax to save myself, so I moved with him, and it was working. He was getting too excited to slow down, thrusting and withdrawing in a near frenzy. Amazingly my passage seemed to be more or less stretching to accommodate him. My own cock was thrusting blindly into the air.
 

“Don’t let him cum yet, Ivan. Slap his cock and balls. He’s not to cum. Good, that’s better. Twist his balls with that large fist of yours. Yes, great shot of pain on Mark’s face. Open your mouth and moan out loud, you stupid policeman.”
 

I wouldn’t give him that satisfaction, but Bubba in my backside had both of us totally into the action. I was shaking and splattering sweat everywhere. He was bellowing and gasping, too. Finally I felt him give one brutal and powerful shove and let loose a torrent of his jism into the rubber inside me.
 

“Pull out, Bubba, out now. I want to see the last of your cum dripping onto his ass cheeks and the floor. That’s the shot. Great, guys.
 

“Now for next sequence. Vasily, cut Mark’s pants and briefs off him. Mind that bouncing dick, we’ll need it later. Okay, release the winch and lower his arms. Not too far, you idiots. Line him up with Ivan’s prick. Good—his mouth’s at the right level. Put the police hat back on our lieutenant here.
 

“Right, you know what to do there, cop cock-sucker. I’ve heard you’re good at that, Mark. Open wide, and Ivan will shove his pole into your waiting mouth. Now swallow and start sucking.”
 

Yes, I was a good cock-sucker, and usually I enjoyed servicing my lovers or my Master. But Ivan was none of those; he was in the enemy camp and a stranger. I was given no choice. Down on my knees, arms still cuffed above my head, my hat pressed down just above my eyes, I had to use my skills on Ivan’s thick weapon. He was excited by the challenge and thrust hard. I rolled my tongue and saliva around his heavily veined penis and sucked as ordered. We were both soon breathing hard, as I tried to keep my lips closed around him, and he tried to slither in and out of my mouth. He only needed a few minutes of stimulation before reaching out and grabbing my head.
 

“I’m gonna shoot, Master.”
 

“Pull out and fucking well shoot, idiot,” shouted Erich.
 

I was beyond caring, beyond humiliation, as Ivan stepped back and used his hands to direct his prick-hose to shoot cum into my mouth and on me. Erich moved in for close-up shots of my face and the LAPD hat on my head. What did it matter now? What fucking difference did it make? By now the video had ruined my life and career anyhow—a cock-sucking, butt-fucked LAPD lieutenant. The winch was lowered again, and I collapsed on the floor. And my own dick betrayed me by staying hard throughout it all. Now both my holes had been filled by the assistants of my enemy, and I felt sick because some part of me seemed to like part of this abuse.
 

“So, Erich, you’re playing your usual fun and games?” The stentorian tones of Manning Thompson were unmistakable. “Making a new porn flick and using my friend, Mark, as star—how clever! And I suppose I’m here to do the sequel— Son of Mark. All right, Erich, let’s get on with it. You want me to undress now or on camera? I know what you’re planning. This is the ultimate humiliation and degradation—the best way to skin the beast.”
 

I was amazed at his audacity, and so was Erich for a moment, but he soon rallied.
 

“You excite me, Manning. I didn’t think this was really your scene, but you’re really into it. The camera is still running. My associates will remove your clothes. Just stand there by that pillar for a few moments. Okay, guys, take your knives out and cut Mr. Thompson’s suit, shirt, and everything else off, gradually and painfully.”
 

I lay there turned on, as Manning was held in a half nelson by Ivan while the other two assistants cut away his expensive clothing. The only reaction on his face was when the knife went in too far and stabbed his flesh. Halfway through, Ivan flung him around, so they could work on his back. Soon he was more naked than I, still in shreds of my uniform.
 

“Drag him over to the fucking wooden horse and give Mark a strong whiff of poppers. I need him upright and erect again. Where’s our other guest?”
 

I was pulled to my feet and took my first-ever hit of poppers. The effect was to make me shake my head, walk over to Manning, and kiss him hard. He winked at me and kissed me back. I don’t think that’s what Erich was planning. Then out of the room where Mary was presumably still watching television walked Clint Walker, also in black leather.
 

“Now I get to meet Mark in person and the great Manning Thompson. Well, you both live up to your reputations. Heavy muscled and heavy hung.”
 

He came over and swatted both objects. Then I looked into his eyes and there was nothing there. Whatever he was on that afternoon, I thought Clinton’s soul must’ve left his body. That didn’t seem to bother Erich. 
 

“Okay, get Manning onto the horse and tie him down. I’m going to tape the action, so make sure his ass is high in the air and his head strapped down at the other end. Now, Clint and Mark—stand behind him, so that you’re in the background while Ivan flogs Manning tied down on the horse. Clint, your role is to get Mark excited again.”
 

“Always happy to oblige, Erich. Shit, that was a great fuck scene you just played, boy. Your Master would be fucking proud of you, and I’ll bet Bubba’s fuck monster is the biggest tool you’ve ever seen, let alone taken. Turn around, and let me see your fucking hole. Spread your cheeks for me. No sign of any blood, so I think you’ll fucking survive.
 

“Shit, nice ass you got there too. Hope I might get to try you out this afternoon, boy. I need some proper fucking exercise. You know, I think you’re even bigger than Dan, my man. That was one great sixty-nine session we had together that Sunday, but I’ve not managed a follow-up yet, you’ll be glad to hear.
 

“I think they’ve warmed up that fuck Manning using their fucking crops this time. Looks like some great red lines on that pale ass of his. Shit, I think they’re probably just about ready for us.”
 

“Get over here, you two. I need the both of you fully erect for action, and slide rubbers on each other too.”
 

By now, I was beginning to feel tired, but another hit of poppers brought me around, and the poppers and the scent of sex all around me were getting me excited and erect enough. Clint and I massaged one another and rolled the ribbed condoms over our quivering cocks. By now, I was confused as to who was going to do what to whom. Erich just kept on taping, zeroing in on any part of the action that appealed to him and roaring orders to everyone.
 

“Right, Manning is pumped for fucking—and that will be your pleasure, Mark.”
 

“But I can’t. He’s my friend, not some trick. Besides he’s a Top, and I’m just a bottom.”
 

“Mark, stop being a fucking jerk. If that’s your last word, collar him, boys, and drag him over there by the chain.”
 

