
        
            
                
            
        

     
 
 

SOMETHING SEXY 
Book 8 in the Action! Series
Copyright © G.A. Hauser, 2011
Cover art by: Jeff Chandler
 
Edited by: Stacey Rhodes
 
ISBN Trade paperback: 978-1456-3531-6-2
 
The G.A. Hauser Collection
 
 
 
 

This is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or business establishments, events or locales is coincidental.
 
All Rights Are Reserved. No part of this may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.
 
WARNING
This book contains material that maybe offensive to some: graphic language, homosexual relations, adult situations. Please store your books carefully where they cannot be accessed by underage readers.

 
First The G.A. Hauser Collection publication: March 2011







 

ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED: PLEASE READ-
 
Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows you to only ONE LEGAL copy for your own personal reading on your own personal computer or device. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and the copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law. Distribution of this e-book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. If you do not want this book anymore, you must delete it from your computer.
 
WARNING:
"The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000."






Chapter 1

 
Jack Larsen relaxed on the sofa in the living room of his beach front home in Malibu. The cordless phone to his ear, Jack waited for someone to pick up while his husband, Adam Lewis, began preparing dinner.
"Hullo, Jackie."
"Hi, Mark."
"Yes, we are still coming by."
"Good. I just wanted to ask if Alex was coming as well."
"No, he's memorizing his new script for the television show. Oliver has been a godsend helping him."
Smiling, Jack was very glad the relationship between Oliver Loveday and Mark's son, Alexander, was enduring. Without Oliver to keep Alex in line, Alex was incorrigible. "That's all I needed to know."
"Why? Why, Jackie-blue? What have you got in mind for me and Steven?"
"You'll see when you get here." Jack spotted Adam peeking at him from the kitchen. He winked at his gorgeous agent-lover.
Adam winked back.
"I hate surprises."
"You won't hate this one."
"All right. Be difficult, He-man. See you soon."
"Bye." Jack disconnected the phone and carried it with him to the kitchen, placing it back in its cradle. The scent of onions and garlic frying in olive oil hit Jack as he walked in.
"Is Alexander coming?" Adam added fresh tomatoes to his pasta sauce in progress.
"Nope. All clear." Jack washed his hands and began helping Adam cook their dinner.
"I already mixed the sausage with the turkey chop meat. So can you just make small meatballs?"
"I can do that." Jack stood over the bowl at the counter.
"I can't wait to see Mark's reaction." Adam stirred the pot as it sizzled, lowering the heat.
"Heh, heh." Jack gave him a wicked grin. "I already know what it will be."
"Mark will either be scared to death or come in his pants."
"He'll come in his pants." Jack smiled, rolling raw meat in his palms to make a ball.

