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Welcome to the Black and
Blue Ball



“How in the hell did you
score an invitation to the Black and Blue Ball, the hottest party of the year?” Josh
asked.

“I wish I knew,” Ja’din
answered his friend. “Only thing that I can think of is maybe it’s
down to that underwear shoot I did, but it hasn’t even been
released yet, so I’m not really sure.”

“Becoming one of the most
sought after male fashion models is already starting to pay off,”
Josh jabbed as he teased his longtime friend.

“Hey, this is just an
added benefit,” Ja’din murmured as he handed the invitation to the
big gorilla-like security guy working the door. “So far I’ve been
able to pay for an entire year of school without having to take out
any student loans, unlike you.”

“Hey, not everyone can
look like you. Some of us are just plain or butt-ugly,” Josh said
as he adjusted the front of the leather jock strap he had on
underneath the chaps he had borrowed from his best friend. “Are you
sure this is okay? I mean, my whole ass is hanging out.”

“Your ass is your
best asset,”
Ja’din chuckled. “Trust me, you look great.”

“You do know that I’m not really into all
this BDSM shit, right?” Josh reconfirmed, a slightly worried look
on his brow.

“I know--- you just like
the look.”

“Wow, would you look at
this place,” Josh said in amazement. “I mean, I’ve been down East
Seventy-Fifth before, but I never imagined that any of these places
were single family homes. This place is huge.” They entered the formal
foyer.

“Gentlemen, welcome to the
Black and Blue Ball. There is a bar set up in the foyer.” The man
in a tux who directed them seemed to be a throwback to a bygone
era.

The two twenty-something’s then made
their way to the bar that was set up in the foyer, their
reflections looking back up at them from the highly polished
Italian marble floors. Ja’din quickly noticed that all the liquor
was top-shelf.

Moving away from the bar, the two
stood and looked around, surveying the room totally lit by
candlelight. A large bouquet of black roses and blue orchids
adorned the center table.

“Whoever is throwing this
shindig has got some major bucks,” Josh commented quietly over his
rum and coke.

Ja’din only nodded, sipping his Ketel
One vodka on the rocks.

“Man, there’s enough dead
cow in this place to carpet Yankee Stadium,” Josh chattered,
referring to all the leather being worn.

“Be careful, Jas---there
are some pretty heavy players here.”

“I can see, I think,” Josh
whispered as he watched the muscled leather-clad daddy-type
approach them.

“Hello,
Boy,” the man said
addressing Ja’din.

“Good evening, Sir,”
Ja’din answered, bowing ever so slightly while Josh slipped behind
him.

“Why don’t you go get me
another beer, boy,” the daddy commanded.

“I may be a
boy,” Ja’din replied,
looking directly into the Leatherman’s eyes, “but I’m not
your boy. Get it
yourself.”

The look on the man’s face was first
of shock and then embarrassment, realizing his faux-pas.

“Damn, Ja,” Josh said. “I
can’t believe you just said that to that guy.”

“Oh Josh, grow a pair,
would ya.” Ja’din scowled at his friend. “Come on; let’s go see
what’s going on.”

Ja’din took his friend by the hand and
led him down the hallway into a large living room, where it seemed
most of the party goers had congregated. Ja’din stood just inside
the doorway, confidently surveying the room.


Josh had always admired
his friend. He had always had a quiet self-confidence, even in high
school, which no one else seemed to have. And why shouldn’t he? He
was one of the most beautiful people Josh had ever seen. Looking at
him now with his skin tight leather jeans on, which he said he got
to keep after a photo shoot, a simple white T-shirt, a leather
jacket and boots, he didn’t even look real, he was so beautiful. It
was because of Ja’din that Josh had been one of the
cool people in school.
To this day he never understood why Ja’din had befriended him their
freshmen year.

There was a slight smirky smile on
Ja’din’s face. “What’re you grinning at?” Josh asked,
puzzled.

“They’re waiting,” Ja’din
answered, waving his hand holding the drink towards the room. “This
is just a holding area, I think.”

“What are they waiting
for?”

“I’d say that they are
either waiting for a demo and or a play party. Maybe both,” Ja’din
said before taking a small sip of the vodka.

“I’m not so sure I’m ready
for all this, Ja,” Josh whispered.

“You’ll be okay, Josh,”
Ja’din smiled at Josh. “Just stick with me and we’ll have a good
time.”

“I know you like all
this---stuff--- but it makes me nervous.”