I tried to struggle, but Ivan was too fast. The leather collar went round my neck and was locked shut. A thick chain was attached by Vasily, who pulled me over to where Manning lay stretched and restrained. His hole was greased—had he done that himself?—and winking at me. My cock surged forward again.
 

“I’m sorry, Manning, my friend. I didn’t ask to fuck you.” I shouted loudly for some reason, “Erich’s making me do it.”
 

“Hold it a second, guys. Bubba, get a gag in his mouth. Yes, that thick leather one. I don’t want additional fucking useless dialogue on the soundtrack. Good—cinch it tight. Let me get a close-up of the gorgeous, gagged mouth, Mark. Now get his penis lined up. It’s certainly hard enough. Fuck, get it in there, Mark. Right—great penetration shot. Now ease him down on Manning, as he rams home. Yes, good. Now his chain goes round Thompson’s neck. That way they can strangle one another if they’re not careful. That would be a great shot.
 

“Okay, Bubba, flog his ass some more. Get those cheeks rosy red for the camera. Nice action. Now all you have to do is to fuck him, Mark. Even a bottom should know how to fuck. Is that what you did in New York? No? Well, give it a whirl; you seem to be enjoying it right now.”
 

And to my amazement and horror, I was. I was getting a kick out of fucking a good friend and a powerful Master. My world had been turned upside down in one afternoon. At least I was learning not to be a sexual stereotype. I guess I could fuck with the best, if driven to it by lust and poppers.
 

“Right, get Clint ready. Yeah, let me get a ‘cock and balls in his leather breeches’ shot. You’ve already got your knob glistening, must be your precum spreading around. Right, you know what to do—ram it home in Mark, Clint. It should be a breeze after Bubba’s been up there.”
 

Maybe I was more open for the second fuck, maybe I was relaxed by the poppers. Clinton had a good-sized fireplug prick, but it was in me and up me in no time. I think I was fully mounted in three minutes. He began to fuck in earnest. It felt good in me, so I began to fuck Manning underneath me, and that action felt good too. He groaned and moaned to me, “Take me, Mark. Make me proud of my boy.”
 

I was so surprised that I stopped in mid-fuck for a moment. Then his ass muscles clenched my pole, and I woke up and started drilling into him like he called for. It was exciting and invigorating, even better than Clinton’s pistol banging around my rear end. But he was no slouch either. His hands gripped my hips, and he was shoving me hard, and so I was shoving hard into Manning.
 

This level of fucking was new to me, and I could feel my balls getting ready to spew out my cum stream. My body was bucking, and Clint was holding me tight, cursing loudly and pistoning equally vigorously. 
 

The fire leapt between us. It was another form of “the rapture”, but I was controlling it this time. Full of poppers and lust, I desperately felt the need to fuck and be fucked. So I tightened my ass muscles, and I surged forward.
 

As I filled Manning, I felt Clint make that final effort and knew he had orgasmed too, sending hot cream into the rubber up my battered passage for the second time that afternoon.
 

We lay there on top of one another and panted while Erich was still running around taking shots of each of us twitching and shuddering with tiny post orgasms. Finally, levering himself up to his feet and patting my head in the process, Clint staggered upright and away from me.
 

Then all hell broke loose. “Freeze. LAPD. Police. Stay where you are.” For a moment or so, everybody froze in the enchanted circle, lit by the spots and incandescent lamps, as dark figures moved rapidly towards us. Then Erich snarled and moved towards the door of the room where Mary hopefully was still watching TV.
 

I struggled to pull myself to my feet, but my neck chain was still tied round Manning’s neck, and I couldn’t free myself. Clint was faster. With a squeal, he flung himself on Erich before he could reach the door. He started to slide down Erich’s body, but he still held on. Erich started hitting him with the weapon in his hand. The camera was comparatively lightweight, but it was still a powerful weapon. Clint held on with all his strength as Erich battered his head ever more desperately. Finally he groaned and sank to the floor, blood pooling from his head.
 

It all happened in seconds, as I tried to unfasten my neck chain. Erich struggled back on his feet, took two steps towards the door. A gun barked, and he clutched his groin and fell back again.
 

By then, I was free and racing to the other room, as familiar faces swam by me. I flung open the door, and Mary looked up, startled, from the noisy TV set.
 

“Daddy, it’s you again. Can we go home now, please?”
 

“Yes, kitten, we can go home. I think it’s over.”
 

“Daddy, have you seen yourself? You’re a real mess. You got no clothes on, and you’re very dirty.”
 

I started to laugh, hysterically I have to admit, and hugged her tightly just the same. And she hugged me back just as fiercely.
 

Dan stepped into the room, his weapon still in his hand. Now I knew who shot Erich von Sommerfeld, but I hoped the wound wasn’t fatal. He hugged the pair of us and kissed me over Mary’s head.
 

Next through the door, to my surprise, was my LAPD colleague, Marge Donahue, with a couple of blankets in her hands. “I thought you could use one of these, Mark. I’ll keep an eye on Mary for you, if you like, while you tidy up some loose ends.”
 

“Thank you, Marge. This is a present I really appreciate!”
 

Together with Dan and the other blanket, I returned to the soundstage. There was more light and less confusion. Captain Anderson had taken charge, and order was being restored. By the wooden horse, Sergeant Gil Richter was finishing untying Manning and helping him to his feet. Silently I handed over the other blanket to him. Then we hugged and kissed one another, before I moved over to thank Gil similarly. “Now we settled the scores, Manning. My life for yours today. Bless you and thank you.”
 

The three thugs were already cuffed in one corner and their rights read to them, while Erich, blood smeared and lying on the ground, was once again shouting for his lawyer. I watched as Manning, draped in his brown blanket, marched over there and read him the riot act. “If I can manage it, I will ensure that no reputable lawyer will want to represent you in any court, certainly not from our firm and not for any amount of money.”
 

There was one thing I had to know, and I walked over to a body already covered with a blanket. I pulled it back, and, as I feared, Clint Walker lay dead, his head terribly battered. Pieces of the video camera lay scattered around him. I turned to look up at Dan, who nodded somberly. “I think he gave his life to save Mary. He was in the room earlier with her, and for whatever reason, he didn’t want Erich to harm her. God rest his brave soul.” 
 

“Amen to that. Come on, Mark. It’s time to go home.”
 

“Now we’re even,” I murmured to him. “First I saved your skin, then you saved mine. Thank you, my lover, my Master, my man.” 
 