* * *

Mark Richfield's mind wandered as he drove to Adam and Jack's home with his husband Steve Miller beside him. He felt the squeeze of Steve's hand on his thigh and woke out of his daydream to smile back at him.
"I love spring. It's my favorite time of year."
"Really? I'm more of an autumn person." Mark slowed as he approached the sandy driveway of Adam and Jack's stucco and red terra cotta roof covered home. He parked under a swaying palm and shut the engine of his TVR sports car.
As Steve climbed out he spread his arms wide dramatically.
"Ah! Feel that breeze coming from the ocean."
Mark inhaled the salty air and met Steve at the door of the home. "All it means to me is summer is coming, and running in one hundred degree temperatures."
"Spoilsport." Steve elbowed him.
"You're the one who spoils it. Why don't we just get two bloody treadmills and run inside?"
Just as Steve was about to reply, the door opened.
"Hi, Jackie." Mark embraced him, getting a good kiss from the handsome blond hunk.
"Hello, Mark." Jack held him close and inhaled loudly, as if he was after Mark's cologne.
"My turn." Steve nudged Mark aside and hugged Jack.
Mark heard Steve whisper in Jack's ear, "What's the secret, Larsen?" Mark wanted to know the answer to that question as well.
"Wow." Steve sniffed the air. "Adam? Is that garlic I'm smelling?" Steve followed his nose to the kitchen.
Mark held Jack back.
"Yes?"
"What did I do now?" Mark knew he was always guilty of doing something to someone and needed to be forgiven.
Jack looped his arm around Mark's waist and connected their crotches. "You haven't done anything...yet."
The touch of Jack's tongue to his mouth made Mark instantly unwind his tense muscles. He became putty. At Jack's sudden aggressive kissing, Mark held onto his biceps as he was dipped low, making him lose his balance.
"Wanna beer, guys?"
Steve's voice made Mark blink. He tapped Jack's shoulder, trying to end the smooch.
Jack set Mark upright, grinning like a demon. "Yes. I'll take a beer. Thanks, Steve."
Staggering after the hot touch of Jack's mouth, Mark walked like a drunkard to Steve who was grinning at him.
"Nice wood." Steve gave Mark's cock a grope as Mark managed to make his way to the kitchen counter and a high stool.
"Hello, Mark." Adam wiped his hands on a towel and gave Mark a kiss.
"Hello, Adam. Control He-man, will you?" Mark thumbed over his shoulder at Jack.
"Not in a million years." Adam laughed, sipping a glass of wine. "What can I get you, handsome?"
"A glass of what you're drinking will be lovely." Mark glanced at Steve. He was grinning at Jack knowingly. "Fine."
Mark tried not to be angry. "You all know something and are not telling me."
Adam placed the wine glass in front of Mark and continued setting the table. "Don't ask me."
Grumbling to himself, Mark took a sip of the dark wine, licking it off his lips as he gazed out of the back sliding door at the waves and sandy beach. He turned around, about to ask Jack something when he noticed both Jack and Steve had left the room. Mark tried not to be annoyed. "Adam."
"Mark." Adam brought a large ceramic bowl of pasta and meatballs to the table, the serving spoons sticking out of it like two horns on a bull.
"If you don't tell me what's going on, I won't touch a bite of food."
Adam took what appeared to be garlic bread wrapped in aluminum foil out of the oven. "What makes you think something's going on?"
"I'm not an idiot. I don't know why everyone thinks I am."
Mark gulped more wine.
"No one thinks you're an idiot." Adam stood at the doorway and yelled, "Jack! Dinner's on the table."
The last drop of wine on his tongue, Mark stared at the space where Adam had stood when he called out, waiting for Steve and Jack. When they appeared they were laughing quietly, patting each other's back.
"That's it." Mark stood, opened the sliding door and left the house to walk on the sand.
"Mark!" Steve rushed after him, grabbing at him. "Come back. Stop running away."
Mark jerked out of his grip and kept moving, his shoes digging into the soft sand. The sea breeze coming off the water blew the long hair around his face.
"Mark. Come on."
When Steve yanked him by his elbow, Mark spun around in fury. "Leave me alone. Go have your dinner with your conspiratorial whispers and covert eye contact."
"Mark Antonious!" Jack's voice boomed in the windy air.
"Get your ass back here."
Before he could shout a caustic reply, Mark spotted something in Jack's hands. With Steve behind him, marching him back to the house with a hand on each of Mark's shoulders, Mark tilted his head in curiosity.
On closer inspection he realized Jack had a small black whip and was running it through his fingers. "What on earth?"
Steve managed to get Mark back into the house and closed the glass door behind him. Adam was filling plates, obviously unaffected by Mark's behavior and trying to continue their meal.
"What is that?" Mark pointed to the whip.
Jack dangled the phallic handle in front of Mark's face. "It's for you." He handed it to Mark.
A rush of chills raced over Mark's body. "For me?"
"The pasta is getting cold." Adam grated parmesan cheese on each serving.
"Sit." Steve led Mark to the table, making him drop down in a chair.
While the other three relaxed and began eating, Mark fingered the small feathery whip. "Are you going to hit me with this?"
"Would you like that?" Jack asked, tearing off a chunk of garlic bread and handing it to Steve.
"I don't know. Will it hurt?"
"No."
"Steven?" Mark ran his hand through the tassels and held the penis-shaped handle.
"We'd never hurt you." Steve stuffed a meatball into his mouth. "Eat. It's fabulous."
"Thank you, Steve." Adam smiled. "Mark, at least taste it."
After running his hand over the whip once more, Mark laid it across his lap and picked up his fork. He tasted a bite of food off the tines. "Very nice, Adam."
"Thank you, Mark."
Steve tore off a piece of bread and set it on Mark's plate.
Butterflies spinning in his stomach at the thought of his top men using the leather 'toy' on him, Mark asked, "Was this the big secret?"
"Yes." Jack used his napkin to dab Mark's chin.
Mark reacted wiping his face with his own. "Such a fuss about nothing."
Steve, Adam, and Jack exchanged smirks.
One hand on the leather handle, fingering the shape, Mark ate with the other, imagining what on earth he was in store for.

