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1.

​ “You’re going to
do what I tell you to do, Lee. And that’s all there is to it.”

I was sweating and shaking in the small
cardio room of my apartment building. I hit almost 3 miles on the
treadmill that day, at a sharper incline than usual. But that had
nothing to do with the sweat pouring off me now. It had everything
to do with Damien, large and looming, sticking his cruel finger
into my bony chest.

“I’ve got copies and copies of it, Lee. I’ve
got one for you. For me. For Dana…”

“Now hold on a fucking second, Damien, let
me catch my breath,” I told him. I was near hyperventilation.
“You’re talking too fast, it’s all coming at me too fast. I need
time…I need to think…”

“Oh, you need some time to think about it,
buddy? Is that it? Sure, I don’t blame you. I can give you…oh let’s
say two minutes. That enough time for you?”

Damien wore a black t-shirt that cut off at
the sleeves, sure to show off his bronzed, veiny shoulders. His
biceps and forearms were flexed and menacing, and I could tell he
was making himself taller than usual. Not that he needed to. Damien
was 6’4 and as athletic as they come. If he wanted to scare me, he
certainly didn’t need his tippy toes.

“I don’t even know what you’re talking
about,” I lied, “I think you’ve got bad info, Damien.”

“Is that so, betaboy1987@hotmail.com?”

Hearing it out loud, uttered from someone as
predatory as Damien, was more shocking than I anticipated. My
breath went shallow in my throat and when I tried to speak, I
squeaked. My false, confused eyes searched Damien’s indifferent
face.

He smiled ear to ear. He had me.

“I will admit, the name describes you to a
T,” Damien set both of his giant hands on my shoulders, squeezing.
Almost warmly. “The first step is admitting it out loud, Lee.”

I’ve known Damien longer than I would have
liked to. When I was 14 he started dating my sister, Tara, who is 3
years older than me. Damien a year older than her. From the moment
she started bringing him over to the house my life changed for the
worse. He saw me as a scrawny, weak boy with wasted potential. And
he never missed an opportunity to point it out.

“Take the dogs for a walk, loser,” he would
spit at me, walking down the hallway to my sister’s bedroom.

“It’s Tara’s turn. Mom said so!” I
protested.

“Take the dogs for a walk or I’ll hang you
buy your underwear in the coat room. Don’t come back for at least
an hour. Your sister and I have a lot to…talk about.”

As I got older the harassment grew worse. On
my 18th birthday he offered to “teach me how to fight.”
All that consisted of was me, face down in the dirt, with Damien on
top. He held my head still and shoved it into the dirty ground
while I felt his massive body on top of me. Smothering me.

“Your sisters got a nice pussy, Lee,” he
breathed in my ear, pinning my arm behind me and digging something
into my lower back. “She opens it for me whenever I tell her to.
Her mouth too. You ever see your pretty with sister cum on her
face? You should. It’s beautiful. She’s such a slut.”

I screamed but Damien covered my mouth with
a harsh hand.

“I gave her to my buddies last weekend, Lee.
You should have seen it. The way she sucked every one of them like
a whore. Your friend Benny was there too. You should have seen her
face when put it in her- “

Tara and Damien married in her senior year
of college. The man I despised and feared was now my
brother-in-law. Some silly part of me thought that perhaps, now
that he was family, things might change. He was getting older after
all, and surely this schoolyard bullying could not go on
forever.

He sent pictures of my sister Tara sleeping
naked. Pictures of her with eyes closed, semen pasted across her
smiling face. Always captions: Whore. Your sister wasn’t
in the mood until I pulled out my cock. Doesn’t she look
lovely with cum on her face? Of course, I never said anything
to Tara. The humiliation would have been too great to suffer.

I met Dana around the same time that Tara
and Damien’s marriage started to go south. My innocent, sweet sexy
college girlfriend had quickly become the love of my life. The way
she loved me back, the way she believed in me, it helped to untie
some of the damage that Damien had done to my confidence. And when
Tara and Damien finalized their divorce, I married Dana. The two
biggest moments of my life coincided: being rid of my childhood
bully and marrying my best friend.

“What caused the split?” my new wife asked
my sister one Sunday over mimosas. “I mean Tara, you two seemed so
good together. What happened?”

My darling sister gave only a wry smile.
“You know, Dana, sometimes certain men are just too much to handle
all of the time,” Tara glanced at me before finishing, “I think his
masculinity became too much for me. His testosterone never seemed
to sleep. And I wanted more than just a good fuck.”

Dana giggled when Tara said it, and I went
red in the face. It was hard to talk about Damien around her.
Always those terrible pictures flashing in my mind. Did Tara know
he sent me those? Something in that look she gave said she
might.

“Well, Lee? What do you say?” Damien shoved
me down with his bear paws, hairy knuckles curled on my weak frame.
I was looking up at him from the floor, trying to catch my breath
in the muggy, stifled gym.

