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    My client had been practicing Tai Chi before I interrupted him, and he wore only white gauze pants – loose, comfortable, and so diaphanous in the hot Texas sun that I knew he wore nothing beneath them. His smoothly shaved chest glistened with a perspiration sheen and his muscles flowed under his sun-bronzed skin with a fluid grace as he closed the distance between us.


    Jeremy carried two tumblers half full of Jack rocks, placed one on the patio table before me, and settled into the chair opposite mine. Then he leaned forward. Piercing blue eyes captured my attention, just as they had the day we’d first met in my office downtown. He wore his wheat-blond hair long, parted in the centre, and tucked behind his ears. A lock of hair slipped from behind his left ear and curled around the corner of his mouth, like a close parenthesis to the sensual expression of his full lips.


    ‘He doesn’t love me any more,’ my client said. ‘I’m not sure he ever did.’


    I sipped from my tumbler, the Jack burning its way down the back of my throat. ‘Do you love him?’


    Jeremy looked away, his gaze taking in the neatly manicured lawn, the blooming bluebonnets growing along the back fence, and the new Lexus parked in the rear drive. He returned his attention to me, wet his lips with the tip of his tongue, and said, ‘I love this.’


    I felt my body react to my client’s presence, the crotch of my pants growing uncomfortably tight, sweat beading on my upper lip, and my pulse quickening. I took another sip from the tumbler. The ice had nearly melted and the Jack felt warm in my throat, warmer still when it reached the pit of my stomach. I hadn’t eaten since the previous night, and then only a bean burrito I had left over from the day before.


    My client watched my face and waited.


    I reached into my briefcase and retrieved a manila envelope containing a dozen colour photographs. I slid the envelope across the table to my client. He turned it over and worried at the brass clasp until one of the arms separated from it.


    ‘I came for my master’s,’ he said. As he spoke, he worried at the remaining arm of the envelope’s brass clasp. ‘I worked as his graduate assistant, grading papers and researching obscure references in Hemingway’s short stories.’


    My .38 felt heavy under my left arm, the thick leather of the holster ironing my shirt to my ribs. I considered removing my jacket, but didn’t. Instead, I finished my Jack.


    ‘One evening, after a Christmas party at the dean’s house, his car wouldn’t start. He asked me to carry him home, and when I did, he invited me inside for a nightcap.’ Jeremy pushed the stray lock of hair behind his ear, wet his lips a second time, and continued. ‘I knew what he wanted. I wanted it just as much as he did.’


    My client leaned across the table and touched the back of my hand with the tips of his fingers. An electric tingle shot through my body, and my balls tightened. ‘You know what that’s like, don’t you, to want someone so bad you don’t care about the consequences?’


    ‘Yeah,’ I said. My throat felt parched and I wished I hadn’t finished my drink. I subtly shifted position to relieve the pressure at my crotch, but I didn’t move my hand. ‘I know what that’s like.’


    ‘I finished the semester, then moved in. I never went back to school, never …’ He didn’t finish the sentence and we stared deep into each other’s eyes for a full minute before my client pulled his hand away. ‘How much do I owe you?’


    I named a figure.


    ‘That’s what it comes down to, then, isn’t it?’ He leaned back in his seat. ‘A few thousand dollars ... infidelity ...’


    I returned to my office with half a dozen crisp new Benjamins tucked into my money clip, and a still-painful tightening in my crotch. I knew better than to become involved with the people who kept me in business, but I couldn’t deny the physical reaction I had to my client’s presence.


    I’d felt it that first time, when I’d been sitting behind my desk, thumbing through a stack of unopened mail. He’d knocked on my door and then pushed into my office without waiting for my response. He dressed well, but simply: form-fitting teal polo shirt over crisply pressed khaki pants and highly polished penny loafers without socks. Unlike the hulking muscles I’d developed wrestling bail jumpers and repossessing cars from irate owners delinquent on payments, he had the sculpted look of a young man who exercised as if his body were a work of art. If we had met in a bar, I would have offered him a drink, or two. Instead, he hired me to follow the man he lived with, a tenured English professor at the university.


    As we concluded our business, and a retainer consisting of enough dead presidents to pay my outstanding debts had moved from his wallet to my desk drawer, my client had stood and offered me his hand. I stood, and when I took his hand in mine, he smiled and wet his lips with the tip of his tongue. Then he thanked me, and a moment later I found myself alone in my office, the tightening at my crotch so painful that I considered relieving the pressure myself.