“At least I no longer have to feel beholden to you anymore.”
 

The captain came over to finish complimenting his team and to check me over. I hitched up the blanket to hide my sore lower half, although nothing could hide my bleeding back.
 

“You two should stop causing so much havoc with your cases and putting yourselves in harm’s way. Still, you’ve found the answer to a couple of complicated and difficult cases, so I congratulate you both. You were right about von Sommerfeld, but that was a very dangerous way to prove your point.”
 

“Yes, Captain, too dangerous, when my own innocent family becomes exposed to the demons of a man like von Sommerfeld. I don’t know that I want to involve them or indeed any of us with that kind of menace again.”
 

“I understand, Mark, but I think you need to relax and take it easy for a few days and I hope then you’ll see things in a brighter light. Oh, I noticed a shower in the back there, if you’re willing to try it with Dan’s help. Then collect your daughter, go home, and rest up. We’ll call you when we need you to come in. A great job completed once again by both of you.”
 

Dan steered me away from the captain and in the direction of the shower. “Sure you want to try it with your back and ass in the condition they’re in?”
 

“Well, it couldn’t hurt much more—and I’d like to tidy up before I frighten Mary and then Edith too much more.”
 

“I’ve already talked to Edith and reassured her that Mary, as well as you and I, are all safe. I didn’t say you were unharmed, as you look really beaten up, but the shower should help. Edith wants us home for an early dinner and to bring anyone you would like to invite.”
 

“Well, thanking Manning properly would be good and Gil too. But I’m not sure about bringing them home to Reseda; it doesn’t compare with Manning’s place in the Hollywood Hills.”
 

“For fuck’s sake, Mark, stop being such a snob. I think Erich must’ve scrambled your brains as well as your back. They’d love to meet your family and to hash over this afternoon’s events. You have a nice home, and it’s warm and friendly, and that’s what matters, as I’m sure Manning understands. Come on, get in the shower, while I alert them about dinner, and we try to find you both some decent clothes.”
 

While I carefully let my body relax under a slightly warm shower, I washed off the dirt, blood, and cum and gently soaked my back and asshole. It certainly felt good. As I stepped out, Manning was waiting for me with a towel and ointment from some first aid kit.
 

“Here you are, Mark, it isn’t on the level of the Royalton, but we’ll have you clean and those welts seen to by your own private Dom doctor. Then I’m getting in the shower, and Gil will serve me in turn. We’d like to look relatively respectable to meet your family.”
 

“Let me tell you now, Manning, how much I appreciate what you did for me this afternoon. It was an act of courage beyond friendship, and you might have been killed. I’ll always appreciate it.”
 

“Well, thank you, Mark. I was glad to help and pay off the other part of my debt to you. While I can’t say I enjoyed it all, it was an exciting afternoon for a staid old attorney like me.”
 

We both started laughing at the ridiculous sight we presented—two husky naked men, bruised and battered in the pursuit of justice.
 

The challenge of clothing us was met by finding the street clothes of Erich’s gang. I ended up in Ivan’s rather expensive T-shirt, Bubba’s pants, and my own LAPD shoes, while Manning was outfitted courtesy of Vasily, who was about the right size. 
 

By the time I’d collected Mary and thanked Marge for looking after her, the warehouse was almost empty again, with markers and police tape to show where the afternoon’s torture had taken place. Clint’s body had been removed, although there was still blood on the concrete floor. Erich and his rogue assistants, still semi-naked despite their protests, had been taken away to jail or the jail hospital.
 

“You look much better, Daddy, now that you’ve showered. I’ve met Mr. Thompson and Sergeant Gil, as they want me to call them, and we’re all going home for pizza and ice cream. I’m really hungry, since I had to miss lunch at school.”
 

She seemed to be recovering nicely, and we all chuckled.
 

“How did you get here, Manning?”
 

“I took a taxi. It didn’t seem a good idea to bring the Bentley to the unknown back streets of Chatsworth.”
 

“All the way from downtown? It must have cost a fortune.”
 

“Well, you told me I had only an hour to get here, so there wasn’t much alternative. Gil will give me a ride to your place, I’m sure, and a lift back home later.” The two of them smiled at one another, and Gil blushed slightly.
 

We piled into various cars, left a few uniforms at the crime scene collecting more evidence, and I led the convoy to my home.
 

Edith had the front door open with Wolf beside her on a leash, as I pulled into the driveway. She hid her concern well and hugged and kissed everyone in turn, including Manning and Gil who seemed to be delighted. I flinched when she hugged me, and she noticed but said nothing. 
 

Dan took drink orders with Mary assisting, while I sat quietly and drank in the sights and smells of home. At one time that afternoon, I had wondered whether I would see it again. Then Manning insisted on a quick tour of the house, and, of course, had to ask about Blythe and our life together.
 

The evening went very well. My appetite returned with Edith’s special pizzas and salads. Manning and I provided a very heavily edited version of our afternoon with Erich, and I thanked everyone again for rescuing Mary and myself. Dan told how he gathered up the rescue team and how the “bad guys” were all in jail. Edith hurried Mary off to bed after she’d had two helpings of chocolate chip ice cream, leaving us alone to fill in the blanks of the torture session.
 

I mentioned my concern about my professional responsibilities leaking into my private life from both the family and the sexual sides. Granted Erich’s vengeance was extreme, but the whole sordid Group7 cases and their complications were making me think for the first time of leaving the LAPD.
 

The others were surprised at my vehemence, and Manning suggested, like the captain, that I needed rest and the chance to work out my priorities. On that note, he and Gil left, after he, in turn, thanked me for my hospitality and “for my glamorous life of high adventure and piggy sex”.
 

“You have a lovely family, Mark. I envy you them and your peaceful home. Look after them—they’re the really important part of life—oh, and this hot guy you’re lucky enough to be partnered with. Come along Gil, the night is young, and you can come and service me, although I’m definitely bruised this evening. Fuck, this is probably also the last night I can claim any form of protection from the LAPD. Shit.” And he led an embarrassed Sergeant Richter away.
 

Dan took me by the hand and led me to the shower again. We washed each other gently, and he took another look at my back and sighed.
 

“Fuck, Erich really had it in for you, lover-man. I’ll put some stronger ointment on the worst of the stripes, but you won’t be lying on your back for a while.”
 

“But I can still lie on my side, and at least you can kiss me and hold me gently.”
 

