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“I’ve never thought that I’m attractive.”

The words just pop out of my mouth. My guard is down, depleted, after a rough therapy session this morning. It left me feeling—well, not bad, but a little more open and vulnerable than is really comfortable.

So maybe it’s no surprise that, as Isaac and I lie there on the bed after dinner, those words come out of my mouth: I’ve never thought that I’m attractive.

Sweetheart that he is, Isaac pays proper attention. He puts aside his phone and shifts up against the headboard to look at me better. Concern etches his forehead, tan above dark, deep-set eyes. His strong jaw almost makes his response seem belligerent as he asks, “Yeah? Why’s that?”

I gesture. “Just look at my face. I’ll always be, like, the male equivalent of a butter-face.”

“A what?” he asks. He is very behind the times with his slang.

“A butter-face—you know: ‘Everything about her is hot, but her face.’ But-her-face,” I say, articulating clearly. “Only, in my case, I guess I’m a but-his-face.”

“Clive, I like your face,” says Isaac, leaning over to kiss me lightly. “It’s quirky. Interesting.”

I raise a brow on the face that I already know is too asymmetrical. I can’t help myself, though; that one eyebrow just does its own thing.

“Quirky,” I repeat. And, almost scathingly, “Interesting. Do you hear yourself talking? Quirky and interesting do not attract guys. Handsome and hot do.”

“Your face attracted me,” he points out.

“Yeah, well, there’s no accounting for taste,” I say in a huff, not wanting to admit that he might have a small point. “And before you suggest it, no, plastic surgery won’t help. I’ve had consultations, and I know how to read between the lines. There isn’t any easy fix.”

“I would never suggest that,” Isaac says, sounding mildly insulted.

“I know you wouldn’t,” I sigh. “I appreciate that, but it doesn’t change anything.  I’m never going to be the kind of guy that men notice.”

“Is this about our arrangement?”

“No. Yes. Maybe. I mean, I do like keeping our relationship open. It feels like there’s less pressure, somehow. But you’ve got to admit, it’s always you who ends up with a side piece, never me. Men take one look at my face and they say, ‘No thank you.’”

“Look, if somehow your face is a deal-breaker, then there are solutions,” said Isaac reasonably. “Give your partner a blindfold. Be selective about what sex positions you use. Simply turn out the lights—they do say all cats are gray in the dark.”

He smiles a little, but I’m in no mood for jokes.

“Yeah, but before I can start brainstorming solutions with a dude, I have to be able to attract him in the first place!” I say, frustrated. “He’s going to be like, seeing my face, when we have this discussion, right?”

Isaac is quiet a long moment. “Not necessarily,” he says finally.

His cryptic response irritates me. “What?” I ask sharply.

“Having sex with someone doesn’t always require that kind of face-to-face meeting.”

I scoff. “I’m not doing some glory-hole bullshit. For one thing, it’s not, like, the seventies anymore. We’re all... older and wiser now, as a community.”

“Neither of us lived through the seventies. Not even close,” he points out.

“Whatever. You know what I mean. And you know that I’m a bit demisexual. Casual, anonymous sex is just not my thing.”

“Then what are you complaining about?” he asks, sounding puzzled. “You don’t want casual, anonymous sex, and you’re not getting any. I don’t see the problem.”

“I just want to feel sexy and attractive and desirable!” I burst out. “I’m pretty much desperate to be wanted. Is that messed-up of me?”

Isaac dodges my question and instead says, “I want you.” He looks at me intently—first dead in the face, then down and up the length of my body, though it’s half under the covers. Lust begins to take over his eyes.

I feel myself responding. Regardless of anything else, Isaac, at least, does clearly want me.

With my increasing arousal, my problem seems to matter less. It’s still there, but now I’m almost embarrassed by how much worry and attention I was giving it.

“Maybe you’re right about all this,” I murmur.

“Mm,” says Isaac in mild agreement. Then he leans in to kiss me.

I close the distance. His lips are familiar, as is the bitter aftertaste of the black coffee he drinks practically twenty-four seven.

My guy. I know him. He’s mine.

His hand runs down the side of my body, skimming over the pajama shirt, pressing its many wrinkles against my side. I shiver in delight and angle my body toward his. We lie there hip-to-hip, our cocks almost brushing. I’m getting a nice, thick boner, and I know Isaac is, too.

His hand finds its way under my arm and around to my lower back. He pulls me in close to him, and I moan with appreciation. I feel through our clothes just how hard his dick is. We spend a ridiculous amount of time lingering there, subtly rolling our bodies against one another. We take it slow—we know each other well enough that we don’t need to rush to find out what’s there.

Eventually our pajamas become too hot, and we remove them

His cock is ready for me. I move down to bring it to my lips, then take it in all the way. Its hugeness fills my mouth, the shaft skin all loose and velvety atop the firmer core beneath.

Knowing exactly what my guy likes, I get to work. My head begins to bob rhythmically. When I need to, I take breaks to wrap him in the long strokes of my open fist, or I play with his balls a bit.

