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“That’s him there,” I tell Isaac, pointing to my yearbook one Sunday afternoon. “Bruce Braun.”

Isaac’s eyes widen. “Wow. Clive, you were not kidding.”

“I know. And he’s only gotten more handsome since then. He wears his hair shorter now, and it shows off his face. And a couple years ago, he grew this thick goatee that’s just perfect.”

“A couple years ago?” Isaac asks, curiosity in his voice. “You said he only got in touch with you recently—to tell you about the fifteen-year high school reunion.”

“I mean, we’ve been Facebook friends for a while,” I mutter, wishing Isaac didn’t always pick up on everything.

It’s a trait of his that I should have thought about before—weeks ago now—I started floating the idea of going to my high school reunion with my Dom. If I had thought more ahead of time, rather than giving in to the excitement of seeing Bruce Braun again, I would have had a better answer for the key question. The key question that Isaac had instantly zeroed in on:

Why did I suddenly want to see my high school classmates again, when there was clearly no love lost between me and these people who had largely either bullied me or ignored me in school?

And so I’d ’fessed up. I’d told Isaac all about Bruce Braun, and how he was definitely going to be at this reunion, because he was one of the organizers for it.

One thing led to another, and now here we are, staring at my old yearbook. At my old flame.

Isaac gives me an amused look. “Going online to stalk your former crush, in preparation for a high school reunion? Classic.”

I sniff. “I mean, is it so wrong of me to want to know if he’s available? You said I should feel free to step outside our relationship more often, like you do.”

“I know what I said,” Isaac replies levelly. “And I do want you to exercise that freedom. If you want to make a move for this guy, go for it. I’ll back you up. I’ll even be your wingman, if you like.”

It’s the permission I wanted from Isaac, and yet it doesn’t satisfy me in the least. I realize in a flash what the actual problem is.

“But he’s so much hotter than me!” I groan. “Just look at his face, and then look at my face, and tell me you think I could get a guy like that.”

Isaac shrugs. “You know I love your face, quirks and all.”

“But what do I have that could ever attract a guy like that?” I wail.

“Do you really want to go over all that again?” he asks neutrally.

“I mean. I guess there’s nothing new there, really,” I mumble.

He looks thoughtful. “Well, there is one new thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You discovered a certain... ability. To respond to a certain signal. I mean, now that we’ve got you all trained up and everything, I think you can list your accomplishments on your dating resume.” His eyes glitter.

I gape. He can’t have guessed. He can’t have.

I know I never said anything to Isaac about Bruce Braun’s kinkiness. About how, one vulnerable night in his car, my crush had confessed to me that his favorite fantasy was to see a guy cum on command in real life. And how probably it was no coincidence that one day, my body just decided it could do that, with Isaac, after my thinking about the idea for fifteen-plus years.

Has Isaac intuited something? And if so, has Isaac connected the dots the rest of the way? Does he realize that part of the secret thrill of me being trained to cum from our certain signal is the connection to my old flame?

I take the coward’s way out: denial.

“Isaac, sweetie, have you completely lost it? You don’t have any reason to think he’s into that sort of thing at all.”

Isaac shrugs. “Everyone’s kinky—”

“—Until proven otherwise,” I complete for him. “Yeah, so you keep saying. I still say you’re stretching the definition of ‘kinky’ awfully thin.”

“But what if he is kinky?” Isaac presses.

I give a noncommittal grunt and put my attention firmly back on the yearbook, hoping it will inspire a change of topic.

Isaac’s finger intrudes into my vision. He points to Bruce Braun. “That,” he says decisively, “might well be the face of someone who’s got a dirty little secret or two.”

I scoff. “You can’t tell by looking at someone’s face!”

Isaac meets my eyes. “Exactly. So I guess when you see this Bruce guy at the reunion, you’ll just have to ask him what his deal is.”

There’s a playful challenge in his tone; the kind he knows I can’t resist. Damn him.

“But—but—” I start to protest.

“Do I have to make that an order? To talk to this Bruce?” teases Isaac.

“Honestly sometimes that makes it easier,” I mutter, thinking of all the times Isaac’s “orders” have pushed me through my own reticence.

Isaac’s expression and voice go intense. “Alright then. At your high school reunion, you’re going to find your old friend Bruce,” he begins.

My nerves start feeling twitchy from just the thought of it. I moan and shake my head.

Isaac doesn’t give me an easy out. “And,” he continues, “you’re going to drop a few hints about what you’re into—as appropriate. Draw him out. If he’s willing, ask him a few questions that are maybe just a bit too nosy. Be polite, but not too polite. In fact, flirt with impoliteness. Got it?”

I do, actually, know what he means.

“Got it,” I say. I sound simultaneously resigned and nervous.

“That’s settled then,” says Isaac.

He takes the yearbook from me. I don’t resist. Isaac closes the book on Bruce’s picture and goes to find its place on the bookshelf.