“How did you find my email, Damien…How did
you know?”

“Oh, little buddy. Everyone has secrets to
hide. You just gotta know how to find them.” Damien reached into
his back pocket and pulled out a disc. It was in a square white
envelope and marked with an L in black sharpie. He tossed it
casually into my lap.

“Screenshots. Emails. Conversations. Even
the links for your favorite porn. Which by the way, all seem to
have one thing in common,” he laughed.

I averted my eyes, too filled with shame to
look at any human.

“Aw, little Lee. Don’t be embarrassed buddy.
We always knew you were a cuck. I mean, absolutely nobody is
surprised about this. And maybe Dana won’t be either when I give
her a copy.”

“You wouldn’t, Damien. You can’t…”

“Oh, I can. And I will. Unless…”

“Unless what?”

The way Damien loomed over me gave little
room for movement. I was crouched on my ass, hugging my knees, and
each of Damien’s legs sat like tree trunks on either side of me.
The crotch of his pants rubbed against my forehead if I didn’t keep
my head flat against the wall behind me.

“Unless you become my little helper, Lee.
You’re going to help me with all sorts of stuff.”

“Like what?” I asked defeated.

“Like whatever the fuck I say. You see Lee,
it’s no sweat off my nuts to hand your pretty wife one of these
discs. But I’d venture it’s a lot of fucking sweat for you. Maybe
more than sweat. Maybe a marriage. So, If I ask you to clean my
bathroom every morning, what are you going to say?’

“Come again?” I said confused.

“Wrong answer,” he chided, swaying his hips
forward and brushing my forehead with the package in his pants.

“I’m not sure I understand Lee, I- “

“A bit slow, aren’t you? Here. I’ll explain
it another way.”

Damien squatted down so we were at eye
level. He grabbed me by the chin and pinned my head to the
wall.

“I’ve got all your little porno secrets,
Lee. Ready to go. And I can show your wife anytime I want. Unless
you tell me here and now that you’re going to be my little slave
boy. Clean my fucking bathroom. Wash my fucking dishes. Do my
fucking laundry. And anything else that comes into my head. Do you
understand that betaboy1987?”

Damien shook my head yes.

“My apartment. Tomorrow at 6 am. I want it
fucking spotless when I get home. Especially the toilet. I want you
to scrub my shit box until it sparkles. You understand, boy?”

The sinking in my stomach could not reach
another depth, and through my tunneled vision I saw only one way
out of this mess.

“Yes…I understand.”

“Good boy,” Damien said. He left me there, a
sweating shaking mess in the corner of the cardio room.

It had been almost a year since Tara and
Damien’s divorce when I found out he was moving into my apartment
building. A whole year of no Damien. It was the best time of my
life. Dana and I were going strong, had a healthy sex life, and
were planning a future together. A future after the apartment
building that we had grown to love.

Then one day I come home with a bag of
groceries to see the unit at the end of my hall, the one that stood
vacant for a month, with its front door open. Inside it was
littered with moving boxes and misplaced furniture. I could hear
someone moving about so being the friendly neighbor, I stuck my
head in to say hello and introduce myself.

The moment I knocked on the open front door
Damien rounded the corner in nothing but a pair of jeans. His
glistening chest and wide shoulders were intimidating but the shock
of seeing his smug face is what set me back.

“Well, if it isn’t little Lee!” Damien
smiled, wiping his wet palms on the front of his jeans.

“Damien? What are you doing here?”

“What’s it look like, numbnuts? I live here
now!”

“Here?”

“You’re slow aren’t you, Lee?”

It took Damien no time at all to get
situated, and soon I was seeing him almost daily. I marveled at the
bad luck of it, wondering if it was fate that kept bringing my path
across Damien’s.

“You’re being dramatic,” Dana told me. “He
can’t be all that bad. I know he’s your sister’s ex and so you’re
protective or loyal or whatever, but don’t make it into a big
deal.”

“You don’t know the man, Dana. He’s
deranged. He’s the final asshole boss in a game full of asshole
bosses.”

“Blah, blah, blah!” she waved me off. Dana
was sitting on the couch with a glass of red wine in her hand,
wearing only a little t-shirt and green panties. Her perky tits
pushed the fabric to its breaking point. Her creamy thighs wrapped
around each other as she brought the wine to her pouty lips.

“I wish you’d take me seriously,” I pleaded
with her, tracing her curves with my eyes.

“I’ll take you seriously when you get Mr.
Pecker hard again. Like you used to. For me.”

She was referring to our changing sex life.
Ever since Damien moved in down the hall my libido had taken a
dive. The same energetic lust I once had seemed to be ebbing, and
so was the strength of my erections. Dana was patient, but she was
not Job. Lately her comments went beyond teasing and were treading
into the territory of insulting.

Determined to clear my mind
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