He chuckled, “Always the optimist. That’s one of the things I love about you, Mark, amongst some other sexier qualities. But for tonight, I’m limiting myself to some relatively chaste kisses and a couple of careful hugs.
 

“I’m just so glad to have you back alive and more or less in good condition. This time I was afraid for you, Mark, with that bastard Erich, and I aim to be sure to keep you out of harm’s way in the future, whenever I can.”
 

That night we lay there together, kissing and cuddling like any other vanilla, gay couple. I thanked God for my family, including my lover-Master and for my rescue from the last of Group7.
 

The days that followed were long and complicated. Mary went back to school and talked at length to their shrink while I talked to an LAPD shrink. After the initial shock of her abduction had started to wear off, my daughter seemed to have been more concerned about my safety rather than her own. I stayed close to home for several days, listening to abject apologies from the school, explaining how Erich himself apparently had quietly slipped in and out with her during lunch. I delivered her to classes each morning, rested, and then picked her up after school every day; I felt we were reassuring one another. But soon the excitement of the upcoming Christmas holidays seemed to overwhelm any remaining apparent fears that she may have had.
 

For me, it was harder to shake off the whole episode. Oh, we could cure my bumps and bruises, and I even had HIV tests to make sure I hadn’t picked up any disease, and so did Dan, for safety as well as company. But I couldn’t get the gratuitous cruelty and degradation out of my mind or the disturbing fact that, in some weird way, my brain and body had enjoyed at least some of it.
 

Inevitably, there was all the paperwork to deal with from the crimes. The two captains were solicitous about “exhausting” me, as I entered into the computer all the facts and theories I had come up with for the two related cases. The Chief apparently was impressed, and there was talk of a commendation, but this time, the danger from the job had brushed too near the lives of those I loved. I thought seriously of leaving a job I had always enjoyed and in which I was proud to serve the community—and at which I was damned good.
 

Dan was wonderful. He was gentle and generous, allowing me my space and holding and caressing me at night as I tossed and turned in troubled sleep.
 

I believe it was then that the true meaning of our partnership began to sink home. Yes, there were the highs of our BDSM sex, but now there were also periods of laughter and gentle lovemaking, of exchanging thoughts and ideas that we hadn’t had time for before. Ours had been a whirlwind courtship in tumultuous times of professional danger to each of us. Now, we had leisure to appreciate the whole rounded, if imperfect, man in one another, and knew, increasingly, that this was what both of us wanted.
 

It was over three weeks later when we came up with a possible solution to our problems. Christmas and New Year had come and gone. We had celebrated all together, given thanks, exchanged presents, and welcomed in 2009. At that moment in time, we were staying in Palm Springs, an extended weekend in the desert vacation home of Manning Thompson. He had given over the main house to my family, while he and Gil stayed in the guest casita. We were sitting around the pool; actually Mary was lazing in the pool while the adults rested after the excellent lunch Edith had prepared. And it was she who brought up the subject.
 

“Eighty degrees—what wonderful weather this is for mid-January. It’s so restful and peaceful. I could live here all year round.”
 

“Well, it does get much warmer in the summer months,” murmured Manning.
 

“Then I suppose you go inside or work in an air-conditioned office and only come out again in the evenings.”
 

“And what would you do to earn a living?” queried Dan.
 

“I’m thinking of taking early retirement from school at the end of the next summer semester, but I don’t think I’ll want to just sit around and vegetate.”
 

I decided to put my two cents worth into the discussion. I’d had plenty of time to think while I recuperated from my whipping and sexual abuse. I’d decided that I really wanted to get away from the physical dangers to me and my family that my LAPD position seemed to be attracting. 
 

“Maybe I could get a transfer to the Palm Springs Police Department.”
 

Gil chuckled. “I don’t think that would be a good move for either you or Dan.”
 

“How about the sheriff’s department or the CHP?”
 

“Let me suggest something I’ve been mulling over for the past week.” Manning sat up and took off his sunglasses. “Have either of you thought of setting up shop as private investigators? You could do it here or in Los Angeles or wherever.”
 

“PIs? But we don’t know anything about that type of work,” Dan countered.
 

“Of course you do. Both of you have years of law enforcement experience, with a military background before that. In a sense you’d be continuing in the same line of business, hopefully without having to put yourself in the same kind of physical danger again. It’s just a suggestion.”
 

I sat up too. “It’s a good suggestion, except I don’t know where to start. Would we need a license to practice? Where would we find clients? Or an office?”
 

Manning held up his hand. “I know you two have enough energy and initiative to sort all that crap out. It’s not something you have to get organized by next week.
 

“What put it in my mind was that the firm needed to hire a local investigator out here, but we couldn’t find the right person for a delicate missing person case we were handling. You, Mark, or you, Dan, would have been the solution for us, but of course, you’re still part of the LAPD.”
 

Dan had sat up too. We looked at one another, and I felt my mind click into gear for the first time in almost a month. “It’s a very good suggestion, Manning. Fuck, excuse me, Edith, I can see us now—Farrell and Fortunato, Palm Springs PIs. You know, security and investigation work are growing fields for a number of industries. We both have talents to bring to the table—Mark’s better with strategy and computers, and I’m better with surveillance and weaponry. Yes, I think we could learn what’s needed, and I’d like to set up shop right here in the sun. But we’d need contacts as well as clients.”
 

Manning beamed at both of us. “As I said, my firm makes use of a lot of investigators, and I could help you with your initial clients.”
 

“But we’d need an office—an operating base, and a home if we move here.” I was starting to get excited about this possibility.
 

“Well, again, that shouldn’t be a problem with property values being part of the downturn in today’s economy. I can even think of a couple of suitable places now on the market.”
 

“Whoa, Manning, thank you for this suggestion. Yes, we’ll think about it seriously, but it would take us six months to disengage from our LAPD commitments, especially the additional cases involving von Sommerfeld directly. Then we’d have to sell the Reseda house, and I don’t know how either Edith or Mary feels about any of this. My daughter is recovering well from her ordeal with some professional help, as I am. Still we may need more time.”
 

“If I retire from school in the summer, and it has taken you six months to get the business set up, then I could become both a homemaker and office manager, if you need the help.”
 

“Of course we’d be delighted, wouldn’t we, Mark?”
 

“Yes,” I said thoughtfully, “and Mary will be moving to a new campus for middle school next fall, anyway. Maybe we could make this work for us. 
 

“Why are you doing this, Manning? I thought you’d be glad to be rid of us.”
 

