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Synopsis

​Some of the hottest writers of
gay erotica spin tales of Riding the Rails. Trains are so romantic.
The clock fades from your mind as the country spreads out before
you. Forget catching up on your reading—you have scenery to inspire
you and time for an innocent flirtation or two. Or ten. Maybe not
so innocent and more than a flirtation. It could be the guy in the
cargo shorts across the aisle, sleeping with his legs just far
enough apart. It could be the blond in the tight muscle shirt and
baggy sweatpants heading for the bathroom. It could even be the
handsome stranger sitting opposite you who chats you up and invites
you to the dining car with yet another invitation in his eyes. This
train will take you places you never dreamed of going.
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Introduction (or, The Wolfman That Ate Me Near
Chicago)

​ Okay, I don’t
know that he was a wolfman, but in the
darkness of the train at midnight I saw a figure more hair than
skin, dressed in a tan trench coat, scarf, slacks, and black boots.
His slouch hat was pulled low over his ears and he carried a thick
walking stick in his gloved hands—yes, he wore a scarf and gloves
on an eighty-seven-degree August night, the air so muggy and thick
you could spoon it into your nostrils.

My perceptions might have been skewed, however, by
two days of sleep-deprived drunken debauchery aboard the California
Zephyr from Denver to Chicago—roomy, air-conditioned coaches full
of napping men with unconscious boners and a bar car chock full of
horny, half-drunk studs taking progressively unsteadier trips
downstairs to the restrooms.

I bagged three down there the first day, let alone
the gay couple who took me to their sleeper after we dined together
and the scruffy-bearded college kid across the aisle who hauled his
cock out of his baggy gray shorts and watched me watching him jack
his morning wood while the rest of the car was asleep and his
girlfriend was gone in search of coffee. Who needed sleep?

After forty-eight hours, I did—that’s who. But when
I changed trains at Chicago, the cars were no longer roomy or
air-conditioned. They were hot and crowded, even in the middle of
the night, with sprung seats and thin, vibrating walls suited more
for concussion than comfort should your head happen to loll against
them. Determined to try a catnap, I balled up my sweater, leaned
against the window, and closed my eyes in futile effort.

We squealed to a stop a half hour out of Chicago,
embarking passengers noisily shuffling in the aisle trying to find
seats and places to put their bags. That’s when the wolfman came
aboard. Naturally, he headed for the empty seat next to mine. I
watched him through squinched eyes, feigning sleep for fear he’d
want to talk to me. I was in no mood for chitchat with a
shape-shifter.

Every visible part of his body was covered with
hair. His face was obscured by a full beard that seemed to reach up
to his eyes, and his bushy eyebrows beetled down the side of his
head to meet it. He took off his gloves and put them in his pocket,
the backs of his hands thick with fur. That’s when his smell hit
me—pungent and feral with a topnote of panic, like an animal
running through the woods to escape its pursuers.

It almost gagged me at first but the more I smelled
it, the more intriguing it became—and, unbelievably, the hornier it
made me. My cock was not only stirring, it was well on its way to
raging hard. The wolfman sitting beside me seemed to sense his
effect, too. I peeked out, not daring to open my eyes further. He
was smiling at me.

At least it looked like a
smile beneath all that fur.

The realization gave me a start, then I felt the
pressure of his leg against my shin. He moved over slowly,
entwining his leg with mine until I was suffused with his scent,
trapped between the wolfman and the wall of the train. My cock
strained at the fabric of my jeans, but I kept my head on my
sweater and my eyes closed. From my ragged breathing, we both knew
I was awake, but I had a feeling whatever was going to happen next
would be best experienced unseen.

His scent was really working on me. Loamy, primal,
and base, it touched me in places that had never been probed. And
then I felt his paw-hand steal over my crotch, exploring the bulge
between my legs. I swore I heard a low, growling chuckle as my
zipper went down and he gingerly pried my dick out of my jeans.
Once it was exposed to the night air and the roughness of his skin
as he gently pumped the shaft, it got even harder, if that was
humanly possible.

He bent his head over my lap and took me into his
mouth, sheathing me with his warm wetness while his heady aroma
pervaded my senses. As my orgasm built, I felt I was rushing
through the woods by his side, consumed by the pump of our sleek
haunches as we galloped past trees and leapt over branches—it
didn’t matter whether in pursuit or retreat. The run was all that
counted.

And suddenly, I exploded. I don’t know if I cried
out or if anyone was listening or if we were still on the train
anymore. I must have shot a gallon of cum into his mouth, but his
steady, sucking pressure never wavered. Spent and weary beyond
belief, I opened my eyes once, saw I was still in my seat, then
fell into the deepest sleep I’d had in two days.

