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Ophir patted his suit pockets. No, it wasn'’t there. A sifnailn that would have brought
his slaves running didn’t have the same effect on the sradlleather-bound book he
sought.

Compared to the milk and beef-fed Americans he taugheadtmiversity, Ophir seemed
slightly built, but his gray wool suit hid honed musclashis homeland, he was
registered as a lethal weapon thanks to the martiahatesarned in the military. Even
without knowing that bit of personal trivia, people wergpfintimidated by his intense,
quiet presence. A precise black mustache and beard framidwvimeon his full, brown
lips. Thick brows furrowed over his dark eyes. Nearing fdreyhad yet to find gray in
his short-cropped hair.

He glanced around his English department office. Whatldh@ave been an invisible
division between his territory in the cramped room anafiise mate’s was quite
apparent. The teetering stacks of files and dirty caftges most certainly weren't his.

Except for his computer monitor, nothing was on Ophir’s deske hadn’t absent-
mindedly set the book down when he came into theefiihe space the book usually
occupied on the shelves behind his desk was empty. His froyemied as he placed his
worn brown leather briefcase on top of his desk. Hedrdiutemember placing the book
into the satchel after his poetry class, but he nhighte.

Lately, matters at home had been distracting himoak Wl hat irritated him almost more
than the missing book. Another boy lost. Well, not simlost as given up as a mistake.
He warned new slaves how life under his roof would be, dmeblow, they insisted on
trying to live out their own fantasies anyway. That dinwyouldn’t do.

Ophir opened the two leather buckles on his briefcagserB to be graded were in
folders, sorted by class. The markers he used on the laduird were in their plastic
sleeve. But the book wasn't there.

An unexpectedly sharp pang came with the realizatiaintbie book was probably lost.
Certainly, he had other volumes of Yeats' poetry. Weaan't the point. When he held
that slim volume, the leather warmed under his fingsrds if it were alive. The binding



fell open to his favorite poems. Somehow, even thougivtrds were the same in other
copies of the book, they had so much more depth wherfreeadhose fragile pages. He
never should have risked something that meant so much toyhiating it around
campus, but until that moment, he hadn’t realized howhngccherished it.

The last gift from my Master.

How long had it been since he’d flipped to the front pageraad the words Hector had
written in it? Years. He didn’'t need to see them, thotighremembered the inscription
verbatim. He even remembered how he and Hector haldswidard that last weekend to
fall back in love even though they both knew it wasrove

Another pang caught him under his ribs. Why was every meafdtector as a lover
bittersweet when their present friendship was so saigdMaybe because Hector had a
new boy, Randy, and was head over heels in love, .again

Ophir shook his head, a wry smile replacing his frowns Wa jealous of Randy?
Hardly. Well, maybe a little. The feeling of Hectoaams wrapped around him, and
those lingering, passionate kisses were etched so dedgpphin's memory that he swore
he could feel the brush of lips on the nape of his ndekshivered even as his cock
hardened.

A knock on his office door made Ophir flinch. His carasteh darkened slightly over
his angular cheekbones.

“Come in.”

The office door opened slightly, then a bit more. Dadhtlhair styled into stiff spikes
appeared first, then a pale forehead, and finally, sokyas.



“Professor, er, Doctor, um...” A gangly boy slid inte tffice. He stared at his feet.
“I’'m sorry to interrupt, Sir, but | saw this on the staiand...” The boy thrust out his
hand. In it was a small, red leather bound book.

“Ah. | was just looking for that. Thank you...” Oph&ached his memory for the boy’s
name. Unusual for him, he couldn’t seem to rememberureny. The boy had been in
class all semester. Although the boy slouched in thie dfihe class and never raised his
eyes or his hand, such a charmingly submissive undergrad caeldbgeinvisible under
Ophir’s gaze.

Ophir’s ex-Master Hector casually teased Ophir of beingekbawk, but that wasn't
entirely true. Yes, Ophir admired beautiful young menoWhin’t? Their unquenchable
sex drives were a bonus. Their real charm lay elsesvfor him, though. Few young men
wanted a serious relationship. After serving him for thesesg; they were ready to move
on. He saw to it that they had a college diploma mdhend a good job lined up when
their terms of service were up. It was a fair exchaagd,it didn’'t involve any messy
emotions. A few begged to stay, but were firmly escootg#dHe was sure they
recovered quickly and got on with their futures. The youagewesilient like that.

And yet, your heart still stings every time Hector brings alm@nover to your
houseQphir chided himselfYou always worry that this one will be the one he loves more
than he ever loved you.

Oh just stop it. It's been over for years.

Yes, you left him when you were young and resilient.

That train of thought was going nowhere good, as usu@psir concentrated on
remembering the name of the boy fidgeting before his ddskcileases between his
thick black brows grew deeper. Ophir took the offered book.bblyebolted for the door.

“Stop!”



The boy stopped immediately, his backpack swinging of§nilder and thudding on
the floor.

“As long as you're here, why don’t we go over your termpegp@” Ophir asked. He'd at
least get the boy’s name that way.

The boy bowed his head. “That’s all right.”

“Sit.”

Used to being obeyed, Ophir didn’t wait to see if the thok a seat. He settled onto his
desk chair and withdrew the neat files from his briefceéas this the boy who wrote the
impassioned but sloppy essays? No. That was theblitileet who always sat at the front
of the class and tried to monopolize every discusditaybe he was the one who wrote
the scathing denouncements of Shelly’s work. No. Thattha jock who made it clear
all he wanted was his humanities requirement filled adgxsly as possible. Hmm. He
hoped the boy’s paper wasn't as forgettable as his name.

The boy quietly closed the door and sat at the edgsedtaagainst the wall. As Ophir
flipped through the files, the boy’s feet tapped on therflHe stared at his writhing
fingers.

“Name?”

The boy jerked to his feet.

“l didn’t give you permission to rise.”



The boy eyed the door, but slid back onto the chair. &eeld forward and put his head
in his hands.

His dread ruined Ophir’s pleasure over his obedience. Halwas this boy's work?
Was he one of the failing students? No. Students were quardop any class that could
ruin their grade point average. The University made éasy for them to give up without
ever really trying. Then Ophir smelled it. True feare oy was terrified. The office was
cool, but the boy was already sweating. Ophir’'s eyelsioot up, but he didn’t look
directly at the boy as he went through his file.

“What’s your name, boy?”

The boy's Adam’s apple bobbed. “I didn’t turn in a paj@r,” he whispered.

“I don’t give credit for late work. This isn’t highlscol.”

“I'm, um, auditing your class.”

Ophir brought his steady, dark gaze to the boy's eyesaathchgthing for a while. The
boy looked out the window, then at his shoes.

“That’s impossible. You have to ask for a professor'sniesion to audit a course, and |

never allow students to audit my course. Let me seesgadent ID.” Ophir put his hand
out.

The boy's face went white.



HNOW!H

In a flurry of motion, the boy grabbed his backpack and wenugh it. Ophir watched
the frantic zipping and unzipping of compartments withaaklexpression that belied his
curiosity. Most students toted around laptops and notebooksiimbiags. This boy
seemed to have underwear, shirts, and socks in his.

The hand that offered the ID card to Ophir trembled.

At first, there seemed to be nothing remarkable abouDth&Christopher Lewis?” The
picture was undoubtedly the same boy as the one sitthegsafrom him, although the
boy had once been about twenty pounds heavier. Back whgcthre had been taken,
the boy had been at ease, smiling, even a little cdzkyweren't they all?

Ophir forced himself to look at the details, becauseeshing about that ID definitely
had Chris in a panic. He was nineteen, almost twentyvd$ea sophomore, or had been
when -- aha! The ID didn’'t have a renewal stickertfa current year.

“This ID is expired.”

“Please, Sir. | won't come to your class anymore. h'wbother you again. | promise.
Just let me have my ID.”

The slight tremor in the whispered voice and the datée edge of desperation was a
sweet aphrodisiac. If he had been in his office at hiostead of at work, Ophir would
have dragged Chris over his lap and pulled down the boy’s pasttto see how Chris
handled the humiliation of being spanked. Those stupid bagdyg pays wore made
their asses look flat. Such a pity. He wanted to séeistriped boxers peeking out over
Chris’ belt hid a muscular butt. Instead, Ophir flipped tel avith his fingers as he
leaned back in his desk chair. “Tell me.”



The boy gulped. “What?”

“Everything.”

*k*k

Students often broke into tears in Ophir’s office, usualhthe stupidest reasons. The
day before, a member of the University’s basketbathtead gone weepy over being
marked down for referring to Walt Whitman as a 'fagot'.

“Technically, you may be correct,” Ophir told the sioff@ight center guard, “but the
word has two gs. Faggot. | trust in the future that wieanuse a derogatory term, you'll
at least bother to spell it right. llliteracy reflegoorly even on bigots.”

Figuring that Christopher was on the verge of breakingw@phir slapped a box of
tissues on his desk.

Chris still sat on the edge of his chair, but he stdpplgeting. For a while, he stared at
the floor. Ophir was about to command him to speak whers Gtaited talking.

“Last summer, | decided to come out to my parents. Kieked me out. | don’t know
why, but | thought that meant that they just needed $oneeto forgive me. | didn’t
think they’d cut off my college fund. | guess | couldn’t inregthey could go from
loving me to hating me so easily. But they did. | camé Ib&ce because the semester
was about to start, but when I tried to get my dorm aneldsdé, | found out that they
didn’t pay my tuition. Duh, right? | walked around inaeh for a while. I learned a lot,
like no one was going to lend me money for school witlsoateone to co-sign the loan.
Welcome to the real world.”



Ophir waited for more, but Chris seemed done.

“What did you do?”

Chris shrugged. “l got a job. I'm saving up for tuition. Maylest year...”

“Why did you come to my class?”

Chris bowed his head so that Ophir could only see theftbp‘l was afraid that if |
stopped thinking of myself as a student that I'd never gek ba track. So | made out a
schedule and went to classes like it was the real thitg tugged on his spiked hair. “I
saw you walking across campus one day, and followed yoouiogjass.” His gaze
briefly flitted to Ophir’s before dropping again so thatnhissed seeing Ophir’s tight
smile. “I'm sorry. Pity story. I'm sure it's moredh you wanted to hear. I'll be going
now, Sir. Can | have my ID back?”

Ophir held it up between two fingers, far out of Chrigiate “Why do you want it?”

“It says | belong here.”

Intrigued by that cryptic answer, Ophir leaned over his d¥gky is that important?”

Chris lifted his chin and firmly met Ophir's gaze. “Beoatisey don't kick me out of the
library for sleeping when | can flash a student ID.édthise, I'd have to live on the
street.”