* * *

When Jack brought Steve to the bedroom and showed him the selection of bondage apparel and dildos he had purchased, Steve's jaw hung open.
It was no secret their shared lover, Mark, desired to be submissive. Steve had already handcuffed Mark and played cop and criminal games with him, but as a foursome, they never tied Mark up.
As he devoured the delicious pasta, Steve grew stiff in his pants. Visions of Mark in the leather harness, his big dick exposed for the taking and an assortment of items to use to tantalize Mark, was making sitting still through the meal impossible.
Though Jack had shown Mark one item, Steve knew Mark had no idea the amount of gear Jack had purchased.
What would Mark do when he figured it out?
Go wild. Steve smiled.
"Stop." Adam chuckled, glancing at Steve.
"Can't help it." Steve used the bread to mop up the last of the sauce on his plate, stuffing the piece in his mouth.
"What?" Mark asked, looking purely innocent--a trait that drove all three of the men insane.
"We done yet?" Steve wiped his mouth and hands on the cloth napkin, crossing his legs and uncrossing them.
Jack chuckled.
"I made dessert." Adam appeared to tease Steve, raising his wine to his lips and smiling.
"Or we could take a stroll on the beach to walk off dinner."
Jack had the same expression on his face as Adam.
"Or we could get up to the bedroom." Steve tilted his head in that direction.
"Don't be rude, Steven." Mark set his knife and fork on the plate in a sign of being finished with his meal.
Steve noticed him fingering the whip on his lap. "Are you up for it, Mark?"
"Dessert? No thank you."
Steve rubbed his forehead in frustration.
"He means up for the 'session'." Jack began stacking plates.
"Session?" Mark asked, "What on earth does that mean? You mean making love?"
Adam stood, helping Jack clear the table. "Jack has a new attorney working for him."
"Oh?" Mark touched the bulb-like end of the whip to his jaw.
Steve carried the last of the pasta and bread to the counter, wanting them to clean up and get going.
"Who is he, Jackie?" Mark tucked the whip under his arm and brought his plate to the sink.
While Adam loaded the dishwasher, Jack said, "Colt St. John."
"Is that name supposed to ring a bell with me?" Mark set the whip on the counter and gathered the empty wine glasses.
Steve stopped short and picked up the toy. He examined the plastic handle and shook his head. He wouldn't want that thing up his ass.
"Not unless you're into the fetish club scene." Jack used plastic containers to fill with leftovers.
"Fetish? You mean S&M?" Mark dipped his hands quickly under the running water Adam was using in the sink to rinse.
"Yes." Jack gave Adam the last of the dirty dishes.
"Oh my. And he works with you at your law firm? Really?"
Steve shifted his weight from one leg to the other. He never did anything too 'unusual' when it came to sex. Unless you count four-way-sex--he, Jack, and Adam banging Mark until Mark finally had enough cock.
"Yup." Jack shared the towel Mark was using to dry his hands as Adam finished loading the dishwasher with soap.
"Since when, Jackie? I remember Pete Harrison was the last new associate you hired."
Come on! Come on! Steve wasn't known for his patience.
Being a former LAPD cop he was used to getting what he wanted from people, when he wanted it.
"He just started. He's a very strong addition to the firm."
"And he works at fetish clubs?" Mark finally noticed Steve dancing around impatiently, toying with the whip.
Steve ran the fringe through his fingers trying to seduce Mark. Mark's cheeks went rosy but he stayed calm on the outside.
"He used to be a Dom. But I think he met a man he's crazy about. So his club days may be numbered, or over." Jack tried to steal the whip out of Steve's hand but Steve drew back before he could.
Adam gestured to the doorway. "Go. No dessert, no walk. You're a bunch of sex fiends."
"Duh!" Steve scrambled to the bedroom.
"And this man, Colt, he whips people with that thing?"
Steve stood near the bed, which was loaded with leather gear and vibrating toys. He waited until Mark noticed it. Mark did, stopping in his tracks and his jaw dropped in a cliched gesture of shock.
"What the bloody hell?" Mark appeared timid suddenly.
"Get over here, Mark Antonious." Steve craned his finger.
"Are you joking?" Mark didn't move an inch.
Jack crossed his arms, grinning. "No joke. Just a heavy BDSM session. Three Doms and a sub."
Steve's cock throbbed in his tight jeans. "I'm getting dressed." He took the leather pants, boots, and cap to the bathroom and quickly stripped off his jeans and t-shirt. Staring in the mirror, hearing the murmur of voices outside the door, Steve put the leather cap on his head and gave himself a wicked smile in the mirror. "Oh, God, yes." He could see the outline of his hard-on through the leather hide. He smoothed his hand over it and groaned. "Another fantasy about to come true."