    I felt that way now as I listened to the messages on my answering machine. I returned a call from a woman who thought her neighbour was poisoning her cat, and I talked her out of hiring a private detective by convincing her to keep her pussy inside. Then I returned a call from an Austin-based insurance company that occasionally subcontracted insurance fraud cases to me. They hired me to investigate a worker’s comp claimant who insisted he’d hurt his back moving a skid of paper at a local printing company. I finished my work day by closing my client’s case, marking the account as paid in full, and stuffing my notes into a battered black filing cabinet where old cases usually disappear forever.


    



    When I arrived home, I hung my suit and my shoulder holster on the back of my bedroom door, and I changed into sweatpants. As soon as I felt comfortable, I sat in my living room and ate Chinese takeout while watching the six o’clock news. Near the end of the programme, a familiar English professor discussed his latest book, yet another examination of Hemingway’s code hero. Beside him during the entire interview sat his current graduate assistant, a dark-haired young man not unlike Jeremy. I watched mind-numbing sitcoms for the rest of the evening, finally turning in halfway through the ten o’clock news.


    An insistent pounding woke me some time after midnight. I retrieved my .38, thumbed back the hammer, and crept down the dark hallway wearing only my boxers. I opened the front door and found Jeremy standing on the porch, reeking of alcohol, a nearly empty bottle of Jack Daniel’s tightly gripped in one fist. I stared at him through the screen. ‘Why are you here?’


    He raised the bottle to his lips and drained it before answering. ‘He kicked me out. I didn’t have any place else to go.’


    ‘How did you find me?’


    ‘How hard can it be?’ he said. ‘You’re in the phone book.’


    My boxers began to tent as I stared at him. ‘Go to a hotel.’


    ‘And do what?’ he asked. ‘Sleep in the lobby? I don’t have any money. I never had any money. Everything I had belonged to him and he took it all before he kicked me out.’


    I pointed my chin at the Lexus parked at the curb. ‘And that?’


    He spun around to look at the car, lost his balance and nearly fell off the top step. He caught himself against the wrought iron railing, then threw the empty Jack Daniel’s bottle at the car. When it fell short and shattered on the sidewalk, he turned back to me and smiled. ‘He doesn’t know I took it.’


    I uncocked my revolver, then unlatched my screen door and pushed it open. ‘Get in here before the neighbours call the cops.’


    Jeremy stepped past me and into my living room. He stood close enough I could feel the heat from his body, and I could smell his sweat and his aftershave through the stench of alcohol. I thought I detected a hint of copper and sulphur underneath it all.


    He turned once inside, saw my .38 for the first time, and wet his lips. ‘I like your gun.’


    I offered him the spare room, showed him where I kept my towels if he wanted to shower, and returned to my bedroom. I slipped the .38 into my holster, then slid between the cool sheets and closed my eyes.


    



    When I felt weight on the far side of my mattress, I opened my eyes to find Jeremy beside me. He had showered and he smelled of Irish Spring and baby powder. He was completely sober.


    ‘Hold me,’ he whispered. ‘I don’t want to be alone.’


    I felt the familiar tightening at my crotch as he snuggled into my arms and curled against me. He toyed with the hair on my chest, one finger drawing invisible designs as his hand moved lower, over my taut abdomen and under the waistband of my boxers.


    I turned then, and took Jeremy’s head in my hands, his still-damp blond hair threading through my fingers, and I covered his mouth with mine. His lips were full, soft, and moist, and he kept his eyes open as I thrust my tongue between them. Our kiss was long, and deep, and hard, and it took my breath away.


    When it finally ended, I whispered in the dark, ‘I’ve wanted to do that since the day you walked into my office.’


    Jeremy placed a finger on my lips, silencing me. He pushed the sheet aside and slid down the bed. I lifted my hips when he tugged at my boxers. A moment later they lay on the floor and my client’s warm breath tickled the dark thatch of hair at the juncture of my thighs.


    I knew I shouldn’t let desire override common sense. I knew I shouldn’t become involved with a client, not even with a former client, but in that place, at that time, I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t thinking and I should have been.


    Months had passed since the end of my last relationship and I had let myself go, failing to perform even rudimentary personal grooming. My hirsute condition didn’t deter my client, though. He took my hairy balls into his mouth, one at a time and then both together.


    By then, my cock had grown painfully erect. Jeremy released his oral grip on my balls and used the tip of his tongue to draw a wet line from my ball sack up the underside of my shaft. He took my spongy soft cock head in his mouth and hooked his teeth behind my glans.


    As his tongue painted my glans with his saliva, he cupped my scrotum in one hand and massaged my testicles. Using the tip of his middle finger, he stroked the sensitive spot behind my ball sack. I thought I would explode in his mouth right then, but I didn’t.


