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Synopsis

​ Magicians are undeniably
sexy—strong, sensuous, masterful, and magical. Who wouldn’t want to
succumb to one? Be levitated? Be sawed in half?

Imagine being called from the audience by a dark man
in a dark suit, his cape swirling like a scarlet-lined dream,
wrapping his strong arms around you while binding your wrists, his
heady cologne enticing and arousing you in front of a theater full
of people as he leans in close and whispers some last-minute
instruction. Or invitation. He holds out a box carved with ancient
symbols and asks you to put your hands inside. What you feel is
soft at first, but grows harder. Then, it vanishes. Was it real?
Illusion? All you know is that you want to reach inside again. And
again.

Well, here’s your next chance—fifteen of them, to be
exact—to grab the object of your desire. But hold on fast or it
might disappear…
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Introduction:

​ Lon Chaney, Mame
Dennis, Harry Houdini & Me

When I was a kid, sick days at home from school were
the best. The mornings were cereal with reruns of The Real McCoys, the old Dick Van
Dyke Show, and game shows like Match
Game and Concentration, followed by
chicken noodle soup and Vernors ginger ale for lunch while watching
cooking shows like The French Chef and
The Galloping Gourmet.

Having finished her housework, my mother would wake
me up after my lunchtime nap, gather up either her sewing or her
ironing, and we’d settle on the sofa for Bill Kennedy’s Showtime
Movie (broadcast in Detroit on CKLW out of Ontario). Bill Kennedy
had been a bit player for Warner Bros. in the forties and fifties
and had parlayed that into a retirement career as a movie host,
affecting a bored, jaded persona telling tales of old Hollywood
between segments of the movie.

Every time I was home sick, he seemed to show one of
three movies. The first was The Man of a Thousand
Faces, the Lon Chaney biopic starring James Cagney. As a
young boy who knew he was different from other young boys, masks
and artifice appealed to me, plus I knew Lon Chaney’s name from my
Famous Filmland Monsters magazines and the
Phantom of the Opera plastic model I’d
spent hours meticulously gluing together and painting.

Of course, none of the events occurring in that film
were remotely true, but I was not to find that out until years
later. The scene that I recall most vividly, however, was Cagney’s
rendition of Chaney’s performance in one of his earliest silent
films, The Miracle Man, where he plays a
crippled, deformed man restored by a faith healer. Watching Cagney
unclench, uncurl, and snap his bent and broken frame back to normal
posture was a horrifying, yet fascinating experience. Considered a
lost film, Chaney’s transformation scene is all that remains of the
original The Miracle Man. You can find it
on YouTube.

The second movie was Auntie
Mame, a film Bill Kennedy himself—who always came across a
little fey to me—seemed to genuinely admire. Auntie Mame spoke to my gay sensibility before I even
realized I had one. Its sophisticated wit was as accessible and
charming as its broad slapstick, capturing an urbane world so far
from my own it might have been Mars.

Mame Dennis was the rich, madcap aunt I never had
but always wanted. And as I watched the look of longing on my
mother’s face while she sewed and watched Mame’s antics along with
me, I suspected she wanted to be
her—living that New York City life on Beekman Place, surrounded by
movers and shakers and intellectuals and people who mattered. I
know I wanted to be Patrick, and for the record, I thought the kid
who played him was a lousy actor. By far the weakest part of the
movie. I could have done much, much better.

The third film was, again, a Hollywood biopic more
fantasy than fact—Tony Curtis and then-wife Janet Leigh in
Houdini, about the life and times of Harry
Houdini. Though Houdini was more escape artist than magician, he
was still a man onstage doing seemingly impossible feats, an image
and idea that has stuck with me all these years. He represented
skill, showmanship, and sheer audacity, something that appealed to
the nascent queer kid inside me. And looking at a shirtless Tony
Curtis certainly caused a reaction as well.

For what better way to deal with the bullies and
taunts and fear of physical confrontations than to amaze your
potential opponents into submission? Make them fear you, admire
you. Astonish them and they won’t gang up on you after class or
laugh when they see you coming. So what if it’s all a trick? It’s
the effect that matters. If you can inspire wonder in them, they
won’t care how different you are.

And don’t you find magicians hot? Mysterious men who
can do wondrous feats with style and panache—cool, unflappable,
sure of themselves. Who isn’t turned on by a handsome, well-dressed
man who can perform impossible acts? And we have a lot of handsome
men performing impossibilities for you between these pages. Try
getting out of the irresistible trap laid by Jeff Mann in
“Inescapable” or the bonds holding a magician on vacation in Ralph
Seligman’s “Magic Takes a Holiday.”

