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  To Gene.

Whose love of art, literature … and me,

manifested my greatest joy in life.








  
  A Note to the Reader


The Double Dare trilogy portrays a chosen family of gay men living in 21st Century San Francisco, a city long revered for encouraging its denizens to live their best, authentic lives. The men chronicled here are striving to do just that. Which means there are occasional, frank scenes of sex between men. Loving, devoted men, some of whom enjoy exploring new and growing subcultures in the modern world. As the title should imply, some of these scenes may be, for the uninitiated, a bit daring. 






  
  
    
  
    
  As Luke hovered between consciousness and that delicious dream state, he suddenly realized what Raphael’s next dare would be. Should he? Could he really? But what if … Then, within seconds, both men were asleep. 
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The First Dare


Raphael slid into the booth, stuffing his and Luke’s gym bags under the seat. He was still slightly damp from the post workout shower at their gym around the corner. Even though they’d both spent Christmas earlier in the week with their respective families, they were faithful to their workout routine: Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. Of course, part of the routine included protein shakes and chicken salad sandwiches at their favorite neighborhood café after their workout. They took turns buying, and this evening was Luke’s turn. 
As Raphael pulled his nearly shoulder length hair back, to let a little air under the damp locks, Luke slid into the other side of the booth with the shakes.  “Food will be here shortly,” he said, smiling at Raphael’s efforts to dry out his shiny, black hair. “Now, see, if you’d get a cool cut like that guy’s, your hair would be dry by now,” Luke nodded his head to the booth across the aisle where two guys were sharing a loaded pizza. One of them sported a high ’n tight that must have been only a few hours old since far more skin than hair gleamed on the sides and back of his head. The fact that the skin was nicely tanned indicated it wasn’t a new high ’n tight, either.
“Right,” replied Raphael. “Like you’ll ever see me with a flattop.” He lowered his voice, “It looks good on him, I have to admit ... in fact, he’s pretty hot, but not me. No way.”
Luke reached up and brushed the back of his head, feeling the soft nap of his own week-old flattop. “Don’t be too sure, Raphael, my boy. I never thought I’d have short hair either, but since I got buzzed, I love it. And, I get plenty of compliments and come-ons, too, so it must not look too bad.”
“It looks great, Luke, and you know it. But that’s you. I’d look like hell. My hair’s my best asset. After my ass, maybe.”
“Your ass, my ass. Your baby-smooth pecs are your best asset. These workouts are paying you much bigger dividends than they are me.”
“Yeah, right. So why did that hunk in the practically see-thru body suit find it necessary to “spot” you on the bench press tonight? You’re looking great.”
“He was just looking out for my safety.”
“Safety? Give me a break. He was looking for something, all right.” Raphael rolled his eyes and rubbed his leg up against Luke’s and left it there. Both men were showing progress from their devotion to the gym, and they both knew it. In fact, Luke now wore many of Raphael’s shirts because Raphael had outgrown them over the past few months. 
A familiar counterman walked up with their sandwiches, deftly sliding their plates in front of them. He knew Raphael had the fries and Luke the onion rings. “Another shake?” he asked Luke, noting his tumbler was two thirds empty. 
“That’d be nice,” Luke responded. 
“Yes, Sir,” was the comeback. The man turned to the table across the aisle and picked up the empty pizza pan, giving the hot guy’s high ’n tight a brisk, flirtatious, rub as he left. 
“See, a manly cut commands respect,” said Luke as he tore into his sandwich.
“Which are you referring to — the subservient ‘Yes, Sir’ or the awfully familiar noogie he gave Mr. Skinhead over there?”
“Both. I find both to be admirable.”
After the boys finished their meal, they sat back to relax a minute before heading home. They lived on the same block, but in different buildings. Raphael had briefly thought about suggesting they move in together, but he didn’t want to rush Luke. They spent plenty of time together, at the gym and on weekends either rollerblading Golden Gate Park, at the beach or hiking the nearby hills. And, more and more, in bed. God knows, the sex was better than it had ever been with Larry, but still. Luke was sometimes something of an enigma. Raphael cared too much for him and the growing relationship to do anything to spoil it. You could say Raphael was waiting for a sign, a spontaneous sign, from Luke to indicate how he felt.
“What should we do for New Year’s?” Raphael asked, assuming, hoping, they’d do something together. Maybe go to the bars, or find a party.
“Hmmm,” Luke grunted. “Good question. I’m not sure I want to start another year off in a noisy, crowded bar.” Luke hated most bars and usually got hoarse trying to yell over the ubiquitous loud music. Why the hell did they have to play it so damned loud, anyway?
“I dare you to go to the Powerhouse and do that little strip tease on the bar again,” Raphael chided, smirking as he grabbed another napkin to pat down his forehead. The hair closest to his scalp was still a little damp, the humidity held in by his thick hair. Raphael was referring to an impromptu performance Luke gave on the night the two met. Luke was ‘in high spirits’ and had acted on a dare Raphael dealt him. That was before Raphael learned how uninhibited Luke was, especially when it came to his own body. The studded leather codpiece Luke stripped down to, before the bartender ended his performance, was his second clue that there was more to Luke than first met the eye.
“Really? Well, I’ll do it in a flash, if I get to dare you, too. If I do your dare, you’ll have to do mine.”
“Yeah, right. Like you’d really mind stripping in front of a bunch of horny guys. Some dare. Besides, I don’t know.” Raphael pulled back his hair and waved it a couple of times to allow cooling air around his ears. Finally, in desperation he pulled a hair band out of his pocket and tied it into a man bun. “You’ve got a devious streak. I mean, it’s one of the things I love about you, but ... what if I didn’t do your dare?”
“Then I’d know you didn’t really love me.” Luke smiled. He suspected that would get Raphael’s attention.
“So, if you give me a dare,” Raphael asked a little breathlessly, “and I do it ... you’ll know I love you?” Interesting turn of events. Maybe Luke felt as much for him as he did for Luke. This could be a better holiday than he’d imagined.
“We’ll, it would certainly say a lot, don’t you think? Your willingness to put yourself totally in my hands, so to speak. Trust like that is usually only found among soldiers and lovers.”
The word ‘lovers’ caused Raphael’s heart to pause, then race a few beats. Strip off a couple of consonants, and you had the word he’d been waiting months to hear from Luke. Another of Luke’s words gave him a small thrill, too.
“What do you mean, ‘totally’?”
“Hey you started this. You dared me. I kind of like the idea of starting the new year testing our devotion to each other. You test me, I test you back. Dare and double dare.”
“Not fair. If I dare you and you double dare me, then you get to one up me. You come out ahead, especially considering how creative you can be sometimes. I don’t think I like this.”
“I do. I like it a lot. And, I think I have more guts than you, too, so, I’ll tell you what. It doesn’t stop with the double dare. You can triple dare me, then I get to come back at you. And so on.”
“And so on? When does it stop?”
“When one of us can’t meet the other’s challenge. When one of us admits his pride is greater than his devotion to the other.”