    Instead, I reached down and wrapped my fingers in his hair, pushing against the back of his head and urging him to take the entire length of my shaft into his mouth. I closed my eyes as he took my shaft in slowly and then drew back until just my cock head remained between his lips. Then he did it again.


    Saliva dripped trickled down my scrotum, wetting the hand Jeremy was using to massage my sack. The third time he lowered his face into my lap, he pressed one saliva-slick finger against the tight pucker of my ass and drove it into me.


    My eyes snapped open.


    He massaged my prostate with his finger as he continued face fucking me, and I could not restrain myself. I came, and came hard, firing a thick wad of hot spunk against the back of Jeremy’s throat.


    He swallowed every drop and didn’t release his oral grip on my cock until it stopped throbbing in his mouth.


    I wasn’t finished with him, though. I wanted more. Much more. And my cock quickly responded.


    I rolled over and reached into the drawer of my nightstand. I retrieved a half-used tube of lube, squeezed a drop of lubricant onto my middle finger, and applied it to my client’s tightly puckered sphincter.


    He rose up on his knees and grabbed the headboard as I positioned myself behind him and grabbed his slim hips. I pressed the head of my cock against Jeremy’s lubricated hole and pressed forward until I buried my entire length within him. Then I drew back and pushed forward.


    I held Jeremy’s hips as I fucked him, driving into him again and again.


    He reached back, took my right hand in his, and guided it to his erection. Then he wrapped my fingers around his shaft and I didn’t need any additional encouragement.


    As I fucked his ass, I pistoned my hand up and down Jeremy’s cock shaft.


    He came first, spewing come on the sheets, and then I came, firing my second wad deep inside him.


    When we finally tired of one another, we shifted position, trying to get comfortable on the wet sheets. When we finally settled ourselves, we were spooned together, facing the back of the now-closed bedroom door, his smooth rear end pressed against my crotch. I held Jeremy, my breath tickling the hair behind his ear, and I fell asleep.


    



    I woke the next morning to find myself alone, my bedroom rank with the stale scent of our sex. I pushed myself out of bed and padded to the bathroom.


    Jeremy had left it a disaster, the tile floor covered with rust-stained towels still damp from the night before. I snatched one up, examined the stains closely and recognized blood. Under the towels, my client had left his whiskey-soaked clothing.


    I showered quickly, pulled on my clothes, and grabbed my empty shoulder holster. My client, a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and my .38 had disappeared.


    I could think of only one place to go. I drove to the English professor’s house and found it surrounded by police. I talked my way inside.


    A shotgun blast had removed the back of the professor’s head and had spread it across the bedroom wall. Two detectives showed me the body.


    ‘Looks like suicide,’ said one of the detectives. We had known each other for years, our paths crossing more often than either of us cared to admit. ‘Hell of a time to kill himself, though, what with the new book and all.’


    ‘But these pretty much tell the story,’ said the other detective. He indicated a dozen colour photographs of the English professor’s current graduate assistant taking his oral exams from the professor. The photos had been scattered about the room.


    ‘One thing bothers me, though,’ said the first detective. ‘If he killed himself, wouldn’t blood be on top of the photographs, not under them?’


    The second detective looked closer. ‘Someone threw these here after he died.’


    They both looked at me. I told them about Jeremy, about how he’d hired me, how I’d taken the photos of the dead professor, and how my client had spent the night in my house. I didn’t tell the detectives what we’d done all night, letting them believe my client had slept in my spare bedroom.


    And I told them about my missing .38.


    With nothing left to tell, I promised I’d make a formal statement whenever the detectives were ready, and then I drove to my office.


    I’d barely unlocked the door when the phone rang.


    I recognised Jeremy’s voice immediately, and told him about the scene at his home.


    ‘It’s not my home any more. Home is where the heart is, and there hasn’t been any heart there in a long time.’


    ‘You used me last night.’


    ‘We used each other,’ he said. ‘I needed you and you wanted me, wanted me so bad you didn’t care about the consequences.’


    I swallowed hard, and then asked, ‘What now?’


    ‘When you live in a world without hope,’ he said, ‘you try to find a reason to go on. Last night, with you, just delayed the inevitable.’


    He disconnected the line and I sat with the phone pressed against my ear, listening to the buzz.


    


    A week later, two college students found the ass end of Jeremy’s Lexus jutting out of the river just south of campus. When the police arrived, they discovered his body inside the car, one hand still gripping my .38, and a slug from my .38 embedded in the roof of the car. It had first travelled through the roof of his mouth and out the back of his head.


