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    By Elizabeth Coldwell


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    ‘But I need my car!’ I shouted at my lawyer. ‘How am I going to get to training if I don’t have my car? How am I going to do anything?’


    So much for hiring the man who was supposedly the best brief in the business. When I’d been clocked doing ninety-seven miles an hour on the M6, my third speeding offence in less than a year, I knew it would take me over the magic twelve points on my licence that meant disqualification. The first thing I did, after arguing myself blue in the face with the uniformed moron who pulled me over – and who was obviously a City fan, judging by the relish on his face as he issued me with the ticket – was get on the phone to Gary Graham. Better known as Mr Tricks, because he knew all the tricks that had enabled a string of celebrities to avoid driving bans on some minor technicality or other, I was sure he’d help me keep my licence. He didn’t. The judge – who probably hated me because I’d scored the goal that condemned his team to relegation, or simply because I earned more in a week than he did in a year – was in no mood to listen to my plea that having a car was absolutely necessary to enable me to do my job. I was United’s star striker. I was far too well known to be able to take public transport without being hassled. Didn’t he realise that? The smooth legal patter of Mr Tricks did nothing to change his mind, or aid me in my cause, and he disqualified me for six months.


    Graham strode through the crowd of photographers in front of the court buildings, shooting the cuffs of his Jermyn Street shirt. Now the sentence had been handed out, he was regarding me like I was something he’d trodden in on the way here. I was starting to think I should have hired one of those “no win, no fee” firms you see on the ad breaks during the afternoon racing instead.


    ‘You’ll be fine, Mr Kennedy,’ he assured me. ‘Hire a chauffeur. That’s what my other unsuccessful clients do.’ He fished in his top pocket and handed me a business card. ‘Contact these people. They’re reliable and discreet. No matter how many times they have to drive you away from some blonde lap dancer’s house before her husband gets home, they won’t sell the story to the News Of The Screws.’


    With that, he was gone, leaving me to push through the press pack, who circled me like ravenous sharks. So many flash bulbs were popping as I passed, whoever read the evening news tonight would have to give a warning that the footage of me leaving the court might trigger someone’s epilepsy. I turned up the collar of my suit jacket, issued a curt, ‘No comment,’ and went looking for a taxi.


    



    Sitting in the living room of my apartment, a cheeky glass of 12-year-old malt to hand, I studied the card Gary Graham had given me. Now I gave it some serious thought, maybe having a chauffeur wouldn’t be too bad. 


    I knew I’d get a load of stick when I arrived for training, but at least I’d be turning up in my own car. It wasn’t like I’d be dropped off by some bloke in the full peaked cap regalia, driving one of those Rolls-Royces people hire for weddings. Though a vintage Roller might look pretty stylish in the car park at the training ground, alongside the poxy old Ford Escorts belonging to the youth team lads, and the black, shiny fuck-off 4x4 with all the trimmings that Deano, the reserve keeper, thought made him look the tits.


    So I rang the number and spoke to a nice-sounding woman at Executive Driving Services, who arranged for me to hire the services of one of their chauffeurs. ‘We’ll send Callum to look after you, Mr Kennedy,’ she said. ‘He likes his football, so you should have plenty to talk about.’


    I didn’t want to talk. I just wanted someone to turn up and take me where I wanted to go. But I agreed on a price for Callum’s services and told her I’d see him at nine sharp the following morning.


    Dead on nine a.m. the entry-phone buzzed. ‘Come up,’ I barked into the phone, pressing the door release button.


    Whatever I’d been expecting, it wasn’t the man who knocked on the door to my apartment. Soberly dressed in a charcoal grey suit, Callum was maybe a couple of years younger than my own twenty-seven. His dirty-blond fringe fell into his brown eyes, his lips were set in a sensual pout and he had the broad-shouldered build of a swimmer, rather than the flabby physique of someone who spent all day behind a steering wheel. He couldn’t have been more designed to push all my buttons if I’d given the woman at Executive Driving Services a photo-fit of my ideal man.


    Not that Callum knew I was gay. No one did. Keeping my true sexuality secret was a constant battle, but I knew there was no way I could come out; not to my team-mates and certainly not to the press. The abuse I’d get from rival fans would be horrific, and I’d always be living with the thought that some of the lads in the changing room viewed me differently from then on, expecting me to jump their bones in the shower. So I kept as low a profile as I could when it came to matters of my personal life – appearances in court for driving offences notwithstanding – and hoped no one would pay too much attention to the fact I very rarely appeared in public with a girl hanging off my arm.


    ‘Callum?’ I said, even though he couldn’t possibly be anyone else. ‘Just let me get my kit bag and I’ll be right with you.’


    The journey to the training ground passed in virtual silence. Callum tried to strike up a conversation a couple of times, but I just grunted in response, making it clear I wasn’t interested. It was rude of me, I knew, especially as Callum seemed like a nice guy, but the truth was I was dreading the reaction I’d get when we arrived in the car park. The lads never missed an opportunity to take the piss, and I was sure I was going to get it royally ripped from me.