Raphael sat back and thought over the conversation, sipping the last of his shake. Luke just stared back, that mischievous little-boy smile on his face. “You know,” Raphael finally said, “you said if I couldn’t do your dare...”
“Dares, Raphael. Dares. We’re talking multiple jeopardy here.”
“Dares. Whatever. You said if I couldn’t do them, then you’d know I didn’t love you.” Raphael paused and made it look like he was swallowing some shake when in fact he was simply anxious. Finally, he took a deep breath, looked back into Luke’s almost clear blue eyes and asked, “How do I know if you love me?”
“Easy,” Luke responded coolly. He stared back, lifting his left eyebrow in that sexy/sinister way he had.  “I won’t be the one to stop the dares.”

    
  New Year’s Eve. Raphael got home early from work, as he and Luke had discussed, so they’d have plenty of time to psych up for the evening and, hopefully, the night ahead. He had no idea what to expect, although he had thought about what would be happening tonight almost non-stop since their conversation in the café. Raphael had tried to joke about it at their workout last night, but Luke wasn’t cooperating. He’d simply said, “We made a deal and that’s that. Talking about it will just take the edge off of what I intend to make a perfect New Year’s Eve.”
Raphael had spent hours trying to come up with dares that he thought Luke would refuse to do. This was going to be tough. Oh, sure he had a few wild ideas, but, hell, he didn’t want to get Luke arrested. He wanted to get him into bed ... for good. The bad news was that, of most of his ideas, none were things he thought Luke wouldn’t be willing to do. Except, maybe one. Just in case things got out of control, Raphael had what he hoped would be his trump card. A dare that, if Luke did it, would make Raphael the happiest guy in town, and if he didn’t, well, Luke had said he wouldn’t be the one to stop the dares. “God, I hope not,” Raphael muttered to himself.
An hour later Raphael was finishing blowing his hair dry in front of the full-length mirror in his bedroom when the door buzzed. Except for Luke, Raphael wasn’t expecting anyone, and that wasn’t for another half hour or so. He put down the blow dryer and wrapped the bath towel around his waist. The white towel contrasted nicely with his smooth, tanned torso. Luke was right; his pecs were looking pretty good lately. A second buzz woke Raphael out of his short, narcissistic reverie, and he padded through the living room to the front door, bunching up the towel in front to hide his half-mast erection.
On the other side of the door stood Luke, grinning from ear to ear. “Hey, Raphael. I see you got all dressed up for me.”
“I was just getting ready. I thought...”
“You can stop thinking, my boy. This is double dare night, remember, and I plan to keep you off balance all night.”
“Oh really,” Raphael feigned confidence. “Maybe I plan to knock you off balance first. In fact, I think I do go first, don’t I?”
“Yeah, you get to go first,” Luke said as he dropped his oversized gym back to the floor. Something inside clinked as it hit the carpet. “But, remember, I go second. And fourth. And so on.” With that, Luke slid his hand between the towel’s knot and Raphael’s smooth, flat belly and pulled, freeing Raphael’s semi-hardon. Luke grinned, then brought Raphael close by placing one hand on each bubbly little butt cheek and pulling him tight. His lips touched Raphael’s as they both exhaled together. Then, pulling his face back enough that he could look into Raphael’s eyes, Luke said, “Do it. Test my devotion, Raphael. Dare me.”
“I’d rather just do this all night,” Raphael replied. Luke looked hot. And, there was something sensual about being naked when Luke wasn’t. It made him feel kind of subservient. It made him feel good.
Luke let go of Raphael’s ass and flopped onto the couch. “Your bidding, Sir?” he asked.
Raphael was ready, at least for this first dare. He was pretty sure Luke would do it, but he was concerned it might piss him off, too. But he also knew Luke was just waiting to spring a dare on him, so Raphael figured, what the hell. Might as well get the ball rolling in a big way.
Luke loved parading around naked in the locker room and steam room at the gym. He was proud of the progress he’d made and he liked being watched. His cock was a little bigger than average, and certainly bigger than Raphael’s, and no one ever complained about Luke’s inhibition. Luke was uncut, and that alone made him stand out from the crowd. Raphael was ready with his first shot.
“Strip, Luke. Stand up, strip, then, put your hands on your head and spread your legs,” Raphael commanded. Luke just smiled.
“Hey, you’re supposed to make me do something I don’t like.”
“Just do it, mister. There’s more after you’re naked.”
“I hope so,” Luke said. Obediently, he stripped off the fleece sweatshirt he was wearing, then his shoes and socks and finally his tight, black 501s. As usual, he wasn’t wearing any underwear. Slowly he raised his hands to his head and slid his feet apart, to shoulder width. Now, both men were naked. Luke smiled and said, “How’s this, Sir?”
“Perfect,” Raphael replied. “Now you must stand absolutely still.” With that, Raphael left the room and returned with a small brown bag which he placed on the coffee table. He stared at Luke a moment, admiring his naked body. Raphael began to have second thoughts. What if Luke got mad at him over this first dare? How would he retaliate? Worse yet, what if he simply left? He couldn’t bear that.
“What are you waiting for, Sir? I am still at your command, Sir,” Luke barked, pretending to be a new recruit or something. Obviously, Luke was enjoying this. What the hell. It was Luke’s idea, after all, to do this. Raphael reached into the bag and pulled out a new pair of barber scissors. Luke did a slight double take, but remained at attention. Raphael hesitated only a second, slowly dropped to his knees and reached for Luke’s thick, ginger bush. 
Holding the curly red and blond hairs with his left hand, Raphael began snipping them close to the skin with his right. Fuck, he thought, Luke’s going to hate me. He’ll have to wait for weeks before he can run around the gym in front of the other guys. Dreading Luke’s certain disapproval, Raphael kept his eyes locked on Luke’s diminishing pubes. He moved his cock and balls from one side to the other as he clipped the hair down to stubble, all around Luke’s crotch. Then, as he reached into the bag for the shaving cream and razor, he looked up to see how Luke was taking it. 
Nothing. Luke was looking straight ahead, stone faced. Shit, shit, shit, Raphael thought. I knew I shouldn’t have done this. I knew it. Man oh man oh man. Quickly, wanting to get this over with before Luke said something, or worse yet, started to leave, Raphael smoothed the gel shaving cream around Luke’s crotch, all around his cock and up under his balls, clear back to his ass. He pulled the tray of water out from under the couch that he’d stashed earlier, and began to shave Luke down.
With each stroke, foam and hair rolled away from Luke’s crotch, revealing fresh, smooth skin, much like the rest of Luke’s slightly furry body. In a sexy contrast, his pubes really were dense. The skin underneath was pale white next to his otherwise all-over tan. After several strokes, most of the pubes were completely gone. Raphael turned and selected a new disposable razor, not wanting to cut Luke with a dull blade. When he turned back, Raphael was greeted with a surprising sight.