    Police closed both cases promptly, the university encouraged a graduate student in the English department to seek educational opportunities elsewhere, and, between visits to the police department, I exposed the false claims of the worker’s comp claimant.


    During the many months since then, when I sit in my darkened living room and my only company is a few fingers of Jack, I think about the consequences of desire and about cases that should remain closed.
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    I had just slammed the dryer shut when I heard Jake crash through the door. He was inside for three seconds and had already created a puddle of mud and water. The rain hadn’t let up all day, but his team decided to practice anyway. Every inch of him was covered in filth. His tiny footy shorts clung to his thighs, stuck with water and clumps of the oval he was just playing on. 


    He smiled at me like a happy little boy; clearly enjoying the mud that clung to every inch of him. He stepped towards me, trailing dirty water with him. I put my hands up to keep him still, trying in vain to control the damage.


    ‘Stop! You’re making enough of a mess. I’ll get you a towel.’ 


    He just grinned and kept inching towards me, arms outstretched like Frankenstein. I backed away, but he kept moving.


    ‘Aw, come on. Just one hug, Kevin. I’ve missed you.’


    He held out his muddy hands and I was out of room to back away. I stood in the doorway, his muddy face dripping just inches from my perfect white carpet. I stared into his laughing eyes, trying to get him to be serious. But, there seemed to be no chance of that. Despite the mess, he was adorable. 


    ‘It’s your choice. Let me hug you, or the carpet gets it.’


    ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’


    He eased forward, letting his fingers dangle over the carpet. I saw the drops of silt and water forming, clinging to the tip of each finger. One fat drop sat swollen, ready to fall from his thumb. He smiled as it splattered by my feet, leaving a reddish brown circle. Before he had the chance to do any more damage I stepped into his muddy arms and pushed him back. I could feel the water and mud warmed by his body seeping into my T-shirt. His hands ran down my back, laughing in my ear, enjoying the transfer of muddy streaks. He giggled even more as his hands slid lower, grasping my arse. Then, he slid his clammy palms up and over my arms, leaving filmy and grainy marks on my skin. With a wink he touched his dirty thumb to my cheek, painting my face to look like his. I pulled away and he turned me around, admiring his handy work. I caught a glimpse of myself in the window in the door and saw his smeared hand prints soaking into my jeans. I wanted to be angry, but I couldn’t help but laugh inside.


    ‘OK, you’ve had your fun, now strip. Let me get this stuff in the wash.’


    ‘If you insist.’


    I hadn’t meant it to be a seductive statement, but suddenly as he pulled his jumper over his head my breath was gone. My brain had been short circuited by the sight of him. The mud that had soaked through the fabric clung to his chest hair, his arms still streaked with the soft ground. I knew I was staring, but I couldn’t help it. His cleats and socks hit the floor, sending ripples through the puddle he was standing in. He finally noticed me watching, staring at his brown and red smeared chest. When our eyes met, I felt my cock stir slightly. He was so beautiful that it almost took my breath away.


    He didn’t say anything when he put his hands to the waistband of his footy shorts. God, they were so short. Almost his entire leg was exposed, the hair making a convenient catch for the grass and earth. He was ready to inch them down, but I wrapped my hand around his wrist to stop him. I just stood there, holding him still. I saw the goosebumps forming on his skin as the water cooled him. He looked so damned good I couldn’t stand it. It was my turn to smile as I sank down in front of him. I didn’t even hesitate when I felt the knees of my jeans soak through with dirty water. He looked down at me in disbelief when I reached up to the elastic of his tiny, tiny shorts. I never knew why they had to be so short. But, I was never more thankful that they were.


    ‘Let me help you.’ 


    My voice came out weak; straining to maintain composure in the moment. He was already half hard as I slid the wet fabric down his filthy thighs. I couldn’t help but laugh out loud, as his cock was the only clean part of him. Wrapping my lips around the soft velvet head, I sucked him deep into my throat. His moan mixed with the thump-thump of the dryer, his cock stiffening on my tongue. He smelled like a rainstorm, all earthy and moist. His grimy hands grabbed my hair as he pushed himself deeper. I felt stray drops of water running down my back and hitting my skin as he fucked my face. I couldn’t resist rubbing my hands over his grimy legs, making my hands as dirty as his. Looking up at him, I could see his green eyes stare back at me through the haze of dirt. His mouth fell open as I pushed him into my throat as far as he would go. He loosened his grip on the back of my head, letting me set the pace for a while. I moved back and forth between teasing him with my tongue and devouring him down my throat. He put up with my indecision for a while longer, clearly enjoying my every move.