    As I’d feared several of them were hanging round, waiting for my Beamer to pull up. Deano had his camera-phone trained on the passenger door, capturing my grand entrance for posterity – or to send for showing on Soccer AM, more likely. I decided the only thing I could do was man up and take their taunting with good grace – then Callum popped open the glove compartment, produced a peaked cap he must have stashed in there while I was stowing my kit bag in the boot and put it on before getting out of the car and walking round to open my door. The lads were wetting themselves at Callum’s show of deference, and I felt myself blushing furiously. Show me more respect in future, Callum’s look seemed to say, because I can make life very difficult for you.


    Throughout training, the lads didn’t let up for a minute. It was Jonesy who came up with the idea of calling me Lady Penelope, and of course the name stuck really quickly. They only cooled it a bit when DJ yelled, ‘Yus, m’lady,’ at me once too often and I crunched him with a tackle that left stud marks down his shin. I hadn’t intended to hurt him, but the red mist had come down and I’d lost control of my actions. The gaffer sent me off to the showers to cool down, training over for me for the day.


    There were a few sheepish faces when the rest of the lads wandered in from the training pitch, but I knew I’d get more of the same every day until I was back driving myself around. I’d just have to ride it out.


    Callum didn’t help. He’d been waiting for me in the car, reading a dog-eared crime thriller. ‘You made me look really stupid back there,’ I told him, as we drove away.


    ‘No, you made yourself look stupid,’ he replied unrepentantly.


    I came very close to ringing the chauffeur firm and asking them to send someone different the next day. Then I realised that would just make me look petty, and give the lads something else to wind me up about. Looked like Callum’s snotty attitude was yet another thing I would have to grin and bear.


    That night, as I lay in bed, I started thinking about Callum again, but this time my musings ran along a very different track. In my mind, I saw him wearing that stupid peaked chauffeur’s cap – and absolutely nothing else. His body was fit and lightly tanned, a big, hard cock rising from the sandy curls at his groin. He was on his knees, mouthing my dick while he wanked himself off. It was such an appealing image I reached for the bottle of baby oil I kept on my bedside table, squeezing a dollop into my palm. Stroking along my length, tugging at my balls with my other hand, I pictured Callum obediently turning his attention to my arsehole, pushing his hot tongue up inside it. It didn’t matter that in real life our relationship was currently frosty, to say the least; in my fantasy he was only too happy to do whatever would please me, knowing that when I’d had my fun it would be his turn to be on the receiving end.


    My spunk oozed out over my pumping fist, and I groaned, wishing my hot young chauffeur was here to lick up every drop ...


    



    I kept my fantasies to myself, but I decided I ought to try and build bridges with Callum. When he turned up the next day, I said, ‘Sorry about yesterday. Maybe I was a bit of a dick.’


    ‘Well, it’s no more than I expected,’ Callum replied. ‘I’ve driven your sort around before.’


    My first reaction was to ask him what he meant by that, but I thought better of it. His cap was sitting on the dashboard, an unspoken threat that he could humiliate me in front of the lads any time he wanted. Something was wrong with this picture. I was supposed to be the one in control – I was paying his wages, for God’s sake – but somehow Callum seemed to have the upper hand. His attitude unnerved me but, more than that, it turned me on.


    Luckily, he didn’t pull any more stunts, just drove me to the training ground, waited for the session to finish, then drove me home again. If I’d wanted to go anywhere in the afternoon, he’d have driven me there, too, but the thought of playing a round of golf with Jonesy or going for a spot of retail therapy in the city centre didn’t appeal the way it had a few days ago. I was happier staying in the apartment, slumped in front of my 50-inch plasma TV, working my way through the box set of Only Fools And Horses.


    On the Sunday, we played City in front of the Sky cameras. It was our worst performance of the season. I had a complete stinker, and by the time I was substituted, with an hour of the game gone, we were three-nil down and half our fans were already heading for the exit. The gaffer was so angry I really thought he was going to burst a blood vessel as he ranted his way through the post-match interview. He did his nut in the changing room afterwards and cancelled our day off. He wanted us all in for training in the morning, bright and early, and anyone who was late would be fined a week’s wages. We had been warned.


    When Callum arrived the next day, I was still stewing over the match. Unable to sleep, I’d made the mistake of reading a couple of Internet message boards, curious to find out what the fans were saying. The fact they’d booed the team off at the end should have been all the information I needed. The politest thing I could find about myself was that I was “a complete fucking waste of fifteen million quid”, and should be put on the transfer list immediately. “If Barcelona still want him”, some wag added, referring to a story that had been doing the rounds of the tabloids in the last transfer window, “let’s all club together and pay that chauffeur of his to drive him there.”


    So it was no surprise that, tired, pissed off and with absolutely no enthusiasm for a couple of hours’ graft on the training pitch getting yelled at by the gaffer, I didn’t greet Callum with a smile. I just grabbed my kit bag and followed him out to the car.