* * *

Adam took an armload of clothing and said, "Be right back."
Mark was left alone in the room with Jack.
Jack pulled his shirt over his head, revealing his muscular build. It made Mark shiver in anticipation.
Not bothering to leave the room, Jack stripped naked, slipping on a mesh thong and a pair of leather chaps.
Mark gawked at Jack's erection through the see-through fabric. If he thought Jack's six foot three inch height and solidly packed wall of chest muscle was impressive before, the outfit made him appear like a hero out of a comic book.
The bathroom door opened and Steve strutted out wearing leather pants, boots, and a cap. A moment later, Adam entered the room in a similar outfit to Steve.
Though his dick was throbbing in his pants, Mark backed up instinctively.
The three men circled like vultures.
"Is there an outfit for me?" Mark felt his skin prickle.
"Uh huh." Jack nodded, his smile was wicked.
"What...uh, which one?" Mark didn't see another pair of pants on the bed.
"Take off your clothing." Jack began unbuttoning Mark's shirt.
Seeing Adam inspecting a leather-harness, and Steve making sure the rubbers and lubrication were within easy reach, Mark felt the cool air brush his naked skin as Jack undressed him.
Always shy to his large endowment, Mark cupped his cock with both hands. It was ridiculous. These men had been making love to him for years.
Adam approached, placing the unusual leather straps over Mark's head. The three men began buckling belts; one across Mark's sternum, another around his waist. Steve wrapped leather cuffs on his wrists and ankles, while Jack stuffed Mark's semi- stiff cock into a rubber ring attached to the harness contraption.
Mark was nearly hyperventilating he was so excited.
Once all the silvery buckles were fastened, the three Doms stood back to admire Mark.
"Oh, my God." Adam shook his head. "Where's my camera?"
"No!" Mark reached out to stop him. "No way, Adam. The last time you took a photo of me I was covered in spunk and it was emailed to everyone by mistake. Never again."
Steve had his leather zipper open, his dick out, and was stroking himself as he ogled Mark.
Mark made a beeline for him but Jack held him back. "Uh uh. Turn around, Mark."
"Turn...turn around?" Mark began breathing more deeply as his impulse to suck cock rose to extreme.
Jack held up his index finger, gesturing for Mark to spin.
"Face the wall."
Mark obeyed, spread eagle on the wall near the bed. He gazed up at the black and white photo of him licking Jack's cheek which had been taken nearly twenty years ago. The minute he inspected his image he was reminded of his son, Alex. His cock began to deflate.
His wrists were grabbed and brought behind his back. Mark jolted out of his benign thoughts and felt the leather cuffs being bound together. Instantly his dick wagged in the confines of the rubber cock-ring. Why do I love this? Why? Am I demented?
Steve said to Jack, "Bend him over the bed, Larsen."
"No." Mark tried to get his long hair out of his eyes. "I must watch."
"Okay, hot stuff." Steve held Mark's arm and helped him lay face up on the bed, crossways.
Adam stood near Jack using lube on something Mark could not see clearly. Something shiny.
The leather was soft on his wrists, not like the metal handcuffs he was used to using with Steve when they played cop and robber.
Jack had the item in his hand while Adam sat on one side of Mark and Steve on the other, spreading wide his legs.
Mark's breathing went into overdrive.
"Mark Antonious?"
"Yes, Jackie-blue?"
"Do you want something up your ass?"
"Yes." Mark had no idea what it was, but loved his men and trusted them.
"I knew you would." Jack knelt on the floor between Mark's legs and pressed something against Mark's rim.
Mark looked at Steve, then Adam. They were both riveted to Jack's act.
A cool slippery object was gently placed inside him. Mark could see a thin string still connected to Jack's hand. A flip of a switch and the silver object vibrated.