    He urged me to my feet and started pulling my clothes off. My once clean outfit now joined the scrum of mess on the wet floor. All that was left were my white boxers. He smiled, unable to resist running his dirty fingers over the fabric, then all over me like he was finger painting. My nipples were suddenly dark brown, my body tattooed with more remnants of the practice pitch. Rubbing my cock through the cotton, he streaked the pristine white with the last of the moist mud that remained on his hands. He pressed the wet fabric over my hard cock, rubbing his hand up and down. When he kissed me, I could taste salty, gritty mud along with his sweet mouth. The dryer purred and tumbled behind us, as the rest of my body turned just as filthy as his. 


    He turned me around, pushing me forward at the waist. I pressed my hands flat on the dryer, the white metal streaked with brown dirt and water. My boxers fell to the floor, the last clean thing in the room now completely dirty. His hands eased my cheeks apart, and there was a moment’s hesitation before his tongue touched my arsehole. He slipped the tip inside so easily, gently wiggling as he teased my puckered opening. I couldn’t resist pushing back a little, enjoying the warm sweep of his pointed tongue. Pressing his hands harder into my hips, he grunted as he tongue-fucked me. It wasn’t long before both of us were covered in mud and sweat. He toyed with me, licked me, his insistence forcing me further forward over the dryer. Just as I got used to his pace, he pulled his tongue away from me. I looked back to see what he was doing and I caught his eye as he slipped a finger inside his mouth. 


    Watching his thick digit ease slowly out from between his lips, I groaned without him even touching me. Turning back to the wall, he began rubbing his saliva-wet finger over my puckered hole. His tongue was back, joining his finger in gentle play. As much as I loved his tongue on me, I wanted him to put his finger inside me. But, he made me wait. He always enjoyed keeping me on edge. His other hand reached around and grabbed my cock, rubbing his thick fist up and down my erection. It was the first time he had touched my stiff dick, and I looked down to see a pearl of fluid emerge. His thumb ran over the slit, forcing another drop to the surface. 


    After another slow rim around my arse, the tip of his finger slid inside me. His intrusion nearly knocked me off balance, my feet slipping on the wet floor. The combination of his hand on my cock and his finger in my arse was driving me crazy. His fist wrapped around me tighter, jerking me with his slow and deliberate rhythm. I tried to steady myself by putting my elbows on the vibrating dryer but my knees were still weak. His finger was in constant motion, never really stopping. As soon as the tip was almost completely out, he eased right back in. I felt his teeth sink into my arse cheek, the sharp pinch forcing a scream from my throat. My arse contracted around his finger, my cock aching for release. My heart pounded nearly as hard as the rain, a crack of lightning piercing through the black clouds. 


    The sound of our two wet bodies moving together; the smell of him, me and mud overwhelmed me. I groaned in disappointment when he let go of my cock. He turned me around, his dirty face now inches from my hard cock. His eyes fixed on mine, as his finger slid back into my arse. I waited, this time to feel his mouth on me. But, again he played with me, made me wait for what I needed so desperately. I tried to stay calm, but it wasn’t working. Somehow I managed to put words together.


    ‘Suck my dick, Jake. Please.’


    ‘God, Kevin, you’re so impatient.’


    His fist was back on my cock, more precome forming on the tip. Jake stuck out his sweet tongue and licked it away from the slit. With a wink, he closed his mouth over the head of my dick. I looked down at his rain slicked hair, mud and grass still clinging to the blond strands. I couldn’t resist running my hands through it, getting more of the mess all over me. My inner neat-freak had been struck silent. Dirt and grime was suddenly the sexiest thing I could think of. The head of my cock hit the back of his throat just as the finger in my arse wiggled slightly. I let out an involuntary groan, clutching Jake’s head for balance. My hips couldn’t decide which way to go. Every time I pushed forward into his mouth, his finger pulled out of my puckered hole. When I slid back onto his finger, his mouth eased off my cock. I was so close to coming, and I was just about to tell him so. But, before I could form the words, Jake released my cock and stood up. 


    We stood amidst the damage, both panting, both hard. Mud and water had made their way everywhere, including the walls. His smile was the same as it was before; that of a happy, messy boy. Neither of us spoke for a moment, our bodies edgy and waiting. I decided to break the silence and the tension.


    ‘I think it’s your turn to do the laundry, Jake. I’m going to take a shower. Why don’t you join me after you throw these filthy things in the washer?’


    ‘I promise I’ll clean it up later, Kevin.’


    ‘Oh really?’


    ‘I swear. Now, how about I join you in that shower?’