    ‘Thought you didn’t have your best game yesterday,’ he said, reversing out of my parking space.


    I said nothing; couldn’t even be arsed to thank him for stating the bleeding obvious. I just stared out of the window at the steadily falling rain.


    We hit queuing traffic on the bypass. ‘I saw this as I was driving towards yours,’ Callum said. ‘They’re repairing a gas main. The traffic’s backed up for about a mile.’


    I glanced at my watch. This was the last thing I needed, with the threat of a fine hanging over me if I turned up late. ‘Well, thank you so fucking much, Callum. You could have found some other route to get us into the training ground, but no. You’re just going to let the gaffer hang me out to dry again.’ Even though I was ranting like a spoiled toddler, I just couldn’t stop myself. All my frustration over the City game and the driving ban was spilling out, and Callum was taking the brunt of my tantrum.


    ‘Jordan, I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about, but if you really want me to go a different way, then I will.’ Checking his mirrors, Callum executed a hasty and highly illegal U-turn, then took the first right at the roundabout, followed by a series of turns that eventually led us down a narrow country lane. There was no passing traffic as the sky above us darkened, the overhanging branches, heavy with autumn leaves, weighed down further by raindrops.


    I didn’t have a clue where we were, but I was sure he was taking me in completely the wrong direction. ‘OK, fair enough, you’ve made your point,’ I said. ‘Now let’s get back to the main road.’


    Callum ignored me. He pulled the car into a lay by and cut the engine, slipping the car keys into his trouser pocket. ‘Get out of the car,’ he ordered me.


    ‘What are you playing at? In case you’ve forgotten, I’m paying you to get me where I have to be, and I need to get to training right now or I’m really in the shit.’


    ‘Don’t worry, you’ll get there. But there’s something we have to sort out first.’ With that, he got out of the driver’s door, slamming it shut behind him.


    Furious with his attitude, I followed suit, knowing we weren’t going anywhere until Callum decided to start the engine again and needing to do something to defuse the tension rising between us. He came round to my side of the car, pressing me up against the passenger door with a strength that took me completely by surprise.


    If he wants a fight, I thought, I’ll give him a fight. I’ll knock him into the middle of next week. It’s not like he hasn’t provoked me.


    But instead, Callum murmured, ‘It’s time we got this out into the open ...’


    As he spoke, he reached into my tracksuit bottoms, grabbing hold of my cock. I started to protest, but he stifled my words with a kiss, mouth mashing wetly against mine.


    I couldn’t resist his advance, didn’t even want to. Even though the rain was beating down hard on both of us, plastering my carefully gelled hair to my skull and soaking right through my training gear to my skin, I was totally lost in the feel of Callum’s mouth, his tongue battling with my own. Out here on this lonely country road, there was no one to see us, no one to judge us; just two blokes giving in to a powerful mutual attraction. My arms were round his neck, eyes closed and breathing harsh and heavy, as he continued to stroke my dick.


    He broke the kiss long enough to say, ‘God, Jordan, I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you. And you want me just as much ...’


    There was no denying that, not when my cock was rigid in his grasp and my head was filled with thoughts of what it would be like in the moment when those full lips of his closed around my helmet.


    Somehow, we manoeuvred ourselves so Callum could open the rear door, pushing me inside so I sprawled on the leather seat.


    Lust was etched on his features as he reached for the fastening of my tracksuit top, almost ripping the material in his frenzy to undress me. ‘Got to see you naked,’ he gasped.


    I rose to a sitting position, making it easy for him to strip me of my top and the regulation club T-shirt beneath it, baring the abs I work so hard on in the gym. The crunches I put in, the careful monitoring of my body fat, they’d all helped to sculpt the body that had appeared on billboards across the country, promoting a range of male grooming products. But all the admiring comments I’d received in the press and on the unofficial message boards from girls who didn’t have a clue why they never stood a chance with me, all the money I’d received for that advertising campaign, none of it mattered any more. Not now Callum had bent his head and was licking and kissing his way down the ridges of my six-pack.


    When he came to the waistband of my trackie bottoms, he yanked them, along with my briefs, right down to my ankles and off. ‘Don’t tell me. Back, sack and crack?’ He grinned as he registered the total lack of hair round my cock, making it appear even bigger than it already was.


    I didn’t answer. I was still getting my head round the fact I was now naked apart from my top-of-the-range trainers, while Callum hadn’t removed so much as his tie. His suit must have been sodden by now, but he didn’t make any move to take it off. He just unzipped himself and brought his own cock out. Thick and smooth, sticking out so filthily from his fly, it was hard to take my eyes off.


    ‘Roll over,’ Callum ordered. ‘Show me that beautiful arse of yours.’


    I did as he asked, hearing nothing but Callum’s steady breathing as he regarded the view I was presenting him with. His finger snaked down the crack between my cheeks. When it brushed over my arsehole, I felt as though a thousand-volt current shot through me. Apart from in my fantasies, no one had ever touched me there. No one had done what I hoped Callum was about to do, even though my stomach clenched with apprehension at the thought of being fucked.