Luke was at half-staff, more than half staff. He was turned on. He was getting hard! Raphael looked up and instead of the cold look he’d displayed earlier, Luke was grinning. He looked down at Raphael and winked. He winked! Heartened, Raphael carefully worked around Luke’s horizontal shaft, slowly freeing it of every vestige of manhood. He glided over Luke’s balls, swath after swath peeling away the stubble he’d left a few moments earlier. Then, becoming braver with Luke’s still raging hardon, Raphael lifted cock and balls and shaved down that wonderful patch of grooved skin between Luke’s balls and his ass. Raphael had spent hours licking these sparse little hairs as they’d made love; now he was whisking them off in an instant.
Finally, he was done. Raphael stood up, looked Luke in the eye, smiled, then silently turned and left the room. He returned with a warm, wet towel and proceeded to rub Luke’s truly naked endowment clean of remaining foam and loose hairs. Just when Luke might have thought the ordeal was over, truly emboldened now, Raphael said, “Whoops, missed one,” and reached for the razor again. He took his time to carefully inspect every inch of Luke’s silkily smooth genitals, scraping off an errant hair here and another one there. Back to the warm towel and another rubbing of Luke’s still hard cock.
At last Raphael stood up and, this time, it was Raphael who put his arms around Luke and pulled him close. Luke’s smooth cock slid up Raphael’s belly, giving both an exciting new sensation. Luke’s arms dropped from his head and circled around Raphael’s naked back. His right hand slid down to Raphael’s ass and squeezed it firmly.
Raphael let out a long, deep breath. The touch of Luke’s naked body always made him feel so relaxed. “Thanks for not getting mad, Luke,” he whispered into Luke’s ear. 
“Mad? Raphael, I’m not mad. I love what you did. I just hope you love what I’m about to do as much as I love what you just did.” And, with that, Luke took Raphael’s head in his hands and gave Raphael a long, deep, sloppy wet kiss. Both men moaned as Raphael’s cock began to rise, sliding up Luke’s legs until it rested under Luke’s baby smooth balls. Many shared breaths later, Luke pulled away from Raphael’s mouth, looked deep into his brown eyes and said, “My turn.”
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Raphael’s Journey Begins


Raphael continued his embrace of Luke, reveling in the smooth, warm feel of his torso and back. He was so relieved that Luke wasn’t angry over the crotch shaving that all he could think about was pulling him into the bedroom and making crazy, non-stop love to him all night long.  
Luke, however, had other plans.
“You must think my devotion to you is mighty weak, Raphael” Luke said as Raphael’s hands circled Luke’s back, occasionally brushing the top of his tanned, muscular butt.
“What do you mean?” Raphael asked, pulling his head back far enough to look into Luke’s eyes.
“I mean that wasn’t much of a dare, shaving my pubes. Now they fit the rest of me ... well, most of the rest of me.” Luke rubbed his trimmed pecs and grinned.
“Well, I really thought you’d be pissed. I thought it was a pretty good test, Luke.” Raphael was relieved Luke was taking it so well, but he was a little disappointed that Luke thought Raphael’s test was lame, or worse, that he might have implied Luke’s devotion was lacking. Raphael wanted Luke to understand that not only was his devotion to Luke beyond measure, but that he hoped Luke’s was, too.
“Pissed?” Luke laughed. He released his hold on Raphael and walked into the bedroom to admire Raphael’s handiwork in the mirror. He returned, rubbing his balls with his right hand while scratching his flattop with his left. “It looks pretty hot to me, Raphael, and I love the way it feels. I think I’ll keep it this way. It’ll look better once it’s tanned, don’t you think?” Luke reached out and gently fondled Raphael’s right nipple. Luke’s touch made Raphael shudder.
“Yeah, maybe, once you get used to it,” Raphael replied. “I gotta admit,” Raphael said as he reached out and cupped Luke’s smooth balls in his hand, “it does feel pretty cool. But you won’t be able to strip at the gym now, until it grows back out.” 
“Weren’t you listening, Raphael? I’m going to tan it and keep it smooth. Those guys won’t care. Hell, I’ll have more guys rubbing up against me in the steam than ever. This was your gift to me, Raphael, your test of my devotion, and I plan to prove my devotion by keeping it just the way you wanted it.”
Raphael smiled, a sucker for Luke’s sweet talk, and he began stroking Luke’s erection, closing his eyes slightly.
“Slow down, Raphael, my boy,” Luke murmured. “Don’t get me too hot. I still have plenty of work to do before midnight. And, I’m assuming you do, too.”
“You mean we can’t enjoy ourselves as we go along?” Raphael almost whined. Raphael may not have been as uninhibited as Luke, but, once he got started, Raphael could make sex last all night long. That was one of the things Luke loved about him.
“Oh, I’m already enjoying myself. I just don’t want to peak before we get to the really good stuff. Speaking of which, it’s still my turn now.” With that, Luke slipped out of Raphael’s embrace, took him by the hand and pulled him into the bedroom. Luke walked to the chair in the corner that served as a clothes horse more than a seat, pushed the stack of discarded clothing to the floor, and lifted the chair, plopping it down about three feet in front of the full-length mirror. Luke returned to the living room, picked up his gym bag, and rejoined Raphael in front of the mirror. Luke took Raphael by the left biceps and said, “March over to that chair, boy. You’re in the army now.”
“The army?”
“Just march. Remember, letting me have my way now, as I just did with you, proves your devotion. How deep is your devotion to me, Raphael?”
“As deep as yours Luke,” Raphael said, a bit warily. Then, with more force, “Deeper than yours. Sir.”
Luke smiled. “That’s my boy. But we’ll see whose devotion is deepest, won’t we, Raphael? Now, sit.” They’d reached the chair. Raphael sat as Luke turned up the lights in the room. Then, as he bent over and unzipped the gym bag, giving Raphael a breathtaking view of his bare tanned ass in the mirror, Luke said, “I won’t ask you to put your hands on your head. In fact, I want them straight down at your sides.”
Raphael obliged. Luke turned around, holding a six-foot length of white rope. “This is cotton rope,” Luke said, “so it won’t hurt. Trust me, I know. In fact, if you cooperate, this should all feel pretty good.”
“What are you going to do?” Raphael asked. 
“Just relax.” Luke gave Raphael a devilish look in the mirror, then he approached with the rope. Luke squatted and knotted the rope around Raphael’s wrists, passing the rope under the seat of the chair so that Raphael couldn’t stand or even raise his arms. Then, Luke reached back into the bag and pulled out another length of rope. He positioned himself in front of Raphael, his face inches from Raphael’s bobbing erection, and he proceeded to tie Raphael’s ankles to the chair legs. Finished, he leaned forward and blew a soft, warm fount of air over the tip of Raphael’s swollen cock. Raphael moaned. “Raphael, I want you to feel better than you’ve ever felt before,” Luke said. 
“I feel great,” Raphael responded. “This is kinda hot.”
Luke smiled, then he stood, walked around behind the chair and stared at Raphael in the mirror. “I want you to look better than you’ve ever looked as well.”