He took off his sun hat and fanned himself with it. I thought that Manning always looked so well turned out. It must be in the breeding and upbringing.
 

“Professionally, as your informal adviser, I think it could be a good move for both of you. Personally, it would allow me to keep tabs on you. Life around you two guys always seems to be simmering and exciting, and I’d like that to continue.”
 

I laughed out loud. “I thought that’s what Gil was providing for you. Apologies, Gil, I shouldn’t go there. No, Manning, I think you’re good for us too—in a professional kind of way, of course.”
 

He smiled, put his hat back on, and twinkled at me. I knew what was on his mind by now, but he wasn’t getting into my pants again. Dan took care of all those needs for me and more.
 

“Well, I’m going to have a swim and a short nap. Dan and I have a date tonight, Edith, so we may be late.”
 

I took a running dive into the pool. Suddenly the future looked much brighter for the long-term, and, for the short-term, Dan had rented a local dungeon-space for the evening. Now that I was fully recovered physically, I intended to experience whatever he had in mind. I needed to complete my submission to him.
 

A few hours later I stood speechless at the door of this large room that Dan had rented as his dungeon-for-the-night. He wasted no time before shoving my half-naked body inside into the gloom.
 

“You have permission to look around after I tighten your harness and prepare you for this evening. Then we’ll get on with your final submission.”
 

I knew enough from past experience to mutter, “Yes, Sir.”
 

Dan swatted my naked ass with a large leather paddle. “What’s that? I can’t hear you.”
 

I raised my voice. “Sir, yes, Sir.”
 

“Louder, I still can’t hear you properly.”
 

I shouted, “SIR, YES, SIR.”
 

“That’s better—and that’s what I want to hear in reply to my questions, and that’s all I want to hear tonight. You understand me, boy?”
 

“SIR, YES, SIR.”
 

“Good. Then we’re off to a fine start. You must have felt me squeezing a thicker, more solid cock ring around your genitals—much better than that pathetic neoprene thing you were wearing before. I’ve cinched your harness much tighter. It now shows off your pecs and your nipples to better effect. It also keeps you posture-perfect and your butt plug in place. For the moment I’ll let you keep those low boots on, and the heavy ankle restraints. Now I’m going to pinion your arms with these ‘opera gloves’.”
 

I looked curiously at what appeared to be something like the long gloves ladies wore with evening dress in those British costume dramas on PBS. These, however, were of black leather with laces, and he helped me to slide my left hand down, but there was a mitt at the end with a ring. Then he closed the buckle strap at the wrist, straightened the glove up my arm and proceeded to tighten the laces all the way up. The thin black leather clung to my skin. The same was done to my right hand and arm. It didn’t seem too confining. I thought it looked, and felt, quite sexy in the full-length mirror in front of me.
 

“Yeah, they’re not bad looking on you, but we’re only just starting. Next a harness goes around your shoulders and neck like so. I attach the straps and pull your arms behind your back, and, voilà, you’re helpless.”
 

I struggled slightly for him, chuckling. All I could do was flip my lower arms like a penguin. Dan chuckled too.
 

“Yes, kinda cute, isn’t it? But it gets better as we move on. Next comes the hemp rope.”
 

I could see my back reflected in the mirror behind me and watched as he slid the cord through the rings in the ‘opera gloves’, forcing my arms closer together with each twist of rope. As my arms became painfully pulled back, my chest and nipples were thrust forward. I was still stupidly admiring my musculature as I became more closely restrained. He tied a knot at the mitt ring, leaving long ends dangling.
 

Dan moved over to the wall and took a short length of chain down together with a card full of metal clips. The chain he worked through the O-rings in my ankle restraints, until my feet were only about a foot apart. Then he jerked down the loose ends of the hemp rope and fastened them securely to the chains, forcing me to bend slightly backwards. He grunted at that and loosened the rope maybe a couple of inches so I could stand up proudly. This unusual form of bondage was turning me on and my breathing became deeper.
 

So did my cock which was gradually rising, as I was rendered more helpless. Again, I glanced in the mirrors fore and aft, more nervously, but still feeling confident in myself. Yes, I was nicely secured and helpless, but Dan had not seriously intimidated me at this point. His new technique might be fresh and different, but I thought I could handle what was probably ahead.
 

“You’re always a handsome package, Mark, so I’m going to let you watch while I add some of the clips to your upper body. Then I’m going to hood and flog you soundly. Ohh, your cock jerked at the sound of that. I’ve obviously hit on something you think you’d enjoy, as if I didn’t know, so let me first encourage that thought a little with some hand play.”
 

I tried to stand firmly in place as he started to massage my penis, gently at first by making a fist and sliding my shaft down its center. I hissed and moaned with pleasure. I wanted to move my body closer to him, but I realized how helpless I really was, and a glaze of sweat broke out on my forehead. Dan noticed it, of course, and leaned in and kissed me soundly, forcing his tongue firmly into my mouth. He spat into his palm and continued working my excited prick. I was moaning and thrusting. I needed release. It had been several days now. He knew that and milked me hard, pulling and stretching my member. I could wait no longer and poured my cum into his hand. He laughed at his easy success and spread my cream over my face so I could smell my own essence.
 

“Well, I think I’m hitting the buttons that finally are going to turn you into my total submissive this time. And there’s still a deal of pain and pleasure to come. What do you say to that, boy?”
 

I had to think for a moment of the appropriate submissive reply. I guessed it was best kept simple. “Sir, yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”
 

“Fucking awesome, now you can watch as I apply some of these colorful clips to the tender parts of your body. Before your balls have a chance to fill up again with your jism, I think half a dozen of these little buggers on your scrotum will look good.”
 

He took my sac in his hand and delicately clipped six or eight to it in a circle outlining my groin. Then he added four on each side in the slightly loose flesh of my abs. Each time I jerked, as every one of them contributed to the cumulative pain. The torture was exciting me too, but I could feel my mind withdrawing from feeling pain. After a couple of moans, I bit my lips and remained silent. I think that annoyed Dan, as he moved up to my nipples, pulling and twisting my growing nubs. 
 

“Fuck, how many times do I need to tell you to work harder on these tits, boy? They’re still not strong or big enough to suit me. Now let’s see how you react to the clips and clamps today. You want them, don’t you, boy?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir.”
 