    My kit bag was lying where I’d tossed it, on the footwell in front of the back seat. Callum rooted through it ’til he found my wash bag, exclaiming in triumph as he brought out what he needed from inside it. I heard a lid being unscrewed, then something cold was being smeared all over my arsehole. Looking over my shoulder, I saw Callum holding my pot of anti-ageing moisturiser.


    ‘Hey, go easy with that! Have you any idea how much that stuff cost?’


    It was a ridiculous thing to say, given what I earn, but the fact he was greasing my arse meant only one thing, and I was still worried about how I was going to take his thick dick in that tight hole, and whether it was going to hurt.


    ‘Relax, Jordan,’ Callum soothed, and almost before I realised it, he had a finger in me up to the knuckle. A second was gradually eased in beside it, and once I’d got used to the feeling of having them there, he started fucking me with them. He was hitting a hidden spot deep inside me, his touch making me shudder with pleasure. The club had been involved in some campaign to raise awareness of male cancer a few months ago, and to be honest I hadn’t really paid much attention to the information involved, just turned up and posed at the photo shoot, but I thought he must be hitting my prostate. Not that I cared what it was called; it felt so fucking good.


    Just as I was starting to think I would come from what Callum was doing, he pulled his fingers out. Now it was his cock that nudged its way inside me, pushing through the tight ring of muscle ’til he was buried in me to the root. There was some discomfort as he thrust in and out, but that gradually eased, giving way to pure pleasure. I writhed against the smooth car seat as he fucked me, stimulating my cock to the point where I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a despairing groan, I felt my spunk spilling out of me, staining the leather.


    My arse seemed to clench tight round Callum’s shaft as I came, triggering his orgasm. He held me tight and swore in my ear as he shot everything he had. We embraced for a few moments, as I thanked Callum for giving me what I could finally admit I’d so badly needed. Then we seemed to remember where we were – and, more importantly, where I should have been 15 minutes ago.


    



    Callum hadn’t lied to me about our nearness to the training ground. Once we were back on the road, we were there in less than ten minutes. The fine – and the bawling-out I received – for being so late was well worth it as far as I was concerned. Of course, I promised the gaffer I’d be on time in future, and I knew Callum would make certain I was. But now we knew how passionately we felt about each other, I had the feeling we would be taking a few exciting detours on the journey home.

  


  
    All the Boys

    By Sommer Marsden



    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    ‘I’d like to take your picture,’ he said out of the blue. I was eating lunch at the park. He was walking his dog. 


    ‘Oh, I bet you say that to all the boys.’ I laughed when he looked confused. I bent to pet the beast he had tethered to a leash. ‘Who is this?’


    ‘Her name is Beatrice and she has exquisite taste,’ he said. He blinked, looking a bit owlish behind round glasses that were a little too big for his face. His hair, the colour of warm homemade caramel, fell over his forehead. He looked more like a college freshman than a man my age. 


    ‘Hello, Beatrice,’ I said, addressing the slobbering dog. She seemed to be smiling and I smiled. Even with a palm full of dog drool, I smiled. ‘My name is Gilbert and who’s your daddy?’ Then I realised what I had said and my face flushed, hot and sudden.


    ‘Daddy’s name is Simon,’ he said. I noticed his face was a flaming shade of raspberry too. I took a breath and relaxed. ‘And I really would like to take your picture.’


    ‘For what?’ Now I was intrigued. I’d heard the picture line before but usually at a party or a club. Some big daddy in thick gold chains showing tons of chest hair. Or the artsy guy who thought that was the quickest way to a sweaty blow job. Offer me immortality. Capture my look and my ego on film and I will be your slave and suck your cock.


    ‘I like pictures. It’s a hobby. I like … beauty,’ Simon said and then his face went from berry to tomato. ‘You are beautiful. Even Beatrice can see it.’


    Part of me thought it should feel creepy. A young guy offering to take my picture. Worse yet, a young guy who apparently looked to his Saint Bernard for an opinion of beauty. Instead of feeling creeped out, I felt a smile split my face and a hearty laugh snaked out of me before I could stop it. It felt good to laugh like that. The genuine kind of laugh that started somewhere around your belly button and burned a bright yellow trail on the way out of you. An honest to fucking god happy laugh.


    ‘OK. If Beatrice insists.’


    Recognizing her name, the mighty dog let out a deep woof that made her jowls tremble and her flanks sway. She really was quite gorgeous in an unusual and terrible kind of way. Sort of the way I felt about myself. 


    ‘Will you come with me?’ Simon cocked his head, that lovely brown hair shading his face, and blinked rapidly. He pushed his glasses up onto his nose and I grinned. A nervous tic, a habit, whatever it was, his way with his glasses and his boyish habits were charming. It took all of the fear right out of me.


    ‘You won’t put me in a pit and force me to slather lotion on myself, will you?’ I rose to my full height, gathering my trash. I had a good four inches and twenty pounds on Simon. He was no threat to me. At least physically.