Luke reached into the bag again and, this time, he pulled out a gleaming object, barber’s clippers, the kind Raphael had seen in barbershops when he was a kid. They hadn’t been anywhere near his prized head of hair for years.
Oh fuck. Raphael was now beginning to understand what Luke was up to, but he couldn’t believe Luke would really do it. Stripping in a gay bar was not much of a challenge. Losing your pubes, when you already trim your body hair to stubble isn’t much of a stretch, either. Besides, nobody but Raphael and a few guys at the gym or Marshall’s Beach would even know about the pubes. But, this ... barber clippers? 
“Oh, no,” Raphael started to blurt out, then stopped.
“What’s that?” Luke asked. He turned and moved his head down, close to Raphael’s. “Did you say something, Raphael?” Raphael remained silent. The look on his face, reflected in the mirror, said enough. 
“Were you about to comment on the depth of your devotion?” Luke asked. Luke squatted down on his naked haunches, putting his face level with Raphael’s. “Go ahead, I’m listening,” he whispered.
Raphael took a deep breath, looking into the mirror at his freshly shampooed hair. Naturally, it was at its best, gleaming in the overhead light. Slowly, he turned to Luke, forcing an almost convincingly brave smile and said “I was about to say, please, Sir, test my devotion.” After a pause, he continued, “It knows no bounds, Sir.”
Luke grinned and leaned forward to touch his lips to Raphael’s. After a shared breath he stood, placed his hand on the back of Raphael’s neck and switched the clippers on.
Raphael snapped to attention. This was it. Luke was going to buzz off his hair into a flattop to match his own. He should have seen it coming. Luke’s comments the other night came back to him as Luke lowered the clippers to his neck. Raphael knew how he’d look when Luke was done, too. Terrible. He’d had one flattop in his life, at the age of twelve, and everyone had made fun of him. He’d immediately grown it back out and had never had it shorter than near shoulder length ever since. This was not what Raphael had hoped for this evening. As Luke pushed his head forward, Raphael could see his own erection going limp. Fuck. This was going to be the worst New Year’s ever.
Luke lifted a handful of Raphael’s hairs and touched the clippers to the nape of Raphael’s neck, gently resting them just below the hairline. He slowly moved them up a couple of inches, before lifting them away from Raphael’s head. Raphael’s hair was so long and thick he couldn’t see what he was doing very well. Some of the hair fell onto Raphael’s shoulder, then his thigh. The rest went straight to the floor. Raphael remained stoic, unmoving. Luke didn’t even have to keep his hand on the back of his head.
Luke returned the clippers to Raphael’s neck and glided them slowly up again, overlapping the first spot to cut a wider swath. The scalp showing through was exactly what Luke was yearning for. It looked hot, and his hard cock bounced in appreciation as he moved around behind Raphael’s chair. 
Again and again, Luke ran the clippers up the back of Raphael’s head, removing only a couple of inches of hair with each pass. He loved the effect his work was having on Raphael’s head, and he was enjoying it. When he glanced at Raphael’s reflection in the mirror, he saw that Raphael was definitely not enjoying it with him.
Luke clicked off the clippers and sat them on the bed behind him. He put his hands on Raphael’s muscled shoulders and gave them a little rub. Raphael, surprised, lifted his head and looked at Luke in the mirror. “That’s it? You’re done?”
“If I stopped now, you’d look like one of those scary club kids, so I’d better not stop. It’s just that you’re not enjoying this, like I am, and that makes me sad.” 
“I can’t believe you’re doing it,” Raphael said. He tried to keep his voice even, natural.
“Okay, so you do want me to stop? Have we finished our dares?”
Raphael almost said ‘yes, please stop.’ But, as he looked at Luke’s reflection, he saw the white, naked patch around Luke’s still hard cock and remembered how happily Luke let him have his way with Luke’s pubes. Maybe Luke loved him more than he loved Luke. Could that be true? Oh, please make it so, Raphael thought. Let Luke love me as much as I love him. With that, Raphael looked at his own reflection one last time, then closed his eyes and said, “No, Sir. Please do not stop, Sir. Do not stop until you are satisfied with the way I look, Sir.”
Luke smiled and rubbed Raphael’s shoulders again, reaching down to tweak his caramel nipples. Then he retrieved the clippers. As Luke snapped them on and moved them to the base of Raphael’s neck again, Raphael voluntarily lowered his head.  Again, Luke began sliding the clippers up Raphael’s scalp. Although Luke seemed to be moving them just as he had before, something was different. Raphael noticed their warmth for the first time. The deep vibration he felt as Luke moved them over his head was nice, too. Almost erotic. As Luke worked, his fingers touched Raphael in a spot where the clippers had already passed, and Raphael gasped at the feel of Luke’s touch on stubble. Noting the response, Luke bent close and licked the buzzed back of Raphael’s head. 
“Oh, god,” Raphael groaned. Luke blew on the spot he’d just moistened, sending a chill down Raphael’s back that re-ignited Raphael’s cock. It began to swell again, rising among the pile of Raphael’s now forsaken locks.
“Feels, good doesn’t it, Raphael?” Luke asserted. 
“That’s unbelievable,” Raphael replied. 
“It just gets better. Go ahead, you can lift your head now. I’m done with the back for a while. Why don’t you watch?”
Raphael did. He watched as Luke deftly moved the clippers up the sides of his head in even, metered strokes. Moving from the back to the front on first the right side, then the left. Watching Luke’s erection bob around as he worked was almost as hot as watching his hair fall away from his head in stroke after stroke after stroke. Luke finished the left side, then snapped off the clippers again and put them down. He left for the living room.
Raphael looked totally bizarre now. Although most of the hair on the top of his head was untouched, what he could see of the sides and back was buzzed down to less than a quarter inch in length. He could see much of his scalp through the hair. The strangest part of all was that it really looked kind of hot. It sure as hell felt great. He could feel the air moving around the room, touching his scalp as it passed. Another chill went down Raphael’s spine.
Luke returned with the same scissors Raphael had used on his pubes. “Since I’m going to let you keep some on top, I want to make sure I don’t mess up,” Luke announced. He grabbed a handful of hair right in the middle of the top of Raphael’s head and snipped it off, about an inch from the scalp. “There,” Luke said. “Looking better already.”
It wasn’t long before Luke finished his scissoring, leaving Raphael with the equivalent of a spiky punk look. Damn. Even that looked hot to Raphael. Apparently, Luke liked it, too. “I thought you said you’d look terrible with a buzzcut,” Luke said.
“I did. I mean, yes, I did say it and I did look terrible with a flattop. At least I think I did. But then, I also said you’d never catch me with a flattop.”
“Funny thing, devotion, huh?” Luke replied. Raphael smiled. Things were looking up, after all. “You were right about one thing, though,” Luke continued.
“What was that, Sir?” Raphael was getting back into the spirit of the moment.
“I won’t catch you in a flattop.”
“What do you call this?” Raphael asked.