    He leaned forward to kiss me, but I moved my head away at the last moment. Jake was having none of it, grabbing my head and dragging me back into a deep kiss. I let myself rest against his chest, forgetting all about the mess all around us. I shook my head, surveying the scene one last time before I let Jake lead me up the stairs, not caring about the muddy footprints we were no doubt leaving on the carpet. It took us for ever to get up the stairs, pausing every few seconds to steal more kisses, careful not to get any dirt on the walls. 


    Jake slipped on the lights and the shiny clean bathroom was just waiting for us to mess it up. He pushed me towards the white granite countertops, the clean porcelain of the sink soon smeared with my dirty fingerprints, followed by his. He pressed my palms down flat and nibbled on my earlobe, my eyes closed to the bright light above my head. When I found my composure, I was finally able to speak.


    ‘We’re making a mess in here too. I thought we came up here to get clean.’


    ‘I promise, Kevin. I will clean up every last speck of dirt in here too. Now quit worrying. Besides, I don’t think we’re quite done getting dirty yet, do you?’


    He put a finger to my chin, and turned me to look at him, crushing my mouth with his. He pulled back; the sparkle in his eyes was unmistakable. He released me, letting my head turn back to the light, our eyes meeting again in the mirror. He began grinding his cock into my arse cheeks, bending me further over the sink until I was resting on my forearms. I could feel him growing harder, his urgency clear in the sound of his ragged breath. 


    He watched me in the mirror as his hands moved down my sides, his left hand moving slowly lower until it was resting against my stomach right above my cock. His thumb traced circles over my stomach as his mouth continued to kiss and nibble my neck. I heard a drawer open and close, knowing that Jake was retrieving what he needed to fuck me. The cold lube made me jump as it dripped down between my cheeks, and I jumped again when I felt his finger start working in slow circles around my puckered hole. He eased inside me without effort, without resistance, sliding slowly all the way until there was no more for me to take. 


    Another finger slid inside me and Jake was still watching me, still holding my gaze in the mirror, but I had lost focus. Everything was blurred and hazy. His fingers were replaced by the head of his cock nudging against my arse, filling me up like he had so many times before. I closed my eyes just for a second and when I opened them again Jake was still looking at me, a grin back on his face. I felt like I had been on edge for ever, and he only made it worse when he wrapped his fist around my dick and started stroking me. 


    ‘Oh, fuck, Kev. I’ve been thinking about this all damn day. Practice couldn’t end fast enough. I couldn’t wait to come home and make you all filthy and then fuck your brains out.’


    I wanted to respond, but I couldn’t. His words hit like lightning, turning my stomach upside down. He fucked me slowly, then quickly, his pace uneven and maddening. He grabbed my neck and pulled me into a deep kiss, breaking our stare in the mirror. I nuzzled against his neck, enticed by the smell of him, the earthy smell he brought home with him, every little thing about him fuelling my fire. Jake pinched one of my nipples, sending a zip of pain and pleasure straight to my balls. I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer, he was just too much.


    ‘Jake, I’m really close. I’m gonna come.’


    ‘Me too. Come for me, Kev. I want to watch you come.’


    My cock twitched in his hand, his fist not even making it back to the base before I was coming, shooting all over my nice clean sink. I cried out, but most of it got lost in his mouth, his kisses swallowing up the sound. It was seconds later that he shot, pounding into me just a little bit harder. I was sweaty and drained, as he pulled out of me, staggering back against the tile wall to keep himself from hitting the ground.


    I slumped against the counter, the cold granite feeling good against my sweaty chest. I heard the water turn on, the shower pounding out at full blast. Jake picked me up off the vanity and nearly carried me to the shower. The water was warm and I watched the last of the dirt and grime washing down the drain. Jake kissed me lightly, his hands running down my back as he pulled me close. 


    ‘So, it looks like I have a busy night of cleaning ahead of me, don’t I, Kevin?’


    ‘Damn right, Jake. And you can start with me.’

  


  
    Tour Fling

    by Mary Borsellino


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    The days are long and the weather is scorching, this time of year, and the light that hits the waves is bright enough to almost hurt as it flares silver in Ben’s eyes.


    ‘I don’t get it,’ he says to Louis, who’s stripping off shoes and socks and faded T-shirt, leaving only his shorts behind, preparing to brave the waves. ‘You hate water.’


    ‘Nah, man, I hate showering. The beach is totally different.’ Louis gives Ben a wide grin, and the brightness of that is equal to the waves; the same amount of almost-hurt in the beam of it. Ben gives a quick smile in reply.


    He stands back as Lou runs to the shoreline and launches straight in with a yell of, ‘Come on, it’s fucking awesome out here!’ to Ben. Ben watches as Lou disappears under the gleaming blue-white lattice of the wind-stirred waves. 