    He blinked rapidly again and frowned. ‘Dear God, no. That’s just … awful.’ He said the word softy as if awful were foreign to him.


    I wished I had the same innocent naiveté with awful. ‘It is,’ I said, trying to keep a straight face. My guess was that he’d never seen the movie. ‘I’ll follow you?’ 


    We walked together, Beatrice leading the way, to the parking lot. My red sports coupe was parked to the far left. I thought about offering him a ride but where would we put the moose he called a pet? 


    ‘I’m the grey Saab. Follow me. Just in case. I’m on Oak. It’s the only yellow house on the street.’


    I nodded. Yellow for sunshine. Yellow for pureness. Yellow for laughter. ‘Got it. I will follow you and if I lose you, I will follow the trail of dog slobber.’ I grinned.


    He jerked back as if slapped and then, slowly, his face split into a smile. An uncertain shy smile but a smile. He had gotten my joke. Beatrice gave a chuff that sounded almost like a laugh. I leaned in and said, ‘I’ll see you soon, gorgeous.’ Then I got in and followed the charcoal grey Saab to the yellow house.


    When I pulled into his drive, it occurred to me that what kind of pictures? might have been a wise question. When I climbed out and waited for him to lock his car and unleash his dog, I realised it didn’t matter. He couldn’t hurt me. I knew it and he knew it. And that was very, very important.


    ‘You have a beautiful face. I‘ve seen you for a few weeks. You seem kind,’ he said shyly and walked past me. Beatrice looked back, breathing harshly as if she had run a race. I followed his broad back, swathed in a faded denim shirt. His words echoed in my head you have a beautiful face, and my scars itched for the first time in years.


    



    I had been thinking digital. Everything was digital now, right? Digital cameras, digital media, digital music. When Simon pulled out an honest to god camera, I did a double take. It was the equivalent of someone pulling out a typewriter to write a letter. 


    ‘Wow,’ I said, meaning the camera and his work. The large room was three walls of window and one solid wall of black and white prints: a blond young man in a pair of well loved jeans; Beatrice in a large stream, holding a stick and mugging for the camera; an older man with a scruffy beard and an easy smile; a man my age with tousled dark hair and a chiselled abdomen that made me suck in my gut; a young woman who looked an awful lot like Simon jumping in the air. He had caught her hovering, half floating in the low light of day. Surely in the photo it was dusk and she was joking with her brother. If that wasn’t his sister, I would eat my shoe.


    ‘You have a beautiful face,’ he said again and his smile was both appreciative and gentle. It stirred a sadness in my chest and a lump formed in my throat. I cleared it to try to make it go, but the lump stayed stuck. ‘Don’t be intimidated. The camera sees the truth of it all. It will love you ...’ He said it so sincerely, I was tempted to believe him. 


    ‘OK.’ I meant to sound self-assured when I said it. It didn’t happen that way. I sounded breathy and scared and I fisted my hands in my jean pockets to keep from punching something with frustration. I would not be afraid. Not of him or the camera. Not of my scars. Not that I had lost all of my beauty long ago and that his antique 32 millimetre camera would spit a monster back at me when the photos were developed.


    Simon stared at me as if seeing past the first layer of Gilbert. I felt like an onion. His dark brown eyes were stripping me layer by layer and the fists in my pockets twisted with nerves. Fuck.


    ‘The scars will look lovely in black and white,’ he said.


    Something dark and hard shifted in my chest and I pushed down the rage. Who the fuck was he to talk about my scars? I swallowed. I would not give in. I would not feel that anger and that grief. This was supposed to be fun. 


    Beatrice whined and looked at me with drunken hollow eyes. Only a Saint Bernard could have those eyes and look cute. She made a sad noise in her chest like she could read my mind. ‘I’m not worried about it,’ I lied.


    ‘Will you take your shirt off for me?’ he asked softly. His blush returned. As hot and intense as a summer sunset. 


    I grinned at that and whipped it off over my head. I let the white T-shirt drop around my busted up boots. Every insecurity I had about my face was balanced by a confidence in my chest. Many gym hours had earned me a chest I didn’t think twice about showing. A shrink would tell me I was making up for one with the other. That’s why I don’t have a shrink.


    Simon blinked, blinked, blinked and then he licked his lips. He looked nervous and turned on and awkward and sweet. I smiled at him and he smiled back. ‘Um, yes. Thank you. That’s good.’ 


    He only said good but my cock stirred in my jeans. A subtle pleasure at his soft spoken words of praise. ‘Thanks, man.’


    Simon laughed at that. A short, deep bark that I would never had expected from his straight-laced self. ‘Let’s just take a few shots and see.’ His voice was much more confident when the camera was up to his eye and his finger was on the trigger.