“A haircut. Until it’s done, it’s still just a haircut.” With that, Luke snapped the clippers back on and proceeded to buzz the top of Raphael’s head down to a very smooth, very even, very short quarter inch. Several times Luke stopped, bent down, brushed the hair this way and that, and then resumed his handy work. Finally, he snapped the clippers off, rested his left hand on Raphael’s shoulder, and once again squatted to face him eye to eye. “How does that look, Raphael?” he quietly asked.
“It looks fantastic, Sir. I love it, Sir.” Raphael responded. Damn, it really did look hot, just as hot as the guy they’d seen in the café. And, although the experience had become very sensual and enjoyable, Raphael was glad it was over. Now maybe he and Luke could climb into bed and really have some fun.
“What kind of haircut would you say it is, Raphael?” Luke smiled. “Wouldn’t you call it a flattop?”
Confused, Raphael looked again at this reflection and nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is a flattop. A fucking hot looking flattop, Sir.” Raphael grinned. Who would have ever thought he’d be smiling at his reflection without his sexy mane?
“But, Raphael,” Luke quietly continued, “you vowed I’d never see you in a flattop and, to further prove my devotion to you, I will not leave you with a flattop.”
“What?” Raphael blurted. “What do you mean?”
“Just what I said, Raphael, my boy. This is to further prove my devotion. And yours.”
Luke walked into the bathroom and started the water running. He returned with a steamy towel, which he wrapped around Raphael’s head, obscuring his view of the mirror. It felt incredible. As he let it rest there, Luke again rubbed Raphael’s shoulders. Raphael began to relax again.
When Luke lifted the towel, Raphael was not surprised to see a can of shaving cream in his hand. Luke squirted the gel into his palm and began rubbing it into a fragrant white foam. As he smoothed it onto the sides and back of Raphael’s head, Raphael groaned with pleasure. Damn, Luke could do anything tonight, as long as it ended with the two of them in each other’s arms. As the foam began to do its work, Luke moved around in front of Raphael. Quietly, he brushed the long, loose hairs off Raphael’s crotch and thighs. Raphael had been fully erect again for some time now, and some of the hairs stuck to the precum on his cock head. Luke leaned forward and licked them off. 
“God, Luke, untie my hands and let me touch you,” Raphael moaned. 
“Soon, Raphael. I’m almost done with this dare.” Luke again left the room and returned with a bowl of hot water from the bathroom. He set it on the bed, then pulled a brand new razor out of the gym bag and unwrapped it. After a couple of swishes in the bowl, Luke carefully positioned the razor at Raphael’s right temple and slowly, carefully pulled it down, leaving a shocking wake of smooth, naked skin. Even though, being Filipino, Raphael had a naturally brown complexion, it was paler than Raphael’s face and ear.
“Oh, Raphael, you are going to look so hot,” Luke said. “A couple of hours on the beach and you’ll be perfect.” Then, he fell silent, concentrating completely on each swath of the razor. After four or five strokes, he swished the razor in the tub of warm water and continued, slowly moving around Raphael’s head. Raphael was hypnotized, both by the incredible new look Luke was producing and simply by Luke’s intensity. He’d seen such intensity before; that’s how Luke often was at the gym. But Raphael’s look was not at all familiar. Raphael had never thought of himself as a military kind of guy, but that’s what he looked like now. 
Finally, Luke put the razor down and rubbed Raphael’s head with the still warm, damp towel. He stood behind Raphael and put a hand on each of Raphael’s naked, hairless temples. He turned Raphael’s head from side to side and smiled in admiration. “Damn, Raphael. I’ve never seen a Marine look as hot as you look right now. Almost done.”
With that, Luke pulled different clippers out of the bag, plugged them in and set them humming. Carefully, he held them right in the middle of Raphael’s head, just behind the crown and slowly pushed them forward. These had a different sound and feel. As Luke lifted them off Raphael’s head, just short of his forehead, Raphael saw why. These clippers left virtually nothing behind. Luke made three more passes to widen the landing strip. He blew across the top of Raphael’s scalp, and Raphael nearly came on the spot. He couldn’t believe how horny he was right now.
Luke switched off the clippers and laid them down. He squatted behind Raphael and untied him, first the wrists, then the ankles. He stood between Raphael and the mirror, and pulled Raphael to his feet. As the two men embraced, Luke reached up and began to massage the shaven back and sides of Raphael’s head. Helpless, Raphael came, shooting between Luke’s legs and all over the mirror. 
“I take it that means you like your haircut, Raphael,” Luke grinned, holding Raphael’s body tight against his own as it spazzed with his orgasm.
“Like it? I only have one request,” Raphael said between breaths. 
“Yeah?” Luke asked.
Raphael ran his tongue behind Luke’s left ear, biting down on his earlobe. This was one of Luke’s helpless zones. “Promise me you’ll do this every week.”
Luke laughed and squeezed Raphael harder. “Every week, hell. This kind of cut requires daily attention.” Raphael moaned, pressing his thigh against Luke’s throbbing cock. As he kneaded Luke’s ass with both hands, Raphael realized that Luke’s dare was finally done.
“So that’s it,” he said. “Dare and double-dare.” 
“That’s it? You mean you’re going to be the one to end the dares? So. Your devotion to me has its bounds after all?” Luke gave Raphael the kind of look a guardian would give a naughty puppy. “I’m disappointed, Raphael. I thought you really loved me. At least as much as I love you.”
There it was. The word Raphael had been waiting for ... ‘I love you.’ Luke had said ‘I love you.’
“You mean that, Luke? You love me?” Raphael asked. 
“Oh, yeah, I love you, Raphael. More than you could possibly know. You think I’d do this for just any guy? You and I are magic, Raphael ... and what we just did proves it.”
Raphael continued to hold onto Luke as though he might suddenly slip out of the room again. Luke again rubbed Raphael’s bare scalp and said, “Your turn, baby. Test me again. But, this time, make it challenging. I promised I wouldn’t be the one to stop.”
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Luke (Almost) Loses It All


Raphael tightly squeezed Luke, again. The naked side of his head rubbed against the short stubble on Luke’s head, producing yet another new, but exciting, sensation compliments of Luke’s deft barbering. Add that to the warmth of Luke’s buffed chest, and the pressure of Luke’s hard cock against his abs, and Raphael couldn’t imagine feeling any better. 
“Before the next dare, we’ve got to get you off, Luke,” Raphael whispered as he ran his tongue behind Luke’s ear one more time. Then, without warning, he dropped to a squat, sliding his hands down Luke’s back until they stopped, each around one of Luke’s squat-hardened butt cheeks. Of course, this also put Raphael’s face right where he’d intended — facing Luke’s smooth crotch. The smell of the shaving cream he’d used on the pubes still lingered on Luke’s skin, mixing with the scent of sex.
Raphael slid his mouth over Luke’s erection, pushing the foreskin back with his lips. The familiar taste of Luke’s precum spilled onto Raphael’s tongue. Luke, his hands still rubbing Raphael’s freshly shaven head, sucked in a deep breath and clenched his ass. Raphael responded by moving his fingertips into Luke’s delicious divide and sliding them down, toward another of Luke’s helpless zones. Enough dares for one night, Raphael thought. This will mellow Luke out, and get him into bed, where he belongs. Raphael’s fingers had nearly found their mark when Luke reacted.