In the morning, he was gone. One of the advantages
of supernatural one-night stands is that they never sleep over.
They’re always done by dawn. My dick was tucked safely inside my
jeans once again, but my zipper was at half-mast and my hand was
crusted with dried cum. And the seat beside me was covered with a
mat of dark brown fur, as if someone had melted a cat there. No one
else sat in it for the rest of the trip.

It was probably the smell…

 


*

 


This wolfman is the only shape-shifter aboard our
train, but there are plenty of other wild rides to exotic places.
Jeff Mann’s trip on the “Highland Sleeper” binds and gags an Irish
jewel thief for a private investigator’s pleasure while Jeffrey
Ricker takes us on a Martian train trip to ancient Rome in “Mount
Olympus.” ’Nathan Burgoine travels back in time for a bittersweet
romantic ride in “Elsewhen,” and Joseph Baneth Allen also pushes
the temporal envelope for very different purposes in “Geronimo’s
Laughter.” You want present-day stories? Rob Rosen scrubs up a hot
hobo in “No Mincing Words” while Hank Edwards uses a wedding for a
“Reunion on the Rails” and Daniel M. Jaffe explores the lighter
(and darker) side of sexual attractiveness in “Resist Me,
Please!”

But we haven’t forgotten the historical rides. Dusty
Taylor saves us a seat at the locomotive races circa 1925 in “The
Roundhouse Men,” Dale Chase shows us how Victorians did it in
“Royal Service,” and Jay Neal takes us back for oral sex and murder
“One Night on the Twentieth Century.”

Erastes and Rick R. Reed give us love stories with a
twist in “The Blue Train” and “The Train Home,” respectively,
newcomer J.D. Barton sends chills down our spines with his “Shadow
Mapping,” and Gavin Atlas serves up the strangest trip of all with
a psychiatrist, a dream of pirates on a train, and
government-sanctioned rape in his beautifully warped “Engine of
Repression.” Finally, William Holden burrows deep into the subways
of Boston for the return of Nate the Midnight Barker and “The Last
Train.”

So climb aboard, let the conductor punch your
ticket, and settle back for some of the hottest, most intriguing
rides you’ll ever take. Have lunch in the dining car, watch the
scenery from the observation deck, and even cruise the restrooms
downstairs—but keep a sharp eye out for handsome strangers.

Or wolfmen.


Highland Sleeper

​Jeff Mann

And “Levorcham,” said Deirdre, “that man only will I
love, who hath the three colours that I see here, his hair as black
as the raven, his cheeks red like the blood, and his body as white
as the snow.”

—The Exile of the Sons of Usnach

 


Irish charm, dark good looks—no wonder the girls in
the lounge car cluster about him. The train rattles and thrums on
its way north; his admirers giggle, arranging their bodies as
provocatively as possible. He stretches, spreads his legs, tells
bawdy tales in his deep brogue. Every now and then his long-lashed
brown eyes catch mine. Tonight, he’s just across the aisle; come
dawn, if all goes as planned, he will be far closer.

I watch his adept flirtations while I savor my meal.
This is the Caledonian Sleeper, en route from London to the
Scottish Highlands, so I’ve chosen the traditional Scots
combination of haggis, neeps and tatties, washed down with a couple
of pints of ale. Plate emptied, I sit back on the leather couch,
sipping a dram of Glenfiddich. As I study him, his thick black
eyebrows, the cocky gleam of his smiles, I give silent thanks that
the duke chose this boy for my last job. It’s a fine way to end a
career.

It’s very late by the time the vixens depart. Now,
other than the barman, who’s busy washing glasses, my quarry and I
are the only ones left in the car. We both sit back, sipping
Scotch. He gazes at me, I gaze at him. What a beauty, with his
trimmed black beard, his long black hair pulled back in a ponytail.
He’s thirty years old, five foot eight—younger than me by fifteen
years, shorter than me by half a foot. His jaw’s square, his
cheekbones prominent, his lips red, full, almost delicate. The gray
slacks and maroon silk shirt are just tight enough to reveal his
thighs’ lithe lines, the wiry muscles of his arms. The shirt’s
unbuttoned one button past modest, giving me a glimpse of his pale
chest. The boy’s obviously more than aware of his charms. He will
add quite a bit of pulchritude to my new home.

“Cheers,” he says, lifting his glass. “Where ye be
heading to?”

“Fort William,” I say. “Just bought a nice piece of
retirement property in the Hebrides.”

“Ah. Lovely country, mate, though I’m thinking
you’re looking too young to retire.”

I chuckle, running my fingers through my
salt-and-pepper beard. “Kind of you to say. And you? What’s your
destination?”

“Uh, just…on holiday.” He cocks a bushy eyebrow and
grins. He takes a long sip of the amber glinting in his glass.
“Came upon a bit of windfall.”

