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    A gay erotic novel




    Jack Stevens




    Rod Brookes is young, handsome and a highly successful ‘exotic dancer’. He loves his work and he loves the guys he picks up at work. The only black spot in his perfect life is a mysterious ‘admirer’ who leaves him roses. But no one ever got hurt by a flower, right?




    Rod makes friends and enemies alike as he dances through his life to the frenetic beat of club music, little realising that, for one of these men, attraction has become something darker and altogether more dangerous.




    Is it Jed, the jealous ‘star’ of his new dance troupe? Or maybe Sam, his former employer, and would-be pimp? Perhaps muscleman Marty, would-be protector and sexual powerhouse? Or could it be Austin, the college teacher, the almost complete opposite of any man Rod’s ever known, and the one he feels most drawn to?




    But when an unexpected discovery puts Austin’s motives in a whole new light, and as devotion spirals into frightening obsession, ‘accidents’ begin to look more and more like attempted murder, and Rod’s desperate need to sort out true friends from false becomes a race against time with the life of a loved one in the balance.


  




  

    Chapter One




    The lights dimmed. The speakers on either side of the stage began to pulse to the bass beat of a dance track, making the hot, heavy air in the club literally throb to the rhythm of the music. A spotlight cut through the smoke, hit the stage, and held. One beat. Two beats. As the music finally exploded into its fullness Rod Brookes threw back the curtains and leapt out onto the stage to the whistles, cheers, and approving roar of the gathered men.




    ‘You feeling all right?’ he yelled to his audience. The response was inarticulate. It didn’t matter. It was loud. ‘Yeah? Well, let me make you feel a whooooole lot better.’ Rod launched into his routine.




    It was the gym-buddy set that night. Dressed in soft grey woollen training top and trousers, hood up, white socks and white trainers, Rod wheeled and spun to the frenetic pounding of the music. He bounced and lunged, a living picture of youthful energy and exuberance. The ultraviolet in the spot picked out the startling white of his socks and trainers, the flash of his teeth as he grinned. He loved this. He loved the music. He loved the sight, sound, and smell of the men cheering him on. And the men pressing forward to the stage loved Rod.




    With a proud toss of his head, he flung back his hood and shook out the long, blond ponytail. There was a fusillade of appreciative whistles. Rod whirled round and round, the tied hair flying out, and as he did he reached for the zip of his gym top and began to pull it down, slowly. The piercing whistles got even louder. Rod came to a stop facing the men reaching up for him, his hips thrusting out rhythmically at them to the non-stop pounding of the music. He eased the zip down, and down, shrugged the top off, first over one bronzed shoulder, then the other, before yanking it down that last inch and pulling the whole garment off with one well-practised flourish. Underneath was a simple white gym vest, the thin cotton already damp from the sweat of his body, clinging in transparent patches to his skin.




    ‘Off! Off! Off!’




    Rod grinned down at the chanting lads who pushed themselves right up to the front of the stage, arms outstretched, fingers straining for him. He danced closer to them, tantalizingly near to the edge of the stage, his thrusting hips never missing a beat, and then spun away again with a laugh, ponytail whipping from side to side, hands moving down to the elasticated waistband of his training trousers. The roar of approval was like waves crashing against rocks. Rod cupped an ear, pretending not to hear, not to understand.




    ‘Off! Off! Off!’




    Rod pushed the waistband out, then down, just a little, first over one hip, then over the other, offering a hint of tanned skin, a glimpse of firm thigh muscle. The crowd’s approbation was halfway between a cheer and a groan: part celebration, part frustration. Rod grinned more broadly. He had them in the palm of his hand. Not that it was the palms of his hands they were begging to see. He yanked the trousers back up, danced across to the other side of the stage and repeated the tease. The lads at the front were nearly crushed by the pressure of the whipped-up guys behind. Time to move into the final stages – the climax of the act, so to speak. He pulled his trousers right back up and shrugged, as if the simple task had mysteriously become just too much for him.




    ‘I need help!’ he shouted over the insistent thump of the music. The roar of the crowd became almost a scream.




    Rod pretended to scan the crowd. He didn’t need to search. With a well-trained eye he’d spotted what he wanted almost from the start of his routine. They were stage left, a knot of young guys with “party” written all over them, and at their centre a cute lad in a blue shirt and absurd pointed cardboard hat. Rod guessed he was the reason for the lads’ celebrations. He pointed at the boy, pantomimed happy discovery, and ground his way provocatively over. The boy’s mates roared their rowdy delight at this turn-up for the books, hoisted their friend up onto their shoulders, and bodily propelled him, twisting and protesting, not altogether convincingly, onto the stage. He scrambled to his feet, blinking embarrassedly in the light and the sudden focus of attention. Rod moved in.