    I didn’t know what to do, so I just stared. Stared at the camera and tried to shield my soul. Every time the bright flash strobed I heard the sound of fist meeting bone. I heard the crunch in my head the first time Richard broke my nose. I heard the cuts and digs coming off my loving partner’s lips, whore, asshole, dick, stupid, retard, loser. I felt the stab of numbing needles in the ER and the bright light blinding me as they stitched over my eye, or repaired my busted lip. I stared at the camera and came unglued. 


    I took out one, two, three glass frames and Simon just stood there and waited.


    I was panting and bleeding and I looked around slowly, coming to the surface too fast like a diver who was destined to get the bends. ‘Jesus fucking Christ, Simon. I’m sorry,’ I managed and I came apart completely, sinking to his studio floor amid the glass and paper. A bitter taste flooded my mouth and I knew it was fear.


    ‘It’s OK, Gilbert,’ he said so softly I was half convinced I imagined it.


    ‘No one calls me Gilbert,’ I said distractedly. ‘It’s Gil. Gil. And I will pay for all of this.’ I sobbed a little when I said it. The full impact of the anger I had unleashed was sinking in and I felt out of control. The monster somehow unleashed by accident. 


    ‘It’s OK. Really.’ Simon sank to his knees and touched the scar that nearly bisected my face. Not quite in half. It started on the inside of my right eyebrow and ran down the inside of my nose. It tore through my lip and my chin like a line of demarcation. 


    I flinched as if he’d punched me and Beatrice whined softly, shifting away from me as if I were toxic. I couldn’t blame her. I felt a black surge of anger swell in me and I clenched my fists to keep it down. ‘I think I should go.’


    ‘Don’t go,’ he said and put the camera down. When he undid my jeans I muttered arguments. My mouth gave him reasons not to but my hips rose up to convince him to go ahead. His lips on me were a hot peach coloured heaven. His tongue on my cock the best memory eraser I had ever had. Better than drugs or booze or bar fights. Sweet and slow and there. He was all there the whole time. No agenda, no manipulation. No nice words backed up by harsh punches and nasty words. Just him licking me until I jittered across the scarred hardwood floor like a maniac.


    I was right on that torturous cusp. Hovering on that white hot orgasm and it wasn’t enough. The glass whispered around me as I shifted, gathering my strength like a storm as I hauled him around and onto his knees. Gratitude and pleas falling from my lips as I wrangled with his sharp creased chinos until he stilled my hands. Stilled the thing in my chest that beat its wings and demanded its due. Through the niceties and the readying part of me laughed and part of me sobbed and I heard both echo through the big empty room. 


    Sliding into Simon, feeling him clench around me, hearing his steady and somehow serene breathing was bright yellow. In my mind I could see it, like cleansing rays of the brightest sunlight. When I came it flooded out of me. Light through my fingertips, light out of my toes. I laughed deep yellow laughter when Simon bucked under me. His come coating my fist and warming me all over. 


    Finally, I kissed him. Hard. I was ready for round two with the camera. I thought it might catch something new this time. Something easier. Something more peaceful.


    His warm fingers on my chest made me shiver and he said, ‘your scars will look lovely in black and white.’


    The scars were far from faded. The ones the camera could see and the ones it could not, but I felt easier about them. I laughed and grabbed him by his warm brown hair and kissed him some more. ‘I bet you say that to all the boys,’ I said. In the corner, Beatrice chuffed as bright buttery sunshine flooded the small room.

  


  
    Garden Variety

    by Michael Bracken


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    My fellow gardeners all tell stories about a “guy they used to work with” or a “friend of a guy they used to work with” who was seduced by the woman of the house where they were working. That’s never actually happened to anyone I know, and no female client of our landscaping and lawn care service would interest me. It’s not because some of them aren’t beautiful; it’s because I’m not out of the toolshed. I keep my sexuality to myself to avoid the compost I would have to put up with from my co-workers.


    Of course, my attitude changed when I was assigned to the Winchester property. Old Man Winchester had a two-storey Tudor at the butt-end of a cul-de-sac, a large place with simple lawn care needs. Because we were perpetually short-handed and I was accustomed to working alone, the Winchester property became my regular Thursday assignment. I mowed. I edged. I trimmed the hedges. And I tended a small rose garden near the pool house.


    I worked through spring before I realised the young man living in the pool house wasn’t the old man’s grandson, and I worked halfway through the summer before I realised the exact nature of their relationship. By then Kyle was leaving his blinds open on Thursdays, and more than once while tending the rose garden I caught sight of him changing clothes or towelling himself dry after a mid-day shower.


    At least ten years younger than me, Kyle had a figure sculpted by good diet, long hours in the gym, and just enough time in and around the pool to turn his firm young body an all-over bronze and his finger-length hair nearly blond. The gene pool he’d sprang from was kind to him as well, endowing him with a long, thick cock and heavy balls that he kept neatly groomed but not completely hairless.


    One Thursday afternoon, while I was watering the roses with a garden hose, Kyle walked out of the pool house with a towel wrapped around his waist. When he reached the diving board he dropped the towel, revealing that he’d worn nothing beneath it. He stepped onto the diving board, walked to the end, bounced several times, his thick cock slapping at his taut abdomen, and then jack-knifed into the pool, slicing into the water with nary a splash. He surfaced halfway down the length of the pool and the smooth strokes of an Australian crawl carried him to the far end.