Ophir handed back the ID card even though he would have bkealve kept Chris in
his office a bit longer. The boy was far more intangsthan many he’d met. Proud, but
about the right things. No self-pity, and more impotyamto anger. But most of all, he
wasn't going down without a fight. So many boys would hgiven up when faced with
far less of a challenge.

Chris took the card and put it into his backpack. “Thank yble.stood and slung his
backpack over his shoulder. He hitched up the jeans thatsheirey down and showing
more of his boxers.

Ophir picked up a pen and looked at the file on his desk p&axyour paper by
Friday.”

Chris stopped, his hand on the door. “What?”

“l don’t usually accept late papers, but under the circanests, | will. Have it to me by
Friday. If | like what | see, you may be back in clagsext semester.”

Although his face didn’t show it, Ophir cringed.

You fool. Trolling for boys where you work?

But he’s not a student.

You're going to get him back into school, and then where will you be? Teounet,
you'll lose your job.

“You can get me back in? How?” Chris asked.



Ophir's gaze traveled up the line of the Chris’ neck, dtdvenline of the jaw, and up to
those solemn eyes. They were filled with hope and hyors

He’d look so sweet bound at my feet.

“I have contacts and resources most professors don't.”

| only work so that I'll have a reason to get out of bed in the morriygul were in my
bed, I'd have no reason to leave it.

“I'll get you that paper, Sir.”

Ophir dismissed Chris with a wave of his hand. He loala@gn at his files but couldn’t
focus on them.

| should call Hector and tell him I'm acting like an infatuated faldl. Except that
instead of humiliating me until | forget about Chris, Hector will probablyme I've
done the right thing.

*k%k

A girl with dark cherry hair and striped stockings washiag Yeats' early poems as
overly-sentimental drivel. Ophir let her talk as he pate front of the lecture hall. The
seat Chris usually took near the door was empty, and wiasld soon end.



Ophir stopped in front of the girl and tapped his finger thirees on her desk. “While
what you say may be partially correct, Miss Edgar,¢laiss is about forming your own
opinion, not reciting a graduate thesis you found on tleenat. Hmm?” The sad thing
was that she probably felt that counted as doing rdse@he certainly wasn't
embarrassed to be caught.

He glanced over the lecture hall. Everyone looked bdFed.those of you who share
Miss Edgar’s assessment of Yeats, you'll be glad to kinatvnext week we are moving
on to W.H. Auden.” Thirty sets of blank eyes stared bacBair. “Perhaps you heard
his poem Funeral Blues recited in the movie Four Weddindsad-uneral?”

Miss Edgar nodded. “Oh, | saw that when | was, like, f@esix. It's a really old movie.
Did someone die in that? | don’t remember.”

Ophir’s lips pressed tightly together.

“Four Weddings and a Funeral, duh,” the brunet in thé seat said. In an effort to hold
his tongue, he’d squirmed the whole time Miss Edgar had tiadleng.

Miss Edgar turned to the brunet. “Have you even seemohee?”

“NO_”

“Then you don’'t know for sure, do you?”

Ophir checked his watch. Thankfully, it was close endoghe end of class that he
could let them go. Not that they would care if he letthout an hour early. “That’s
enough for today. I'll see you all on Monday.” He caglance toward the door. Still no
Chris. Well, he’d see almost all of them.



As he suspected, no one complained about the early dantie went to the lectern and
packed his folder back into his briefcase. In his advanlzesses, students came up to
him at the end of lecture, but none of the studentsaindlass seemed interested in
discussing poetry.

Perhaps when they reached the unit where they lookedatth Bab for Cutie lyrics...
Ophir sighed. Unless Death Cab for Cutie was alread¢phiss Four Weddings and A
Funeral. Was the movie that old? He needed to ask hssibbig pop culture references
were hopelessly out of date.

He took his folders out of his briefcase and checkedliegtwere in the correct order
before putting them back. A search around the lecterredrthat he hadn’t forgotten
anything. He patted his suit pocket. His volume of Yeatshsowas there.

He checked his watch again. One minute after. Chris hadnie.

*k%k

By the time Ophir left his office, he was annoyed vhitinself for looking forward to
seeing Chris again. At least he’d enjoyed some pleasgditedans about the boy.

Daydreams? You fucked Number One’s mouth raw while fantasizing about Chris.

As much as he tried not to dwell on his irritatidnyouldn’t go away. If he couldn’t put
it aside, he figured that he might as well examine taBrfigs until he could break them
down into neat categories: the logical, and the itlalg As soon as he zeroed in on the
illogical, he could banish it from his thoughts. Therdngack into a comfortable state of
mind. Or at least that’s what he tried to persuade hirasdike crossed the University
campus.



It was autumn in Los Angeles, but the lush semi-trépizants lining the University
commons were still deep green. Having grown up in a Mediteen climate, Ophir
preferred the mild weather to the real winter his frgeaflen sighed over. If he wanted to
see snow, he reasoned, he could look at Mt. Baldyefathedge of the Los Angeles
basin after a winter storm and see it capped in snaw. pgople wanted to be mired in
it, he’d never understand.

The walk across campus from his office to the parkimgggmwasn’'t long enough to
ease his mind. Every time he thought he was back to hisl gk, the image of Chris
would set him off again. Chris, trying so hard not to be& seehe took the seat at the
back of the lecture hall. Chris, listening intently wi@ghir read poems to the class, his
shoulders forward, almost leaning into the words.

Chris would have come up to the lectern after clasentiraie the discussion. At least
he was interested in Yeats.

Damn it. The boy is hot and you want to fuck his sweet little subenésss. Just admit
that, and you’ll get over him.

The sound of footsteps rushing down the sidewalk behind himtaidncern Ophir. If
he’d been in a park, he would have checked, but the campusccmmvere teeming with
students. Even though most classes were over for thesalamygone running through the
winding paths wasn’'t unusual either. Residents in the swtiogimeighborhood often
jogged the sidewalks around campus.

“Professor! Wait!” Chris called out.

Ophir wouldn’t allow himself to smile, because that wdwddadmitting that he was
relieved to see the boy. He turned.



Chris’ hair was a mess and dark sweat stains circled liiglarms and down the middle
of his chest. He shoved his hands into his jeans pocketsn’t be turning in my paper.
I'm sorry.”

Ophir’s gaze traveled down Chris’ body. The sweat stare bad enough, but the side
of his left leg had a long brown and green smudge on it.T¥$tart was wrinkled in a
radial pattern, as if it had been wadded up. Even his &aklea stain on it. Strange. The
boy had smelled slightly of fabric softener when he’d baedphir’s office.

“Why not?” Ophir snapped. “You decided that you didn’t needritewt?” The boy had
obviously lied about wanting to return to school.

Chris shrank back. “No, Sir. | wrote it.”

“Let me guess. Your dog ate it?”

There was a flash of anger on Chris’ face, buistjgpeared as quickly as it showed.
“No, Sir.” His lips moved, as if he were muttering to haifisbut he made no sounds.
Slowly, he turned away for Ophir.

“Boy! You aren’t dismissed.”

Chris shook his head as he turned back to Ophir. “I thinktHat you're done with me.

It was a test, right? And | failed. No excuses. | jahted to be man enough to face you
and admit it rather than just disappear with no expianaAnd that’s it. For what it's
worth, | enjoyed your class.”

No boy had ever melted Ophir’s wrath so quickly.



So young, and yet, already a man. He would have done well in the military.

There was the slightest hint of a smile on Ophips.I“Amuse me. You said you wrote
the paper. If the dog didn't eat it, what happened to it?”

Chris’ face twisted in a quick spam of pain. He shut yes dight. “Someone stole my
backpack when | was sleeping in the library. | was usiag & pillow, but | guess |
rolled on my side, and someone just walked away witWdytpaper was in it.”

“And all your clothes, except what you had on your baGphir put a hand on Chris’
arm. “What else?”

A slight shake in his voice was the only hint of hapset Chris was. “My student ID.
My cell phone. Everything. They picked my pocket, too. Myletas gone. | guess | was
really sound asleep.”

“You were robbed on campus, in the library?”

Chris shrugged again. “It happens all the time.”

“When did this happen? When was the last time you ate?”

“Oh, I'm fine. I've been doing day labor the past thdegs. That's why | smell so bad,
Sir. Sorry about that. | tried to wash my clotheshia $ink in the men’s room, but that
soap doesn’'t work too well.”

Ophir kept his expression blank. “You're fine? Boy, youaeffom fine. By now, you



identity has probably been stolen--"

Chris cracked a rueful smile. “Joke’s on them, isf?tTihey can have my old identity. It
isn’t worth anything.”

Sure, Chris was laughing at his bad luck, but his gaze dartegirhere, as if he
expected another calamity to leap out and flatten hira.vEins on his arms stood out, as
if every muscle clenched tight. He might have thouggtl lost everything, but Ophir
knew there were worse things Chris could lose.

“You will come home with me. We'll sort out your ags.” The offer was out of
Ophir’'s mouth before he could stop it.

Wary, as if he knew Ophir regretted his hasty invitatidir,is said, “I couldn’t.”

“That was an order, boy, not an offer.” Ophir pressedips together. What was he
thinking, treating Chris as if the boy were one of fases? “Just for the weekend. | have
a guest bedroom.” He gave Chris’ arm a friendly squeezédetugo. “Come on. You can
wash your clothes, eat a meal or two, and sleepealébed.”

Chris didn’t say anything.

“You should call someone and tell them that you're cgno my house. That's a
reasonable precaution. | won't be offended.”

Solemn eyes locked with Ophir's gaze. “There’s no onallp&ir, even if | still had my
phone.”



*kk

In Los Angeles, people measured distance by the amotimeit took to drive
somewhere, not in miles. However, Ophir counted theedravm the University to his
house in Belmont Shores in second thoughts. It hadddémg time since he'd let his
cock overrule his common sense.

“I'm sorry for stinking up your nice car.” Those were tlirst words Chris had spoken
since they left the parking lot.

“I knew how you smelled before | offered you a ride.”

Ophir turned off the highway into the enclave of BeltmShores. Some houses on the
narrow street were little more than weathered behalkks. Others were built in the
bungalow style with cream stucco walls and red tileso8&ndwiched between those
were ultra-modern stone cubes or turreted Mediterravidas.

Past a high wall, Ophir turned into a driveway. Chiaséd forward to glance up at the
house.

“Wow.”

Ophir would never admit how pleased he was to hear ' Gmeciation.

It wasn't that the house was larger than the othets® street, but it gave that
impression. It was set back from the sidewalk, whetteasther houses crowded as close
to the street as they could. Ophir had bought the housémbig, razed it, and enclosed
the Moorish garden with a high wall that enclosed path@house, too. Carved harem
screens covered the windows overlooking the streetiripesing wooden front door,
imported from Tunisia, barely stretched to the second,dbatythe dome of the



horseshoe archway over it made it seem taller.