Indeed. A windfall I’ve been tracking for weeks.
“Are you in coach?” I ask.

“Aye. Trying to save some pounds.”

“I have a sleeper. Single berth, first class. Small
but comfortable. I recommend them.”

“’Tis a space I’d like to see,” says my handsome
target, giving me a bold wink.

“The Hebrides make some fine whiskies,” I say,
taking a sip. “Better than this. Have you had Tobermory? I have
some in my flask. Back in my cabin.” I reach across the narrow
aisle and offer my hand. “I’m Bruno. From America originally.
Virginia.”

“James,” he says. “Grew up in Dublin.” He squeezes
my hand hard; I squeeze back. First touch, and we’re already
fighting for top. Little does he know this is not a contest he can
win.

 


*

 


I flip on a dim lamp, pour us Tobermory, and sit on
the bed. My visitor takes the window seat, only inches away. Our
chat’s inconsequential, since both of us are lying. Behind him, the
English landscape rushes by in autumn dark. Every now and then, the
lights of towns glint, church steeples flash past, there’s the
incandescent twining of traffic, then we’re back to the flow of
black fields.

He wastes little time, which is fine by me, since
we’ll be getting to Fort William tomorrow morning and I’ll need to
have him prepared by then. Only a few minutes have passed before he
decisively gulps his Scotch and unbuttons his shirt.

“So, Mr. Bruno, is this what you’re wanting to see?”
He shrugs the shirt off, spreads his legs, and cups the bulge of
his crotch.

The boy’s very lean, his torso snow white. His
chest’s curved, his belly flat, his shoulders and arms sinewy, well
defined. A bit of black hair rings his soft, prominent nipples;
there’s a sparse dusting of hair between his pecs, around his
navel, a thicker coat on his arms. Celtic knots and spirals tattoo
his shoulders; a cross is inked inside his left forearm. His body’s
a revelation, one I’ve been awaiting a long time.

“You’re as delicious as I expected,” I say. “Yes,
this is what I want to see. I’m disease-free, by the way. You too,
I hope.” As if I don’t already know. My employer’s money has
already gotten me access to any number of files.

“Oh, yes. Tested just a few weeks ago.” He unbinds
his hair, letting it fall about his face. He stretches, showing off
the thick hair of his armpits, which exude an intoxicating musk.
The boy clearly hasn’t bathed in a while. “So what are you wanting
tonight?”

“Ah, I’m pretty perverse. And I’m a Top. I think I’d
like to tie you up and fuck you.”

“Aye, well, I’m the one does the fucking. I don’t
get fucked, and I don’t swallow, but I can give you a superlative
knob job. This Scotch is very fine, Mr. Bruno, and you’re built
like a bull and bloody handsome, but still ’tis five hundred pounds
I’m requiring. Six hundred for kink.”

“That’s a good bit.” I lean toward him, elbows on my
knees. I touch the smooth skin of his chest. “Are you worth all
that?”

“Indeed.” He unzips, pulling out his cock. It’s
half-hard, long and thick, uncut. He peels up the foreskin. He
spits in his hand, wetting the heart-shaped head. He strokes
himself. For a good minute we sit in silence save for the train’s
soothing, incessant roar and watch his cock lengthen.

“What think ye of this, Mr. Bruno? ’Tis yours to
handle all night for a modest fee.” Taking my hand, he wraps it
around his penis. I jack him; he closes his eyes and hums.

“Beauty does tend to come with a high price.”
Sighing, I give his cock a squeeze and stand. I pull down the
window blind. Turning to the door, I lock it, and then I pull the
pistol from my shoulder holster. “Your real name’s Colin, isn’t it?
Colin, you’re quite the greedy brat. Isn’t the ruby you stole
enough?”

The boy’s very fast, up off the seat and grabbing
for my gun. I’m faster, giving him an elbow to the mouth. He spins
and crumples, slumping over the window seat. Before he can resist
me further, I’m on top of him, one arm wrapped around his neck, the
gun’s muzzle pressed against his right ear.

“Keep still and shut up. I’m not a cop. But if you
give me any trouble, the cops will be here posthaste.”

“Fuck all,” Colin pants. “Fuck all.” He’s rigid
beneath me, his butt hard beneath my crotch.

“I promise you, you’re fair and squarely caught, you
little bastard. I’ve been on your trail for weeks. Now are you
going to do what I tell you to? Or shall I call security? Or just
break your neck?” I tighten my arm around his windpipe and prod his
head with the gun. “You going to behave?”

Colin’s answer is a snarl and a nod.

“Keep quiet, or I’ll gag you sooner rather than
later. Don’t want to wake the nice people.” From my pocket I pull
handcuffs. I lock my captive’s hands behind him, lug him up, and
throw him roughly onto the bed. He lies there, on his back, bare
chest swelling, hair falling across his face, fear and hate
mingling in his beautiful brown eyes, blood welling from his split
lips.