    Their bands have been on tour together for six weeks so far, another eight and a half to go. Life is a series of dusty towns and loud, dirty festivals, of crowds of love-struck teenage eyes staring up at the stage as they play, of tiny bunk beds on buses and hundreds of people at constant close quarters. It’s grimy and seedy and vibrant and so full of life that some days Ben thinks that his exhausted heart is going to just swell up and explode from how amazing his life is.


    There are a few basic rules in the touring life: be on time for your band’s performance slot, don’t shit in the bus bathrooms, keep your cool when things go wrong (and things will go wrong all the time), tour flings are tour flings.


    And at first, Louis had seemed like the perfect tour fling. Ben was a short guy, even by band standards (for some reason, the rock’n’roll lifestyle attracted a lot of people of the diminutive persuasion), but Louis was just the same height as him. Louis was the lead guitarist in the band just before Ben’s band in the festival line-up, and so Ben usually got to watch from the side of the stage as Lou threw himself around, his playing exuberant and full of life, his wild charisma sending the crowd crazy with screams. Making something fierce and wanting flare in Ben. 


    While Ben’s band played, with Ben on rhythm guitar, he’d sometimes glance over and see Louis sitting on one of the heavy equipment trunks which littered the side of the stage. Louis, watching Ben with a rapt expression, like there was nothing more compelling in the world than some skinny, scruffy musician guy with light brown hair.


    Louis, on the other hand, is beautiful, never more so than right now as he reappears above the surface of the water and waves an arm above his head, beckoning Ben to come join him. They’ve snuck away from their bands and from the dozen other people their bands need around them to function, in order to come out here to the local waterfront for a few hours of quiet, finding respite from the battering heat in the cool waves. Or at least Louis has. So far all Ben’s done is stand and look, sand getting inside his canvas sneakers.


    Lou’s hair is standard-issue rock-star black, with highlights of red and blue lurking among the darker locks and then catching the light at unexpected moments. His eyes are hazel-green and his smile makes Ben feel hot and stupid and reckless and alive.


    Louis seemed like the perfect tour fling in every way, but now that Ben’s here it’s harder to be sure. What if he’s read the signals wrong and Lou isn’t into guys? Maybe he has a boyfriend or a girlfriend back at home, living an ordinary day-job life while their lover lives in the perpetual in-between world of travel and music and stolen afternoons out in the waves?


    Lou jogs back up the beach to where Ben is still standing, tanned bare skin dripping with diamond-bright drops of water. The sunlight’s so strong that everything is too sharp to look at easily. 


    ‘C’mon, why the wait?’ Louis asks with a curious tilt of his head, obviously perplexed. 


    So Ben decides to trust his instinct – the same instinct that told him, two years ago, to drop out of college and get serious about music – and steps forward, pressing his mouth to Lou’s and licking in, tasting salt and cola and sun block on Lou’s lips.


    The ocean has chilled the temperature of Lou’s skin, making the kiss cool for the first split-second. Then Lou’s lips part and his tongue is hot and slick, teeth biting at Ben’s own lips.


    The sun is too bright so Ben closes his eyes, letting all his senses narrow in on the feeling of Lou’s mouth, the way it’s stretching into a smile even as they’re still pressing in closer against one another, trying to deepen this first excited exploration together. 


    ‘I knew it’d be worth playing hooky,’ Lou gloats happily, breath soda-sweet against Ben’s. ‘Now come out into the water, dude. I’m not going to put on a show for any locals who wander past.’


    ‘Isn’t that the whole reason we’re in town at all?’ Ben teases back, letting Louis lead him down to the edge of the water, pulling off his excess clothing as they go.


    The water is cold against Ben’s sun-warmed, aroused skin, and the shock of the change in temperature feels like a jolt to every nerve in his body. 


    ‘Think I can blow you underwater?’ Lou asks, with another of his devilish smiles. Ben’s spine kind of melts at the sight of it, but he shakes his head and laughs. 


    ‘Maybe if you want to drown. But I don’t really relish the idea of going back to the festival grounds on my own and explaining to security what happened to one of the members of the most popular band on the tour.’


    Louis pushes his lower lip out in a mock-pout. ‘You’re such a freakin’ killjoy. Stopping me from having any fun.’


    ‘I wouldn’t go that far,’ Ben says with a wicked smile of his own, stepping in flush against Lou’s body and pressing up for another biting, hungry kiss. He moves one hand to the waistband of Lou’s shorts, down under the water where the waves press against them and make every movement slow and deliberate, like something happening in a dream.