Before they reached the door, it swung open as if byanBgiyond the doorway was a
foyer with a dark floor and bright walls. As Chrisléated Ophir inside, he craned his
neck to look at the vaulted ceiling above them. His gaa# to the living room that
opened off the foyer. Black leather couches and solid Sipamtiques were grouped
together like the common room of a gentlemen’s clué wegry masculine hotel lobby.
After glancing at the large fireplace on the far veaitl the grand piano in the corner,
Chris turned back to Ophir. He seemed about to say somethimghiheyes widened.

Ophir didn’t spare a glance for the naked boy who had bemding behind the heavy
front door. “I suppose | could have warned you, ChBigt’l wanted to see your reaction
. “l am a lifestyle dominant. Number Two is one of mgnsls. If this upsets you, you can
leave at any time, but | promise you that nothing witigen to you in this house without
your consent. You're safe here.” He handed his briefa3&vo. “Two, prepare the
guest bedroom. Chris will be staying the weekend.”

Two, a cheerful slut with a wrestler’s solid builddded to Chris. Playing his part to the
hilt, Two silently carried Ophir’s sachel from the room

“Do | have to strip?” Chris asked as they enjoyedvieer of Two’s broad shoulders,
narrow waist, and muscled thighs walking away from them.

“No, Chris. You are my guest, not a slave. Why dotéike you on a tour of the house
so you'll know your way around?” Ophir headed for the bddk® house. “The kitchen
is through that door. Don’t be shy. If you're hungry, éayou feel you must ask, One or
Two will bring you anything you want, or serve you in any way desire. That includes
sex. You'll find condoms and lube in every room. This deads to the formal dining
room. Your room is upstairs.”

Ophir led the way up the steep staircase. At the toprigntde waited for Chris. “The
first door on the left is your room.” He opened the dowr gestured for Chris to enter.
“If you dial star 1 on the phone, you’ll get One. Stavilt connect you to Two. They
both wear wireless headsets when they’re in the hcosiey will answer immediately.”



The guest bedroom was furnished in a rich color schemaratitht hinted at Persian
influences, but not to the point of being themed. Tée Wwas huge and covered with
tapestry pillows.

“The wardrobe across from the bed has a TV in ie idmote is in the nightstand. If you
need a computer, | will have a laptop sent up.” Aftenpiog out the amenities, Ophir
walked through the far door. “You have a private bathrooyouftake off your clothes,
I'll have Two wash them for you. In the meantimen Sure you’d enjoy a bath.” He sat
on the edge of a huge tub and turned on the water.

Chris followed Ophir into the bathroom. Like the bedmohe bathroom had a Middle
Eastern feel to it. There was a glass enclosed showee corner. A small fireplace sat
in the other corner, and there was a TV above &.{Tib, big enough for at least three
men to sit in, dominated the room.

Chris looked down at his arm and picked at his elbow.

“Chris, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want tat Bwould very much enjoy
bathing you. Would you allow me to?” Ophir asked.

Rubbing his arm, Chris backed against the wall. “You wagiw® me a bath? | know |
smell, but I can bathe myself.”

“I've sampled almost every pleasure a man can, a@'thlittle that compares to the
simple luxury of being bathed by an attentive servant.”

“But you're the Master, right? Isn’t this something afigrour harem boys would do?”



“If you prefer, Two could bathe you. | can almost guaraihigll end up in the tub with
you. One has a bit more restraint, but unfortunately aehis kickboxing class right
now. Or if you'd like both of my slaves to attend yall,you have to do is ask. But |

have a feeling that you'd like to get clean as soon aslj@skt must have been difficult
sleeping outside the past few nights.”

“How did you know?”

“It was a guess. Your jeans are stained with mud. Whesned for months. So |

assumed you found a bush in a nearby park and crawled tibolsigep. They must have
watered the plants, and the ground was still damp undeusghe’b

Chris’ mouth had dropped open. “You're like Sherlock Holthes

“I notice everything.” Ophir rose from the tub and sexbthe tile floor to Chris. “If you
want to be alone, you only have to say the word. Yoahudg my command.”

Chris laughed. “Oh man.” He shook his head. “l can’ighel this. It’s like some
Arabian Nights story.”

“May | kiss you, Chris?”
The wariness was back. “Um. I'm not feeling very... h'téeel like sex.”

Ophir put a hand on Chris’ waist. “Not every kiss iswls®ex, Boy.” He brushed his lips

over Chris’. “Where | come from, it's just a gestufgreeting between friends.” He
kissed Chris again, but on the cheek.



“That must be a very friendly place.”

“Not really.” Ophir turned away so that Chris wouldréeshis scowl. He couldn’t figure
out why he’d said that. He never talked that much abeuypdst for a reason. “You've
had a hard week. You're hungry, you're tired, and you'reydihere | come from,
being a good host means helping your guest to relax, and imyakesponsibilities as a
host very seriously. So let me help you get clean. Thdaed you. After that, you can
curl up in that big bed by yourself and drift off to sleep.dhe will force you to do
anything. If you want me to go away, | will. Just saywed.”

“No one has ever waited on me before.”

Ophir's hand hadn't left Chris’ waist, but he didn’tkihie boy again. “Offers like this
don’t come often.”

Chris shrugged. “Well, okay, | guess.”

Smiling, Ophir lifted the hem of Chris’ T-shirt.

*kk

“Do you bathe all your guests?” Chris asked as Ophir agasisshampoo into his scalp.

Ophir sat on the edge of the bath. To his satisfadii@tension in Chris’ shoulders had
slowly eased under his careful ministrations. He slueatkr away from the boy’s face
as he rinsed away the shampoo. “Only if they want me to.”



You liar. If it had been any other man, you would have ordered Two to atthisd to
needs. Why are you trying to seduce this boy?

“What would you like to eat, Chris?”

Chris shook his head. “Anything. Cold leftovers are fBeggars can’t be choosers.”

Ophir rose from the side of the tub. He opened a slbme&near the sink over the
bathroom mirror and pressed star 2. “Prepare a smah lionour guest and bring it up
to the bedroom, Two.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Ophir hung up.

“You have a phone in the bathroom? This place is liketal.h

“There’s a phone in every room. Communication eskay to a well-ordered house.”

The frown on Chris’ face deepened. “How--? I'm sofiyp being nosy.” Chris picked
up the washcloth.

Returning to the tub, Ophir took the cloth from him. “As& anything. | may not
answer, but don’t be afraid to ask.” He soaped up the waklraool pointed to Chris’
foot.



Raising his leg from the water, Chris rested his he®jghir’'s palm. “How does a
University professor afford all this? You drive a Bentl€ose are more expensive than
a Rolls Royce, right?”

Ophir lathered Chris’ leg. “I was once a slave, muchwas is. My Master was a
generous man. We still own property in partnership.”

“You're still friends.”

Nodding, Ophir moved his hand up Chris’ leg. “Friendship lastger than love.”

“Love is a joke.” Chris looked away. “People sayitt they don't really mean it.”

The tension was back. Ophir’'s hand slid further up Ctinigh.

Chris jerked away. “Um, sorry. The insides of my thighs sensitive.”

“Give me your other foot.” Ophir scrubbed between each‘fdeer | left Hector, | was
comfortable, thanks to the real estate he bought faamdemy job at the University, but
far from wealthy.

"Then | got a call from the proverbial long lost relaf my grandmother’s cousin. |

didn’t even know she was still alive. She is, and shiarp as a tack even though she must
be over a hundred years old. She ran away from horee slie was fifteen and danced

in the theaters in Paris and Berlin for a while. Thesmemigrated to the United States

and was a silent movie actress. That was very scandadalsn the day, little better

than being a prostitute. At least, that’'s how my fgrapoke of her. Talkies killed her
career -- her accent was too exotic. After her shosiness career failed, she married
well, several times.



"A couple years ago, she found out about me and asked dnener. She summoned
me, really. | went to visit her, and the next thing IWwnéhere was a Bentley in my
driveway. It's a bit showy for my taste, but she sdfdhe white sheep shun Wptek,
we black sheep will be our own little herd. We will tadege of each other.” She has no
children. Most of her friends have passed away. She w@ntake sure her fortune
doesn't fall into the hands of our family after theywthey treated her, but she doesn't
want to give it to just anyone either, so from timeiteet she gives me an oil well, or an
apartment building, or a sapphire that a Maharajah gawetien he proposed marriage.
| wish she’d stop. It makes me feel as if she’s payingrp visits, and I'd go to see her

anyway.”

“She must have led a wild life.”

“A black sheep can’'t change the color of its wool inglies of our family, even though
| suspect her real life wasn't nearly as wanton asyeve thinks. What else can she do
but revel in her reputation?”

“Is it ever fun being the black sheep?”

Shaking his head, Ophir said, “No.”

When did | turn into such a braggart? Am | trying to impress you witiveajth, Boy?
And why am | revealing so much about myself? You're too easy to t¥lfoe
dangerous.

“The bath water is turning gray, Chris. I think it's &rfor you to get out.” Ophir offered
his hand.

With his hand before his cock, Chris rose. His skinvgld pink from the hot water.
Water dripped down his lean thighs and through the hair orahiss. He seemed to



have resigned himself to Ophir’s attentions, becauskdmet reach for the towel when
Ophir began to dry him off.

“Heated towels, too? | feel like I'm the guest of a aralah.”

Above a tuft of dark gold curls, Ophir knotted the towelad Chris’ waist. He took
Chris’ hand and led him out of the bathroom.

*k%k

Two carried a plate into the guest room. “Lunch, Sir.”

“Very good, Two. Turn down the bed.”

Two set down the plate on the nightstand and readnetid bedspread.

Chris let go of Ophir’s hand. “I don’t need the deluxatmeent.”

“Chris, | can see from your eyes that the hot baabenyou drowsy. So climb into bed
like a good boy.” Ophir gave him a stern look.

Two folded back the linens and fluffed the pillow.

Grinning sheepishly at the stone-faced Two, Chris eastedtioe bed.



Ophir sat on the mattress beside him and looked ovedatee Two had set aside. “What
did you bring our guest, Two?”

“Curried chicken salad, some cheese, and crackersf Shiris would prefer, | can make
him a hamburger or a vegan stir fry,” Two said. Desp#eunreadable expression, it was
clear that Two hoped he wouldn't be asked to prepare borgetise.

“Chicken salad is fine!” Chris said.

“That’s probably a wise choice. Two tries, but his cagkskills are sadly lacking. This
chicken salad is about the only dish he’'s mastered.”

Chris tried to reach for the plate.