“Let’s see the rest of that sweet little body,” I
say. “And if you kick me, I’ll break your jaw.” Colin gives me no
fight as I pull off his shoes, socks, and pants, then his skimpy
black briefs. His hips are slender, with that combination of curves
grading into the groin that compose what I’ve always called
Apollo’s lyre, a bodily poetry reserved for the young and the fit.
Inside its dense black bush, his cock’s a tiny bud of fear. His
legs are long and muscular, coated with dark hair. The cabin’s
suddenly heady with the aroma of his unwashed crotch and ass. “Mmm,
you’re ripe,” I say, licking my lips.

“Goddamn you,” he whispers. “Who the fuck are
you?”

“You should have figured that out by now. Nice
disguise, by the way. Very fetching, the long hair and beard. If I
weren’t a connoisseur of handsome men, I might not have recognized
you in London.”

“The duke? He sent you?” There’s a quaver in his
voice.

I chuckle. “Afraid? You ought to be. Yes, I’ve been
retained by the duke over many years, for many delicate cases. This
one perhaps the most delicate of all.”

“Why you? Why not the cops? What was delicate? ’Twas
only a jewelry heist, you ball of shite.”

“Manners.” I slap the side of his head, then drag
him to his feet by his hair and shake him. “You have no idea what
went on after you left. The duke’s son tried to hang himself. I
guess he really was in love with you.”

“William? He—?” Colin sways in my grasp. His black
eyebrows angle, his forehead creases, an expression very much
resembling honest concern. “Oh, no. Oh, no. I never meant— Oh, I’m
fucked. I’m screwed.”

“Screwed indeed. The maid interrupted his attempt
and called for help. He’s institutionalized now, thanks to you. The
duke didn’t want the scandal-hungry tabloids to get wind of the
fact that his only son’s a poof who fell in love with a fencing
coach who turned out to be a jewel thief. The duke very much
preferred discretion, to keep the mess you made a private affair.
So instead of involving the authorities, he called me. I’m here
instead. And we have big plans for you.”

I shove Colin down onto the bed, into a sitting
position. From my travel bag I fetch coils of rope.

“What, what plans?” He’s entirely terrified by now,
and the sound of that terror is sweet, the baritone brogue of a
strong, cocky man shifting into a shaky tenor.

“Don’t worry, pretty boy. No prison for you, and no
grave in the woods either, if you do as you’re told.”

I unroll the first coil, a good ten feet worth. With
it I bind Colin’s ankles together. I unroll more rope, with which I
lace his elbows and upper arms together behind him. I circle his
torso and arms with another five or six yards, securing him
further. He groans as I pull the rope tighter, then tighter still,
before finishing off the knots. The cord furrows the white skin of
his chest and inked biceps.

“Where’s the ruby, boy?”

“Ah, I’ve sold it, you ball-bag. You’re too
late.”

“You’re wasting my time. I followed you all over
London, and you never met with a fence.” From my suitcase, I fetch
a rag and hunting knife. I hold the blade to Colin’s windpipe.
“Open up.” When he obeys, I cram the cloth in his bloodied mouth.
“Keep quiet,” I say, “or I’ll cut your throat.” I give him a sharp
fist jab to the belly. He doubles over, making a stifled squeal. I
punch his torso. His muscles are hard hills beneath my knuckles.
The squeals move into ragged grunts.

I pull out the bloodstained cloth. “Where’s the
ruby, boy?”

“Fuck you, you can of piss.”

I stuff the rag back in. I continue pummeling him,
vacillating between his chest and belly. Already his pale skin is
bruising, puddling with purple.

After a lengthy round, I pull the rag out. This time
Colin gasps, “In, in my t-trousers, you fucker, you bloody
arsehole.”

I shove him onto the floor. Pressing my boot sole to
his face, I apply pressure.

“You’re telling me the truth?”

“Damn ye, yes,” Colin snarls. Kneeling, I rummage
through his pants. My fingers close on something hard. I pull it
out. Scarlet facets glimmer in the dim light. “Good boy,” I say,
pocketing it. “The duke will be pleased. Now for my reward.”

“What’s that?” Colin groans. In the wake of my
elbow’s blow, his pretty lips are already swelling. “How much did
the old git pay you to find me?”

“My own private island, actually. But my real reward
is you.”

“What?” Colin gasps. “Me? What d’you mean?”

“I’m a little besotted with you, Colin. I’ve wanted
to own you ever since the duke first showed me your
photograph.”

“Own me? What the fuck?”