“Whoa, boy,” Luke said, realizing exactly what Raphael was up to. “Not yet, Raphael, not yet. I want it as much as you do, but we’re on a hell of a roll here, and we can’t stop now. Your job is to test me, not seduce me.” With that, Luke slid his cock out of Raphael’s oral embrace, then pulled Raphael’s head forward, tight against his thigh. Some of Raphael’s cum was still there, and it smeared onto Raphael’s cheek and chin. Raphael whimpered.
Luke pulled Raphael to his feet and grinned at the sight of Raphael’s face. Holding Raphael still, his fingers interlocking at the now hairless back of Raphael’s head, he licked Raphael’s face clean, then kissed the boy again, his tongue finding its way to Raphael’s molars. This is what Raphael wanted now. Not another dare, but warm, wonderful sex with the man who had just vowed his love for him. 
As they kissed, Raphael slid his right hand up the back of Luke’s neck, into the nap of his flattop. Wow. Luke seemed to have so much hair now, compared to Raphael. That was when Raphael began to get the idea for his second, unplanned dare. He definitely shouldn’t play his trump card yet. Things were going too well. Luke’s admission of love made it more of a possibility, all right, but love meant different things to different people. And Raphael, being the worrier he was, wasn’t convinced yet that Luke felt as deeply for him as he did for Luke.
He needed to get Luke to a point where he was willing to end the dares, or at least, maybe, put them on hold a while. Playing with the nap of Luke’s flattop helped him realize what just might help get Luke there.
“Okay. I never realized when I agreed to this that dares and double dares could take so much time,” Raphael said.
“Really? This is just what I expected. Besides, we’re together, aren’t we? We’re naked and in each other’s arms. And, I don’t know about you, but I’m having a wonderful holiday. And, Raphael, my boy, you’ve never looked better.”
Raphael looked up to catch his reflection in the mirror again. Except maybe for the relative paleness of the naked scalp, he had to agree. Even though he now had less hair on his head than most guys shaved off their face after a long weekend, the look was hot. He grinned at himself, thinking about what he was about to do to Luke’s appearance.
“We’re both a little messy,” Raphael said. “How about we shower together before my next dare?”
“Raphael, I love wearing your cum, but if that’s what you want, you’re in charge now. Let’s go.” Luke slapped Raphael on the ass with one simple open-palmed smack. It stung at first, then, after a few seconds felt warm and pleasant. Raphael hardly noticed; he had already begun planning his next move.
“You go ahead and start the water. I’ll get fresh towels,” Raphael said over his shoulder as he headed out of the bedroom. Luke obliged, stepping into the shower stall and turning on the tap. Luke started with his hair, as always, lathering up with the shampoo he and Raphael often shared. Raphael slipped in behind him, and began soaping up Luke’s back and ass. 
For at least fifteen minutes the two acted out what was usually an after-sex ritual for them, soaping and scrubbing each other. It wasn’t unusual for Raphael to end up on his knees, bringing Luke off yet again, before the shower would end. Not this evening, though. Luke wanted to wait and Raphael had other plans, anyway.
The first time Raphael stepped under the showerhead, he couldn’t believe the rush he felt as the steamy water splashed off his naked and nearly naked scalp. All his insulation was gone now, and the water directly assaulted his head. Although it felt fine on the rest of his body, it seemed too hot for his head. At one point, Luke grabbed him and held him under, laughing as Raphael sputtered and struggled. Before, Raphael would have retaliated by shaking his head, whipping his hair from side to side, sending shampoo and water into Luke’s face and holding him at bay. Not tonight. There was nothing to shake.
“All done, Raphael?” Luke finally asked, turning off the water. He started to step out onto the bath mat.
“Not yet, Mister,” Raphael replied. “Get your ass back in here.”
“Yes, Sir,” Luke complied. “At your command, Sir.” Luke knew the next dare had begun.
“You’ve made me into a recruit to suit your desires, and for that I am grateful. Now I must mold you into a fantasy of mine.”
“And, what is that, Sir?”
“You’ll see soon enough, Mister. Now, sit down and cross your legs.”
“Of course, Sir.” Luke sat down in the middle of the shower stall, crossed his legs as commanded and waited. Raphael dashed into the bedroom then stepped back into the shower, shaving cream and razors in hand, and moved behind Luke.
“You’re gonna be a pro at this before you’re done, Sir,” Luke said.
“If not today, within a week or two, I’m sure,” Raphael replied. “Do I need to tie you up like you did to me, Mister?” Raphael asked.
“If you’d like, Sir, that would be really nice, Sir. But, it isn’t necessary for your task, Sir. I am at your command, Sir.”
“Very well. We’ll save the rope for later, then.” With that, Raphael squirted gel and began lathering up Luke’s head.
“Please, Sir, if you’re going to shave my head, may I watch, Sir? Could we get a mirror, Sir?”
“Nope. I knew you’d want to watch. This first time, as part of the ordeal, you may not watch.”
“Yes, Sir,” was Luke’s response. “I understand, Sir.” Raphael could hear the disappointment in Luke’s voice, and almost gave in. But, he didn’t. He wasn’t sure how to do this, and he didn’t want Luke to watch him fumble. Damn, he’d never shaved anything but his own face before, and now he was shaving Luke’s head. My god, Luke was going to have to go work and out in public, displaying Raphael’s handiwork. Or, lack of it. If nothing else, Luke must really love him a lot to demonstrate such trust in him. Raphael’s cock again began to swell with that realization.
Raphael was grateful for having watched Luke denude his own scalp. It was his only exposure to a head shave and he mimicked Luke’s technique, starting at Luke’s right temple, then moving toward the back, peeling Luke’s already buzzed hair away in stroke after stroke. Like Luke, Raphael moved slowly and deliberately, careful not to nick Luke. He was especially worried around the ear, where Luke’s hair sprouted almost down to where the ear emerged. When he had made it about two inches behind Luke’s ear, he stopped, replaced the blade cartridge and began fresh at Luke’s left temple.
Luke’s left ear was easier. Luke was right, Raphael was getting to be pretty good at this. Again, about two inches beyond Luke’s left ear, Raphael stopped. He turned on the shower to cleanse Luke’s head. Then, more gel, more lather.
This time, Raphael started right at Luke’s hairline, just above the center of his right eye. Slowly, carefully he pulled the razor back and down in a diagonal path towards Luke’s ear. Then, a couple more strokes eliminated the island patch of hair that had remained above Luke’s eye.
Luke had no idea what Raphael was up to. He feared Raphael was trying to shave some bizarre pattern into the remaining hair. Yikes ... He didn’t mind a shaved head at all. In fact, he was looking forward to one; he had hoped Raphael’s cut would invoke retaliation like this. But this was not a typical head shave. Despite that, Luke wasn’t about to protest. Not at this point.