Ophir sighed and shook his head. “Really, Chris. Weaenlthrough this in the bath.
Just relax. | will feed you.”

Two made a slight noise. Ophir glared at him, but Twownadly taken a submissive
stance, his legs spread, his hands behind his back, his head o far that Ophir
couldn’t see the expression on his face. Turning back tpléte, Ophir scooped some
chicken salad onto a cracker and held it up to Chris’ mouth.

Chris rolled his eyes a bit, but opened his mouth. Asthdolin, the cracker shattered.
Crumbs rolled down his smooth chest. He lifted his haratash it away. Ophir lightly
grasped his wrist.

“You'll get crumbs all over the bed if you do that.” Oplet go of him. “Two, come lick
the crumbs off Chris’ chest.”



Clearly pleased at the invitation, Two bounded onto tke He curled beside Chris and
slowly lapped away the fallen crumbs.

Ophir readied another cracker. Chris watched Two lickéen his pecs.

“Open your mouth,” Ophir told Chris.

Chris glanced at Ophir and opened his mouth, but his gazdyqretkrned to Two
when a tongue lapped across his nipple. “Oh. Wow.”

Grasping Two'’s ear, Ophir pulled his slave off Chris’ ché@sipologize for my boy. He
gets a bit excited sometimes and forgets his manners.| poaish him?”

“For licking my nipple?”

“For licking it without your permission.”

“No! | mean, he can lick whatever he wants.”

Ophir released Two'’s bright pink earlobe. “A reprievesol You should thank Chris for
his generosity.”

“Thank you, Chris.” Two immediately went back to suck@hris’ nipple.



By the time the plate was empty, the towel aroundsCvaist gaped open at his thighs,
pushed aside by his hard-on.

Ophir sat with his back to the headboard and wrapped hisamousd Chris. A clean
soap scent wafted off the boy’s neck. His fingers ligtrdged Chris’ forearm, following
the meandering line of a blue vein up the slim but muscled arm

Chris nuzzled against Ophir’s shoulder.

“Good boy,” Ophir murmured in Chris’ ear. He pressedipssto Chris’ neck. “Two did
a very good job of keeping you clean, didn’t he? Dgaii think he should be
rewarded?” Ophir slipped a hand down to Chris’ towel. He phugeing Chris a chance
to refuse. Hearing nothing, he eased the knot in the taneepushed it aside.

Chris’ hard-on pointed to his navel.

“Two, suck Chris’ cock.”

“Yes, Sirl May 1?” Two asked Chris.

Chris’ broad smile was enough of a yes.

Despite his enthusiasm, Two didn’'t take Chris’ cock mgomouth. Instead, he rubbed
the head against his face. Then he ran his tongue frobageto the head as if he had all
day to spend on the blow job.

“Kiss the insides of his thighs,” Ophir said.



Chris flinched.

“Calm down, Boy. Two will be very gentle, won't you o®"

“Yes, Sir.”

“Spread your legs for him, Chris. Bend your knees. VenddgoOphir ran his hand
down Chris’ chest. “Do you like nipple play?”

Turning his head, Chris seemed torn between which mahdd pay attention to, the
one kissing his neck or the one crouching between his lggs. I'guess. A little.

Maybe.”

Ophir rolled his fingertip over Chris’ nipple. “Look at mey\s”

Two lifted his gaze to Ophir’s.

“Lick his balls, then work his cock, Two.” Ophir could feleé quick rise and fall of
Chris’ chest. He crushed his lips to Chris’ neck while inehlged the boy’s nipple. Out of
the corner of his eye, he watched Two. Two lifted hisdrand made a thrusting motion
with it, his eyebrow raised. Ophir nodded. Two spit oninigers. In a swift motion,
Two deep-throated Chris and slid his fingers into Chris’ as

Chris bucked as he yelped. He pulled away from Ophir's K&is God. Oh God.”

“What do you want, Boy? All you have to do is ask.” Optighed he’d held Chris



between his legs so that the boy would thrash againssimg hard-on.

“Do that to my nipple again. Only... Harder. And have hga another finger or two to
fuck my ass.” Chris pulled his knees to his chest. “Rdald.”

Lips stretched in a tight smile, Ophir leaned away fdmis. Two paused with his
mouth over Chris’ cock.

“Say please,” Ophir murmured to Chris.

“Please. Please, Sir.”

It was the sweetest sound to Ophir’s ears. Ophir noddeddo Two continued his
assault on Chris’ hole with three fingers. His othe@nd gripped Chris’ cock and pumped
as his mouth slid over the shatt.

Pinching hard on Chris’ nipple, Ophir plunged his tongue irédothy’s mouth.

Chris twisted as his body jerked. He clutched the sheeight fists.

Two masterfully refused to gag on the cock ramming dbisrnhroat.

Spent, Chris slowly relaxed.

Two savored the last drops of come he milked from CReductantly, he obeyed
Ophir’'s dismissal.



Ophir released Chris from his arms and slid off the bRdst. We can talk when you
wake up.”

*k%k

The French doors in Ophir’s formal dining room overlookedMberish garden that
filled the adjacent lot. Little white lights glowedfn the topiary trees. The doors were
usually left open, but fog was rolling off the ocean andlichithe autumn evening.

A long table dominated the dimly lit dining room. Ophir satra end; Chris all the way
at the other. That was the seating arrangement ngrosed, even when a dear friend
like Hector joined Ophir for dinner, but he wished he’d hadnRer One seat Chris
closer. There was no intimacy with that much spate/®en them. He could have
ordered One to move Chris, but the idea that One mégde an eyebrow or somehow
manage to convey his feelings on the subject was enoughpt®phir from saying
anything.

You're afraid that your slaves will laugh at you. Worse, you're aftagy’tl see how
this boy fascinates you.

The music for the evening was classical guitar. Thewias Spanish. The food,
however...

Ophir looked at the dish One placed before him. “AredHerench Fries?”

One, a tall, muscular man with deep black skin, wintieatate frite, Sir. But yes,
French fries. The stuff on top is lamb with olives #amdons. Two swears that’s the way
it's served in Morocco.”



Despite his formidable muscles, every move One madegveeful perfection.

Awed by One’s powerful presence, Chris meekly thankedwhen dinner was set on
the table. He cast glances at One’s uncut cock, whigh myvitingly at eye level.

While Ophir didn’t care if Chris spoke to One elsewhbewasn’t about to let his guest
upset the decorum of his evening meal by conversing withva. SBphir leaned over the
table, although he was too far away from Chris to whisfdis is a little game Two
plays with me. He’s trying to determine my ethnicityotlgh food.” He turned to One.
“Tell Two | wish to speak with him.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Before the door leading to the kitchen stopped swinging,r€uened to the dining
room followed by Two.

In a concession to the house rules on nudity, Two &daege apron. He wiped his
hands on the cloth, revealing his cock. “Sir?”

“While | appreciate this culinary tour of Northern Afligou’ve decided to take us on, in
the future, | expect you to adjust the recipes to myrdgitne. No fried foods, Boy.”

“I'm sorry, Sir. | thought you'd appreciate the authentiuch.”

Ophir dropped his cloth napkin into his lap. He lifted a forkis mouth and inhaled
deeply. “Interesting. Although I think you should have usedexed lemons instead of
fresh.”



“Is that so, Sir?” Two bit his lips to hide his miscloes smile.

As he set down his fork, Ophir shrugged. “I couldn’t saycttain. I've never been to
Tangiers. You're dismissed, Two.”

Shoulders slumped, Two slunk off to the kitchen.

One remained in the dining room. Hands clasped behind histeaskood near the wall.

Ophir winked at Chris. “Poor boy. Two has guessed the cigimtry several times, but
doesn't realize it. | wonder sometimes if he's evansidered that it's possible to live,
say, in the United States, and never have visited Bostdviiami, or Seattle.”

As he caught on, Chris laughed quietly. “Why is it sadecret?”

Ophir ignored the question. “Maybe he’ll realize I'm playia game, too. Maybe he
won't. He has seven more months to figure it out.”

“What happens after seven months, Sir?” Chris asked.

“One will leave us at the end of his contract, and Twbbecome my new Number
One. Traditionally, cooking falls under Number Two’s dsatiand | doubt this Two will
miss the chore. | certainly won’t miss his more adventsiidishes.” Ophir gave his plate
a disdainful glance.

“So what does One do?” Chris glanced at One, asitingvhim to answer. One,



however, stood mute as he’d been trained to.

“He runs my household and manages the other boys,” Cpdir s

“You said boys. Are there more in your harem thaavem't met? Is someone on
vacation?”

Laughing, Ophir reached for his wine glass. “Slaves don’t gettiean. Normally, there
are three boys serving me. The last Number Three dibrk out. Nor did the one
before him. It's easier on all of us to be understaféder than have a boy who causes
strife. As One is responsible for the boys under hen they fail, he’s also punished.
Two is similarly responsible for Three. You can see whyin their best interests to see
to it that their fellow slaves are properly trained ahébf service. One and Two
requested that the last Three be sent away. I'd alnesdyed that conclusion, but it
makes matters much simpler if everyone under my roafftise same mind. My boys
obey me, but | can’'t make them agree with my decisions.

“So...” Chris played with his silverware. “So if yoordt find a Number Three before
One leaves, then Number Two will be your only sl&ewill One stay until you have a
replacement?” He glanced at One again. “I'm sorry,| beel totally unPC calling you a
slave because you're black. Doesn't it bother you?"she@ One.

Barely restraining the urge to correct Chris for tajkim One, Ophir cleared his throat.

“One will leave the day his contract ends, no matteait the staff situation is. It won't
be his concern anymore. I'm very strict about thateMoeptions, ever. And if it bothers
One to be my slave, he can leave at any time. | doaibtill. He entered my service only
because he wanted to learn how to be a Master. WhieraVves here, he’ll have no
trouble finding boys to serve him. Slave is only an insglterm if you let it demean
you. Look at One. Does he seem diminished to you?”

Chris took a long look at One. “No. | guess not. Butilitfeels wrong to use that word.”



“Because of the color of his skin?”

“YeS_”

“You’re an American. Where | come from, slaverp&t of everyone’s past. Skin color
had nothing to do with it.”

Chris grinned. “And where might that be, Sir?”

Ophir took another bite of his food. He raised his napkimganouth and gently spit out
the mouthful. “One, tell Two | want a word with him.”

Two reappeared in the dining room. “Sir?”

“Two, you really are the worst cook. Did you taste thefore you served it?”

“l did, Sir, but | don’t know what it's supposed to taldte.” Two pouted.

“No matter what the cuisine, edible is the desiredlteBoy.” Ophir pushed his plate
back. “Thank goodness your other talents more than maka ypur cooking.” He
winked at Two, who smiled in relief before hastily squelchireggrin. “Take this away
and try to come up with something we can eat.”