He laughed again and stuck a couple of clips alongside each nipple before taking out of his pocket a pair of metal butterfly clamps with a connected chain. These he placed directly on the erect nubs he’d just energized before clamping them closed. This was too fierce a pain, and I yelled loudly.
 

“Shit, my tit torture must be working well on you today. But I think you’ve seen enough. It’s time to hood you and let you imagine the worst. What do you say now, my own fuck boy?”
 

“Whatever you want, Sir.”
 

“Indeed it is—and will be for the next while. And you want to please me, don’t you? Come on, answer!”
 

At that moment, my mind was trying to absorb the pain from the clamps, and I was tempted to remain silent, but I thought better of it.
 

“Sir, yes, Sir.”
 

There was a small shelf across the room with a variety of leather hoods on stands. Dan walked over and checked them out before selecting one with an open mouth and nostril holes. I bent my head submissively. He pulled the hood on me and then pushed the black leather around on my face until finally it was lined up to his satisfaction. I could breathe and open my mouth, but see almost nothing. The laces were pulled tight, fastened round my neck and then tied off to my harness.
 

I was now leather-encased in my most vulnerable places, and I shivered. I sweated. I waited. The anticipation was terrible and thrilling. There was a rattle of chain, and I felt cold links being threaded up through my harness and pulled above my hot skin to hold me upright. Another rattle and links dropped down my back and were passed close between my legs, pressing on the plug in my ass as they came around to the front. The end was fastened to some solid piece of apparatus. I struggled, but nothing happened. My body was hard-held in place, my cock hard-risen again, and my tits hard-clamped, all now fixed in the right position for his pleasure.
 

Flogging and paddling would be next, and I tried to prepare my mind to accept it. I was breathing deeply in my leather hood, and my mind seemed to leave my body and just watch me from above. He started slowly, the strands of leather gently lapping my upper torso around the existing straps and harnesses. Then the work began in earnest. The knotted ends of the flogger flicked my shoulders painfully, and I tried to squirm away from the cutting strands. He moved from one of my shoulders to the other. A pattern began to set in. As his blows landed on each side of me, I began to sway to the same rhythm.
 

The change in me became more rapid. Gradually I was no longer evading the blows; I was welcoming them. I was seeking the punishment and murmuring, “Thank you, Sir,” as the leather bit into the tender muscles in my shoulders. As he moved down my sides, I moved into the stripes rather than shrinking back. He was working me hard; he wanted to cause pain and to make me suffer. But my mind was telling me that he was doing it all with love, that I should work through the pain to find the ultimate pleasure of submission. I felt that I was truly giving myself to my Master. My mind went to a warm safe place, and my endorphins must have been flying. As he muttered, “Good boy” at intervals, I would relax and lean back into his strong arms, listening to the excited thump of his heart and the rattling of chains in the background. As he worked his flogger to thrash around my body, I kept up my litany, “Sir, yes, Sir,” or “Fuck, thank you, Sir”.
 

He must have continued for quite a while, swapping his implements from time to time. He wanted to paddle my ass with a tawse, but my arms, bound tightly in the leather gloves and hemp rope, got in his way. He cursed and moved lower, striking with that heavy leather paddle at my inner thighs and my bare legs anchored by my chained and booted feet. I had to be feeling the sting, but the pain seemed to get further and further away. I could relax into my mind and feel his body and his arms close to me. I was being severely bruised, but I felt safe.
 

He was breathing hard and sweating, as I was. At some stage he’d removed his shirt, and his bare chest slid over my heated and reddened back. Every so often he would put his hands around me to tweak the clips on my scrotum or, more painfully, on my tits.
 

Eventually he decided to give me some relief. He shoved his fingers into my mouth to open it, and cool liquid from a bottle followed. I swallowed quickly and then choked. The water continued, spilling down my overheated body, relieving some of the stress and hurt. The clips were pulled off my balls, and I shrieked aloud. “Sir, thank you, Sir,” finally came out as the pain began to subside. With the relief, my ever-enthusiastic cock had risen again, and I felt the first drops of new pre-cum slip out of my piss slit.
 

Now I was panting and trying to move my body towards the lighter flogger he’d switched to as he moved in front of me. My mind said, “Welcome the hurt, the pain, and the bruises.” He brushed clips off my body, and I felt little. “Sir, thank you, Sir.” He pulled the clips and clamps off my tits, and I shuddered with brief pain-pleasure. “Fuck, thank you, Sir.”
 

He began to flog my chest and nipples. “Sir, yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.” I writhed into the whip, swaying from side to side again, thrusting my torso into the leather strands. “Fuck, yes, Sir.” My mind went wandering safely past the flogging and left my poor body to bear the blows and welts in rhythm to the beating.
 

Finally, my legs started to quiver and shake. Almost instantly I felt him behind me. “Good boy, lean into me. You won’t fall. You’re chained too tightly.”
 

He stroked my tit nubs hard. It felt like the softest touch of a feather. He ran the flogger a few more times over my chest, down to my cock and back to my nipples. I could only murmur, “Fuck, Sir, only for you Sir,” and I continued to absorb blows almost without feeling anything.
 

But gradually he slowed down. I leaned back into him. Chains clanged around me. My hooded head was slick with sweat. My arms were tugged painfully behind me. Leather, rope, and chain enclosed me tightly from my head to my ankles. I felt myself coming back into that dark dungeon. My mind left its safe place, my true sub space, and took account of the beating my body had absorbed. I tingled and hurt all over, but my final submission had been exciting and wonderfully different. This time for me it was complete. 
 

Dan was complimenting me on how well I’d done in his severe bondage as gradually he released me. Chains, ropes, leather mitts, and finally leather hood fell away from me. I blinked in the dim light as he supported me onto a large bed, a black metal four-poster with blood red pillows, most suitable for a dungeon. He gave me water and carefully held me and kissed me. Then he undid the harness, pulling out that large butt plug. My Master checked my ass which had been protected from most of the flogging.
 

Then, gently but firmly, he slid three fingers into my well-greased asshole, and my body woke back up.
 

“You know there is one more action needed to make this submission complete and final. But after I flogged you so severely, are you up for it, boy?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. I want you to fuck me—and please fuck me bareback, Sir.”
 

That would be my ultimate and extreme gift of submission.
 

“Are you sure? Are you certain you want to go all the way with me, Mark?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. Shit, my mind already feels that I’m completely yours after you thrashed me in such a thorough way. Now let my bruised body be taken, fucked, and used, so it’s made yours completely, Master Dan.”
 