    Without words Rod took the man’s hands, pulled him in close, and placed them both firmly on his waist. Still bumping and grinding, Rod slammed his crotch in time to the music into the front of the lad’s tight jeans. The young man didn’t know where to look, turning from the handsome dancer in front of him to his mates on the dance floor below as if for advice and then back again to Rod. But he kept his hands on Rod’s waist, and Rod could feel them pressing into his flesh, not at all reluctantly.




    Keeping his hands over the boy’s, Rod pushed slowly so that both pairs moved down over his hips, and the soft fabric of his jogging bottoms went with them. Once again the crowd erupted into bedlam as his long thighs slid gradually into view. Rod looked into his young accomplice’s face to see his reaction. The boy’s eyes were riveted on the smooth flesh coming into sight under his hands. Rod took his hands away and placed them instead on the boy’s shoulders. Gently he pushed and the lad sank to his knees, till his face was on a level with the generous white cotton pouch brought inch by inch to light by the slowly descending jogging bottoms. A clearly audible hiss of indrawn breath came from nearly 200 aroused and very jealous men. Rod swayed his hips from side to side, dragging his heavy pouch back and forth across the face and lips of the boy kneeling at his feet. The lad leant inwards, eyes closed, hands reaching blindly upwards for the thin strands of fabric that only just held the white pouch in place over Rod’s generous endowment.




    Without warning, Rod stepped backwards and completely out of the training trousers. The audience erupted into roars, cheers, and some laughter as the still kneeling boy opened his eyes in bewilderment, like someone waking from a delicious dream having completely forgotten where he was. He clambered quickly to his feet, unaware that he had automatically grasped Rod’s trousers until he saw his mates at the front pointing at what he had in his hand. He raised the garment uncertainly at first, then with growing confidence, waving the jogging bottoms aloft as if he had single-handedly wrestled them from the dancer. His “victory” was greeted by huge cheers from the crowd.




    Rod allowed him his moment of triumph before dancing over once more. He plucked the training bottoms from the boy’s fingers and flung them to a spot offstage where they were picked up out of sight by one of the stagehands. Dancing all the while, he spun round and backed into the boy, pulling his arms around him, grinding his arse back into the lad’s crotch. No doubt about it, Rod thought, as he felt the hard ridge at the front of the boy’s jeans banging into his arse cheeks, he’s clearly enjoying the show.




    Stretching both arms up towards the ceiling, Rod leant backwards. ‘Pull it off.’ For a second, the boy hesitated, looked panic-stricken, and Rod laughed. ‘The T-shirt.’ Blushing furiously at his misunderstanding, the boy quickly obliged, peeling the damp material up and off Rod’s lithe body and over his head. ‘Yeah!’ Rod bounded away, buck naked now except for the trainers, socks, and cotton posing pouch, his nervous “assistant” once again left holding empty clothing.




    Rod danced and whirled around the boy, giving him and the audience ample opportunity to see his gym-trained, suntanned body from every angle. He reached out again for the young man’s hands, grasped them, pulled him in tight and clapped them onto his own buttocks with two meaty slaps. Slowly he rubbed them there, pressing his thinly clad crotch into the boy’s jeans and smiling. He nodded at him. ‘Like it?’ Even this close his voice could hardly be heard over the music and the noise of the crowd.




    ‘Ye – yeah.’




    Rod took his hands away, clasped them behind his head and closed his eyes, the top half of his body leaning back slightly, his hips pushed further into the body of the young man in front of him. The boy rubbed and squeezed the smooth, hard arse as if he couldn’t stop. Rod doubted he could. Looking over his shoulder into the wings, Rod gave the signal to the stagehand who’d been waiting for it. The bottle of baby oil came flying on and he caught it with ease. He leant into the young man’s shoulder, speaking directly into his ear. ‘What’s your name?’ The crowd hooted, unable to hear what was being said but supplying their own words in their imaginations.




    ‘Simon.’




    ‘Your party?’




    Simon nodded. ‘It’s my birthday.’




    ‘It certainly is, Simon. Just you keep rubbing away there, OK? That is so good.’




    The boy nodded and licked his lips. The audience went wild as Rod unscrewed the top of the baby oil and poured a long stream of the liquid down his chest and stomach. Reaching again for Simon’s hands, he moved them from his arse to his torso. ‘Rub it in for me, birthday boy.’