Raphael continued his efforts, moving from the front of Luke’s head all the way to the base of his skull. Then, he retraced his path, carefully shaping the edge of what he’d left of Luke’s hair, into a sharp, defined line. Luke’s nappy flattop was just the right length for a perfect mohawk.
Satisfied, Raphael began again at Luke’s forehead, centered over his left eye. Stroke followed stroke, gel and hair rolled away, dropping in globs onto Luke’s naked legs and crotch and back. Luke was fully erect by now, realizing what Raphael was up to. A mohawk! Far fucking out. Luke had a friend who’d worn his hair in a mohawk for over a year now, and Luke had always loved it. He hoped that Raphael wasn’t going to do a full head shave after all. A mohawk would be a very cool way to start the new year.
Luke’s reverie was broken by the blast of hot water as Raphael sprayed him down again. A couple of touch ups, then Raphael moved around Luke, stepped out of the shower and turned to look down at Luke.
Luke looked up without lifting his head, giving Raphael the full benefit of his mostly-shaved, nappy mohawked head. Raphael grabbed his own cock and began slowly pumping it, a vast grin spreading across his face. Luke stood up and reached out to grab Raphael’s balls with one hand while reaching up to his head with the other. He loved what he found there.
“At last,” Raphael said, “I have a Braveheart of my own. And, a strong, fine, hairless example of a brave he is.” Luke leaned forward to lock lips with Raphael, keeping his hand on Raphael’s balls. Then he released Raphael and quickly moved to the mirror over the vanity.
“Wow, Raphael, you did an incredible job. This is too fucking much.” Luke couldn’t help himself, he was pulling on his own cock, too, aroused by his own strange, yet familiar reflection. Raphael stepped behind Luke, putting his arms around him, his left hand fingering Luke’s right nipple while his right hand slid down Luke’s torso to his balls. Raphael’s fully erect cock was where it was happiest, between Luke’s thighs, pushing against the same scrotum his hand was caressing.
After another moment of indulgent self-arousal, Luke released his grip on himself and turned around in Raphael’s embrace. Raphael’s cock eventually found its way next to Luke’s. Luke instinctively moved his hips apart, then together, to allow Raphael’s member to slide into formation, beneath his own. Each man had one hand on the other’s freshly shaven head. They kissed, with lips locked, breathing through each other’s noses, even taking breaths from each other’s lungs. They shared each other completely. 
Finally, Raphael pulled back enough to say, “Will you be keeping the mohawk as well as the shaven pubes, Braveheart?” 
“Of course, Sir. Until you stop shaving it, I will continue to wear it as another sign of my devotion ... my love ... for you. And, your high ’n tight, Raphael?”
“Until you stop shaving me, Sir,” Raphael responded, effortlessly sliding from the dominant to the subservient role. “I will keep it exactly as you want it, Luke.” The middle ground. Luke and Raphael, each commanding and each joyfully bearing service to the other. This was indeed the finest New Year’s each had ever had.






  
  four
[image: image-placeholder]
Raphael’s Transformation


What a New Year’s Eve this had been so far. Although it was only ten p.m., already Raphael had shaved off Luke’s pubes, and left him with just a two-inch wide Mohawk. Luke had taken all of Raphael’s long, dense locks, leaving only a thin, stubbly horseshoe of hair, an extreme regulation high ’n tight. Raphael had laid the razor on Luke in two sessions; Luke, so far, only had one turn at his dare allotment. Even though both men were eager for an afternoon on the beach to add some color to their pale, naked scalps, (and Luke’s bare crotch) both surprisingly, especially in Raphael’s case, were very happy with their new looks ... and with each other’s. 
Raphael had been transformed into Luke’s subservient recruit and Luke was now Raphael’s loyal, if edgier, Scottish warrior. Each man’s fantasy had become reality. And, both had vowed to keep his new look to please the other. Raphael was more than ready to end the dares, to call it an incredibly successful evening and pull Luke into bed for a night of exploration and passion. He wanted to experience every inch of Luke’s more hair-free body, to feel it, taste it, become one with it.
Luke, however, was ready for more.
“There’s just enough time left before midnight to squeeze in my next dare, Raphael,” Luke said.
“It’s going to take you two hours to shave my body?” Raphael asked. “I assume that’s what comes next?”
“Well, actually, no. As happy as it made me to see you lose the hair on your head, I kinda like your body hair, what little there is of it. So, for the most part, I’m going to let you keep it, although we might have to ‘groom’ it at some point. But I have something even better in mind to improve your appearance and help you declare your devotion to me boldly and permanently.”
“Permanently?”
“Yeah, permanently, Raphael, my boy. You do always want to be my boy, don’t you?”
Raphael pulled Luke’s chest against his own again, his right hand seeking Luke’s shaved scalp while his tongue wrestled with Luke’s. “You know I do, Luke,” Raphael mumbled through their locked lips. Luke’s nappy strip of hair felt so erotic next to the smooth scalp that surrounded it. Raphael hoped Luke would really keep the mohawk; just touching it initiated another Raphael erection.
Luke pulled his lips and tongue away from Raphael’s and replied, “Good. Then you’re ready to do my next bidding, whatever it might be?”
“Whatever, Sir. I am at your service.”
Luke extricated himself from Raphael’s embrace and walked to his gym bag and reached in. He pulled out a couple of items and tossed them at Raphael. 
“Put those on, we need to go out for a while.”
Raphael held up what Luke had tossed him, then looked at Luke in amazement. Although he was ready ... maybe even eager ... to appear in public bearing Luke’s razor work, he was not so sure about parading around in this outfit.
“Put them on, Raphael. If I could, I’d take you out just like you are, to show everyone you’re Luke’s boy and you do what I say. But, now that total nudity is no longer legal on the street most days, we don’t need to accrue any citations on our way to our, uh, destination.”
Raphael hesitated, turning the flimsy material over in his hands, a concerned look on his face.
“It’s part of my dare, Raphael.”
“Yes, Sir,” Raphael responded, still looking at what he was holding. With that he stepped into the black lycra shorts, which seemed to be a couple of sizes too small. They felt like bike shorts, only thinner and more giving. Because they’d been designed to display his cock and balls, they were far more provocative than any of his bike shorts, however. But that was only half of it. Numerous slits had been sewn in as well, exposing long strips of skin on his hips and ass. Only the crack and his basket were solid material. The second item was a leather vest with no buttons or other hardware. When he put it on, it barely covered his nipples, leaving a wide gap over his chest and abdomen. Raphael looked up to see Luke smiling from across the room.
“Fuuuck, Raphael. You are sooo hot.”
Raphael stepped in front of the mirror and looked. Of course, Luke was right -- he looked incredible, if he could think of his reflection as someone else, someone you might see at one of the leather bars. He certainly didn’t look like a recruit anymore.
“I thought you wanted me to look like a new recruit,” Raphael said. “Not that I’m complaining, I think I like this better, but...”