Looking for feats of legerdemain in other times? We
can pull something out of the hat for you with Jay Neal’s tale of
hypnosis and Victorian lap dances, “The Mesmerist’s Assistant,” the
vengeful erotica of William Holden’s “Magic Lantern,” Dale Chase’s
Old West wizard three-way in “Manly Magic,” or Rob Rosen’s
buckboard fuckfest “In Through the Out Door.”

If stylish illusions with a twist are more to your
taste, you’re sure to be amazed by Lewis DeSimone’s eerie “And Now,
For My Next Trick,” Joseph Baneth Allen’s Atlantean efforts in
“Old-Fashioned Expectations,” ’Nathan Burgoine’s cruise ship
fantasy “Transposition,” or the lyrical “Sons of Orion” by Xavier
Axelson. But magic is more than swirling capes, dry ice smoke, and
red lacquer coffins, as Todd Gregory proves in the ritualistic
“Let’s Just Kiss and Say Good-bye,” and Mel Bossa reinforces with
her tale of prestidigitating street kids, “The Assistant.” But even
with the professionals, the magic isn’t always onstage. Sometimes
it’s in the job interview, as with Logan Zachary’s “The Magician’s
Assistant.”

No matter where it happens or how the illusion
manifests itself, you’re sure to be entertained by our marvelous
masters of magic. So sit back in the most comfortable seat in the
house, nibble on your popcorn, and prepare to be amazed. And if
you’re so inclined after reading a few of these tales, try and pull
a rabbit out of your own hat.

Or wherever you have it stuffed…


Inescapable

​ Jeff Mann

(for JW, in return for a fine premise and a certain
phrase)

 


Spring’s come to northern England. Despite today’s
chilly weather, crocuses are already pushing up in Sackville
Gardens, a medley of purple, yellow, and white, and the cherry
trees are in full bloom. After winter’s long, gray months, I’m
delighted to see a little color. Smiling, I run my fingers through
the cherry blossoms’ wet pink, then move a little faster through
the March drizzle.

Here’s the Eagle, Manchester’s leather bar, my
favorite place for an end-of-the-day pint. I should be heading home
for a quick dinner and another evening devoted to research
materials, but I’m tired after hours at the university library, and
besides, as a bear and devoted gourmand, I figure I should take
advantage of my new job in England by enjoying the local ales as
often as possible. Dropping my backpack on a stool at the bar and
peeling off my biker jacket, I greet George, the bartender, and
order a pint of Whitbread. Right now I just want to get a little
buzz going and not think for a while.

That’s when I see him. He’s just a vague blur on a
poster stuck on the wall beside the bar, but that image is enough
to grip me hard. Over his shaggy head, words in big red print
blare: Fire-eaters! Sword-swallowers! Escape
Artists! Magicians! Sponsored by Manchester University LGBT
Society.

“What’s all this?” I ask, indicating the poster with
a thumb. “I sure like the looks of that boy in chains.”

“Doesn’t everyone?” George chuckles. “Real cute.
That’s Mike. American like you. Comes in here once in a while for a
pint. Couple of days ago he showed up and asked if he could put
that poster up. Bunch of queer student performers down by the
cathedral, an AIDS benefit. Show’s tonight at eight. Wish I could
go. I’d bend that bloke over my knee for sure.” Chuckling, George
takes a cloth to the water rings on the bar.

I bend closer, studying the image. The boy appears
to be at least a decade younger than I, in his early twenties. He’s
got a close-cut black beard and shoulder-length black hair, and
he’s dressed in nothing but gym shorts and chains. The pose is very
familiar. It’s a deliberate evocation of that famous photograph of
Harry Houdini that fascinated me as a kid and inspired my first
masturbatory fantasies in my preteens. Mike’s lean, nearly naked
frame is bent forward, his neck chained and padlocked to his elbows
and his wrists chained and padlocked to his ankles. He’s smiling,
but the look in his eyes—hapless vulnerability—just about melts
me.

“Eight o’clock,” I mutter. Despite all the work I
should be doing tonight, I’ve already decided. This show is one I
simply can’t miss.