    Dazedly Simon did as he was told, slowly at first, lightly, then with more confidence, his hands gliding over the chest, the nipples, the hard ridges of abdominal muscle down the washboard torso. The room, the crowd, the noise, had all vanished for him. All he could see was Rod’s smooth skin, glistening under the oil; all he could feel was Rod’s warm, firm muscles flexing and sliding under his fingers. ‘Good boy,’ Rod encouraged, pouring more oil over his shoulders and his legs. Flinging the bottle away, he raised his arms to let Simon rub down the sides of his body. ‘Good boy!’




    Abruptly he leant back, further and further, arching his back but keeping his feet planted close to Simon’s until his hands were touching the stage behind him, and then he spun so that he was face down to the stage, arse uppermost and pushing into Simon’s face. The boy froze, startled, uncertain what to do next. Rod looked back over his shoulder and grinned. ‘Go for it, Simon!’




    With a nervous grin back, Simon set to again, working the oil that now coated his hands so thickly into Rod’s buttocks. The flimsy cotton thong passing between Rod’s arse cheeks grew transparent with the liquid. As Rod ground his hips the cotton worked its way up and up into his crack. Simon’s fingers worked at the twin tanned moons and Rod could feel them lingering at the point where they pressed together, nervous at the thought of pushing into the warmth and darkness within. He shoved his arse out, laughing at the way Simon’s fingers were yanked back as if afraid of being burnt.




    As the music headed towards its end Rod leapt to his feet and, before Simon could stop him, grasped one of his hands for the final time and pulled it forwards, clapping it onto the heavy pouch between his legs. For a second, the two men’s eyes met. Rod saw it, the look of shock as Simon felt the substantial chunk of meat he suddenly had beneath his fingers, the recognition that it was responding to his touch, stiffening even as they stood there, the focus of a clubful of men,. Without conscious thought, Simon’s other hand reached up to join its mate. Rod grinned one last time. Perfect. He intercepted the grasping hand, and pulled both of them to the thin strips on his hips that strained to hold the pouch over his swelling manhood. ‘Thank you, Simon,’ he said. ‘Happy birthday.’ And he leant in and kissed the boy on the mouth. Before Simon could react, Rod twisted, spun, the cotton in Simon’s fingers broke, and the boy was left holding an oil-soaked scrap of cloth as the now totally naked Rod disappeared from the stage to a storm of applause.




    In the wings, Stan, the Dynamos’ roadie, already held out the dressing gown. Rod slipped into it and pulled it together. ‘Great show, lad.’




    Rod stood listening to the thunderous applause. He peeked through one of the spyholes to see the bemused Simon looking from left to right, to the spot where Rod had disappeared, wondering perhaps if he was meant to follow, before his mates called him over to the front of the stage again and pulled him back down. They punched him in the shoulder, knocked off the daft party hat, mussed his hair, and generally treated him like a hero.




    Rod grinned. ‘Well, that’s one satisfied customer.’




    ‘Not as satisfied as he’d like to be,’ suggested Stan.




    ‘Well, we can’t have everything. Or everyone,’ Rod said, with one last glance through the spy hole. ‘Worse luck!’ He headed for the dressing room.




    Joe, the dancer who’d been on just before Rod, was already showered and dressed and heading back into the club. ‘See you out there, or you heading off home?’




    Rod thought of Simon. ‘I think I’ll come out for a quickie.’




    Joe laughed knowingly. ‘Is that a drink or a guy? Let me guess. The blond with the flat top.’




    ‘Wrong! The dark-haired kid with the pointy top. Party hat,’ he explained as Joe looked bemused. ‘And you,’ he went on, mentally reviewing the faces and bodies he’d checked out while on the stage, ‘will be trying to work your way into the tight leather trousers of the skinhead by the bar. Yes?’




    Joe clicked his tongue. ‘You got it. And I aim to get it. See you in a few minutes.’ They high-fived and Joe strolled off in pursuit of an appreciative skin while Rod headed for the shower.




    As that night’s star turn he’d been kept to the last, so the dressing room was empty by the time he got to it. The rest of the Dynamos would already be back out there in the club with Joe, chatting up the guys who’d caught their eyes during their routines, some for the sex, some for the sex and any cash they could screw out of the punters as well. Rod shrugged the dressing gown off and stepped into the shower. He wondered if anyone would be making a play for Simon. He doubted the kid had much in the way of money but he’d had nice eyes and a good smile, and even though he’d been nervous up on the stage with everyone looking at him he’d seemed like a boy who knew what to do with his hands.




