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Chapter One: Come to Leave

	 

	 

	Bernard placed the bottle of pills on the table. As soon as the plastic bottle hit the metal, weight lifted from his shoulders.

	His last week on station. His first tour of duty since completing his training at twenty-one, in the boring wastelands of Europa for three years, was done. No more libido inhibitors. No more constant vigilance to make sure every machine that mined the precious resources they needed back home was working perfectly.

	He could go back to Earth and hopefully receive an assignment that actually allowed some relaxation, not to mention made real use of the enhancements he’d gained as a cyborg and the skills he’d honed in his training. He’d be able to see blue skies when he looked out the windows, not the pea-green soup that passed for atmosphere here.

	Of course, before he could leave, he still needed to get through the medical exam. And judging by how David, the only other cyborg who’d served on Europa twice, had laughed when he heard Bernard was leaving, that exam was going to be interesting.

	“Ah, Bernard.” Dr. Severian Bell stepped through the door, raising a pale blond eyebrow. “Going home, eh?” He eyed the pill bottle with his one good eye. A patch covered the other.

	Bernard’s face heated immediately. “So, when will I feel it?” Bernard asked. “I mean, you know...”

	“When will you feel arousal again?” Bernard’s face heated further at the doctor’s careful words. Doctor Severian tended to Bernard and all of the cyborgs who were stationed on Europa. The tall blond man was completely unflappable, and every cyborg suspected he too took the libido inhibitors that aided them in their vigilant watch of the mining operations on the planet.

	“Um, yes.” Bernard swallowed hard.

	“Have a night planned?” Severian scribbled something on the notebook he held and then placed it on the table. “I hate to tell you, you’ll have to remain here.” He lifted the bottle of pills, stowing them in a glass case on the wall next to an assortment of other bottles. “I’ll have to make sure everything’s in working order before you leave.”

	“I... what?” Bernard squeaked.

	“Did no one tell you?”

	Bernard shook his head.

	“It’s part of the medical exam,” Severian continued, his voice neutral. “We have a room prepared for this sort of thing. Some individuals can have unpleasant reactions when they stop the medication.” He met Bernard’s gaze. “Relax, please. It’s very rare, I assure you. But the other half of it is simply making sure everything works. After all, each of you cyborgs gets different enhancements. Remind me, you...”

	Bernard swallowed down a thick combination of embarrassment and anxiety. He held up his hands, both made of cruel metal. “Dexterity work. And increased lung capacity.”

	“Hm. Nothing out of the ordinary to consider then. It’s the cardiac enhancements that always cause trouble. Of course”—he snapped on a pair of white gloves—”those hands are going to make masturbation difficult.”

	Bernard choked.

	Severian grinned, turning toward the door. “Don’t worry. That’s not how we have to do things. Come, and let me show you to the space you’ll be occupying.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The space was furnished with a bed, a separate bathroom, and every sort of pornography Bernard had been forbidden to imagine for the past three years.

	A computer sat on a desk next to one wall. Next to it lay stacks of books, the covers emblazoned with women in lascivious poses. In the corner sat a life-size doll. Bernard quickly averted his gaze. His eyes alighted instead on a pair of vibrators and a tube filled with soft, flesh-like material.

	I can just imagine what that’s for.

	A pair of handcuffs, a whip, and what looked like a collar, were bolted to the wall.

	Bernard’s heart began to pound.

	“Feel anything?” Severian eyed him from the side, the way he always did during medical exams. Bernard had always figured that was because Severian had only one eye, but the glance felt different now. “Some start immediately. When was your last dose of libido inhibitors?”

	“Um...” Bernard coughed, looking away from Severian. “Yesterday morning.”

	“I see.” The doctor’s eye narrowed. “Do you have any special requests? Fetishes you need satisfied? The faster you do this, the faster we can finish the medical procedure and get you home.”

	“I... I prefer men. So the women won’t do it for me.” He made a half-hearted gesture to the books and the doll.

	Severian actually smiled. “I see. Wait here, then. I’ll go and collect a few things that will serve you better.”

	“Just... wait?”