 


*

 


By show time, I’m sluggish-full, thanks to a big
plate of fish and chips I devoured at Via—one of numerous cozy pubs
set along the canal in Manchester’s Gay Village—and relaxed on a
couple more pints, one of Smithwick’s ale, one of Strongbow cider.
The streets are busy, mainly heteros in their twenties—the boys
casually dressed, the girls all tarted up in high heels and dresses
that show off as much flesh as legally possible, skin pale and
goose-pimpled in the cold spring night. I pass the grand Victorian
pile of Town Hall, on past the Ferris wheel, an odd anomaly set
amid the city buildings at Exchange Square, and on up Cross Street
to the cathedral grounds by the river. The cathedral’s small,
elegant, ornate—a place I often come for the quiet—but tonight I
barely notice it. Eager to glimpse the advertised escape artist, I
buy a ticket and take my place among the crowd gathered around a
makeshift stage.

The first two acts are so amateurish they’re
entertaining: a twink-magician who keeps dropping his top hat, a
dog-trainer drag queen with a beribboned dachshund so plump it can
barely jump through hoops. The fire-eater and sword-swallower are a
mite more professional. Still, I’m impatient. I came for that
long-haired, chained-up boy. Where the hell is he?

A thin rain starts to fall; the crowd begins to
disperse, heading back to the alcoholic entertainments of downtown.
By the time the final act is announced, there are only a dozen
people in the audience, spreading umbrellas or, like me, cocking a
cap against the drizzle. “Mike the Magnificent!” shouts the
announcer. It’s my long-awaited boy. He steps forward into the
spotlight and gives a little bow in response to scattered applause.
He’s barefoot, dressed in a black T-shirt and a pair of baggy black
nylon gym shorts hanging nearly to his knees. His eyes are dark,
intense. He’s short; can’t be more than five and a half feet tall.
His hair’s a glossy cascade falling around his shoulders. For a
second, he looks like a diminutive Jesus, but then he ties his hair
back, and suddenly he’s just another wannabe-hippie university
student. Whatever. Small, sinewy, scruffy men are just the sort
that move me most.

Mike lifts the microphone from its stand and says
softly, “Thanks for comin’, you guys. It’s for a good cause. All
the ticket money goes to the Manchester AIDS Foundation.” His
accent is faint but discernible: the northern United States, New
York or New Jersey. “I’m an escape artist, so these buddies of mine
are gonna tie me up and lock me in a box. Then I’m gonna use my
sorcery and get out. Hope you enjoy.”

I move toward the stage, hungry for a closer look,
till I’m only yards away from the tasty entertainer. Thanks to
tonight’s mid-March gusts, his nipples are hard beneath his shirt,
and the slight swinging of the crotch-bulge between his legs
convinces me he’s got nothing on beneath those shorts. Behind him,
two young men appear. One’s carrying handcuffs and rope; one’s
wheeling a black coffin-like box with silver trim.

Mike pulls his shirt over his head, and the sight of
his bare chest makes me swallow hard and cup my growing hard-on
through my pants pocket. He’s slender but solid; lean muscles line
his pale arms and make twin mounds of his chest. A fine coating of
black hair circles his nipples and fills the valley between his
pecs. More hair trails down his faint six-pack, pools around his
navel, and, thickening, disappears into the top of his shorts only
to recommence below them, pelting his calves with dense fur.

Nearly naked now, Mike winks at the crowd. For a
split second I think he’s aiming that shameless wink directly at
me. Then he takes a deep breath and clasps his hands in front of
him.

Seeing him stripped to the waist already has me
hard; watching his friends restrain him has my heart pounding, my
mouth dry, and my dick stiff to the point of real discomfort. They
cuff his hands before him. They wrap his wiry arms and torso with
yards of rope. They tie his feet together, and then his knees. They
lift him by the shoulders and thighs, carry him to the box—tilted
now so as to expose its interior to the audience—and place him in
it. Before they’re able to close the lid, Mike shouts, “Wait!”

His friends obey. Mike looks out over the crowd. “I
want you guys to believe me when I say these restraints are real
and that I’m really tied.” He squirms a little, his chest swelling
against the rope. His arms flex, muscles bulging to the surface
before subsiding. “If you don’t believe me, no one’s gonna be
impressed when I get loose.” Another broad smile; another
flirtatious wink. “Anybody wanna come up here and see for
yourself?”

Before anyone can respond, the boy’s eyes are on me.
My interest must be more than obvious: I’m standing in the front
row, leaning against the stage, staring and open-mouthed. Before I
can summon a façade of nonchalance, Mike grins at me. “You, sir?
The gentleman with the black leather jacket and the handsome auburn
beard. Will you come check the security of my bonds?”

I step back, tremors tickling my calves. “Me? Well,
I—”

“Please, sir? We’d all appreciate it. Right,
folks?”