“Very well, but I need a few minutes to lube us up.”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir. No restraints this time. Fuck me as I lie here—your boy, your own complete submissive. Oh, and as you could tell just now, I’m still well-greased and stretched already, Sir.”
 

I guess I wasn’t completely certain I could take it, after the beating. But I knew I had to try. I wanted to go back to that safe sub space in my mind, while I would feel his thick member pounding me and know that I was safe and loved.
 

So I let him slide his freshly-oiled fingers into my hole again and stretch it further. The larger plug earlier had done its job well, and I was open and eager for him. I could hear him grunting as he lubed up that always willing big dick and thick PA. And I was willing too.
 

I wanted my submission to be complete. A bareback fuck without restraints was the essential finale. We’d both had HIV tests recently, so I knew we were disease-free. I rolled onto my back. I wriggled up the massive bed until my head was resting on the pillows against the metal head bar. I pulled my legs up high until I knew my twitching asshole was visible. I smiled at him.
 

Dan was definitely excited, sweating, and heavy-breathing. He’d shrugged off the rest of his clothes, and his waving penis with his heavy-metal PA was glistening with oil as he moved rapidly towards me. My body felt bruised, but I wanted him, and I could see the lust in his eyes. 
 

There was no hesitation, no foreplay. His prick was positioned right, and he thrust straight in. My body felt the cool metal first and then the heated mushroom head. I groaned. He grunted in reply and pushed further. I began to sweat again. His face came nearer and nearer as his pole filled me completely. He looked so serious, but then he glanced up and smiled, holding my eyes as well as my body. I was complete, and I let my mind settle into its private subspace as we began to work together.
 

For every thrust of his, I tried to suck him in further. For every attempt at withdrawal, my ass muscles contracted and held him in the entrance to my passage. The thickly veined velvet of his shaft spiraled in and out. His PA sent its different tingling massage into my innards. He played with my own rampant prick and my more-than-sore tits and held my hips hard. His eyes never dropped. I scarcely blinked as the sexual excitement built. We were both shivering but on fire. We both quivered and shook, but the intensity never lessened.
 

I wanted to keep him pulsing inside me forever, but his need was more desperate. He wanted to feel he could possess what in reality he already had—namely me. So he bred me. He unleashed his cum into me to keep. I followed weakly but firmly. My cream dribbled out in my second orgasm. We held together, eyes locked and bodies locked. My mind came back—it didn’t need to escape any more. Our hearts stopped pounding gradually. His prick slid reluctantly out of my hole. My legs dropped and spread out silently. He leant in, both arms pinning mine to the bar of the bed, and he kissed me slowly and completely.
 

“Rest now, Mark, you deserve to relax. We’ll treat the cuts and bruises. Fucking hell, you’ve done more than impressed and satisfied the man who will always be your Master and your lover. What is there left to say?”
 

“Sir, yes, Sir, thank you, Sir,” I whispered as the full force of the pleasure and the pain settled in me. I sank down in the bed. He laughed. He held me. I was loved, and I was safe. I was his, and he was mine now. I hoped it would be that way forever.
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CHAPTER ONE
 

“But, Lieutenant Farrell, I don’t quite understand. Why do you want to set up here as a private investigator?”
 

I looked at the short man sitting across his mahogany desk from me. He was still smiling but looked puzzled. Bruce Taylor was in his fifties, a stocky guy in very good physical condition, as far as I could judge, an important PI in Palm Springs, and I needed his help and advice.
 

“I recently retired from the LAPD, Mr. Taylor…”
 

“Bruce, please.”
 

I flashed a smile back.
 

“If you’ll call me Mark, please. As I was saying, Bruce, my partner and I recently retired from the ranks of homicide detectives in the LAPD and want to bring our years of professional experience into the private sector. We thought that we would set up as private detectives and investigators. We know we have a lot to learn. We’ve applied for licenses from the California Bureau of Investigative and Security Services, and this morning, Dan, my partner, is applying for a local license to carry a concealed weapon.”
 

“But why here in the Palm Springs area? Why not in Los Angeles where, I’m sure, you know the city well and have most of your contacts?”
 

I decided I’d better be frank if I was to persuade Bruce Taylor to help us.
 

“Well, Bruce, I’m not sure how closely you follow the trials and court cases around Southern California, but we’ve been involved in a rather sensational case or cases recently.”
 

“Farrell—yes, of course, now I remember. What was that group or gang called?”
 

“Group7. We were the two principal police officers involved.”
 

“Of course, Mark. They were an unsavory pack of businessmen with too much money, too much spare time and some rather kinky tastes, if I remember. And you two were in the center of it, together with my friend Manning Thompson. I think I begin to understand. You’re now looking for something less—is ‘destructive’ the right word?”
 

“That’s a very good choice, Bruce, I think. Yes, the case came too close to home, when one of the accused kidnapped my young daughter and insisted on an unusual personal ransom from me in the form of a kinky sex video.”
 

“Yes, the trial made all the tabloids, but you and your partner—Dan Fortunato, is that right?—received high commendations, if I’m remembering correctly. So why resign now?”
 

I took the plunge again.
 

“Because of the notoriety. My personal life became entangled with my professional one. My ten-year-old daughter’s life was seriously endangered. The health and well-being of Dan and myself had been compromised. We felt we needed to get away and try a different career.”
 

Bruce had been nodding sympathetically, then hesitated as he remembered something else.
 

“I’m not quite sure how to phrase this, Mark, but I believe there was another element in your decision to change jobs and cities?”
 

I managed to smile. It might as well come out into the open now rather than later.
 

“Yes, I assume you’re referring to the fact that we are both gay men and have become partners in our private lives as well as our chosen profession. Yes, some of that did come out at the trials as well as some of the kinky practices of the accused. All of which made for good tabloid fodder and titillation.”
 

“Must’ve made it difficult to resume your police work.”
 

“No one mentioned resignation, but I felt Dan and I would always be the subject of finger-pointing and sniggering comments around the water cooler. Plus the damage could continue to shower on my family and our personal lives, as well as my job. So Dan and I have retired with honor, have taken our money and now want to invest in something where we can make use of our expertise. We’ve spent ten years or more in law enforcement and the military.”
 

Bruce leant across his desk, looking me right in the eye.
 

“It seems a sensible change of profession, although private investigation is becoming a crowded field with many veterans of law enforcement work, like me, already established and newcomers hustling to get a start. Still, you’re both young enough…”
 

“I’m just thirty-three, and Dan is coming on twenty-nine. We were shit hot at our jobs.”
 