    Rod turned the temperature gauge up high and set the water jets on full. Steaming hot water splashed over his body, washing away the evening’s sweat and baby oil. Yes, he’d liked young Simon. He reached down between his legs and stroked the lengthy tool that hung there, stirring at the thought of what he and Simon might have been able to get up to if they hadn’t been on a stage. He remembered that look on the lad’s face when he’d felt the dimensions of his cock. He’d like to have seen that expression change if he could see that cock now, and then watch it change again if that cock could work its way into where it really wanted to be. Letting go with one hand, Rod reached up for the bands keeping his ponytail in place and shook out his blond hair. The cascading water plastered it down onto his neck, shoulders, chest, and back so that it clung to him, moulded to his skin.




    His pleasant fantasies were interrupted by the sudden crash of the dressing room door and a loud hullabaloo of male voices all shouting at once. Rod caught a brief glimpse of several men pushing and shoving and then the door slammed shut again, the noise cut off. Only now there was someone else in the dressing room with him. ‘Hello, Simon,’ Rod said.




    The boy was even more dishevelled than before, shirt opened to halfway down his chest, party hat back on at an absurd angle, and hair in his eyes. He was breathing heavily and pointed feebly at the door he was leaning against. ‘They – they pushed me – in,’ he gasped. ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to –’ His words were cut short as the door flew inwards again, catapulting him even further into the steamy dressing room.




    Stan strode in. ‘Come on, you,’ he said, reaching for Simon in a decidedly no-nonsense way. Behind him, Rod caught a glimpse of Simon’s “friends”, the ones who had manhandled him up onto the stage in the first place, being bundled in an equally forceful way out of the backstage area by the club’s doormen. ‘Go for it, Simon!’ one of them yelled.




    ‘I didn’t mean –’ Simon began.




    ‘It’s all right, Stan,’ Rod said from the shower. He nodded towards Simon. ‘He’s with me.’




    Stan looked slowly from Simon to Rod. He nodded and gave a grudging smile. ‘OK, if you say so.’ He stepped back out into the corridor and closed the door behind him.




    ‘Thanks,’ gasped Simon. ‘He looked like he could really …’ His words trailed off. For the first time he looked properly at the man standing in front of him, wreaths of steam billowing around him, and took in the fact Rod was stark bollock naked. He swallowed. Twice.




    Rod spread his hands. ‘Hey, you tore my clothes off, remember? Mind if I finish my shower?’




    He turned without waiting for an answer, grinning to himself at the thought of the nonplussed young man behind him.




    Simon stood in the centre of the dressing room, blushing furiously but unable to tear his eyes away from Rod’s smooth back, hypnotized by the progress of a trail of shampoo suds that was making its way so slowly from his broad shoulders, down the long channel of Rod’s spine to the narrow waist, pooling at the hollow in the small of his back then spilling over and down again, seeping into the tight crack between those perfect buttocks. ‘Not at all,’ he whispered.




    Rod took his time over the shower, deliberately not making any attempt to catch his unexpected guest’s eyes, apparently oblivious to him, but making sure that every square inch of his body was soaped and massaged, and that Simon got to see everything. As he gently worked the soap around his balls and cock into a lather he closed his eyes, letting his head fall back and a small sigh escape his lips. Even over the splashing of the water on his chest he was sure he heard Simon swallow again desperately.




    When he was finally sure he’d not left an inch uncleansed, and, more to the point, when he was sure he’d taken Simon just as far as he could just showing him what was on offer, Rod turned the water off and stepped off the shower stand. ‘Pass us that towel?’ Simon looked around, spotted the large white cotton towel, picked it up, and held it out for Rod. Rod smiled but didn’t take it. He stood in front of the other man, naked and dripping, and spread his arms out wide. Looking uncertain, Simon stepped in closer and began to towel Rod down. At first he merely dabbed, but as Rod continued to make no move and no protest his courage grew. He pressed harder, towelling more vigorously, pushing the soft cotton across Rod’s bare chest and stomach then down each leg, until he was on his knees again, as he had been back on the stage, facing Rod’s crotch, only this time without the thin covering of cotton between him and Rod’s balls and dick. Carefully he reached up, cradling the precious ball sac in the folds of the towel, gently drying it, and moving upwards. Rod’s cock, swollen already by his thoughts of Simon and his handiwork in the shower, hardened at the touch of the towel, literally in front of Simon’s eyes. Simon stopped what he was doing, watching as the cock grew larger and stronger. Rod rested his hand lightly on the top of the boy’s head, waiting and hoping. With a helpless sigh, Simon leant in and took the swelling dick into his mouth.




    Rod gasped in pleasure and encouragement at the feel of Simon’s lips, the tongue pressing against the cockhead, the saliva slicking the sensitive skin. Simon sucked and sucked and Rod closed his eyes and let his head fall back once more as he had in the shower.