Applause ripples behind me. Damn it. The last thing
I want to do is get closer to a bound-up boy that beautiful. It’s
going to take every bit of composure I have not to ravish him right
there on the stage. I muster a false smile, nod, and lope up the
few stairs to the stage. It seems to take a long time to get to
Mike’s side, my face stiff with that forced smile, my palms moist
with sweat.

I stand by the box, staring speechlessly down at
him. For a second it feels like bending over a coffin or an open
grave. Mike and I lock eyes. This time the wink is definitely just
for me. His beard’s glistening. Between the tight strands of rope
stretched across his torso, raindrops are winking like tiny
diamonds in his chest hair. Now that I’m so uncomfortably and
thrillingly close, I could swear his cock’s half-hard beneath those
clingy-damp shorts.

“Hello, sir. What’s your name?”

I clear my throat. Being on a stage in front of
strangers is one of my least favorite things in the world. “I’m
Alan Wilson.”

“American, sounds like. Southern?”

“Yep. Virginia.”

“With a beard that big, you gotta be from the mountains.” Mike gives me a wide
grin.

“Yeah. That’s true.” I can’t help but grin back.

“You wanna check these cuffs and ropes, mountain
man? Make sure everything’s on the up-and-up?”

“Uh, sure. Be glad to.” Choking back a nervous
laugh, I bend over him, tugging at his cuffed hands. Briefly our
fingers intertwine. When I pull at the well-knotted rope wrapping
his biceps and torso, I manage to brush a hard nipple. When I check
the rope around his knees and ankles, I manage to run a finger
through the thick hair coating his calves. Might as well take
advantage of the proximity, since I’ll probably never see him
again. It takes all my self-control not to squeeze that
crotch-bulge inside his shorts.

“Secure, right?” says Mike, licking a raindrop from
his mustache.

“Yep,” I say, stepping back. Fuck, he’s pretty trussed up like this.

“Thank you, sir,” Mike says. “You just wait here.
I’ll be right out.”

The lid of the box descends; the lock clicks shut.
New-age music builds; as if arranged for effect, distant lightning
flickers over the river. The box jolts and shakes; the music
swells; a few minutes pass. Then, with a click, the box opens and
Mike leaps out. His hair is mussed, strands falling across his
face; his shorts have slipped down on one side, baring a hipbone;
his limbs are bright with sweat; the cuffs sway from his left
wrist; rope trails from his right ankle. “Here ya go!” Mike yells,
pulling his hair loose with a dramatic gesture and lifting his
hands to the heavens. The audience hoots and applauds; another
spasm of lightning illuminates the sky; the rain grows harder.

Mike adjusts his shorts and wipes sweat-glisten from
his belly. With that moist hand, he shakes mine. “Thanks for the
help, Mr. Wilson! I better get dressed, and we better get somewhere
dry. How about I buy you a drink?”

I manage to keep my enthusiastic Hell, yes tacit. Damn, I want to know this boy better.
“That’d be great,” I say. “How about the Eagle?” I figure a gay guy
whose specialty is escaping bondage might like a leather bar.

“Maybe some other time. That’s where I usually
drink, but tonight, I wanna see the canal all lit up with those
pretty blue lights they have strung in the trees. How about Taurus?
I’m starved, and I love their steak and kidney pie.”

 


*

 


No inside tables free, so we take one outside by the
canal, since the rain’s finally stopped. By the time we’ve ordered
pints and food—meat pie for him, treacle pudding for my inveterate
sweet tooth—Mike’s shivering inside his thin sweatshirt, denim
jacket, and threadbare jeans.

“Here, kid.” I shoulder off my leather jacket and
offer it to him.

“No, man.” He waves it off. “Then you’d be
cold.”

“Not me,” I say, flexing an arm and patting my burly
belly. “I got padding you don’t.”

“So I see.” Mike’s glance moves slowly over me, as
if I were a meadow he were ambling through. “Muscle-bear, looks
like to me. I’m partial to those. That’s one magnificent
beard.”

I stroke my chin and blush. “Damn, you’re a flirt.
You Yankee boys and your bold ways. Thanks. As for you…a little
Jesus, looks like to me. I’m partial to those.”

“I could sorta see that during the show. Especially
when you checked my bonds.” Mike pulls my biker jacket around him.
“Warm! Nearly swallows me, but it’s really warm. Thanks. You
Southern gentlemen and your manners.”