I just wish it were so easy to close the book on my feelings for Bruce. The expression “old flame” has never felt so apt. He blazes in my mind. My body burns with desire, my skin far too hot and sensitive. The months until my fifteenth high school sound like an awful torment, but also like a blessing in that I don’t have to face Bruce too soon.

Good thing I have Isaac to sate me in the meantime.

He comes back to me then and pulls me into a deep kiss. He obviously notices my hard-on, pressing against him, just a couple inches higher up than his due to the difference in our height. He breaks the kiss long enough to say in a low voice, “I like you like this.”

“Nervous beyond belief?” I supply. “Because that’s only going to get worse, the closer we get to me seeing Bruce.”

“I like seeing you so energized,” Isaac clarifies. “You’re like a freaking live wire. You’re practically humming in my arms. You’re electric”

I want to push back on his impromptu poetry, but his words hit too close to the mark for mockery. Isaac and I are using different metaphors, but we both know what we mean. We get each other. That’s part of what’s so nice about returning to my Dom at the end of the day, no matter my feelings for Bruce or anybody else.

“If I’m electric,” I say in a teasing tone, “Then why don’t you go ahead and throw the switch?”

Isaac growls. His lips find mine again. His hand starts sliding down toward the small of my back.

He’s about to use our certain signal. The seemingly chaste one that tells me to cum; that makes me reach small but repeatable orgasms, all with barely any physical stimulation at all.

When his hand arrives at the magic spot, I am more than ready for him.
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The weeks to the fifteen-year high school reunion are a blur. A sexy blur, full of Isaac helping me “practice” my ability to cum on command from our signal.

Now I’m here. And so is Bruce Braun.

He’s standing far too close to me. He’s standing at a perfectly normal conversational remove. He’s standing at just the right distance to torment me with subtle ambiguity: Is he leaning in ever so slightly? If so, is it to get near me? Or is it simply to hear me over the noise that bounces off the gymnasium walls as the reunion swirls around us?

I could curse Isaac for sending me off to find Bruce on my own like this. He said it was because he wanted to talk with the DJ during her break about obscure late-2000s music—something he knows I have zero interest in.

But we both knew the truth. Isaac was simplifying my situation for if—or when—I found Bruce, so that I could talk to my old crush without instantly having to figure out whether or not he might be cool with the poly angle, much less the kink angle.

Bruce. The man for whom I’ve been holding a torch fifteen years now. He’s older but no less handsome. No less out of my league.

I’m shaken by him. By his presence. By his exquisitely, excruciatingly handsome face so close to mine, and the way his aftershave smells unusually like bay laurel.

He’s talking. Like, a lot. Maybe he’s nervous too, because it’s almost too much. But then, I’m hardly doing anything to dissuade him, as I nod along with my too-tense smile.

So I let him go on some more, talking about how he discovered that he was sporty after high school, once he was away from all the jocks and everything they stood for. The whole time I’m picturing how all that recent soccer and swimming might have sculpted Bruce’s body. I’m wrapped up in his physicality, barely able to register what he’s saying.

“Because I have to say I didn’t expect—” He pulls up short, looking chagrined. “I’m sorry, am I boring you?”

A small smile curls in the center of his beard. I find myself wanting to stroke his neatly trimmed and sculpted mustache—first with a finger, then with my lips. Hell, even my tongue—I’m not above getting a little freaky when I really like a guy.

“You could never bore me,” I say truthfully.

He just stares at me, his smile fading to be replaced with uncertainty. “Well, I should probably stop trying to bore you anyway,” he says finally with a chuckle.

“Were you trying to bore me on purpose?” I ask.

“No,” he says. “I just start talking too much sometimes, about myself or just the world in general. Sometimes I’ll even start spewing random facts, you know? I guess I like people to think I know a lot of things,” he adds with a self-effacing shrug.

“But you do know lots of things,” I protest.

He eyes me. “There are plenty of things I don’t know, but that I’d like to know,” he says quietly.

His gaze is so deep that I have to break the silence that builds up between us. I say the first thing that comes to mind.

“There are things I’m curious about too,” I reply. “Like where you are these days... relationship-wise.”

I try not to cringe as I hear my own words, but there’s a reason they call it cringe, and I am being very cringe-worthy right now.

Bruce doesn’t seem to find the question awkward though. In fact, he starts smirking at me a bit. “Are you asking if I’m... available?”

“Are you still single?”

His eyes twinkle. “I said ‘available.’ That’s not quite the same thing as ‘single,’ now is it?”

Oh, I think to myself. But before I can reply, he’s chuckling at me, waving it off.

“I’m just teasing you,” he says. “I’m both single and available right now, yes. How about you? Are you still available?”

“I’ve been dating this guy for a few years now,” I say—dodging the question of whether I’m ‘available’ or not. How did I get derailed into talking to Bruce about polyamory so soon, anyway, when Isaac
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