“You’re my boy, Raphael, no matter what kind of look I give you. And, I love having you as my boy. More than you know.”
Raphael’s heart skipped another beat. Luke was becoming freer with his feelings with each passing hour. If only Raphael had realized handing control over to each other would have resulted in this much sharing, he would have suggested it a long time ago.
“Here, put these on so we can go.” Luke said as he pulled a pair of short, black boots out of the bag. “I got these for you today at a used leather shop. That way, they won’t look brand new.”  One of the boots had a pair of white crew socks in it. As Raphael pulled the boots on and began lacing them up, Luke pulled his jeans and sweatshirt on as well. The boots fit perfectly. Luke, not surprisingly, had thought of everything.
“Ready?” Luke asked. 
“Where do I put my wallet?” Raphael asked. Luke smiled. Raphael, of course, was being practical.
“Actually, there are a couple of pockets inside the vest, down here.” Luke pulled the vest open and slid his fingers into the pockets. He moved his lips nearly to Raphael’s and quietly said, “But, you won’t need your wallet, Raphael. This little treat’s on me. Let’s go.”
Luke took Raphael’s right hand in both his own and pulled Raphael toward the door. Midway through the living room, Luke swung his left arm over Raphael’s leathered shoulders and gave him half a squeeze. “I love you Raphael. You’re turning into exactly the man I dreamed you’d be the first night I met you.”
That stopped Raphael dead in his stride. He turned and grabbed one of Luke’s biceps in each hand. Looking into Luke’s clear, blue eyes, Raphael said, “ That’s all I want, Luke. To be your dream. ‘Cause you sure as hell are mine.”
Luke pulled Raphael close, one hand on Raphael’s back, the other slipping into one of the many slits in Raphael’s body shorts, caressing the skin on Raphael’s ass. “Then it looks like we both get what we want, Raphael, my boy.” Then, just as quickly, he drew back and began marching Raphael toward the door again. “But I’m not done yet. Let’s go.”
They were almost out the door when Raphael stopped and said, “Wait. I forgot something.”
“You don’t need anything, Raphael. Just your body. And me.”
“No, really. Just give me a second.” With that, Raphael ran back into the bedroom and returned almost as quickly, straightening the vest. “Okay, I’m ready now, Sir.”
Luke nodded, grabbed the back of Raphael’s naked neck and pulled him out the door. At the sidewalk Luke turned them both to the left.
“Aren’t we taking MUNI?” Raphael asked. He’d expected to be able to enjoy some degree of privacy in the J-Church trolley.
“Nope. We’re walking, Raphael. Only about six blocks.”
Uh oh. Not what Raphael was expecting at all. Granted it was dark, but still. He was half naked, parading around in leather, with a freshly shaved, and still pale head on a chilly New Year’s Eve. What if one of his friends saw him? How would he explain it? 
“But, Sir, it’s very cool out here ...” Raphael started to protest when his greatest fear suddenly materialized dead ahead. There, coming around the next corner, was Niki, a neighbor, but more importantly someone he’d grown up with. Not only had they gone to the same schools, with Niki a couple of grades behind Raphael, Niki had lived with Raphael’s family for a few years, becoming his adopted brother. And, even worse, Niki, wasn’t alone. He was with his boyfriend Steve, another of the guys from the gym they all belonged to. Raphael steeled himself for whatever was about to transpire.
“Raphael?” Niki said, both eyebrows practically disappearing under his hairline. “My god, Raphael, is that you?”
Luke took charge. “Hey Niki ... Steve. How are you guys?”
“Not as good as you guys, obviously,” Steve replied. “Damn! You both look hot tonight.” He reached out and ran his fingers along Raphael’s naked temple.” Raphael reacted with an embarrassed grin. “Raphael, you look incredible. I didn’t even recognize you. I mean, I don’t mean that you didn’t look fine before with all that hair, but .... wow, I can’t believe it. You, too, Luke. Great mohawk. You guys going to a costume party or something?”
“What are they gonna say at work?” Niki asked, before either Luke or Raphael could reply to Steve’s question. Niki hadn’t yet expressed his disapproval, but he didn’t have to. He didn’t look thrilled with Luke’s or, especially Raphael’s, transformations. This could well be the first of many of the unhappy encounters that Raphael had tried not to think about over the last couple of hours. The shaving, the hair cutting, the erotic leather gear were all things he was happy to share with Luke, but there was another world out there to deal with. Just how would he deal with it? Raphael had never been one to make waves. But, if making waves was a way to cement Luke’s love, this was as good a time as any to start.
“I’m not worried about work, Niki” Raphael answered. “They all know I’m gay. Hell, Luke and I were the most popular people at the company holiday party. And, nobody does my job better than me. They’ll just have to get used to it.”
“Yeah, they’ll get used to it,” Luke confirmed. “And a whole lot more.”
“Man, I hope so,” Steve said. Then, looking at Raphael he continued, “You look too hot to grow your hair back, now. Keep it like this. Hell, get another job if you have to.” Steve put a hand on each man’s shaved scalp and rubbed, a big grin breaking out on his face. “I love it. Nice shorts, too, Raphael. Man, I figured you guys were pretty basic. I stand corrected.”
With that, each couple continued on their way. Raphael could hear Steve’s voice trailing off: “Let’s get our hair cut like that, Niki. You wanna?” He couldn’t hear Niki’s reply, but he knew it was most assuredly negative. Niki, he knew well, definitely was ‘basic.’
After another block, Luke finally spoke. “You OK, Raphael?”
“Yeah. Better than OK. I mean, Niki was blown away, but Steve was great. I guess that’s what it’s going to be like. Some will like it, some won’t.”
“And, for those who don’t?”
“Fuck ’em? I only serve you, Sir.”
“Good boy.” Luke rubbed the back of Raphael’s scalp. Raphael put his arm around Luke’s waist. Luke followed suit. This was what love, and devotion, was all about. The men traveled the remaining blocks in relative peace, with only a couple of wolf whistles from guys heading in the opposite direction. Good or bad, their new looks definitely attracted guys’ attention.
Finally, they arrived at a typical looking Victorian. Luke led Raphael up the steps to the front door and pressed one of four doorbells. Almost instantly a voice on the intercom uttered, “Yeah?”
“Happy New Year’s, Jake. It’s Luke.”
The door buzzed and the two men entered a dim hallway. Luke walked toward the door with “A” on it opposite the stairway that presumably led to the other three apartments. The door opened before they reached it, the light from inside blocked by the silhouette of a naked man who greeted them with a hearty, “Luke!” And, to Raphael, “Yo, boy. Come on in.” The man put his arm around Raphael’s shoulders and pulled him into the apartment.
Once inside Raphael could see the man wasn’t actually naked after all, at least not completely. In fact, he was dressed exactly the way he’d been dressed the last time Raphael had seen him, when Luke had urged him to go back to Luke’s favorite leather bar a couple of months back. Despite an impressive beach ball belly, the man obviously worked out and liked everyone to know it. His pumped pecs were highlighted by the leather harness he wore, the cock strap disappearing behind
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