I tease him, prolonging the pleasure before he cums. When he does, I swallow. I feel wonderfully dirty at the thought of having his cum inside me.

Isaac relaxes back into the bed for a few breaths, then rouses himself. Up on his elbow, he reaches for my cock. Slowly, deliberately, he grasps it in his fist and gives a few subtle squeezes, readying me.

Then he brings his hand to his mouth and licks it—a good long lick of the whole palm and fingers, with the full flat of his tongue. He makes eye contact the whole time, and I find it weird but kind of hot. Normally Isaac just spits into his hand; this is a small variation from our routine. I love that he can still surprise me even after all this time.

His fingers embrace my erection again. He starts pumping me, his motions almost as familiar as my own.

Now that Isaac has already gotten off, I feel free to let myself go. He gets me there within the space of a couple minutes. I cum all over the place.

He knows I usually prefer a hand to a mouth—I need that little bit of friction, and oral is just too slick. Still, he has this thing about lapping up my cum afterward. Once I’ve basically finished ejaculating, he lowers his head to my tip. His tongue begins scooping up the thick liquid. My hips buck as he touches my overly sensitized head, and even though it’s too much right now, I still want it. I still want him, doing to me this odd thing that he likes.

He forces a last bit of cum to ooze from me then—a tiny last drip I didn’t know I had inside me. I give a small, strange cry.

Then he lets his tongue do the rest of the cleaning up, all down my softening shaft, on my shaved pubic area. He travels up to my lower belly, where a few stray drops have landed. He is very, very thorough, and he draws out of me several more hard shudders.

Then he leans back. We settle in for a cuddle, both still breathing hard.

“So,” I say when it feels right to talk again, “do you think you proved your point? Which was, I think, something about how I can be a hot but-his-face?”

I say it teasingly, but he seems to take me seriously.

“No, I don’t think I proved anything,” he says. “But I think I’m going to. This was fun, but I’d love to show you just how hot you can be—not only to me, but to other guys, too.”

I dismiss this flattery with a, “Yeah, yeah, yeah.”

“I’m serious,” he says. “Your staying home every night is a waste of a killer body and some expert-level sexual technique.”

“Technique?” I repeat. “Nah. It’s just that I try harder than most guys. Gotta make up for this ugly mug somehow.”

He holds my face in both hands and kisses my forehead sweetly. “I like your face,” he reiterates. “And if your looks motivate you to get more skilled in bed, well, I’m not complaining.”

I shrug, not knowing what to say to that.

“But listen,” Isaac says then. “I have this vague idea that I want to try sometime with you. It’s kind of a variation of this fantasy I have, and it might just prove my point to you. I’m not ready to talk about the details yet, but soon. Soon.”

“Okay...” I say slowly.

I’m curious. I’m also skeptical. What could Isaac possibly have up his sleeve that’s going to fix my problem with my looks? 
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Chapter Two
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A couple days later, I’ve let Isaac talk me into going to the gay bar—the sleazy hookup one; not the dance one, and not the karaoke one either.

Then, because his arousal was undeniable, I let him lead me out to the bar’s backyard, coaxing me along with his words. He went into the messenger bag over his shoulder. That’s when he pulled out something that I’m still not sure I want to be seen with: a gleaming patent-leather hood.

But I’m not going to just be seen with it. I’m going to be seen in it. Isaac holds it up tentatively at chest level, wide open for me, a question in his eyes. I can hear him breathing harder.

I’ve been thinking about this moment all week; ever since Isaac explained his fantasy to me, and we worked out the details. Now the moment is here, and the hood is in front of me.

I nod, my mouth dry.

He smooths back my hair from my forehead and lifts the hood toward me. I meet him halfway, pressing my face into the thing as he pushes it on.

The smell of leather envelops me; the light pressure caresses my face. On the inside, the leather is softer, almost suede-like. I can’t see a thing. The hood has no eye holes. It does have generous nose holes and mouth holes, though.

Isaac has informed me that I will definitely be needing a nice, big opening for my mouth. Carefully, he closes up the back of the hood. He gives a slight grunt of satisfaction.

My hearing is a bit muffled inside the hood, but I can still make out his words when he speaks directly to me.

“You okay in there?”

“Yeah,” I say. When I speak through the mouth hole, I feel the edges of the leather press around my mouth. Because I’m not hearing as usual, my own voice comes back to me vaguely distant and distorted. Everything feels surreal.

“Here comes the leash,” says Isaac. There’s a fumbling at my neck; a small mechanical click. “There. Ready to go?”

I take a deep breath in and out. “Yup.”

“Then start walking.”

I do. Though I haven’t had a single drink, I almost tip over with my first few steps. It turns out that vision is rather important for balance. I recover and start shuffling along, following the gentle pull of the leash. I wave my arms in front of me to keep from bumping into anything.

As I go, I imagine what I must look like to the other bar patrons. I know my body is nice. I happen to enjoy weightlifting, and it turns out that if you keep challenging your body for years, eventually you get really strong. People start to take notice.

Isaac talked me into wearing this old leather vest of his, two sizes too small. I could barely get my
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