“Don’t be stupid. You’ve surely heard of
Master / slave relationships. I’ll use your body when I please.
You’ll keep up my house, serve me, and obey me in all things. In
turn, I’ll care for you, protect you, and provide for you.”

“And why would I want to tolerate that, mate, as
handsome as y’are?”

“Because, from what I can tell, your only ambitions
are comfort, good food and drink, lots of sex, and money, all of
which I can provide. Because you’re sure to have a far better life
with me than you would in prison—how many years would you get?—or
hustling and conning the way you have for years. Aren’t you tired
of living like that?”

I hoist Colin to his knees. He stares up at me, his
panic shading into wonder.

“Yes, fuck all, it’s knackered I am,” he blurts,
face crumpling like a tearful child’s. “Wrecked. Weary of running.
Weary of lies. Weary of the shabby streets. All turned to shite, it
has. Shite, shite, shite…”

“Well, here’s your chance for a new life. You prove
an eager slave, submissive in all things, and you not only survive,
you thrive. You fight me, you fail to please me, and I turn you
over to the authorities, and you’re off to prison.”

“No, don’t do that.”

“Or I could turn you over to the duke.”

“No, Jesus, please! You know how he is. It’s in the
Thames I’ll end up, or buried beneath the sod.”

“Or you could serve me. Are those options
clear?”

When Colin nods, I pull out my very hard penis. “So
you decide. Now. Do we have a deal?”

Colin stares at my cock for a long moment. Then he
groans, closes his eyes, and takes me on his tongue.

 


*

 


Split lip or not, Colin’s a skillful cocksucker. As
my tightly bound prisoner kneels between my legs, slurping and
gulping, I sit back on the bed, stroke his long hair, and run my
fingers through his beard, face-fucking him slowly. Now that I’ve
found what I was sent to find, I can afford to be tender.

When he pulls off to catch his breath, I wipe saliva
from his beard. “Taste good?”

“Yes. It’s a grand one, it is. Must admit I’m always
starving for dick.”

“Good.” I shove my cock back in his mouth. “Where
we’re going, you’ll be getting more than enough. Now get to it. I
need to come, and you need to swallow. Don’t worry, I’m
healthy.”

I ride Colin’s face for a long time. When I reach
between his hairy thighs, I find his cock stiff and dripping. Part
of his fellating eagerness is probably due to my threat, what will
happen if he doesn’t satisfy me. Part of his dick’s excitement
might be the predicament in which he finds himself. Odd how the
presence of danger sometimes makes men’s lusts rage wilder. Or
perhaps he’s naturally submissive. I hope so. That would make his
future much easier.

When I come in Colin’s mouth, he gulps down my load
with palpable enthusiasm, suckling my spent cock as it grows limp.
When I pull out, he greedily laps the post-cum ooze.

“Damn, a fine big knob.” He licks his lips. “That
was, I’m hoping, good enough a sucking for you to…” Trailing off,
he swallows hard and hangs his head.

“To keep you around, yes,” I say, wiping a bead of
spilt semen from his beard. “Time for bed.” I pat his head. “We’re
due into Fort William around ten a.m.”

The bed’s very narrow, so I arrange Colin on the
floor. I ball up the rag and press it against his lips. “I need to
gag you now.”

Colin shakes his head. “No need, mate. I’ll keep
quiet, I promise.”

“Sorry, friend, you’re a trickster. I don’t trust
you yet. Open up.”

Sighing, he obeys. I push the rag in, tying it in
place with rope threaded between his lips and knotted around his
head. Tenderly I cover him with a blanket, as if he were my
son.

Snug beneath my duvet, surrounded by the soporific
rocking of the train, I’m asleep in minutes, hugging a pillow. I
wake to the racket of cars uncoupling. Four thirty. Standing, I
peer around the window blind. At my feet, Colin gives a muted moan.
He’s lying on his side, half-exposed, the blanket fallen to his
waist. I hunker beside him, brushing black locks from his face. His
eyes are wide with pleading.

“We’re in Edinburgh. They’re splitting the cars. You
all right?”

Colin moans again, shaking his head. I lay a palm on
his bare chest. He’s trembling. “Cold?” Lightly I brush his hard
nipples with the back of my hand. “You want up here with me?”

When he nods, my heart melts. As we’ve moved north,
the air in the cabin has indeed dropped in degrees. Despite all the
damage he’s done, the trouble he’s caused, suddenly I pity him: so
vulnerable, powerless, and frightened.

“Come on.” I lift him to his feet, then pull him
beneath the duvet. The bed’s just wide enough for the two of us if
I wrap my arms around him. “God damn, you’re a tasty haul.” I suck
on his nipples for a while and knead his buttocks. Then I roll him
over and pull his back tightly against my chest. “Warmer?”

Colin nods. I hold him close, stroking his hair till
he falls asleep.