Over our meals and frequently replenished pints,
Mike and I trade backgrounds. I tell him about my upbringing in
Virginia, my grueling days in grad school, my new position in
political science at the University of Manchester. In between
bites—he’s gobbling so eagerly it seems as if he hasn’t eaten in
days—he tells me about his Italian American parents, their early
deaths in a car crash, the wealthy uncle in Belgium who helps pay
his bills, his literature studies at the university, his
approaching graduation, and his job as a pub cook. By the time
we’ve scraped our plates clean, we’ve moved on to our mutual
bachelorhood, the Brontë sisters, Bram Stoker, and the
less-than-exciting local leather scene. Beer and the simpatico
nature of the conversation have us both talkative and relaxed. It’s
been years since I met a man who so effortlessly combined good
looks with wide-ranging intelligence. Each smile—so broad, so
white, framed by that ebony beard—is priceless.

When the bill comes, there’s the usual male battle.
I win: professor’s salary trumps pub cook’s, I explain. “Thanks,
man. Next time it’s on me, though. Pretty night. Wanna walk?”

Mike stands. Red-faced and swaying, he’s clearly
feeling the effect of those pints.

Discussing famous escapologists and our mutual lech
for Harry Houdini, we stroll along the canal, past the bustling
bars, beneath the lit-up trees, then across the bridge and into
shadowy Sackville Gardens. Mike presses his face into the blooming
boughs of weeping cherry and breathes deep. He bends, picks a white
crocus, and offers it to me. “Here ya go,” he says, eyes shyly
lowered.

I take the crocus and lift it to my nose. It has the
most fragile of scents. “Thanks, kid.” I slip it into my jacket’s
inner pocket. Been a while since a handsome boy gave me flowers.
“What’s this for?”

“I just…I love spring in England. Mind if I smoke?”
He sits heavily on a bench and pulls a packet of thin cigars from
his denim jacket.

“No. That’s fine. Go for it.”

“Want one?”

“Sure. I like a cigar once in a while.”

For a few minutes, we’re quiet, smoking, listening
to the canal and traffic edging the park. “Whoa,” says Mike,
rubbing his brow. “Sorry. I’m pretty drunk. Tried to keep up with
you and failed.”

“Boy as slim as you should never try to out-drink a
bear.” I pat his shoulder, hesitate, then seize the moment. “How,
uh, how about I drive you home?”

“No need. My flat’s just a few blocks away. But you
can walk me there, if you’d like.”

“I’d like that a lot, actually.”

“So, look…you’re into me, right, Alan?” Mike exhales
a cloud of smoke and clasps his hands in his lap, head lowered
again. I can’t make out his expression in the dark.

“Yes,” I say, trying to sound composed. “Very much.
I think you’re as beautiful as you are smart, actually.”

“I’m feeling the same about you,” Mike says,
reaching over to clasp my hand. “Which is scary.”

“Why scary? I won’t hurt you. I’m harmless,
kid.”

“Forget I said that.” He drops my hand. “Guess I’m a
little timid. Say, I got some pot back at my place, if you’re
interested.”

“Sure. I indulge in weed rarely, but tonight…Sure.
Hey, does it turn you on to be tied up?” I’ve had just enough drink
to say such a thing. “I saw your boner in your shorts when I was on
the stage.”

“Yeah.” Mike hangs his head, as if ashamed. “A
lot.”

“That’s really, really good to hear. So…how about we
go back to your place, and, after we get high, I tie you up again?
I’ve had lots of practice with knots.”

Mike lifts his gaze to mine. He grins. “Tie me up?
You know I’ll get loose.”

“Is that a challenge?”

“Yeah.” Mike chuckles. “You bet. Daddy.”

“Maybe you will get loose, though I’m thinking you
might not want to. But while you’re tied, I’d, uh, I’d really like
to make love to you, Mike.” I shake my head and take a draw off the
cigar. “I’m sorry if I’m being pushy. I’m rarely this forward. But,
well, you’re really handsome, and it’s been a long time since I
touched a man as hot as you, and…”

Mike lifts his head, long-lashed eyes gleaming. “No
need to apologize, guy. I’d like that. You’re super hot too. I love
those bushy eyebrows of yours.” He lifts a finger, runs it along my
brow, and sighs. “Tonight, though, after you tie me, could we just
cuddle? I feel kinda fragile, so I’d like to go slow, if that’s all
right with you.”

“Okay,” I say, rising. “Cuddling. That sounds real
sweet.” I take his small hand in mine and lift him to his feet.
“Lead the way.”

 


*

 


His flat is tiny, his bedroom cramped. Mike lights a
candle. We lie on his bed passing the blunt back and forth till
it’s gone.

“Let’s get naked,” Mike says, grinding the roach out
in an ashtray.

“You first,” I say, clasping my hands behind my
head. My head’s restless, tingling, as if buzzing bees made of pot
smoke and blue light were hiving in my brain.