    ‘Oh, fuck yeah,’ Louis says appreciatively as Ben gets the hand down in past the elastic of Lou’s shorts. Lou’s pubic hair is thick and wiry against Ben’s fingertips, because Ben is using his left hand – the calluses from guitar playing on his right hand are too rough for this, something Ben has learned from too many nights spent alone in his bunk on the bus with only his imagination and hands for company. 


    ‘Hnngh,’ Lou offers as Ben gets a hand around Lou’s dick – thick and heavy and blunt in Ben’s grip, hot within the cold of the water – and sets up an even, steady pace. Nothing like rhythm guitar to teach you the value of measured timing. 


    Their mouths connect again, messier and more frantic now, Lou’s hands scrabbling to mirror Ben’s so they can both touch. 


    ‘So fucking pretty,’ Lou mutters, hips snapping up to meet Ben’s hand on a down stroke. Lou’s hazel-green eyes are just a thin rim of colour around the blown black of his inky pupils, dilated wide and dark with desire. Lou’s hand rubs at Ben’s dick, thumb dragging against the head, and the combination of the look of want in Lou’s eyes and the perfect press of his hand is too much for Ben and he has to break the eye contact, to look down at the lapping water which brackets them on every side. 


    Lou has tattoos on his hips, blurred and murky now under the water, just shifting patches of dark, and the heel of Ben’s right palm curls around the sharp angles of one of those half-seen ink designs and holds on, steadying Lou as Lou jerks in the grip of Ben’s left hand and bites back a shuddering, frantic little moan.


    ‘Like that, yes, fuck,’ Lou manages to mutter, and his own pace gets sloppier and more uneven as Ben’s precise movements distract him. Ben smirks. Lead guitar players are all the same. They leave all the work to the backup guys and hog all the glory and the perks. 


    On the next upstroke, Ben twists his wrist at the last moment and Lou’s moan gets cut off as the guy apparently forgets how to breathe for a few seconds, his whole body trembling and curling forward in response to the change of sensation.


    ‘You want that again?’ Ben asks, his voice rough and low, twisting his wrist again without waiting for the response. This time Lou’s knees almost give out from under him, and his hand on Ben’s dick gets frantic, the strokes fast and firm, a bit of stop-start stutter to them as Lou tries to keep track of himself under the onslaught of Ben’s attentive touch.


    ‘Fuck, fuck, fuck,’ Lou manages, all his sunny charisma shattered into gasps and a high hectic colour on his cheeks, his teeth biting down hard into his lip as he comes. Ben leans in to taste the cherry-bright flush of the soft bitten skin, and the faintest trace of hot coppery salt in the sugary soda taste makes Ben whimper, his own orgasm hitting him without warning. 


    Louis rests his forehead at the crook of Ben’s neck as he shudders, his hair wet against the side of Ben’s jaw and throat and shoulder. Ben’s skin is dry and starting to go a sore burned pink from the sun. Ben hasn’t even ducked his head underwater yet, hasn’t gotten in any deeper than this waist-height spot.


    He lets his knees go limp, falling backward and dragging Lou down with him as he hits the water with a hard slap that shocks the burn-tender nerves of his back. Louis flails, trying to get his bearings, spluttering as they both surface once again. 


    ‘Asshole!’ Lou says with a laugh, splashing Ben and kicking away toward the deeper water beyond the shoreline waves. ‘I’ll get you for that.’


    ‘Then why’re you running away?’ Ben taunts, swimming after him. Lou’s not really going that fast, so it only takes a moment before Ben catches up, pulling Lou into a demanding kiss as a reward for successful capture. The post-sex haze softens the hard shine of the sun above them, making the water seem to shimmer, the cold and heat of the ocean and the air mingling on the sensitised skin of the pair. 


    ‘We should get back,’ Ben says. Louis makes a protesting sound in the back of his throat. Ben smiles. ‘If we go now, we’ll be back in time for me to blow you in your bunk before anyone starts wondering where we are and comes looking for us.’


    ‘An evil yet intriguing plan, sir. I am interested to hear more,’ Lou answers, but doesn’t make any move to head back towards the land. He seems content to stay exactly where they are, out in the water, and for the time being Ben can’t really argue with that as a plan.


    There are down sides to tour flings, of course – the short lifespan of the affair, the constraints of the schedule and the travelling and the constant crowds of people in need of attention and time – but out there, in the water, it’s difficult for Ben to think too much about them.


    For now, treading water, letting the motion of the waves lift and drop them gently with the rhythms of the wind, with Lou’s smile and Ben’s steady hands to keep them occupied, everything is perfect.
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