	“Well, try and enjoy yourself, of course. The computer might satisfy—you can search for whatever you want. We have quite the collection of videos.” Something flashed across his face. His single eye was a startling blue, and Bernard realized he was staring. “Search for Brunette Lover 9. It’s one of my favorites.”

	Bernard blinked. The doctor’s words sent an ancient, familiar heat kindling in his core. The doctor likes men too.

	The heat remained as Severian left to collect whatever other things Bernard might need and the door closed behind him. Bernard’s heart rate increased. He chased the feeling. Might as well get this over with.

	Doctor Severian Bell. A normal human among powerful cyborgs, save for the eyepatch. Rumor had it the patch concealed a bionic eye that the doctor used to make diagnoses. A tall, taut blond man, always dressed in a blue and white lab coat. Before this, Bernard had never thought of him twice, too focused on the intricacies of the machines he worked with.

	He clasped his metal hands into fists as he realized he was drumming his fingers in the same rhythm he always used when recalibrating a drill. He was done with work. He was done with libido inhibitors. He shouldn’t even think about Severian. The doctor was too bound up with the memory of Bernard’s work here.

	In order to get home, to get a better assignment, he needed to come.

	He closed his eyes, filling his mind with images. Men, their cocks hard and ready, dripping cum. Men on their backs, legs spread. He imagined what it would be like if someone sucked his cock.

	He opened his eyes to the room with a sigh. Nothing was happening.

	He crossed the room with quick strides to sit on the bed. He realized he was tapping his foot and stopped, with effort.

	He needed to come. But he couldn’t even get hard yet.

	Annoyed with himself, he went over to the computer. The bland gray background had only one text field and one command—enter your pleasure.

	Bernard winced. Was this really what others wanted when they went through here?

	Or maybe he was only thinking that way because the inhibitors hadn’t been flushed out of his system yet. With lightning fast fingers, he typed in what Severian had said. Brunette Lover 9.

	A video popped up immediately. A man with brown hair and eyes lay on a bed, the sheets plush and red. His thick, engorged penis leaked precum onto his flat stomach. He writhed as he stroked himself with one hand, a thick silver dildo held in the other. His hands were metal, like Bernard’s.

	Bernard’s eyes widened at the display, his body flushing hot. He didn’t know if it was embarrassment or something else.

	The onscreen man moaned. “Mmm... so good... aah...” His hands kept moving. The muscles in his body flexed as he wriggled under his own ministrations. Bernard could think only that it would probably hurt if he gripped his own cock with his metal hands as hard as the man on screen was gripping his.

	“You know, it works better if you at least take your pants off.” Bernard nearly jumped out of his chair at the sound of Severian’s voice.

	Then he froze.

	Severian wasn’t wearing his lab coat any longer. He was barely wearing anything.

	Bernard’s gaze roved over the other man. Tight black shorts revealed the planes of his abs. Sheer fabric ended at muscular thighs. The patch still covered his eye. That was all.

	In his arms, he held another stack of magazines, and the muscles in his biceps were defined with the weight. He held out the magazines. Nude men adorned the covers. “See anything you like?”

	Bernard’s mouth went dry. The shorts Severian wore were so tight they created a bulge, the fabric not doing much to hide the size and shape of his cock.

	He licked his lips. That looked nice.

	“There we go,” Severian said, his mouth turning up in a smirk. “Do you feel that, Bernard? Time to take your pants off, I think.”

	Bernard blinked, and then a smile stole over his own face. He was getting hard.

	Video forgotten, he stood from the chair, the fabric of his pants and underwear rustling over his sensitive, growing erection. Suddenly, they were too tight, too confining, and he was getting damn hot.

	“Let me help you,” Severian said.

	The skin of the doctor’s hands was smooth and silky, yet they were clumsy compared to Bernard’s enhanced hands. But his fumbling over the buttons of his fly just made the sensation that much better, each brush of his fingers sending shocks of something tight, hot, and pressing through his body.

	In his three years on Europa, Bernard had forgotten how wonderfully torturous desire was.

	“Is this your first time with another man?” Severian asked. Bernard struggled to focus on his words. “Are you a virgin?”

	“I...” Bernard blushed, heat spreading over his cheeks and neck. “Yes.”