Mike grins. He stands, unties his hair, and lets it
fall loose. Off come the sweatshirt, the jeans and tiny black
briefs. “Here ya go,” he whispers, hands on lean hips. His cock,
long and thin, is erect, curling nearly back to his navel. “Your
turn.”

“Let me see your ass first.” Pot always veers my
usually soft-spoken nature toward the blunt and lecherous.

Mike turns and bends, hands resting on his knees.
His buttocks are small, curvaceous, and white. He reaches back,
spreading his cheeks and revealing black hair thick in the cleft
between.

“Jesus,” I grunt. “You are
a bottom, right? ’Cause if you’re not, you’re being a mighty cruel
tease right now.”

“Yeah. You bet,” Mike mutters, spreading his cheeks
wider still. “I haven’t been fucked in years, but I’m a bottom.
Nothing I like better’n to be tied up and plowed by a big bear like
you.”

“And you’re sure I can’t
fuck you tonight? I’ll take you real easy, I swear.” I lick my
lips, staring at that tight rump and that bushy hair.

“No, man, please, let’s go slow, okay?” Turning,
Mike drops to one knee by the bed. “You’re a pretty cool guy, Alan,
and I haven’t, well, I never do this, invite a guy home, I mean,
and I’m afraid if we have sex tonight, I’ll never see you again.
And I’d like to see you again. Okay?”

I sit up and take his hand. “Sure, kid. I get it.
Okay. I don’t want just a one-night stand either.”

I stand and strip. Mike stares, emitting an audible
gulp. “Oh. Wow.” He strides over and runs his hands through my
chest hair. “Wow. So furry. You’re like some wild animal. I love
your belly.” He runs a hand over its curve. “And wow.” He squeezes
my biceps. “And wow.” He reaches down to cup my hard cock and
fondle my balls. “Big, big, big. This is gonna feel wonderful up in
me.”

I wrap my arms around his narrow shoulders. Mike
wraps his arms around my beefy waist. He stands on tiptoe; we kiss
for a long time. His body tenses and trembles against me.

“Relax, Mike. You’re safe with me. Just cuddling it
is. Just relax. I just want to be tender with you tonight. I’m
willing to wait, okay?”

Mike emits a little sob and presses himself closer.
“I believe you. I’m just…sometimes touching scares me. I’m gettin’
over some stuff. Long story. Will you tie me now, and then take me
to bed?”

 


*

 


Folded in my arms, Mike slumbers soundly. I wake
once, to the sound of shouting partiers on the street below, and
pad to the bathroom to piss. When I return to bed, I pull the bound
boy close. Mumbling, “Glad you’re here, man,” he snuggles against
me, kisses my forearm, and falls back to sleep. I stroke his long
hair, unable to believe my good fortune.

I wake late. Heavy curtains cover the windows,
making of the room a dim man-cave, but weak sunlight’s spilling
through the bedroom door. Mike’s still curled inside my arms. When
I roll onto my back and stretch, he wakes.

“Hey, man,” Mike says, yawning. “Wow. What time is
it?”

“Nearly ten.” I pat his bare rear. “And you didn’t
get loose, did you?”

Mike grins. He shifts onto his back and flexes. He’s
still secured the way I trussed him last night, the same way he was
trussed onstage: hands cuffed before him, rope wrapped around his
arms, torso, knees, and ankles. “Naw. Feels too good. Feels like
swaddling clothes. Like I’m all wrapped up and safe and loved. Like
I’m being cared for. You gonna care for me, Alan?” Another
endearing wink.

“Damn straight. Count on it. Though, tasty as you
look, you’re damn lucky I didn’t rape you in the middle of the
night.”

“Yeah? Well, thanks for the restraint. In all senses
of that word. Hey, would you put the kettle on? I could do with a
cuppa. I’d do it, but…” He wiggles his wrists in the cuffs and
gives a mock sigh. “I’m cruelly indisposed, as you can see.”

“Sure. If you say, ‘Please, sir.’”

“Oh, man. You one of those tops who likes bein’
called ‘Sir,’ huh? Please, sir!”

“Good boy,” I say, chucking his chin.

In the narrow kitchen, I heat water, find loose-leaf
Darjeeling and a Brown Betty teapot on the counter. “Sugar or
cream?” I shout around the corner.

“Both, please, sir.”

Tea ready, I return to the bedroom. I gasp, nearly
dropping the steaming cups. “You little shit!” I blurt.

Entirely free, Mike’s sitting, still naked, on the
edge of the bed, rolling rope into neat hanks. He looks up at me
and smiles. “Here ya go, Daddy,” he says, handing me the cuffs.
“Better luck next time.”