    There was a sudden noise at the door. Simon choked and pulled back. ‘It’s all right,’ Rod quickly reassured him. ‘Don’t worry. Stan won’t let anyone else in now. Don’t stop.’ The moment, however, was lost. He could see that Simon was unlikely to relax enough again in their present setting to resume his sucking. Rod sighed. Only one thing for it. They had to find another setting. ‘Pass us my bag, would you?’




    Simon sat back, watching as Rod pulled his clothes out of his sports bag and dressed. ‘Don’t suppose many guys get to see strippers putting their clothes on,’ he said in a nervous attempt at humour.




    ‘You’d be surprised. And I prefer “dancer” to “stripper”.’




    ‘I didn’t mean to … I hope you’re not …’




    Rod laughed. ‘Hey, it’s cool. It’s just “stripper” sounds like something you use to get rid of paint. And I’m definitely not into do-it-yourself, if you know what I mean.’ It took him only a matter of moments to dress, far less time than it had taken him to undress. ‘OK,’ he said, decent again in shirt, jeans and trainers, denim jacket and kitbag slung over one shoulder, hair tied back into its ponytail, ‘let’s go.’




    A startled look crossed Simon’s face. ‘Where to?’




    Rod shrugged. ‘Don’t know. Somewhere to grab a bite to eat. I can always eat a horse after I’ve done my act. Don’t worry, we can go out the back way. You needn’t bump into your mates again. Unless you want to, of course?’




    Simon considered it. Walking out on the arm of the horniest stud they’d seen that night would do wonders for his reputation. On the other hand, he wasn’t sure he was ready for any more birthday hazing. And he was most definitely sure he didn’t want to share Rod with anyone else. ‘No. Something to eat would be great.’




    ‘Let’s go then. Oh, but before we do …’ Rod reached over to the one cracked mirror the dressing room boasted. Underneath it, lying on a shelf, its stem wrapped in silver paper, was a rose. He handed it to the younger man. ‘Happy birthday.’




    Simon took the flower reluctantly, staring at it as if it was some strange animal. ‘But how did you …? I mean, where did you …?’ Uncertain light dawned. ‘You keep these handy for any guy who just happens to drop in on you?’




    Rod shook his head. ‘Nice idea, but no. It’s mine. I mean, someone gave it to me. I get one every time I perform here. Some other places too.’




    ‘A fan?’




    ‘Suppose so,’ Rod said carelessly. ‘I don’t really know. They’re just always there, on the shelf or left on my kit bag. Never a note. I reckon it’s probably a florist with a shy nature and a really ugly face. So, do you want it?’




    Simon shook his head and handed the rose back. ‘No offence or anything but – well, I’m just not a flower kind of guy.’




    ‘It’s cool.’ Rod took the rose and tossed it into the wastepaper bin under the mirror without a second glance. ‘Me neither. So I suppose I’ll just have to buy you a meal instead.’




    ‘A meal?’ The suggestion flustered Simon for a second time. ‘You don’t have to – I mean, that would be too –’




    Rod held his hand up to cut short his babble. ‘Hey. It’s your birthday, you deserve it. No more protests. Come on.’ He grabbed Simon’s arm and pulled him out through the door and along the corridor to the back exit. ‘So, what’ll it be? Italian? Chinese? Indian? Thai?’ He snapped his fingers as if suddenly inspired. ‘Got it! American. I just happen to know a rather exclusive little restaurant that’s not a million miles away from here and that always keeps a table for me. Come on.’




    Their voices and laughter faded as they made their way down the corridor, eventually disappearing completely as they turned a corner. The silence they left behind them was only broken a few minutes later by the sound of someone approaching the now deserted changing room. The footsteps were slow, as if whoever was making them was walking carefully, ready to stop and turn round at once if challenged. Outside the changing room door, they stopped. There was a pause, then the sound of the door being opened and the footsteps going in. Another pause, as though someone was standing in the centre of the room, looking around, searching for something. The scrape of the wastepaper basket. Another pause. Then a crash followed by footsteps running out of the room and the savage slam of the door.




    Thirty seconds later, Stan entered the room, drawn by the unexpected racket. No one was there. The room was empty and still, except for the wastepaper basket that was rolling backwards and forwards on its side on the floor. Stan walked over and picked it up, putting it back in its right place under the mirror. He noticed that there was nothing in it.




    The burger bar was comparatively quiet at that time of night. ‘There you go,’ said Rod, handing over the tray carrying their double order of triple burger, fries, and apple pie with thick shakes. ‘Told you they always kept a table for me.’




    ‘This wasn’t quite what I expected.’