“Can | help?” Chris asked. “I mean, | like to cook. ldise cook all the time at home.”
His voice caught. The corners of his eyes glistened.



One picked up Ophir’s plate. “If you follow me, Chrisg will show you where
everything is in the kitchen. Two will be your sous chef.

Chris bolted after One.

Ophir watched the kitchen door swing until it finallpséd. He exhaled slowly as he
silently cursed all mothers and fathers who threw atliay gay children.

*k*k

A little over an hour later, Chris was seated atdinéng table across from Ophir, as
before. One stood in attention near the wall, movinlg to pour wine.

Ophir set his knife and fork on his plate. “Excellent din@hris.”

Smiling, Chris bowed his head. “It was quick, at least.”

“That’s faint praise for a fine meal, Boy. Two alwaysgercooks the salmon.” Ophir
frowned slightly. “I hope Two was gracious about dinner.”

“Oh, he was. He even offered to suck me off while | e@sking.”

Ophir leaned back in his chair. “I'm glad to hear it. Myys know | don't tolerate
jealousy. It can destroy everything.” His fingers slid gltime stem of his wine glass.



Why couldn’t Hector see it? Every boy leaves him for the saasemelf he’d only
learned to control it instead of letting the jealousy control himprabably still be with
him.

“l don’t see how you can stop it. | mean, it’'s natuisi't it? And the more slaves you
have, the harder they have to compete for your attehtChris shot a glance at One,
who stood as before, waiting silently to serve th@ithbet there’s all kind of stuff going
on behind the scenes that you don'’t see.”

“| see everything.”

Chris put his elbows on the table. “Or at least you nta&em think that you do.”

Enjoying the conversation far more than he’'d expede®phir grinned. Chris was a
bright boy, something Ophir never could resist. “Duringrtfiest months here, most
slaves seem to feel the same way. After a few hauslshments, they learn not to make
that mistake again.”

Lifting his chin, Chris looked Ophir in the eye. “What dgrinishment mean, exactly?”

“It depends on the boy. Everyone has a weak spot; Itfiudd use it against him. One is
very proud. Being shackled to my Saint Andrew’s cross angped only brings out his
stoic side. He’ll endure anything that way, but he crumblgsn the punishment includes
humiliation. Order Two to kneel alone in a room, andlhElcrying piteously before the
hour is out. Of course, pain is the most efficient mdtht’'s a rare week that one of my
boys isn't sniffling as he goes about his duties.”

Laughing, Chris said, “I'm sure there are a couple studentsur poetry class that
you’d love to whip. Like that brunet who won't ever shut’up.



Grinning, Ophir nodded. “Sadly, the school administratiomtallow it. But there are
none I'd enjoy having in my dungeon more than you.”

Chris slammed back in his chair, his eyes wide.

“You admitted that you found me attractive, Chris. lgturning the compliment.”

Letting out a low whistle, Chris shook his head. dfreone had told me this morning
that a man would say he wanted to whip me, and that het i in a good way, |
wouldn’t have believed it.”

“Don’t worry. | only whip my slaves.”

He’s so adorably flustered.

A quick smile played across Ophir’s full lips as Chidgéted. “I think a little
entertainment is in order. One, tell Two to join ushia living room.”

*k%k

Ophir sat in the middle of one of the black leather beaan the living room and
stretched his arm over the back. Behind him, the lights malds on the raised cover of
the grand piano. The vaulted arches of the foyemgedinded at the edge of the room,
making way for one graceful curve high overhead. A faw chairs were paired off
around the room, some facing the huge fireplace, otheasirng private spaces.

One handed Ophir a highball glass of whiskey.



“Two, the room is a bit chilly this evening. Turn on thefilace,” Ophir said.

At the turn of a switch, tall flames leapt to life endhe logs in the huge fireplace.

Ophir wondered briefly what he’d have his boys do, but thexided to simply let the
scene unfold. “Stand facing each other, boys. Kiss, bytam@ hand can touch the other
boy, and only on his arm or face.”

Two had to reach up to touch One’s cheek. One squeezed bweefs as he bowed his
head for a kiss. Between them, their cocks rose. éis kisses grew more intense, Two
stumbled closer to One. Their hard-ons bumped.

“No frottage, Two,” Ophir warned him.

Two flashed a guilty smile at Ophir before turning backiss One.

Ophir was surprised to see Chris still hovering at the efigee room. Catching Chris’
eye, he crooked a finger. “Come now, | promised entertainreress you'd prefer to
do something else?”

Dragging his feet, Chris came a few steps closer. “¥ou'st going to watch them, Sir?
Couldn’t I suck your cock or something?” Chris’ face wenghtrred and he looked
away.

“Chris, look at me. | know that I told you that youyhhkd to ask, and you’'d be given
what you want, but | have to draw the line at this requestly have sex with my
slaves.”



“I'm sorry.”

“For what? Flattering me? Like anyone else, | enjoy bdexired. And I'll admit that
I've been daydreaming about fucking your mouth, among othegsh8o the attraction
is mutual, but that’s as far as it will go. But why doydu join the boys? | don'’t often
allow them to play with others. I’'m sure One is vergrgde wasn't in your bedroom
earlier. You haven't been able to keep your eyes offdlimvening. Kiss him.”

One extended his hand to Chris. Chris stepped closer bmyise

“Make Chris feel welcome,” Ophir ordered.

The tight T-shirt and clinging pair of jersey shorts ofthe boys had lent to Chris while
his clothes were being laundered dropped to the floor. Thelkmlt before the fireplace
to kiss and caress. Every time Chris tried to stroke tdoeks though, the others gently
but firmly moved his hand away.

“One, you may suck his cock now. Two, put that talendedue to work on One’s ass.”

It was a pleasing tableau. Ophir was tempted to stroke Hsloaugh his pants as he
watched but didn’t. One was on his hands and knees, desgtitigr Chris’ cock while
Two pushed his face between One’s muscular butt cheeks.r@hrhis hand over One’s
shaved head as he leaned over to watch Two tongue-fuckNOnsure of Chris’ self-
control, however, Ophir decided to mix things up. He did@hirhis guest to come too
soon. He enjoyed watching the flex of Chris’ taut adseasocked forward into One’s
mouth.

“Chris, do you prefer to top or bottom?” Ophir asked.



“Huh?” Chris’ glazed eyes tore away from scene leefom to focus on Ophir. “Either.
I’'m versatile.”

Two sat back on his heels. “Oh man! A top! Me first!”

Chris’ cock was left wet and dangling in mid-air as Gpen around and roughly
smacked Two’s ass.

“Walit for Sir’s orders, you little slut. You don’t g choose.”

While Ophir was sure some of One’s fury was persohallgsson had to be taught, so
he allowed One to continue spanking Two’s ass until Twottom was dark pink. He
waited for sobbed apologies to be offered to One, hineadf,Chris before telling One
that the punishment was sufficient. One landed a last,9mack before letting Two go.
Ophir reminded himself to speak to One about that later.

Cock hard, Chris watched the spanking with wide eyes.

“You see, Chris, selfishness isn’t tolerated. Twaicky I'm in a generous mood.
Normally, he’d be bound to a bench by now, and I'd be wigld cane on him.”

Two whimpered.

“I trust you’ll remember your place, Two?”

Two nodded hard.



“See that you do. I'd hate to have to bruise that bottinite we have a guest in the
house. It reflects poorly on your training.”

Two slunk back.

“Perhaps a couple nights sleeping in the cage will impyovwe manners.”

Two gulped. “Thank you, Sir. I'll strive to do better.”

“I'm sure you will.” Ophir caught Chris’ eye. “I’'m soy you had to see that. Two gets a
bit excited sometimes and forgets himself. But we're warkin that, aren’t we, Boy?”

“Yes, Sir,” Two mumbled.

“Well, enough of that. | believe we were sorting oubvgets to do what. Chris, would
you like to fuck One?”

“Yeah, sure. If he wants me to.”

Ophir dismissed that with a wave of his hand. “He’'tages What he wants is irrelevant.
I'd like to watch you fuck him, but you're the guest, so iming you a choice. On his
back, or on his knees?”

“On his back. | like to look at a guy’s face.”



One happily rolled onto his back and lifted his legs tasCkhoulders.

“Two, put a condom on our guest.”

Two gathered lube and condoms from a table drawer hediréplace. He sniffled a
little as the rolled a condom over Chris’ cock.

“Come kneel by me, Two. Chris, go ahead.”

Two crawled over to Ophir and knelt at his feet. Ophir psihland on Two’s head and
slowly stroked Two's short blond hair. Watching Chrigkuais cock into One’s ass, he
took a sip of his whiskey. Then he bent down near Twais“l will be watching you
very closely, Boy.” The warning had the desired effecTwo, who immediately
dropped to the floor with his forehead pressed to theft®pbir's shoe. The boy
shuddered. Ophir balanced his drink on Two’s back and turnedtérgion back to Chris
and One.

One’s hand clenched and unclenched at his side. The srhgtitm of Chris’ thighs and
hips showed he was in no hurry to come, a common fendihg young men. Chris
braced his arms near One’s shoulders and leaned cldderas kiss. In silhouette before
the fire, they were beautiful together.

Ophir lifted his glass from Two’s back. A wet circlec@indensation marked the spot
where it had been.

“Now that you've had some time to think, Boy, you njap the others. | want you to
rim Chris, and if he’s willing, you may fuck him. Howevegn't even think of coming.”

“No, Sir.”



Ophir smacked Two’s butt. “Run along and play then.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Subdued, Two crept over to the other boys. His tongue deait@Chris’ hole. Chris
pushed deep into One and held still for a moment, therasktitto rhythm. His kisses
moved to One’s dark nipples.

No longer able to ignore his cock, Ophir unzipped his pantsi@wd out his hard-on.

It's just because he’s forbidden fruit. It's only because he’s Bewvoh, he’d look so
sweet kneeling in front of me, his hands tied behind his back, thskpsiaround my
cock, his eyes closed as if in prayer.

One had turned over so that he was on his hands and Kieesleaned back, his head
turned so that he could kiss Two as Two’s cock poked at éis as

“One, make sure our guest comes first.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The scent of boy sweat and sex carried on the wavesab from the fireplace. Chris
groaned as Two finally gripped his ass cheeks and workedjattin cock into him.

One shoved back on Chris’ cock. Ophir had enjoyed One’smplostam act enough

times that he didn’t have to imagine how it felt tai€hDespite his protests that he hated
to top, Two seemed to be trying hard to make sure Chris enjayaidhe was doing.



Chris tilted his head back. Then he bowed his head, a@rfwoncentration.

“Are you close, Chris?” Ophir asked.