 


*

 


Knocking. The steward. Must be the steward with
breakfast.

Colin barely manages to take a breath before my
hand’s over his mouth and my arm’s wrapped around his throat. He
gives a muffled yelp, straining against me, trying to kick. I pin
his legs with mine and roll on top of him, forcing him to the bed
with my greater weight. “You keep real quiet, okay?” I hiss.
“Otherwise, you’ll be going straight from the train station to the
Fort William jail.”

“Mmm-mmm,” Colin mumbles, immediately limp and
compliant. Rolling out of bed, I hide my captive beneath the duvet,
unlock and crack the door, fetch the sausage roll and tea. I put
the tray on the window seat and tug the duvet off. Colin’s still on
his belly, face pressed into the pillow, the tight globes of his
ass white in the morning light. Climbing back into bed, I roll us
onto our sides and cover us, snuggling up against Colin’s back.

“You like getting fucked?” I ask, fingering his ass
crack.

Colin shudders. He shakes his head. “Uh-uh.”

“Oh, right. You always do the fucking, huh? Not this
time. Those days are over. You have been fucked before,
surely?”

Another shake of the head, more emphatic.

“Really? A virgin? How fucking delicious. I’m about
to be your first.” I rub my cockhead against his cheeks, nudge it
against his hole.

“Mmm-mmm!” Colin grunts, as strenuous an objection
as his rag-and-rope gag will allow. “Mmm-mmm!” More forceful shaking of his head, more
pent-up struggles.

“Stop fighting me!” Fetching the knife from the
floor, I scrape the edge against his throat. “You stupid kid, I
told you to keep quiet! You do remember what I said about your life
depending on how well you please me?”

Colin ceases his resistance. Nodding, he falls
silent.

“I’m going to rape you now, Colin.” I unbind his
feet, roll him onto his belly, and prop his lean hips atop a
pillow. “I’ve been wanting to take you this way for a good while.
This will be the first of many, many times. This is something
you’re going to have to get used to. So spread your legs and shut
up. If you make a lot of noise, someone will complain, and then I
may have to give you up to the security officer. You don’t want
that, do you?”

Colin shakes his head, then takes a deep breath.
What he exhales is not just air but independence, fight, the hope
of freedom.

“Christ, you’ve got a lovely butt. It’s about to get
the reverence it deserves.” I caress his ass cheeks, bend to kiss
each one. His buttocks are smooth, snow white, very round and
tight, with curly black hair in the cleft. I force his cheeks
apart; I push my face into the fur mist there and lengthily feast
on his hole. He trembles, spreading his thighs wider, making tiny
moans.

“You like that, huh?” I ask, triumphant. “Want
more?”

When he nods, I continue, pushing my tongue inside
him, lapping his fuzzy crack from top to bottom, nibbling his taint
and gently biting his buttocks. Finally, after lubing us up, I push
my cockhead against his tiny opening. He sobs softly, flinching as
I enter him, clearly in pain.

“Relax, kid. You need to relax. Open up for me. I’m
not going to go any further until you say you’re ready.”

We lie there for a while, only the tip of my cock
inside him. He’s a marvel, so warm and strong, so young and
helpless. It’s rapture to have him bound beneath me. I nuzzle his
beard, stroking him and soothing him till he grows less tense.

“Ready? Can you take more now?”

When he nods, I slide into him, as slowly and
tenderly as my lust will allow, until at last I’m all the way
inside. “Oh, Christ, you’re so hot and tight,” I groan. I ride him
on his belly for a long time, and his sobs and whimpers are sheer
bliss. Then I pull out, roll him onto his back, hoist his legs over
my shoulders, and thrust into him again. I gaze down at my captive
in the dim light, his black hair tousled, spread across the pillow.
His cock’s hard now, bobbing between us.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I gasp, thrusting deeper.
He winces, his eyebrows knitting with pain, his white teeth
gritting the rope. “Just like the Irish triad. Hair black as a
raven, lips red as blood, skin white as snow.” His deep brown eyes
blink up at me, wet at the edges. I jack him, pound his ass harder,
wipe tears off his cheek. He comes just before I do, a great jet of
cream spouting over my hand like a wave slamming into the western
cliffs of Ireland.

 


*

 


I’ve split my cold tea with him, fed him half my
sausage roll before gagging him again. Now I pull out rubbing
alcohol and syringe.

Colin whines, looking up at me with obvious anxiety.
“Just to knock you out,” I say, swabbing his biceps. “Since you’ve
put up a struggle at every opportunity, since you obviously haven’t
yet learned it’s stupid to keep fighting your fate, you need to be
drugged for the remainder of the trip. Now hold still.”