"Ah!" Mark's body jerked at the unexpected sensation. It took a moment before he decided if he liked it. He liked it!
"Jackie!" Mark's cock wagged and pulsated.
Steve crouched down and kissed him.
At the contact of Steve's mouth, Mark moaned and stretched to mash lips, thrusting his hips up as the vibration increased. He fucked air and had to break the kiss to gasp for breath. "Bloody hell!"
Adam held the small whip in his hand and playfully used the feathered ends to tickle Mark's seeping dick. Mark began bucking on the bed. "You can strike a bit harder, love."
"You sure?" Adam waited for eye contact.
"Yes. Please, love."
Steve asked, "Are we still using 'copper' as our safe word?"
"Yes." Mark arched his back, his ass puckering with the vibration and his cock begging to be whipped.
Adam started gently, using the frayed end to make contact with Mark's engorged cock.
Mark wanted to feel a sting but had a feeling Adam wouldn't hit him hard enough. "More. Adam...let Jackie do it."
Adam handed the whip to Jack.
With Mark's assurance, Jack was more assertive in his action.
The sizzle of the licks of the whip made Mark jerk his whole body off the bed with each lash.
Steve began sucking on his nipple. Mark was getting close to a climax but the tension of the rubber ring around the base of his cock was keeping him on the edge.
Jack paused in his flogging. Adam removed the item from Mark's bottom.
"No." Mark bit his lip.
"Hang on. I have something better." Adam reached for the gel.
Steve sat back and placed an alligator clamp on Mark's wet, erect nipple, leaning down to suck on the second one.
More twinges of pleasure rocketed through Mark's groin. A sensation of something soft but big, pushed against his rim. "Is that you, Adam?"
"No, babe. Not yet."
Mark kept his hips suspended off the bed, his heels on the mattress allowing easy access. Steve used the second clamp on his other nipple. Mark peeked down at it. A thin chain connected each clamp.
His back passage was being filled by a dildo. Mark had never had anything artificial used inside him and tried not to object. A humming noise and the sensation of the phallus vibrating and squirming up his ass made Mark gasp. With Adam fucking him with the wiggling dildo, Jack went back to his whipping.
Mark thought he was hallucinating. Steve was staring at Jack's action, stroking his own cock while Adam and Jack worked like the perfect team of Doms.
"Harder, Jackie." Mark loved the sensation of the tiny tails of leather slapping his cock.
Jack flipped his dick out of the mesh thong so it hung free.
With every whip of the leather, Jack's cock bobbed and thickened until the veins protruded.
Mark tried to savor each little tease to his body. The alligator clamps were squeezing his nipples and the chain made them swing as he thrust out his hips. Jack was beginning to pant and drip with sweat as he swung harder, the tiny tendrils of whip creating tingling shivers down Mark's length. "If I don't get a cock in my mouth immediately--" Mark tugged at the cuffs, feeling their confinement behind his back.
Adam and Steve made a move, but Steve was already kneeling on the bed, cock in hand, inching closer.
The first lick of the head of Steve's seeping slit was all Mark needed. He whimpered in agony as Steve propped Mark's head on a pillow, helping him with the angle.
Mark drew hard on Steve's cock, craving his cum.
When Mark peeked down, Adam was on his knees, fucking him with the wriggling, vibrating dildo while Jack continued to tickle lashing whips across Mark's stiff dick.
Steve grunted in what Mark knew was pre-orgasmic. He struggled to suck deeper but soon, Steve was fucking him orally as he came. Mark swallowed Steve's cum, humping the dildo so wildly he was practically bucking off the bed.
Once Steve came, he collapsed back onto his heels and held his dick, milking it. "Holy Christ, Richfield."