    ‘Hey, you get the Ritz for your next birthday.’




    Simon smiled shyly. ‘No, I meant I thought you’d be into health food and all that. You know, to keep yourself looking so good.’




    Rod was already wolfing down his burger. ‘Nah,’ he said. ‘Still young, me. Growing lad. ’Sides, I burn it all off at the gym and with dancing. And lots of sex.’ He laughed as Simon choked over a chip and darted nervous glances all around them to see if anyone had heard.




    When they were finished, Rod invited Simon back to his place which just happened to be round the corner. For a coffee. Simon said yes.




    ‘Make yourself at home,’ Rod said as he switched the light on and threw his bag across the floor of his bedsit.




    Simon took in the small room, the wardrobe, the heater, the sink. The bed. He nodded towards the walls. ‘Like the posters.’




    Most were of men, stripped to the waist, stripped to their underwear, stripped to their essentials. On their own or arranged into collages they were mostly cut from magazines or newspapers, stuck to the wall with tape, tack, or pins. Simon stepped closer to them, pretending to examine them but in reality just trying to get through those awkward minutes between stepping into a guy’s bedroom for the first time, and getting down to “coffee”. He stopped in front of one of the posters, unique in that it was a pencil sketch rather than a photograph. And the subject was already familiar. ‘Hey, is this you?’




    The picture was a simple drawing, Blu-tacked on the side of the room’s single wardrobe. It showed a young man, naked, lying back on what could have been a couch or simply a large block covered with a sheet. ‘Sure is. A souvenir from my other job.’ Simon looked at him quizzically. ‘I’m a life model. For art classes at the college.’ He came and stood closer to Simon, close enough for the boy to feel his breath on his neck. ‘Mind you, I’m not surprised you can’t recognise me. I don’t think the artist really did my best feature justice.’ Before Simon could comment on that leading statement, Rod pointed to a spot just above the drawing. ‘That’s my favourite.’ It was a colour magazine photo of a blond-haired lad reclining against rocks overlooking the sea. ‘Well, this week it is, anyway. Love those trunks. Could use a pair like that in my act: the Californian Dude routine.’ He stepped back, twisted, and let himself fall onto the bed. He lay there looking up. ‘Make yourself comfy.’ There was no chair. Just the bed.




    Simon sat down next to him. ‘This,’ said Rod, reaching up with an arm and pulling the unprotesting boy gently back down to him, ‘is where I work out all my routines.’ He kissed Simon slowly, neither of them having to worry about unexpected interruptions now, working his tongue deep into the boy’s mouth, pulling him in closely.




    Simon’s nervousness evaporated at the insistent pressure of Rod’s tongue and body. He wrapped his own arms around Rod, closed his eyes, and clung on.




    ‘You know what’s more fun than taking your own clothes off?’ Rod asked when he pulled away after several long, delicious minutes. ‘Taking off someone else’s.’ Simon shivered and offered no resistance as Rod undid the buttons of his shirt one by one, pausing after each one to lick the skin each unfastening revealed. With all the buttons undone, Rod pushed the two sides of the shirt apart, running a hand lightly over the uncovered pale skin, the dusting of dark hair, before bending his head to kiss Simon’s left nipple. He sucked, slow and hard. Simon’s indrawn breath hissed loudly in his ear. Rod felt the boy’s hands instinctively tighten on his body. He drew his tongue slowly from the tender brown puckering of one nipple, across the skin and hair of Simon’s chest to suck fiercely at the other. When he leant back there was a look of glazed wonder on Simon’s face, his pecs two hardened points of exquisite sensation.




    Rod leant his head to one side. ‘So how old are you, birthday boy?’




    ‘Nineteen.’




    Rod nodded appreciatively. ‘You know that’s when a man’s supposed to be at his sexual peak.’




    Simon laughed shakily. ‘That’s certainly the way I feel right now.’




    Rod straddled the boy and raised his arms. It was now Simon’s turn to unbutton Rod and push the shirt back and over his shoulders so that it fell to the bed behind him. ‘Ah jeez,’ he moaned at the sight of the smoothly muscled torso. He lay back, just staring at the physical perfection of the man sitting on him, the golden tan, the narrow waist, not an ounce of fat even after a careless diet of triple burgers and fries.




    ‘You can touch if you want to,’ Rod mocked lightly. Simon reached up, brushing Rod’s chest with the tips of his fingers. Rod took both Simon’s hands in his and pushed them firmly on his pecs, closing his eyes in pleasure at the pressure and throwing his head back. ‘Go for it, boy!’