“Mmm. Yeah.”

“Try to hold back.” Stroking faster, Ophir leaned backlmncouch as he jerked off. He
lifted his arm over his head.

You could stand over him and shove your cock into his mouth. You made yautesill
about not fucking boys you don’t own, so you can break it if you want to. Hdsdlgy
love to have cocks filling him everywhere.

Chris panted in short gasps.

“Pound his ass, Two.”

Two shoved on Chris’ shoulder until Chris’ chest peds® One’s back. Their sweat-
slicked skin seemed to meld together. Two grasped Chrisanigpdanged Chris with
choppy, hard strokes. Pinned under Chris, One rode Clig&’ as best he could.

“Do you want to come, Chris?” Ophir asked.

“Yeah.” Chris’ eyes squeezed shut. “Yeah.”



“Are you close?”

Chris nodded.

“Can you feel the come rising up inside you?”

Whimpering, Chris nodded harder.

Ophir slowed the strokes on his own cock. The only thirgessy than a boy fighting the
urge to come was a boy surrendering control over his dockng was everything. If
Ophir gave the command too late, Chris wouldn’t believd given up control. But the
agony of holding back was important, too.

You aren’t his Master.

“Come, Chris. Come now.”

A deep groan welled up from inside Chris and spilled olieashoved deep into One’s
ass. For a moment he held still, his face contoftldn he thrust again in a slow rhythm,
his urgency gone.

After Chris sprawled on the floor, Ophir smiled at @mnel Two. Gripping the base of
his cock, he nodded. One and Two hurried over to kneel &dtisTaking turns as
they’'d been taught, the two slaves licked and sucked Opbrls pausing only to share
a kiss.

Across the room, Chris sat with his knees drown telmest. His solemn eyes were sad



again. Ophir crooked a finger at him. He shrugged.

“Boy, get over here now. | need someone to kiss.”

Breaking your own rules, you old softie.

But the happiness radiating from Chris’ face as hmbaid onto the couch next to Ophir
was enough to quiet that grumbling internal voice.

Ophir held Chris’ face between his hands. His hand stidrat the back of Chris’ head.
Their gazes locked, and Ophir had the uncomfortable feelimdoththe first time in
years, someone was taking his measure. For a moneenwghtempted to send One and
Two away. Of all the ludicrous ideas, he wanted to makevih Chris for hours without
release. He wanted to run his hands over the boy'sasidrgrind against him until they
were both sweaty and frustrated.

Hector used to do that to you.

He plunged his tongue into Chris’ mouth. His slaves didane to work long for their
reward as he erupted over their faces.

*k%k

“Sir, may | speak with you?” One asked from the doorwla@@mhir’s office.

Unlike the rest of the house, Ophir’s office had thérttis style of a headmaster’s office
at an English boarding school. A large, faded Persiacougred most of the wood floor.
Behind the solid teak desk were built-in bookshelvesrdathed the ceiling. In the far



corner was a ladder for reaching the highest shelves.iitpfigm the shelves directly
behind Ophir was an old cricket bat.

Ophir closed the computer file he was working on and leaaeklib his chair. “Come
in.”

One closed the door and crossed the room.

Ophir watched him with a bit of sadness. Boys alwagseel to reach a state of
perfection just as their term of service came to @h en

“Speak.”

“I know it’s not my place, Sir, but are you going to m&kais your Number Three?”

“You're right, it isn't your place.”

Admonished, One bowed his head. “Chris is about to lé#eesays it's not right to
accept your hospitality any longer.”

“Did he ask you to speak with me?”

“No, Sir. He handed back the clothes we lent to hichseaid it was time to move on. He
said something about guests and fish stinking after three Hegnvinced him that it
would be rude to leave without thanking you for taking hinsahe’s waiting in the
hallway. If you're going to act, you have to do it now.”



‘Boy.”

Despite the warning, One blurted, “Two won't stay aftieave if there isn’'t another boy
to help out. | can't bear the thought of you being al&me,You have to find a Number
Three, and soon.”

“Silence!” Ophir prided himself on the evenness of his temperrarely raised his
voice, because he didn’t have to. His boys were tnaahied. They respected him, but
they feared him, too, as boys should. “Do you think | darétwithout slaves?”

The silky tone clearly didn’t fool One into thinkingstir had forgiven his outburst.
Still, he pressed on. “I'm sure you can, Sir. Besidesnatier how many boys you have
in your harem, you'll still be lonely.”

Ophir sucked in a breath. Had One gone insane? Didn’'talizedow much trouble he
was in already?

Ophir tapped his finger on his desktop. “I never should have edlgwu to study
psychology.” That little attempt at humor did nothingyteell the uneasy feeling that One
was right. He also hated admitting that One seemeehi lis mind. He had been
thinking of making an offer to Chris. “If you weren't imash to find a new Number
Three, what would your impression be of Chris?”

“He’s only been here three days, Sir. However, ha'dgkem too freaked out over our
lifestyle, although he’s asked a few respectful questidagyets a hard-on watching Two
and me do our chores. He doesn’'t exactly hide thatadmelssed by our nudity, but he
doesn’t get stupid about it either. He offered to fold tayrand even did a second load
without being asked. When Two made him refold all the tewee didn’t ask why, he
just did as he was told. It usually takes a couple moatitsa few punishments, to get a
boy to that stage. He doesn'’t talk a lot, but henlily enough when we start a
conversation. He’s a natural submissive. And he’s cetalyl in awe of you.”



“You want him to join us here?”

“I can’t explain it, Sir, but it already feels ashi# has. He’s a good fit with the rest of
us.”

“And it doesn’t hurt that he’s hot.”

One fought down a smile. “I've enjoyed playing with him.”

Haven't we all?

Emboldened, One continued, “Plenty of boys have badidg for, Sir. And as I've
watched the turnover in boys serving as your Numberel hivee come to appreciate a
certain quality beyond looks.”

“What would that quality be?”

Spreading his hands, One shrugged. “I can’t put it in woiidg, j8st know it when | see
it, and Chris has it. He will make an excellent NumBee for you some day, Sir. Maybe
the best ever.”

“You're rushing things a bit.”

“I know what it takes to serve in this position, $irdoes no good to bring a boy into
your harem if all he’ll ever be is a decent NumbereEhiA boy has to have the qualities
to rise to Number One, or else you're wasting your time.”



“You're being rather blunt tonight, One.”

“It's my duty to manage your household, Sir.”

“Just doing your job?”

“With all due respect and love, Sir.”

Love. Why do they always bring love intddghir frowned. “Show him in.”

*k%k

One opened the office door. “Sir will see you now.”

Chris wore his only clothes. He came into the roomdimr’'t speak. Ophir appreciated
that he waited for permission. Perhaps One was righitahe boy. He certainly hoped
SO.

“One, | believe we have a matter of discipline ddrass first. Bend over the desk.”

The punishment would serve two purposes. One hated to be puinigieed of other
boys. He needed the reminder that his position didn’eptdtim from humiliation. But it
would also give Ophir a chance to observe Chris’ reaction



Leaning over the desk, One stoically braced for the g midignity.

Eyes wide, Chris watched Ophir take down the cricketHaathung behind his desk.

Ophir walked around the desk. He put a hand on One’s bacekaind squeezed. “Give
me the count.”

While the sound of the first crack of the bat agains#’®©bottom still hung in the air,
One grunted, “For speaking out of turn. One, Sir.” Theslaahmed against his butt
again, knocking the air out of One’s lungs.

The paddling continued without pause until the count reacheyl. ths usual, One
refused to scream or plead for mercy, but his eyes wdremmed.

Ophir unzipped his pants and drew out his cock. Although hly areished his boys in
his office, he had condoms and lube at hand. He grasped litetheeks. They were
nicely warm.

One gasped as Ophir shoved into him. He whimpered as Ophil puliend slammed
back into him again. Slowly, his ass yielded to the assaul

Punishment and forgiveness, that’s what every boyedraeep down, and Ophir
believed in giving it to them. He did not, however, &adi in allowing them to enjoy it
too much. So when One moaned and lifted his ass, Ophir puitesf bis ass. One dared
to try thrusting back on his Master’s cock and take iig@ira Ophir slapped his butt as a
warning. One settled back onto the desk, breathing hard.

“Thank you, Sir. | will try to do better.”



Before returning to his chair behind the desk, Ophir peeledath@gom off his cock and
zipped his pants. Only then did he turn his attention tasChr

Through the punishment and fucking, Chris had been silent. @phidn’t have been
surprised if the boy had bolted from the room and run ®tifie. A few did when they
witnessed their first punishment. Instead, he was pldassee Chris standing exactly
where he’'d been left. Even more promising, there wdistanct bulge in the front of
Chris’ baggy jeans.

Ophir gestured to a chair before his desk. “Sit. We haatéens to discuss.”

Chris couldn’t seem to stop his gaze from flitting to Grimitt. It was at eye level when
he sat in the chair. One hadn’t moved.

“This is the life of a slave in my harem. | havacdstrules. When a boy disobeys, he’s
punished. Once he agrees to serve me, he’s not a peat;trel®ver; he’s a slave. My
word is law. If a slave doesn't like it, he can leain fact, | may insist on it. | don’t care
about a slave’s feelings. | don’t care about wha&eeswvants or ask for his opinion.”

One dared to roll his eyes, a bit of mutiny quickly supprebgeOphir’s harsh glare.

Chris tore his gaze away from One’s butt long enougjiaice at Ophir, but as soon as
their eyes met, he glanced down.

“It's not an easy life. Slaves have no privacy. yrhave no rights. They work hard.
Their bodies and minds are pushed to limits and beyondt Wdesmand, they give, or
they leave. Rarely, they are rewarded. It's not gles and quiet dinners with the
Master. Slaves are invisible, silent, and obedient.”



Ophir slapped his hand on the desk. “Boy! Is it the snié€liree’s freshly fucked ass so
close to your nose, or the sight of his paddled butistidadtracting you? Do you need
help focusing?”

Bewildered, Chris looked around the room as if searchingdtm;, but he found none.

“Get your mind off your cock and concentrate on whattktting you, because | will not
repeat anything. Optimally, my staff is three boys. Findiegright boy to fill the lowest
position has been unusually difficult this year. Sevieaak been dismissed. One feels
that you would be a good addition to the household. | agreeydr interested in hearing
my terms of service?”

Chris’ mouth opened. He waited a long time before say¥es, Sir.”

If he’d dared, One would have smiled at Chris’ answer.