Colin obeys, leaning against me as I administer the
drug. “There you go,” I say, putting the bottle and hypodermic
away, then helping Colin curl up on the bed. I sit beside him,
watching his eyes grow glazed and unfocused. “Just give in, kid.
Just surrender. When you wake up, we’ll be home.”

Colin gives a drunken nod. He’s nearly out.

“Don’t worry, boy. As fine a possession as you are,
I plan to take immaculate care of you.” I play with moist curls in
his ass crack till his breathing slows and he passes out. Then I
remove his bonds and dress his limp body.

 


*

 


“Poor bloke,” says the train attendant, draping
Colin’s left arm over his shoulder.

“Yes,” I say, taking Colin’s right. “He gets these
fainting spells. We’re driving straight to the hospital.”

We drag my drugged boy along the train’s narrow
corridor and down the steps to the platform. It’s a gray day, with
light drizzle. Above the grimy town, Ben Nevis looms, its crown
swathed in cloud. There’s Angus, the driver, waiting in the parking
lot as prearranged. He helps us load Colin into the backseat. I
thank the attendant, then climb in beside my prisoner. He slumps
against me, dead weight, as Angus drives us out of the lot and onto
the road that leads toward Arisaig, where our private ferry to the
island waits. As soon as we’re safely out of Fort William, I cuff
Colin’s hands behind him and plaster strips of duct tape over his
eyes and mouth. No reason to take chances, in case the drug wears
off prematurely.

Curled up in the seat, covered with a blanket, his
head on my lap, Colin sleeps soundly as Angus maneuvers the winding
roads. I study my prize, stroking his bearded cheeks, the outline
of his lips creasing the silver-gray tape. So innocent he looks
asleep, his helplessness as arousing as his beauty. Retrieving my
cell phone, I give the duke a quick call, then with difficulty pull
my attention from Colin’s handsome face to take in the Highland
landscape. We pass browning pastures, herds of sheep, rock walls,
forests of white birch turning gold. The road grows narrower still,
so much so that we must pull into turn-offs to allow the few
oncoming cars to pass. We ascend slopes, cross wind-savage passes,
descend toward the rocky coast. The rain comes and goes, slowing
our progress. We’re still ten tortuous miles from the ferry when
Colin begins moaning. When he tries to rise, I hold him down.

“Still more resistance?” I pull the syringe from my
travel bag. “Don’t you know better by now?” Feebly, Colin writhes
against me, kicking the car door, shaking his head, pleading
against the tape, but I slip the needle into his arm and soon he’s
out again. He gives me no further trouble during the drive’s
remaining miles.

The harbor at last. I drag him from the car. The
ferry’s already here. I shake Angus’s hand, heave my priceless
plunder over my shoulder—there’s many an advantage to being a
strong man, but this is the first time the benefit’s been the ease
with which I carry a drugged captive—and tote Colin through heavy
rain to the boat.

 


*

 


It’s a long crossing to Siantan, and rough, the sea
slapping the ship, smashing whitely across the stern, wind spinning
spume off the wave-tops. On the island, the wind’s wilder still. I
load Colin into my car’s trunk. Since Siantan’s tiny—so small and
so remote it’s left off most maps—the drive to the farmhouse is
brief, up from the stony beach through heath-coated hills. The
house is snug and solid, built of native stone and wood, what I’ve
been dreaming of for years, my reward for so many decades in the
duke’s service.

Depositing Colin on the big bed, I cover him with a
quilt, one my great-aunt made for me when I was still a poor kid in
the Virginia mountains. Already it’s dusk—the autumn sun sets early
this far north. Pouring out Scotch, I light a peat fire, then sit
in the armchair by the wide window overlooking the sea. In the
farthest distance, the hills of Skye hump, purple-gray against
pearl-gray sky. Gusty rain slams and streams the glass.

Finishing my dram, I rise. I light a candle by the
bed and pull the blanket off my captive. I strip him, using my
knife to cut off his pants, his shirt, his briefs; the kid will
have little need for clothing here. I sit by him then, admiring his
nakedness, running my hands along his hips, his ass, the swirls and
knots of his tattoos. When I check his cuffed hands, I find them
warm, evincing no circulation problems. I lock the slave collar on
him. It’s thick steel chain, with a five-pound padlock.

Eager to be inside him again, unwilling to wait for
him to wake, I strip, then roll him onto his belly. I eat his butt
for a long time, and the taste of his hole is an earthy, musky joy.
I work my lubed cock up inside him, and I fuck his ass, slowly at
first, then deep and hard. He rocks and bounces beneath me,
insensible. So hot, his hairy tunnel, what a treasure, so hot,
moist, and tight, like a fist of flame. When I feel myself coming
close, I pull out, wanting to prolong ecstasy. I stand by the
window, sipping Scotch, watching the heave of sea, the claw of
rain. Then I apply more lube, lie on top of him, and slip inside
him again.