    Simon went for it. He squeezed Rod’s hard chest muscles, increasing the pressure as Rod’s moans of pleasure increased in volume, kneading his thumbs into the dark brown flesh of his nipples. He pushed his hands roughly up and down the sides of the young man’s body, leant up and forward as far as he could with Rod’s weight on him, and kissed and licked his chest and stomach. Rod sat on him, eyes closed, ponytail hanging down his back, feeling the growth and hardening of Simon’s cock beneath his arse even through the double thickness of both their jeans, excited by the urgency of the boy’s foreplay.




    Without urging, Simon turned his attention to the large silver buckle of Rod’s jeans, pulling it open and yanking down the fly zip to allow the damp, straining material of Rod’s briefs to surge outwards. ‘Oh yeah!’ Rod let himself fall backwards allowing Simon to rise up from underneath him and turn his attention to the needs of his prominent cock. Simon eagerly set his mouth to the bulging fabric, nuzzling and sucking the swelling meat beneath. ‘Whoah, yes!’ Rod raised himself up on his elbows to push his crotch up into Simon’s face. ‘Go for it, that man!’




    Under Simon’s vigorous mouth-work his cock grew even bigger, its head pushing fiercely through its foreskin, over the tops of his briefs. Simon pulled back only to tear both briefs and jeans down to Rod’s knees, glorying in the sight of Rod’s dick, bolt upright and hard against his belly, before diving down like a predator to take the whole of the magnificent tool into his mouth in one go. ‘Hold on!’ Rod gasped. ‘Slow … slow down.’ But Simon was deaf to Rod’s pleas, aware only of his own need to suck on this hot meat, to reach round and knead the firm cheeks of Rod’s arse and pull the musky crotch into his face. Abandoning himself to the pleasure and the inevitable, Rod whooped and gave in to the stimulation.




    At the very second of Rod’s release Simon pulled back. With a wordless shout, Rod grabbed at his own cock as the heavy load of come shot forth, pumping away at his shaft to blast out every last drop of the sweet load. ‘Shit!’ he gasped at the close, when the copious gushings had finally come to their end. He flopped back on the mattress, laughing weakly. ‘You are amazing, man. It’s been ages since anyone’s given me as good a blowjob as that. You a professional or something?’




    Simon grinned, trying to look modest but clearly absurdly pleased at Rod’s extravagant praise. ‘I was inspired.’




    Rod pulled himself up and brought his legs round so that he was kneeling on the bed facing Simon. ‘Well, we’ll just have to see if I can reach the same heights of inspiration, won’t we?’ And he reached for the belt around Simon’s trousers.




    Simon pulled back slightly and put his hand on Rod’s to stop him. ‘You don’t have to.’




    Rod laughed. ‘Are you kidding? I want to. After what you’ve just put my poor old jobber through I’m pretty eager to make the acquaintance of yours.’




    Simon looked slightly embarrassed but shook his head again. ‘No, I mean, you really don’t have to.’ He pointed to his trousers below the belt. His jeans were new, probably bought specially for his birthday bash. Now, though, their clean, crisp newness was spoiled by the large and spreading patch of dark dampness around his crotch.




    Rod whistled appreciatively. ‘Glad to see it was as good for you as it was for me, partner.’ He leant over the bed and pulled up a towel that he kept under there for just such occasions. ‘And let us not forget,’ he added as, regardless of Simon’s earlier hesitation, he undid his jeans and pulled them down, ‘the night is young.’ Gently, he mopped up the lake of come the boy had expended. Simon’s cock, even subsiding as it was, was an impressive sight. ‘And so are you.’ Rod leant in and kissed Simon’s damp dick, then drew his tongue from the heat of the root to the salt of the foreskin. He heard Simon gasp, felt the length of meat begin once more to swell and stiffen under his tongue. He pressed his nose into the soft flesh at the base of the ball sac then licked the length of the shaft again, slowly.




    ‘I – I didn’t think …’ Simon stammered. ‘I’ve never …’ His words gave way to wordless gasps as Rod abruptly took the whole of his cock in his mouth and began to suck.




    Simon’s first orgasm had been soundless. His second would have brought the neighbours running, if the neighbours hadn’t by now grown used to Rod’s night-time activities.




    ‘Happy birthday, Simon,’ Rod said, when his mouth was once again free for conversation. ‘And many happy returns.’


  




  

    Chapter Two




    On the whole, Rod decided, he rather loved life. It seemed only fair. Life rather seemed to love him. He was young, he was fit, and the cute guys he met told him he was good-looking. Actually, Simon hadn’t literally said as much but his actions had made it pretty clear that was what he’d thought.