    Kyle rose from the shallow end, water streaming from his body, and he climbed the steps out of the pool. He tilted his head back and used both hands to push his hair away from his forehead. The movement of his arms caused his chest to expand and his abdomen muscles to tighten. By then my cock had tented the front of my sage-coloured work pants.


    He returned to the diving board and retrieved his towel. As he straightened up, Kyle looked directly at me and asked, ‘Having trouble controlling your hose?’


    ‘Excuse me?’


    ‘You can keep watering the concrete, but it won’t grow.’


    I glanced down at the garden hose, saw that I was watering the walk, and shifted position so the stream of water splashed into the rose garden.


    Kyle towelled his hair and then draped the towel around his shoulders. ‘You spend a lot of time watching me.’


    I couldn’t deny it, so I shrugged.


    ‘You like what you see, Doug?’ He knew my name because it was embroidered above my shirt pocket.


    I tried to maintain eye contact, but I couldn’t. I kept glancing down at Kyle’s still-wet package. The water in the pool must have been warm because I saw no evidence of shrinkage. ‘I need to get back to work.’


    ‘You were almost finished,’ Kyle said. ‘The rose garden’s the last thing you do.’


    He’d been paying as much attention to me the previous weeks as I’d been paying to him.


    ‘Winchester’s away,’ he continued. ‘He won’t be back until evening.’


    I pulled a kerchief from my hip pocket. I used it to mop my brow and the back of my neck.


    ‘I have cold beer inside.’


    I returned the kerchief to my pocket and glanced at my watch. I didn’t have any other clients on Thursday and I wasn’t due back at the office for two hours. ‘Maybe one.’


    Kyle turned and walked inside. I turned off the water and followed him. The pool house hadn’t been designed as a guesthouse, but had been converted. Three louvered doors on one wall led to closet-sized changing rooms and a fourth door led to a bathroom with a shower; a built-in bar with a mini-fridge and a microwave occupied the second wall; a flat screen television filled the third; and the fourth wall was all glass, the blinds open to let late-afternoon sun stream into the room. A king-size bed occupied much of the main room, and it hadn’t been made.


    Kyle had opened two bottles of beer and he stood in front of the bed holding one in each hand. I took one from his outstretched hand and downed half the bottle in one long swallow. The beer cooled me, but did nothing to dampen my desire for the naked man in front of me. My erect cock still strained against the inside of my work pants.


    He said, ‘You still look hot.’


    Kyle set his beer aside and unbuttoned my sage-coloured work shirt. When he finished, I shook it off my shoulders and let it slide down my arms to the floor. Then I peeled off my sweat-stained T-shirt and dropped it to the floor.


    I don’t have pretty muscles – I work for a living – and my tan is a farmer’s tan. My face, my neck, and my arms from the ends of my short sleeves on down to my fingertips are leather brown while the rest of my body has the complexion of a grub worm – a hairy grub worm. Kyle didn’t seem to mind. He unfastened my belt, unzipped my work pants, and pulled my pants and boxers to my knees. They fell the rest of the way to my ankles.


    Then he sat on the edge of the bed and reached for my thick cock. He wrapped one fist around my stiff shaft and pulled me forward, causing me to shuffle toward him. He took the head of my cock in his mouth, hooked his teeth behind the swollen glans, and licked away the glistening drop of precome.


    He pistoned his fist up and down my cock shaft until I began to thrust my hips forward and pull back. Each time I did that, Kyle took more of my cock into his mouth. Before long he released his grip on my cock, grabbed my ass cheeks, and pulled my groin tight to his face.


    My entire cock disappeared into Kyle’s mouth and I felt his hot breath tickle the wild tangle of black hair at my crotch. Then I pulled back and thrust forward repeatedly, fucking his face so hard my balls slapped his chin. I grabbed the back of Kyle’s head, threaded my thick fingers through his still-damp hair, and drove into his mouth one last time before I came.


    I stiffened as I fired thick wads of hot come against the back of Kyle’s throat. He swallowed every drop and, when my cock finally stopped spasming and began to soften, he licked it clean. Then he pulled away, releasing his oral grip on my cock, and lay back on the bed.


    My feet were tangled up in my pants, so I could barely move. I turned awkwardly and sat heavily on the bed next to Kyle. I untied my steel-toed work boots and let them thump to the floor before untangling my legs.


    ‘You have no idea how good that felt.’ Kyle licked his lips. ‘I haven’t had a real man in my mouth for months. Sucking that old man’s dick is like chewing bad calamari. If he doesn’t remember his pill, I can work that thing until I’m blue in the face and nothing’ll happen.’


    I stretched out next to the younger man. Up close he smelled of chlorine. ‘Then why do you do it?’