Before Ja’din could reassure his best
friend again, a man dressed in a kid leather tuxedo
approached.

“Good evening, Sirs,” he
said with a slight accent, that Josh couldn’t quite place. “Mr.
Harding,” the man addressed Ja’din, “your host, Mr. Brooks, would
like to meet you---and your friend of course.”

Josh could see then feel
his friend stiffen. It only took a moment to understand why. Ja’din
didn’t use his last name anywhere except in school and when he went
home. He only used his professional name, Beleza, which is
Portuguese for Beauty.” It was a pet name his grandmother had called him, who was
herself Portuguese.

Ja’din nodded then said “Certainly, it
would be our pleasure. Lead on.”

After following the man whom Josh
assumed was a butler of sorts, they entered a wood paneled library
where a group of men, all dressed in leather, were smoking cigars
and drinking.


Ja’din nodded to the few he recognized
before he saw him.

Instantly Ja’din remembered him from
the Spike Reunion party earlier in the year. It was the same man
who had sniffed him like a dog would a bone. He never touched
Ja’din, but ran his empty soft leather glove from his pubes to his
neck. He kissed him softly, like the wings of a butterfly, and then
left. It was one of the most erotic moments of Ja’din’s life, as
was evident in the tightening of the crotch in his leather
jeans.

“Good evening Ja’din,
Josh,” their host said as he approached, holding out his hand. “I
am pleased that you could make it tonight.”

Ja’din couldn’t help himself. He
instantly zoned in on the soft lips that he remembered barely
touching his.

“Let me introduce myself,
formally,” their host said, although he was looking directly at
Ja’din. “I’m Edward Brooks. Welcome to my home.”

“It’s nice to meet you,
Mr. Brooks,” Josh said smiling at their host while shaking his
hand, obviously not bothered that the man already knew his
name.

Ja’din and Edward Brooks stood there
looking at each other. Ja’din felt as if this Mr. Brooks could read
his every thought. If that were true, then he would know how much
Ja’din wanted him. Had wanted him from the moment they had first
met, if you could even call it meeting.

“May I get either of you
gentlemen another cocktail?” The butler asked interrupting the
stare down between the two men.

“Yeah, sure,” Josh said,
handing him his near empty glass. “Thanks.”

“Ja’din?” Edward Brooks
asked. “Would you care for another drink?”

“No.” The answer whooshed
out of his mouth as if he had been holding his breath. “No. I’m
good, thanks.”

Josh clearly sensed that he was a
third wheel and followed the butler, leaving Ja’din and Mr. Edward
Brooks alone together.

Edward Brooks, with the back of his
skintight, soft leather gloved hand, stroked the side of Ja’din’s
face. “Such beauty. I understand the professional name you use. It
fits you perfectly.”

Ja’din couldn’t help but shudder
slightly. The deep soft baritone voice washed over him like a warm
ocean breeze. Pulling himself together he finally managed to say,
“It’s nice to really meet you, Mr. Brooks.”

“Please, call me Edward,”
he said as he took Ja’din’s hand in his, but not to shake. He
simply held it in his leather clad hand. “All my friends call me
Edward, and I hope that we can be more than just
friends.”

“Mr., um, Edward,”
Ja’din‘s voice faltered. “Edward, as flattering as that is, I
really do not have time for any type of relationship,
I’m--”

Edward cut him off. “Yes, I know,” he
said with a wave of his hand. “You are a full time student who also
models as often as possible to pay for school. Very admirable of
you and ambitious, I must say.”

“Okay, you’re really
starting to creep me out,” Ja’din said, taking a step back and
pulling his hand out of Edward’s as he did so. “How did you know my
name and how do you know that I’m a student? And how is it you know
my friend, Josh, too?”

“I had to know who you
were after our first…how shall I say…first encounter?” Edward took
a step forward, closing the distance between them again. “I openly
admit that I had you investigated, but it was only because you have
infatuated me so. Please, take it as a compliment,
Ja’din.”

Ja’din looked into the
blue eyes and remembered an advertisement he’d seen once for the
Caribbean, which claimed the waters were azure. Those eyes he was losing
himself into were azure blue. The straight nose that was just above
those soft alluring lips. All this was surrounded by the
reddish-blonde mane, reminiscent of a regal lion. But it was
Edward’s lips that continued to draw him in.

Josh’s laughter broke the self-induced
trance of Ja’din. When he looked across the room, he saw his best
friend talking with two other men, dressed in what Ja’din knew had
to be custom made leathers. The one
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