	Severian grinned. “I can usually tell. It’s the ones who blush like you do when they hear they have to come before they can leave.” His hands freed Bernard’s cock. Bernard hissed when those hands stroked once, twice, down his lengthening shaft. “Don’t worry. For patients like you, I can help. If that’s okay?”

	Bernard nodded as the doctor knelt down. And then he was engulfed in a hot, wet mouth.

	Bernard gasped. He bucked his hips, and only managed to still himself with effort. Severian’s smooth hands moved up between his inner thighs. They wrapped around the globes of his ass and then teased down his balls as he bobbed his head. He took Bernard in deep, licking over his cock. Hands, mouth, and tongue combined in a hot suction. Bernard gasped again, his body shaking.

	Pleasure fizzed in his body, arcing back and forth in time with the pulls of Severian’s lips. Bernard laid his hands on Severian’s hair, the blond strands tangling over his metal fingers. Distantly, he remembered trying to masturbate once when he’d first gotten the surgery on his hands. He’d given up and humped his pillow.

	That experience was nothing compared to this.

	He gasped, the muscles in his abdomen and thighs tensing hard. He leaned forward, his cock painfully hard, and pressure ramped up, his balls tight.

	Then the pleasure ramped down all at once, and he sighed in confusion and frustration, his cock softening.

	“What...”

	“Ah, don’t worry.” Severian released him, nodding once. He stood, his gaze meeting Bernard’s as he licked his lips. “Don’t worry. That felt good, yes?”

	Bernard took a shaky breath. How could the doctor just stand there and ask him that, so composed? “Yes,” he managed. “But—”

	“But why didn’t you finish? Many lose sensitivity at odd times before they can obtain an orgasm after using the inhibitors for so long. It’s part of the reason we do this.” He patted Bernard’s thigh. “It’s frustrating, I know. Many who come in here try different methods to ease the frustration until the desire comes back—hence all the toys.” He pointed to the vibrators, and then to the bed. “The bed has a strategic hole, you know, as do all the pillows.”

	Bernard’s face flamed. Worse—or maybe better, his cock started to harden once more, a yo-yo of desire.

	“Does that excite you?” Severian smiled. “What would you like to try—the toys or the bed?”

	“Um... ah!” He gasped when Severian took his cock in hand, stroking his thumb over his slit.

	“Do you typically not produce much in the way of pre-ejaculate?” Severian asked.

	Bernard blinked.

	“Try to remember. For someone who was enjoying himself so much, there’s none.” He quirked his lips. “I’m surprised. It’s normal for some, but I wonder if anything has changed for you between now and any times in the past.”

	“I...” He tried to remember his experiences before his three-year abstinence. His cock stiffened more at one particular memory. He was swirling precum around the head of his cock to try and make it easier to jack off with his metal hands. “Yes. Before, I did have some.”

	“Hm. Well then.”

	“Is that bad?”

	“No, not at all.” Severian took his hand, pulling him toward the bed. “It just means this may take a while.” He sat on the bed, spread his milky thighs, and motioned for Bernard to come close. “And when you do come, it’s going to be extremely satisfying. The most pleasure you’ve ever had.” Bernard shivered at the promise in his voice, heat curling once more in his cock.

	“Excellent.” Severian took hold of Bernard’s stiffening erection once again. “Various sensations will help you, so unless you’d rather me suck you again, perhaps we can try something a little different. What do you think?” As he talked, he swirled his thumb and fingers around the head of Bernard’s cock, stroking lightly over the foreskin and tugging it every so often. Bernard’s face flamed.

	“Um...” His gaze traveled the room, and he realized the video Severian had recommended was still playing in the background. The image filled his mind, of the man in the video penetrated by a hard silver toy.

	“I... ah...” He gasped, screwing his eyes shut when Severian’s light touches turned into firm strokes. His legs shook. He leaned forward, putting one hand on Severian’s firm shoulder. The doctor smirked. His good eye narrowed. His hand moved faster.

	“Does this feel good?”

	“Ah... yes...” Severian’s hand was so soft. It was perfect, the tight grasp and soft skin. His cock throbbed, his legs shook. He wanted to lie down, to give himself over to it. He tightened his grip on Severian’s shoulder and began to thrust into the doctor’s hands.