“This is non-negotiable. What | say is the final waralil matters. Don'’t forget that. If
you agree to serve, you'll be assigned chores. If yiusegto do them, or don't do them
to my satisfaction, you will be punished much more hargtdn One was just now. If at
any time | am displeased with your service, | will puti yaut on the curb with nothing
more than you have on your back right now. Howevemuf serve me well, at the end of
three years, you will leave here with a thousand dolacsmore importantly, a college
degree. Part of your education will include learning the bk submissive house slave.
The quality of my training is well known, and many of noy® find their skills in high
demand by other Masters when they leave, should thegedecremain in the lifestyle.

"l will not lie to you. | am a harsh task masteraas my other slaves, who have my
permission to correct. More often than not, it willthem, not me, who administers your
harshest punishments. You will crawl into your cage somgetfiiso sore that you won't
be able to sleep. You will become well acquainted with.fut | will never hurt you
without reason. You will be allowed to question punishmieyu feel that it is unfair or
that | don't have all the facts.



"If you agree to join my household, your body is mineide as | see fit. The other slaves
are allowed to use you for their pleasure too, but uhlgs® you explicit permission,

you are never to have sex with anyone outside the hdbhsag includes guests at my
parties. Condoms will be used, always. If you barebaml|/l\be thrown out of here so
fast that you won't have time to pull on clothes.

"Do you have any questions?”

“How will I earn a college degree, Sir? | can’'t atfduition.”

A terse smile stole over Ophir’s lips. It was intéires always, to hear what part of the
offer a boy focused on. It was a window into their minds

“I will pay your tuition.”

Sucking in a breath, Chris raised his head. His eye©plat’s. “That’s too much, Sir.”

“You would hand over your freedom and body for less?”

“I'll be two years before | graduate. | know what tmiticosts per semester. Would you
spend that much just for a clean bathroom and a blowjob?”

Perhaps expecting to hear a harsh rebuke, One winced.

“I would consider the money well-spent,” Ophir said gentl



“But if | screw up, it's over.”

“Your tuition for the semester will be paid, and thene taking that back. So you'd at
least leave here better off than you were on Friday.”

One’s head jerked up.

The puzzled look on his face gave Ophir pause. Ophir pursagstsdether, but a
slow smile he couldn’t control spread over them. He kleakc “I have no idea how I lost
control of this conversation, Boy. I'm supposed to beadisaging you from accepting
my offer, not trying to talk you into it.”

A sparkle of mischief not seen before was in Chiyg' éls that so, Sir?”

“That’s my offer. Think it over.”

Chris rose from the desk. He pulled his T-shirt ovehb&d, revealing a thin but
muscled torso. He folded the shirt and set it down erchair behind him. His jeans,
shoes, socks, and underwear went onto the pile.

“At your service, Sir.” Chris inexpertly adopted the foos of a servant, with his eyes
down and his hands behind his back.

Quickly made decisions were usually poorly made ones, phir @ad no desire to point
that out to his new prize.

“Well then. From now on, Boy, when you're in thisuse, you're Number Three.” Ophir



patted One on the head. “One, bring the student desk tenter of the room.”

One moved the wooden chairs against the back wall. Broonner, he dragged a heavy
student desk, leaving trails in the nap of the Persian rug.

“Three, sit.”

Three sat in the chair.

“One, shackle his ankles to the legs of the desk.”

Bewildered at the speed of everything happening around him, Tidigeseem to know
were to look.

Ophir paced over to the desk as One secured Three’s dhklebeve, Boy, that you

still owe me an essay on Yeats.” He slapped a compoditok and a pen onto the small
desk before Three. Then he leaned against his desk akedsthe cricket bat still lying
on the desktop. “l will grade for grammar and spelling a6 agecontent. You must score
at least a B. Not a B minus. We take academic work s@mgusly in this household, and
shoddy schoolwork is severely punished.” He rose. “Yoe ltevo hours. Make the most
of it. Come, One.”

*k%k

As soon as the office door closed, One threw his armsnd Ophir’s neck. “Thank you,
Sir. Although | think I'm scandalized. You've been flirtimgth him all weekend.”

“l do not flirt.”



Eyebrows raised, lips pursed, One didn’t have to sagrd W show he didn't believe
Ophir for a second.

Trying to escape from the embrace, Ophir glowered. “Wigt&oy.”

One kissed Ophir’s cheek before letting go. “Your hursklvant apologizes.”

“Humble?” Ophir snorted. “I can see that disciplinehis house has been slipping if
you feel you can get away with talking to me like thaiustill have seven months of
service to endure before you become Master Keith. Uwan,tyou are--"

“But a lowly slave boy. | understand, Sir.” One mockyrigowed to Ophir.

“You are an impertinent slave boy. Starting tomorrthe, tears are going to flow.”
Ophir headed down the hallway, but stopped and turned back tdYanewill sleep in
my bed tonight.” With a sharp nod, he headed upstairs, pretetadmiss the spectacle
of Number One doing a small, but dignified, victory dance.

*k*k

Ophir would never admit it, but in the weeks since Timae joined the household, he
looked forward to coming home every day after classearidovas in the foyer to greet
him, but that wasn’t unusual. His slaves were scheduletthéar study time at that hour.

He headed for his office, but paused at the door. The glaarters were right down the
hallway. He had every right to check on them.



When he opened the door to the quarters the boys share@n@®iwo jumped up from
their desks. Three, however, was not at his desk. Oéepbe had no classes to study

for, yet. Slightly embarrassed that he’d forgotten thiat could he do to hide the fact

that he’'d wanted to see his new slave?

Inspection. That was the ticket. More than a latleused at himself, Ophir paced the
room like his old military commander had when he inspedtedarracks: hands behind
his back, a scowl on his face.

“It smells like a locker room in here.”

“Sorry, Sir. We’'ll air it out.”

“See that you do.” Ophir walked around the cage whereeT$iept. The boy had earned
a pillow and a blanket. That was a good sign.

He fished a quarter out of his pocket and bounced it orisTpadlet. The sheets and
cover were tight. “Very good, Two. I'm glad to see yavén't gotten sloppy just
because | rarely come here.”

Two bowed his head, but Ophir saw the relieved grin.

“How are your grades, One?”

“Straight As, Sir. | will graduate Summa Cum Laude.”



“Of course you will.” There was nothing more to s&yarry on, Boys.” Ophir left the
room, feeling a bit sheepish. But where was Three? Refisilet the opinions of his
slaves stop him from doing what he pleased, he decidezhtolsthe last few rooms on
the first floor.

His office was empty, as was the dining room. Thdy t&ft the kitchen, unless Three
was upstairs. Ophir decided to draw the line of his foolishaied® foot of the stairs. If
he didn't see Three downstairs, he’'d stop searchingaktistop was the kitchen.

When he’d remodeled the house, Ophir had knocked out a wakdeta small
bedroom and the kitchen, doubling its size. At the timreNumber Two had been a
student at a cooking academy, and his Number One an irdes@ner. Between them,
they'd designed a gourmet’s dream kitchen worthy of a magapread. The cabinets
were solid oak, the countertops granite, the appliancesf thye line. In a bay window
that overlooked the garden, there was a small tabld.tN¢xe table was a small desk.
Three stood before the desk, his hand on the phone.

It happened every time Ophir saw Three. It was ageify¢hing inside him welled up.
He could barely control the grin that came to his facégbt that came to his eyes.

Oh, you beautiful boy. You're mine.

Three’s head bowed and a deep sob welled out of him.

“‘Boy!”

Three spun around. His mouth hung open. His lips were deelolsed and he huffed, as
if holding back tears.

Ophir rushed to caress Three’s face. “What’s wrong®\Wme or Two too harsh with



you?”

Three shook his head.

“You're not leaving, are you? Are you unhappy here?”

Shocked, Three found his voice. “No, Sir. | wouldn’t thirikeaving.” He sniffled. "Can
| get something for you, Sir?”

Realizing that Three wanted time to collect himsefrnwate, Ophir grudgingly decided
to give him some space. “Bring me a glass of lemonadeend|l be in my office.”

Three nodded. He went to the far side of the grangped island in the center of the
room and opened the cabinet.

*k*k

Three slipped quietly into the office. He put a coaste©phir's desk and set down a tall
glass full of lemonade. There was a sprig of mint araspberry floating on top. That the
boy took pains to pay attention to such details while lglegoset was interesting.

As Three turned to leave, Ophir said, “Stop.” There wag smimuch space Ophir was
willing to give a boy, and Three was at the end of et

Three turned and adopted his submissive stance. Two wegksafg under One and
Two showed already.



“Is there some reason why you’re sniveling?” The bagmit really sniveling, but Ophir
was still trying to find Three’s buttons. Until he knew tiwy’'s weaknesses, he wouldn’t
feel comfortable. No boy was that perfect, not rightrrthe start.

“I'm sorry, Sir. One told me that | could use the phbne

“That wasn’t the question, boy.” Ophir rose from hiskdesd walked around Three,
knowing that such scrutiny made boys uneasy. Across Thred'$utt were several faint
marks from a cane. One or Two had found some faulthuith obviously. Enough to
punish the boy, but not severely. Still, that slightlemce was proof that the boy had
some faults.

Three sighed heavily, as if he realized there was nyohwacould avoid telling Ophir the
whole truth. “I realized that if there was an emegyemy cell phone was the only way
my parents could get in touch with me, but it was staleng with the rest of my
backpack. So I thought, just in case, that | should leh theow where they could reach
me.” Three’s jaw clenched. “My mistake.”

Ophir put his hand on Three’s arm.

It was the undoing of Three. “For nineteen years, fieatims, and four days, they said
they loved me. The next second, they didn’t. How can a@yast turn it on and off like
that? How come | still love them? It’s like they didever really love me, you know.
They loved their closeted son. Or they were lying thelesiime and got to admit it when
| came out to them. Dad told me to get AIDS and die.”

Fuming, Ophir clasped Three’s shoulders and looked into & &your dad is an ass.”

Three’s laugh was so rueful that made Ophir’s hedne.dd hank you for listening, Sir.
I'll be all right now.” He wiped his eyes with the bagkhis hand.



Ophir could have let him go. He could have pretended thaeWas all right, but the
boy’s eyes told a different tale. A rush of longindefil Ophir’s heart, followed quickly
by a surge of anger.

“No one hurts my boy. Not without my permission.”

Ophir knew where those words came from. He sounded kestkctor. Well, Hector
had been an amazing Master, the best ever. And in thisy Gbmpletely agreed with
him.

Three tried to step back.

“Boy, | didn’t give you permission to leave.”

“I'll get over it, Sir. | promise.”

The hell he would. That poison would seep into his raimdl heart and make him
believe he was worthless unless Ophir acted fast wigmady.

Ophir brushed his lips against Three’s mouth, then worketbihigie past the trembling
lips. He swore he could taste Three’s sorrow. He toexlveep it away, replacing it with
something else. Under his hold, tension slowly eased Tiom@e’s muscles. Words could
lie but the body always told the truth.