He chuckled. The tension I felt began to lift, but I still needed his expert help.
 

“Yes, Manning Thompson gave you a very good reference about how you saved his life and all that. So how can I help you?”
 

“We’re going through all the hoops to get ourselves accredited and set up, but I believe we both seriously need some practical experience as private detectives and investigators, starting near the bottom as corporals or even grunts. We would like to intern with you and your company for, say, a month to get our feet wet and learn how you do things around here. We’d be glad to pay our way.”
 

Bruce looked startled for a minute, then laughed and banged the table with his meaty fist.
 

“Fuck, Mark, I don’t need your money. But maybe we could use a couple of additional, experienced brains and brawn for a few weeks. It won’t be high profile or glamorous, but I think we can give you some idea of the range of work we take on. You’ll start near the bottom, and we’ll see what our team and I can teach you both. Shake?”
 

We both stood up and solemnly shook our hairy paws together.
 

“When can you start, Mark?”
 

“We need about a week to finalize our permits and licenses and to work out some of our accommodation needs.”
 

He consulted his phone diary. “Let’s see, Labor Day weekend is coming up shortly. How about the Tuesday after Labor Day? We start at nine o’clock, unless we’re on a case.”
 

“Great, Bruce, I’m familiar with that. Thank you. I’m very grateful, and we won’t be in your way.”
 

“Oh, I’ll make sure of that. Now, let me check I’ve got your cell numbers.”
 

Bruce Taylor’s willingness to help us this way is a great relief, and I marched out of his downtown Palm Springs office humming to myself. It was hot outside—about one hundred five degrees—probably a normal temperature here for the end of August. Palm Springs looked wonderful with the mountains all around, reaching into a clear blue sky . So I stripped off my jacket and loosened the tie. My fingers speed-dialed Dan’s number.
 

“Hi, Detective, how’s your morning gone?”
 

“Hey there, Boss, okay. You’ll have to go to the PD yourself for your weapons permits, but they did give me the forms. And our realtor Dick’s arranged for me to see another house this afternoon. How did the interview go that Manning arranged for you?”
 

“Terrific. We’re going to be PI interns in ten days’ time. I just hope our licenses come through in time. How about some lunch?”
 

“Fuck, Boss, I’ve arranged to have a sandwich with two of the local detectives. I’m trying to get to know our local law enforcement colleagues.”
 

“Okay. No prob. I’ve got some errands to run anyway. See you this evening?”
 

Dan’s voice dropped low. “You won’t forget this is one of your service nights?”
 

“No, Sir, of course I remember. I’ll get myself ready for your use, Sir.”
 

“Good boy. Until later, lover-man.” His voice had become husky and promising.
 

Some men in our small circle of gay and leather friends found it difficult to accept the way our sexual relationship had developed, but for Dan and me, it seemed both necessary and needed in 2009.
 

When I got home, I straightaway showered and cleaned myself inside and out, douching a couple of times as Dan insisted. Then I lubed my passage carefully and painstakingly worked the latest rubber plug up into my asshole. I grunted as it finally sank home.
 

We were staying once again in the casita of Manning Thompson’s PS vacation home. He was certainly generous with his hospitality, I think partly because it gave him the excuse to come down for weekends and to keep an eye on me and the possibilities for rough sex like we’d enjoyed on our dirty weekend last winter in New York, escaping from his danger and my conscience, but he had no future possibilities there now with Dan as my partner.
 

I had to hurry. Dan would be home by five, and I had to be ready and in position to avoid punishment on my nights of service to my Master.
 

My leather harness seemed to be all buckles. I started to sweat even in the air-conditioning. I hastily grabbed the brush to polish up my low black boots before I tugged them over my white socks and laced them up.
 

Shit, that thick titanium cock ring Dan had given me—where was it? I’d taken it off after our last session. In the top drawer in the bedroom. It was tight; I needed a little lube to squeeze it over my cock and balls. Snug and now everything but me was in position. Five minutes to go.
 

Knelt down in the living room, more or less naked, knees spread as wide as possible and hands clasped behind my back. Master Dan didn’t like me hooded to start with. I needed my tongue loose to lick his boots. Head up, eyes looking down. What about the fucking tit clamps? Master hadn’t said that I had to put them on, but I better tease and pull on my tits to get them erect for him.
 

Fuck, I didn’t need to be so nervous. I’d done all of this before, and I hoped to be doing it, or something like it, for the rest of my life. I wanted to be his sub. I wanted and needed a tough loving Master. I didn’t lose my masculinity in serving Master Dan. Frankly, I thought I enhanced it by my complete submission.
 

I heard the Harley in the driveway, then the key in the lock. Pull my shoulders back; get that furry chest on display. My Master, my lover, my man was home. His boy, his lover, his man was ready to serve him.
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National Hotline: 1-888-THE-GLNH (1-888-843-4564)
 

National Youth Talkline 1-800-246-PRIDE (1-800-246-7743)
 

On the Web: http://www.glnh.org/
 

e-mail: info@glbtnationalhelpcenter.org
 

If you’re a GLBT and questioning student heading off to university, you should know that there are resources on campus for you. Here’s just a sample:
 

GLBT SCHOLARSHIP RESOURCES 

http://www.hrc.org/resources/entry/tell-us-about-an-lgbt-scholarship
 

Syracuse University 
 

http://lgbt.syr.edu/
 

Texas A&M 
 

http://glbt.tamu.edu/
 

Tulane University 
 

http://tulane.edu/studentaffairs/oma/lgbt/index.cfm
 

University of Alaska http://www.uaf.edu/woodcenter/leadership/organizations/active/index.xml?id=61
 

University of California, Davis 
 

http://lgbtrc.ucdavis.edu/
 

University of California, San Francisco 
 

http://lgbt.ucsf.edu/
 

University of Colorado 
 

http://www.colorado.edu/GLBTQRC/
 

University of Florida 
 

http://www.multicultural.ufl.edu/lgbt/
 

University of Hawaii, Mānoa 
 

http://manoa.hawaii.edu/lgbt/
 

University of Utah 
 

http://www.sa.utah.edu/lgbt/
 

University of Virginia 
 

http://www.virginia.edu/deanofstudents/lgbt/
 

Vanderbilt University 
 

http://www.vanderbilt.edu/lgbtqi/
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