	“Wonderful,” Severian said. “For one like you, whose hands probably preclude this sort of thing, this must feel delightfully old-fashioned.” Bernard heard a smirk in the other man’s voice. The muscles in his shoulders tightened as Severian stroked Bernard faster, in time with Bernard’s thrusting hips. Bernard could make out the shape of the doctor’s hardening erection—he was clearly enjoying this, too.

	Once again, pleasure mounted. Bernard breathed harder, his gasps washing between them both, his muscles wound into bands. Heat built behind his cock. He imagined how wonderful it would be to come like this, bent over Severian, pumping three years’ worth of lust between them.

	And then it happened again. His desire ramped down, even as his cock softened in Severian’s hand. Bernard groaned. His body shivered with thwarted desire.

	“It’s all right,” Severian said. His firm strokes turned once more into teasing touches. “It’s all right. This is quite normal, I assure you.”

	Bernard sighed. He didn’t understand. And this was worse than last time. “I want to come,” he said, his jaw clenched. “I still want to...” He touched himself with a metal hand, shocks of pleasure that didn’t translate to a full fire. “I was... I keep getting so close.”

	“This is why we do this,” Severian said, standing up off the bed. He met Bernard’s eyes, once again looking at him slightly from the side. “Imagine. If this happened with a partner, at home, you would be confused. That may impact you psychologically, become a sort of self-fulfilling prophecy of lack of satisfaction. Not to mention frustration.” Bernard didn’t understand how Severian could smile at this moment. “It happened often in the early days before the libido inhibitors were well understood. But don’t worry, Bernard.” He stepped closer, his blue eye shining. “You will come today. I promise.” His hand ghosted up Bernard’s side, almost a tickle. “You will come soon.”

	His hands kept moving, up and down Bernard’s sides, over his stomach, and then up to his nipples. His touch was electric. The frustration faded. Severian wasn’t giving up. He wouldn’t either.

	“What do you want, Bernard?” Severian asked. “I chose what we did these last two times. What do you want to do or see? It can be anything.” Severian chuckled. “We’re very open here.”

	Bernard flushed. He wondered what sorts of things Severian had seen in the past, from his fellow cyborgs. His gaze traveled to the cuffs in the corner, and he quickly looked away.

	“Don’t be embarrassed,” Severian said. “Many people, especially those with enhanced strength and metal prosthetics, love the feeling of giving up control. It’s more common than you’d think.”

	Bernard just nodded, his blush not leaving.

	“But tell me what you want,” Severian said. He kept up his touching. “There must be something. Or, do you want to stop?”

	“No,” Bernard said quickly. Severian smiled, and Bernard looked away. He wished he could be more confident. In control, the way the doctor was. This was just sex. What was he worried about?

	Maybe... His gaze traveled down. “Can you...” He swallowed, the image already in his mind.

	“Yes?” Severian grinned. Bernard was hard again.

	“I want to see you, too. Enjoy yourself, I mean.” Bernard gave a shuddering sigh. “I want to see you naked, and...”

	“Do you want me to touch myself?”

	Bernard shuddered, his eyelids growing heavy at the thought. Intense desire shot through him. “Yes,” he said. “I want to watch you do that.”

	“All right then.” Severian’s mouth curled up as he stepped away and put one finger into the tight waistband of his pants. He removed the tight shorts, stepping out of them delicately. A blond trail traveled down to a proud, jutting erection

	Bernard couldn’t take his eyes from the sight.

	“Come here.” Severian turned and gave Bernard a gorgeous view of his well-muscled rear. “Back to the bed. I’d like to be comfortable for this, and I’d like for you to be able to come, too, if the need arises.”

	“The... holes in the bed?” Bernard said, and wished he hadn’t spoken. It sounded so ridiculously wrong, so dirty.

	“Is that what you’d like?” Severian asked. He picked up the toy from the dresser, the one with a hole filled with soft fabric. “You can use this if you want to use your hands. Or you can go for the pillows. They have material much like this, if you want to get your body in on it.”

	Bernard wondered if Severian
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