“I want you in my bed right now, Boy.” Ophir releasekrde.



Three hesitated for the briefest of moments befanaing from the room. Ophir listened
to him bound upstairs.

“Well, Hector, what would you do now? You're the exparsoothing wounded boys,
not me.” Ophir muttered. He didn'’t really need to appealdmid Master for guidance.
He knew what Hector would do. In something akin to brainvmashiector wouldn’t
allow the boy to rest or think for days, making love to bimil the boy was
overwhelmed by affection and sex.

Sex was a given. The affection part was what mauter@ause. Yes, he was fond of his
boys, but he wasn't sure he could make Three feel lowdut making the boy think
they were in love.

He needs me.

Ophir pursed his lips. Time to prove he was worthy otitteeMaster.

*k*k

Ophir’'s bedroom was sparsely furnished, but not austesdakdje bed sat atop a black
platform. There were no throw pillows or soft desigtwerches. A single black leather
wing-back chair and small table sat in front of a fiaep. The jade walls and artwork
leant the room a Japanese feel.

Three waited in Ophir’'s bedroom in his usual stance wArf@re tears had trickled
down his cheeks, but he was also getting hard.

“You may undress me,” Ophir said.



Three seemed unsure of what to do.

“Start with my shirt, Boy.”

As Three unfastened the buttons, Ophir reached out ta sweg the wet trail down
Three’s cheek. That touch turned into a caress. Thsegishad a slight hitch to it.

“Hang my clothes as you remove them.”

Three slid the shirt off Ophir’s shoulders and took ithte closet. When he came back to
Ophir, he knelt but didn’t immediately reach for Ophir'ssan

“Good boy.” Ophir caressed Three’s hair. His handtslithe back of Three’s head and
gently brought it to his groin.

Three rubbed his cheek and nose against the outlinehof ©pock.

“Do you want it, Boy?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Show me.”

Three unzipped Ophir’s pants. To Ophir’'s satisfaction, de'dsimply plunge his
mouth over Ophir’s cock and start sucking as if he weeerace. Instead, he teased the



head across his lips and cheeks, and then slowly licked it

The reverential treatment made Ophir harden immedgidde watched Three’s face,
admiring how the boy’s eyes half-closed, as if he vieigepeaceful trance. Those lips
had yet to wrap around his cock. Instead, Three slid hisrmguthe length of Ophir’s
shaft before running his tongue down to the base and over ©ipdilis. Finally, he took
Ophir’'s cock into his mouth. Still, he didn’t rush.

Ophir’s touch on Three’s head went from a caressmora forceful hold. He was
pleased that Three immediately responded to the suizifgge and stopped. Time for the
gentle tease to end. He grabbed Three’s head and thrushotegye willing mouth.

As tempting as it was to fuck Three’s mouth until henaked, a true Master had enough
control of himself to sacrifice his pleasure for the gobHis boy. Reluctantly, Ophir
drew his cock from Three’s mouth. He grasped the basehantped his cock on Three’s
lips and cheeks, leaving wet marks.

Three looked up at him in worship.

Ophir drew in a deep breath. He’d been in that place &éedazing up at Hector, his
heart full, emotions barely in check. Once he’d bezdtine Master, he’d lost his right to
abandon himself to that. There were times that headig and envied his boys, but
someone had to make it safe for them to drop evegndefand be that vulnerable. He'd
never realized when he was Hector’s boy how muchadtid@ad served him. For the rest
of his life, Hector would be the Master he measured Hiragainst.

“Remove the rest of my clothes, Boy.”

Three pulled Ophir's pants down, but then realized he diwie removed the shoes
first. If he made that mistake next time they were tiogre Ophir would punish him to
enforce the lesson, but he wanted to see how much Tlulesdpip on his own.



When he’d hung Ophir's pants and placed the shoes inabet cThree waited for
instructions. Ophir walked around Three. His light touclwsected posture. Once he
was satisfied, he made another circle around his new boy.

Since signing into servitude, Three no longer wore c®im¢he house. There was a
difference between nudity and the nakedness the bowlpisofelt standing before his
Master the first time they were to have sex thoughiOwvatched Three’s fists grip tight,
as if he fought the urge to cover his groin. Nerves wegeoa sign. It meant a boy’s
focus was on his Master’s approval, not his own cock. Wieesaw Three’s expression
though, he regretted giving the boy time to think. Threeatthn came short and shallow.
His lips turned down. He was probably thinking of that phalet@ his parents again.

Ophir grasped a handful of Three’s blond, spiked hair and tuddeee teetered
forward as he gasped in surprise at being dragged to thef siteleed. Ophir released
him, but only long enough to take a firm grip on the badki®head.

Ophir meant for the kiss to hurt. Nothing jolted a boyafuirooding like pain. As soon
as Three kissed him back, Ophir shoved him down on the Batybur butt up in the air
and pull your cheeks apart, Boy. Show me what a slut gauvau like taking it up the
ass, don'’t you, Boy?”

“Yes, Sir. Ah!”

Ophir’s tongue plunged into Three’s hole. Three’s fingersidiagthe meat of his
beautiful butt as he tried to spread further for hisQphir worked Three’s hole for a
while and then slid his tongue down to the taint.

Three moaned as Ophir sucked hard. The licking continued tiolis balls, along his
shaft, and finally to the head of his cock.



With a tight smile of satisfaction, Ophir tasted sieady flow of pre-come. He slid
fingers into Three’s ass. When he felt the rough nubhoée’s prostate, he gently
pressed his fingertips to it to milk more pre-come fromaine

Three groaned into the mattress. He wriggled, tryingetaOphir’s fingers to fuck him
instead of simply filling him.

Ophir immediately distanced himself from Three. “Thestimportant lesson, the only
lesson, is that you don’'t control anything, Boy. If | wgaur ass fucked, I'll do it. If |
don’t, you'll have to go without.”

“Sorry, Sir.”

“I'm sure you are, but you'll still be punished. | want yearing over the mattress. You
know the position by now, I'm sure.”

Three nodded. He slipped off the bed then leaned owetlias his chest pressed to the
mattress. His hands rested flat on the bedspread. |As ta¢ was, he had to bow his
back, pushing his butt up high.

Ophir didn’t want to give Three too much time to get baside his head, so he used his
hand instead of the flogger he preferred. “Give me the c&ayt; He raised his hand
and brought it down on Three’s butt with a sharp smack.

“One. I'm sorry | tried to fuck myself on your fingeiSir.”

Ophir barely gave Three time to get the words out keftiking him again. Before
long, both cheeks were dark pink, and Three hopped on kisisake blows fell. Ophir
switched hands, but knew that his left hand didn’t strikb nearly the force of his right.



Frowning, Ophir looked at his palms. Both ached He wasTuee understood the
lesson. However, with the exception of a few tearsesrpaek from the corners of his eyes,
Three had yet to break down. What the boy needed \gas\arenching cry. Pain would
give him the excuse to give in. Continuing to spank him Wwasmg to do the job.

Maybe rough sex would. Ophir tore open a condom wrappeteaa tt down on the
bed near Three’s face. He rolled it down his cock andallyitglammed into Three’s hole.
He grasped Three’s sore butt a lot harder than he needed pwanded mercilessly.
Three grunted, but he didn’t cry out.

Frustrated, Ophir pulled out of Three’s ass and gaveat&asmack. “Turn over.” He
hoisted Three’s legs to his shoulders and plunged backhatiboy. As he set into his
rhythm, pre-come drops fell from the tip of Three’s contochis flat stomach. With each
thrust, Three’s tight pecs bounced.

Ophir bent down to kiss Three. Three gasped as his kneegivieen against his chest.
Pinned like that, it would be hard for him to catch hisatreOphir mashed his lips
against Three’s.

Three’s hands clasped at Ophir, as if he couldn’t figutevbere to hold on, or even if
he were allowed to. His stomach muscles clenched.

Ophir rubbed his cheek against Three’'s and whispered, “Doldtyourself back from
me, Boy. | own all of you. Give me everything.” His lifmaiched Three’s earlobe. “Let
me in, Chris.”

A sob, or was it a groan, pushed out of Three. He wrabpigeatms around Ophir and
clung tight, hiding his face against Ophir's chest as Oplnireca

Ophir rolled them over. Three still hung on as ifdear life. Ophir held him just as tight



so that he couldn’t escape. A strong shudder passed throvggisTshoulders. Sobbing
quietly, he finally cried.

Knowing words would only ruin the moment, Ophir caressadi kissed Three.

Three didn’t cry for long, but it was a start. A vgigod start, Ophir thought. Even
Hector wouldn’t have gotten better from a boy.

They lazed together, slowly releasing from their endarac

“You didn't come, Three. Don’'t worry. We have all dayget around to that.”

“l don’t mind, Sir.” Three rolled onto his back.

Ophir wouldn’t let him get away so soon. He trailedfimgers up Three’s chest. ‘I
don't care if you mind or not. But when | tell you to cqryeu will. Because--"

“Because you're the Master, Sir.”

“You get this one warning, Boy. From now on, you intermptat your own peril.”

“Sorry, Sir.”

Ophir stroked Three’s cock, admiring the deep pink flushehtad when he was
aroused. Enjoying the bond between them in the quiet mipime gazed into Three’s
eyes. He couldn't help caressing Three’s cheek and kissintghaterly. What a sweet



boy. What a perfect boy. He’'d never felt so lucky. §&avords almost came out of his
mouth. He had to fight down the emotions threatenirgutst out of him.

You have to stay in control so that he can give in.

It was so tempting to whisper lover’s words to the boy.

It's because you just came. You'll be over it soon

“I'm pleased with you, Three. | look forward to thexhéhree years of your service.
We’'ll work together on your training. Let’s go take a shwath, and then I'm going to
teach you how to bottom for your Master. It isn’'t ablyirtg there getting fucked.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Oh, and Three -- never let the other boys know kecajlou by your name. That will
only lead to jealousy, and you know how | feel aboutthat.

“That secret’s safe with me, Sir.” Three glanceggaw

“Look at me, Boy.”

Three’s gaze reluctantly met Ophir’s. “May | ask aofa\5ir?”

“You can always ask. | rarely give boys what they askbut | always try to give them
what they need.”



“Let’s keep this purely business, okay?”

Ophir’s eyebrow arched.

“| serve you, you train me. We fulfill the letter ofir contract. But that’s it.”

Taken aback, Ophir said, “That’s all | ever intended.”

Smiling, Three nodded. “It’s just for a second there,way you were looking at me, |
was afraid you were going to tell me you loved me. | daké that right now.”

Ophir squeezed Three’s cock. “You will never hear thoselsvpass my lips, Boy. Your
Master promises.”