 


*

 


We spend the day together. It’s a sunny Saturday,
and the streets of Manchester are full of pale folks luxuriating in
light after the long winter. We gobble a full English breakfast
near the university, a meal Mike insists on paying for: more tea,
bangers, bacon, baked beans, grilled mushrooms and tomatoes, fried
bread and eggs. We ride the Ferris wheel and walk along the river.
Once, as we’re browsing through a little shop in the Gay Village,
Mike’s cell phone buzzes. His brow creases when he checks the
number, but he doesn’t answer, a fact I much appreciate. Most kids
his age—my students’ age—are so addicted to their gadgets that
they’ve lost all sense of manners, but not Mike.

“My uncle checking up on me. He thinks ’cause he
helps me with the bills that he can run my life.” Rolling his eyes,
he stuffs the phone back in his pocket and says, “How about we take
your car out to the Shepherd and Child for dinner? You know that
pub? Best cottage pie I’ve ever had. If you don’t have other
plans.”

“Actually, tonight I hope to kidnap a cocky college
kid. If he’ll let me. But a big pub dinner would be welcome
too.”

“I think he’ll let you. Maybe this time he won’t be
able to wiggle loose.” Mike gives me another adorable wink. “My
suspicion is this kid’s been lookin’ for a daddy who can tie him so
well he can’t escape.”

Throat dry with hope, I can only rasp, “Yeah? We’ll
see,” and squeeze his hand hard.

We have our big pub meal and another night together,
this time in my roomier row house. At his suggestion, Mike ends up
in my bed naked, with his feet roped together and his hands cuffed
behind his back. “Feels wonderful,” he sighs as I tug the blankets
over us and pull him into my arms.

I wake to wet pleasure wrapped tightly around my
cock. Mike, still cuffed, is sucking my prick.

“You sure?” I grunt, clutching his head.

“Uh-huh. It’s time,” he mumbles around my shaft. “I
want you to come in my mouth, man.”

“Yeah? Then that’s exactly what you’re going to
get,” I say, spearing his taut lips hard. The load I finally shoot
is so big he chokes.

When I open my eyes to first light, I find Mike
free, grinning triumphantly, one arm hugging my waist, fingers
combing my pubic hair. The cuffs and rope are neatly arranged on
the bedside table.

“You little bastard.” I chuckle. “You think you can
get free any time you want, don’t you? You think no one can hold
you.”

“Don’t know if I’d say that. Thanks for the load,”
Mike says, kissing the tip of my limp dick. “I fuckin’ love to suck cock when my hands are cuffed behind my
back.”

“Thank you. That was one
damned fine blow job. God, you have beautiful hair,” I say,
stroking his head. “So how’d you get loose?”

Mike snickers. “Ain’t gonna tell you. Samson made
that mistake, and look where it got him. Guy’s gotta retain some
mystery, right?”

“Yep,” I say, grabbing him. “Though I don’t think
that mystery’s going to help you now.” We wrestle about on the bed,
Mike giggling and struggling beneath me. I’m more than twice his
size, though, so soon I have his hands cuffed behind him again.
Stuffing his black briefs in his mouth, I tie them in place with
the rope I’d used last night to bind his feet.

“My turn to taste you, kid,” I growl, stroking his
erection. “All right?”

Mike nods frantically. Gripping his balls, I tug
them till he’s wincing, then take his big cock and soon thereafter
his big load down my throat.

 


*

 


Spring waxes; Mike and I spend more and more time
together. When our job schedules permit, we meet for lunch, or for
pints after work in the Gay Village. Some nights Mike cooks for me,
Italian specialties like bruschetta, spaghetti and meatballs,
fennel salad, eggplant parmigiana, all washed down with lots of red
wine. One weekend, we hike in the Pennines. Other weekends, we
drive to Haworth, to visit the Brontë Parsonage; then Whitby, the
site of scenes from Dracula; then
Lindisfarne, to see the ruined abbey and sample mead at the winery.
Some nights spent together involve my fruitless attempts to keep
him bound; some nights we don’t bother with rope and cuffs, instead
spending the time till daybreak kissing, snuggling, sleeping, or
sucking each other off. When I’m not with Mike and not involved
with teaching or research, I’m reading books about escapology and
its tricks, trying to figure out a way to bind Mike so he can’t get
loose. Somehow, unreasonably, part of me thinks that if I can
figure out a way to keep him tied, somehow I’ll be able to keep him
in my life.