    ‘You think I can afford this lifestyle without Winchester? I’ve been to Aspen, New York, London. I drive his Ferrari. I eat lobster and steak. I always have walking-around money. I wear designer label clothes. I don’t wear a uniform with my name on it.’


    I ignored the unintended insult. ‘Why aren’t you in the main house?’


    ‘Old Man Winchester wants me to come when he calls, but doesn’t want me in his face all the time.’


    Kyle placed his hand on my knee and slid it up the inside of my thigh, ending the conversation. My cock responded to his touch, beginning to rise before Kyle’s fingers reached my crotch. Then, through some quick digital manipulation, he returned my cock to its former stature.


    He rolled over and reached into the nightstand, handed me a crumpled tube of lube, and then rolled face down on the bed. I squeezed a dollop of lube on my finger and slid my finger down his ass crack to his tight little sphincter. I massaged him until he relaxed and I was able to slip one finger into him.


    Kyle moaned with pleasure as I stroked my finger in and out and soon I was able to ease a second finger into him. As soon as I was able to do that, I positioned myself behind Kyle, grabbed his hips and urged him onto his knees. Kyle had his face planted in a pillow and his ass pointed at the ceiling as I moved even closer.


    I pressed my cockhead against Kyle’s well-lubed sphincter and grabbed his hips. With one forceful push, I sank my cock deep into him. Then I drew back until only my cockhead remained inside him before I pushed forward again. As I pumped into his ass, Kyle grabbed his cock and began jerking off, his rhythm matching mine.


    He came first, spewing come all over his rumpled bedspread. I wasn’t anywhere near orgasm, and I held tight to his hips as I pounded into him, not realising until later that I was leaving his hips bruised from the strength of my grip. I pounded into his ass again and again and when I couldn’t hold back any longer, I came with a roar and filled his ass with hot spunk.


    I held his ass tight against my crotch until my cock stopped spasming, and then I pulled out in one smooth motion. Kyle collapsed on the bed as I sat back on my heels and tried to catch my breath.


    ‘You’d better go now,’ Kyle said, still face down in the pillow. ‘Old Man Winchester will be home soon.’


    I was late returning to the office and turning in my truck. The supervisor asked if I’d had any problems and if I needed help servicing the Winchester account. I had to assure him I hadn’t encountered anything I couldn’t handle by myself, and, to convince him of that, I refused to claim overtime for the day.


    



    Kyle and I spent much of the next several Thursday afternoons in the pool house, drinking beer and fucking like rabbits. The yard suffered from my inattention, but not so much that the average person would notice.


    Our window of opportunity was small because we had to ensure that I left the property before Winchester returned home and that I returned to the landscaping and lawn care company office early enough that I didn’t provoke additional questions from my supervisor.


    In early September, Kyle’s mood began to change. There wasn’t anything specific I could put my finger on; he just seemed more distant, requiring less foreplay and encouraging me to leave immediately after we finished fucking. He even stopped the pretence of offering me a beer while I was working in the rose garden. He just stood in the window and motioned me inside.


    The last Thursday in September I followed the usual pattern – mow, edge, head for the rose garden – but this time the pool house blinds were closed.


    I didn’t bother watering the roses. Instead, I pushed my way into the darkened pool house, where I found Old Man Winchester sitting on the edge of the unmade bed. He wore a smartly tailored three-piece suit and had a cheque book open on his lap.


    ‘How much, Mr Fowler?’ He had the deep, steely voice of a man accustomed to getting his way.


    ‘Excuse me?’


    ‘How much to walk away now and never see Kyle again?’


    ‘Is that what he wants?’ I asked.


    ‘That’s what I want.’


    ‘Do you always get what you want?’


    ‘Always.’


    I stared at the old man.


    ‘If I see you here next week, I’ll call and cancel the lawn care contract. Your employers will want to know why. Do you want me to tell them?’


    I didn’t respond. I still hadn’t come out of the toolshed.


    Winchester wrote a cheque, tore it from the cheque book, and then slipped the cheque book and pen into his inside jacket pocket. As he stood, he folded the cheque in half. He crossed the small room and slid the cheque into my shirt pocket.


    ‘Kyle speaks highly of you. I think he’s going to miss you.’ Then Winchester patted my chest and smiled the smile of an old and exceedingly dangerous shark. ‘Finish with the roses before you leave, Mr Fowler. They’re looking a little droopy.’


    



    After I finished with the roses, I returned the truck to the lawn care office and asked my supervisor to give me a different Thursday assignment.


    I didn’t look at the cheque until I was home that evening. I pulled it from my shirt and flattened it on my kitchen table.


    $10,000.00.


    I’d never seen that much money before.


    I’ll probably never see that much again.


    I shredded the cheque and ran the pieces down my garbage disposal. Then I drank myself to sleep and called in sick the next morning.


    When my fellow gardeners tell their stories about a “guy they used to work with” or a “friend of a guy they used to work with” seduced by the woman of the house where they were working, I don’t say a thing.


    Who would believe me anyhow?
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