    Simon had stayed all night with him and they’d made love twice more. Some of the positions the eager 19-year-old had pushed him to had proved testing even for someone as limber as Rod. They’d probably have gone for it again in the morning but the light of the new day through the thin curtains had awakened a sense of the real world in Simon and he’d dragged his clothes on and stumbled away without even taking up Rod’s offer of a bowl of cereal. He’d said he’d be in touch, but experience left Rod fairly sure he wouldn’t be. Maybe he’d see Simon again sitting at one of the tables in a club, but if he did and if he happened to make eye contact then chances were Simon would find some excuse to turn away, fall into deep conversation with some other guy, and generally act as if he didn’t know him. He’d seen it before; he was sure he’d see it again.




    It was just as well, really. There were plenty of other Simons. He’d got friends who were in serious relationships, some of them as long as a year. It didn’t seem to have done them any harm and maybe one day he’d give it a go himself. One day. But not yet. Definitely not yet.




    With the bed to himself once more, Rod had been able to stretch out luxuriously and catch up on his sleep undisturbed. When he finally felt himself rested enough after the evening’s exertions he got up, went down to the gym for his regular daily workout and swim, and still had plenty of time left for a leisurely lunch at a nearby cafe and a quick trip to Tony’s before having to head off for the afternoon job.




    Tony Jackson operated from a tiny office over a laundrette on the less prosperous side of town. Rod bounded up the stairs two at a time, the stairwell smelling pungently of the cleaning fluids used downstairs mixed with a musty dampness descending from somewhere upstairs. The walls on both sides of the stairs were lined from floor to ceiling with publicity shots of men and women, the “stars” that Tony had managed. Rod remembered how impressed he’d been when he’d first seen them. It hadn’t taken him long, though, to notice how old and faded most of the photos were and how he recognised practically none of them. His parents, he’d discovered, had known some of them, but only his gran had been able to name them all. Tony, it was said, had seen better days. Quite how long ago and just how much better depended on who you talked to, but Rod had realised for some time that the Dynamos, the troupe of male strippers Tony had put together over five years ago, was now not simply his biggest act, it was really his only act.




    So with the confidence that came from being the star of his boss’ sole money-making venture, and because he suspected the odds of there being anyone else in the office were about as great as his chances of winning the National Lottery, Rod rapped sharply on the frosted glass of the office door with its now faded sign, tony jackson – theatrical agent, and strode in immediately without waiting for an answer. He came to an abrupt halt. Tony was not alone.




    The other man sat in one of the chairs wedged in front of Tony’s desk. He was much younger than Tony, in his early 30s perhaps, in a dark jacket and trousers, with a shirt that was open at the collar to reveal a thick gold chain. His hair was an unrelieved black, gleaming from the oil used to sweep it back and keep it there. He swivelled in the chair to regard Rod as he entered but did not stand up.




    ‘Sorry, Tony,’ Rod said, already turning in the doorway. ‘I didn’t know you were busy. I can call back later.’




    Tony waved him in. ‘No problems, no problems. Someone here you should meet. Fact, we were just talking about you. Rod Brookes – Sam Freeman.’




    Rod held out a hand. Freeman took it, still without rising, squeezed it hard without actually moving it up and down, and then let go. ‘Hello, Rod. A pleasure to meet you.’




    ‘Hi.’ Rod flashed him a smile, then looked at his boss uncertainly. Not naturally sensitive to such things, even he couldn’t fail to be aware of a certain atmosphere in the room. Tony looked unhappy, worried about something, presumably Freeman. The stranger himself didn’t look at all bothered. Quite the reverse. He sat comfortably in his chair regarding Rod calmly. In a way that made him uneasy, Rod felt as if Freeman was in charge there, even though it was Tony who was on the business side of the desk.




    ‘I saw you dance last night at The Down Station.’




    ‘Right.’ Rod waited to see how he was supposed to take that.




    ‘You were very good.’




    ‘Thanks.’




    ‘Nice boy you got up there from the audience. Friend?’




    ‘Hadn’t seen him before in my life.’




    ‘You worked him well. Saw a lot more of him before the night was through, I’m sure.’




    Rod made a non-committal noise. He’d known Freeman less than five minutes. It seemed a little too soon for them to start sharing the details of their sex lives, or at least of Rod’s. And he didn’t like that word, “worked”. He and Simon had done what they’d done because they’d both enjoyed it: on stage and in bed.




    Seeing his young performer’s obvious discomfort, Tony pulled open the single long drawer in his desk that was the closest he got to a filing system and pulled out the brown envelope Rod had come for. ‘Here you go, Roddy boy,’ he said, throwing it across the desk.
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