To celebrate Mike’s graduation, we spend a weekend
in Edinburgh, Scotland. That Saturday, we tour the medieval castle,
snack on Scotch eggs, and climb the extinct volcano of Arthur’s
Seat. I buy Mike a tartan scarf; we drink pints of Scotch ale at
The World’s End and The Jolly Judge. I treat us to a meal at The
Witchery—smoked salmon, roast beef, crème brulée. On a professor’s
salary, it’s wildly expensive, but Mike’s ebullient enthusiasm over
the elegant setting and cuisine more than makes the high price
worth it. Afterward, we stroll past the Royal Mile’s
sixteenth-century tenements, then down a close to our hotel, the
Jurys Inn.

By the time Mike’s stepped out of the shower, I’ve
poured amber-gold Drambuie in the knotwork-etched shot glasses he
bought me at the castle’s gift shop today. From the doorway, I
watch him drying his long hair with a towel.

“Your butt’s downright bewitching,” I say, handing
him the shot glass.

“Thanks. Speaking of that…” Mike turns, rubbing the
moist patch of hair between his buttocks. “I think tonight’s the
night.”

“Really? You mean—?”

“Yeah. I want you to, well, yeah, to fuck me. There
are things you don’t know about me, things I’m dealin’ with, stuff
I might tell you about some other day, but…I used to have
nightmares all the time, but when I sleep with you, I’m free of ’em
somehow. You holding me is like some kinda magic.”

Mike fixes his solemn gaze on me. “Look, Alan, I’m
feelin’ a lot for you. You feel the same, I hope?”

I put down my shot glass and grip his shoulders.
“Christ, Mike, you know I do. I know we’ve only been seeing one
another for a few months, but…yeah.”

“So I’m not just a piece of ass, right?”

I bark a laugh. “Oh, please. Are you kidding? I’m a
busy guy. I’ve never been the kind to waste time on ‘just a piece
of ass.’ Can’t you tell how I feel? I haven’t felt such, well,
tenderness for a man since I was your age. Jesus, Mike, I thought
you knew that.”

“Well, I…you never said…”

“That I’m falling in love with you? True. I haven’t
said it. I’ve been too scared.” I bend, nudging his brow with mine.
“But I’m saying it now.”

Mike’s brown eyes grow bright. “Well, so, I feel the
same, so, so, uh, it’s time I gave you what you wanted. Even if you
can’t keep me tied.” His grin’s impish.

“Speaking of that—here’s to
surprises.” I lift my shot glass.

Eyebrow cocked, he clicks his glass against mine.
“Yeah? What you talkin’ about, mountain man?”

“You’ll see, you sexy Eye-talian. I brought a few
supplies along. Been reading about escape artists in my spare
time.”

“Oh, hell.” Mike drains his glass. “All right,
Daddy. Bring it on.”

 


*

 


Contortion; trick locks; hidden keys. Lean and lithe
as Mike’s limbs are, the first makes sense. Trick locks I avoid by
using not cuffs but hemp rope and duct tape around Mike’s wrists,
torso, elbows, knees, and ankles. As for hidden keys, well, the
kid’s stark naked, so the only places he could have keys secreted
would be his mouth and his asshole. So after I hogtie the boy, I
stuff a sock in his mouth and slap a few layers of tape over his
lips, then add some tape over his eyes as a precaution. As for his
asshole, I grease him up, finger-fuck him a little, then, ignoring
his muffled squeals, work a small butt-plug into him.

“That’ll open you up for later, boy. Now you’re set,” I say, giving his ass a slap. “Let’s
see you get out of that.”

Mike’s still trussed up when I’m done showering,
though he’s been struggling a great deal, if the mussed bedclothes,
unkempt hair, and sweat-shine across his chest and back are any
evidence.

“No luck, huh?”

Mike shakes his head and heaves a frustrated
groan.

“Need more time?”

Mike nods, huffing hard through his nose.

I stand by the window, watching trains pulling out
of the station down the hill. “I’m going to take a walk up to St.
Giles Cathedral and back. If you’re not free by the time I return,
I’m going to fuck you till you’re raw. If you are free by then, I’m still going to fuck you till
you’re raw. Agreed?”

Mike rolls onto his side. Muscles pop up along his
straining arms. “Um,” he grunts, nodding.

I pull on my jacket, leave the room, and lock the
door behind me.

 


*

 


When I return, I find Mike limp with exhaustion.
He’s still bound, and covered with sweat. He emits a long, low moan
as I sit on the bed beside him and caress his damp hair. The room’s
musky with the scent of his struggles.

“Ain’t going anywhere, are you
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