After a good thirty minutes of such on-and-off
ravishing, my prisoner begins moaning. He’s finally coming to. I
pause in my thrusts to peel the tape off his eyes and mouth.

“Where…?” he mutters, licking his lips and
swallowing hard.

“Welcome to Siantan. We’re home.” I rub my bearded
cheek against his. I pull all the way out, slam in again. Colin
gasps.

“This collar around your neck means you belong to
me. It also means, if you pass the rim of the island, you’ll
receive savage shocks strong enough to knock you out. You’ll never
find the key—it’s locked inside a hidden safe—so don’t even think
about breaking something over my head and trying to escape. Get
it?”

Colin nods. I embed myself deeper. He gasps again,
then grits his teeth.

“Does it hurt?” I wrap an arm around his chest and
prod him harder.

“Umm. Uhh! A, a bit, mate. Ow. Uhh! Uhhhh! B-burning
some. Not as bad as, as before. Uhf. Uhf.”

“Not going to fight me?”

“N-no, mate, no. Uhh. Now that I’m here, uhf, you
got me. N-no reason—Ow!—to keep fighting. Umm! I’m tired of
fighting.”

“Good to hear. I’m going to fuck you till you learn
to love it.” Grinning, I start a steady rhythm. Now there are no
words, only the crackle of the fireplace, the slap of storm against
the house, my soft growls, and Colin’s groans, moving from
discomfort to pleasure and then back again. I ring the changes,
screwing him on his belly, then bent over the bed’s edge, then with
his legs in the air. It’s on his side that I find that place inside
him that makes his groans grow deeper.

“Oh, God!” Colin gasps, bucking back against me.

“Found your sweet spot, huh?” I chuckle.

“Harder, mate. Uhf, yeah. Yeah. God, that’s good.
Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” Colin begs, squirming against me.
“Please. Uhf, oh yeah. Uhf, fuck, yeah.” His hole ripples,
clenching my cock. I give his butt cheeks a few open-handed slaps
and then pound him, rougher than I’ve ever pounded any man.

“Oh! Oh, Jesus!” Colin,
shaking, gives a great shout, and now his ass ring’s pulsing around
my shaft and he’s coming hugely onto the mattress. I’m right behind
him, spurting my own load inside him.

We lie there panting. Then Colin laughs, and I do
too. I pull him close and we guffaw like fools. It takes a good
while for our laughter to taper off.

“So that’s what it’s all about. Hell, mate, never
came like that before,” Colin says. “It’s a wonder. No hands!”

“Better than prison, I’m assuming? So being ridden
agrees with you?”

“You’re correct in that, I’m thinking. ’Tis a bloody
surprise, but a welcome one. Would you leave your prick up in me?
It feels powerful and fine lodged up there.”

The boy seems so acquiescent, so resigned to his
fate. I believe I’ll save the bad news for the morning.

 


*

 


The evening passes quickly. “I could eat a baby’s
arse through the bars of a cot!” Colin exclaims—a particularly
colorful Irish way of expressing hunger—and soon he’s sitting,
entirely docile, at the kitchen table, hands cuffed comfortably
before him, sipping ale, a woolen shawl wrapped about his bare
shoulders while I throw together bangers and mash for supper.

“Going to keep you cuffed till I’m sure you’ll
behave. Once I think I can trust you, you can do most of the
cooking,” I say. “Meanwhile, well, I love to eat and drink, and I’m
a pretty good cook, so that lean body of yours is likely to grow
meatier.”

Colin shakes his head in amazement, looking around
the farmhouse, then out the water-stippled windows and over the
sea. “I’m a good cook too. Learned from my ma, God rest her,
though, for most of my youth, we were so poor we half starved.”
Colin takes a big swig of ale. “Meaning I’m always ready for food.
You can trust me to stay, Bruno. Never have I seen such a place.
It’s fucking paradise. And a paradise of fucking. Though I am a tad
sore.” Grinning ruefully, he rubs his ass. “Small price to pay,
though. In prison it’s far sorer I’d be, I’m guessing.”

“Pretty as you are, yes. You’d be the bitch of every
brute in sight.” I heap the plates with food and fetch a bottle of
brown sauce.

“And it’s your bitch I am now?” Colin says, sipping
ale. I sit across from him; we look into one another’s eyes.

“In a manner of speaking, yes. We’ll live well here,
I swear.”

Colin stares out over the waves, tugs at the chain
locked around his neck, then looks back at me. He gives me a thin
grin and lifts his pint glass. We clink glasses, then fall to. We
eat with abandon, having had nothing since the paltry train
breakfast. When we’re done, I serve up a treacle pudding with
custard. Afterward
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