Mark couldn't believe how his body was keeping him edging the climax but in the deepest arc of pleasure he'd achieved with his men so far. A glance at his own dick and he knew the rubber ring constricting it was preventing him from a full blown orgasm. The string of pre-cum oozing from the slit was dripping down to his pubic hair.
Jack finally stopped whipping Mark. "I can't take it." He began jerking off.
"Get over here, Jackie." Mark tried to sit up.
Steve sat behind Mark, allowing Mark to use his lap for balance as Jack crept over, pointing his dick towards Mark's lips.
Mark closed his eyes as Jack sank his cock into his mouth.
Steve caressed Mark's hair, wiping Mark's sweating brow.
"Fuck this." Adam withdrew the dildo and sheathed his cock.
"I'm going nuts!"
Mark felt Adam push in and Jack increased his penetration inside his mouth at the same time. Whimpering, so pent up he was about to explode, Mark sucked hard on Jack while Adam hammered into his ass.
Adam began groaning loudly while his cock throbbed in Mark's ass. Jack quickly followed, shooting spunk onto Mark's tongue. Mark felt all the muscles in his body tense as his dick jerked up and down but it wasn't a climax.
Jack sat back, gasping, rubbing his dripping face as Adam pulled out huffing for air and holding the base of the rubber.
Mark needed release. "Lads! Blimey. Do something."
Jack hopped to the floor, kneeling between Mark's legs.
Adam staggered to the bathroom to wash up, while Steve removed the nipple clamps and began massaging and pinching his chest with his fingers.
Something filled Mark's ass, but it wasn't vibrating. Jack pointed Mark's cock at his mouth and sucked the tip.
"That's it, Jackie." Mark tried to fuck his mouth.
Adam returned and positioned himself to lick the length and base of Mark's cock while Jack manned the head.
"Get the bloody cock ring off." Mark couldn't come and was going mad.
Jack and Adam sat back, trying to remove the tight rubber.
"Your dick is too big, Richfield!" Steve laughed.
Mark looked down as the team of two struggled to get it off, using lube to release it. "What is up me bum?"
Adam glanced at him. Jack didn't answer, getting the rubber ring removed.
Steve leaned down to whisper into Mark's ear, "The whip."
"Oh!" Mark blinked, trying to envision the black phallus inside him and the feathery strands hanging from it between his legs. The thought made his cock bob.
Now that it was free of the ring, Jack resumed his sucking.
Steve leaned down and kissed Mark's lips.
Mark did have a desire to video tape this kind of scene. Being a player, and the one in submission, he was missing too much of the action, and had to use his mind to envision most of it.
The humiliation of having a black leather tail was too good to be true. Mark shut his eyes, swirling his tongue around Steve's picturing it as he enjoyed the duet lapping at his cock and balls.
When the climax began to overwhelm him, Mark turned his face from the kiss and gasped. "Ah!"
"Here we go, boys." Steve cupped Mark's cheek and smiled.
"Jackie! Ah!" Mark felt Jack draw faster, suck harder, while Adam used his fist to jerk him off at the base.
Mark elevated his hips, arching his back and came. His head pressed back against Steve's lap and he felt his entire body swirl in pleasure.
Jack hummed in contentment as Mark ejaculated. Both men were milking Mark for every drop.
Mark's ass tightened around the black whip handle and the surge of excitement in him was unmatched.
With all three men letting up, Mark caught his breath, allowing his feet to drop off the side of the bed and his muscles to relax. The sound of everyone panting and recuperating filled the room.
Coming around slowly, Mark looked at his men. They were reclining on the floor and the bed, wiping the sweat off their faces and looked spent.
Slowly Mark began to get off the bed. Steve helped him, unhooking his wrists to free them.
Mark stood, walking to the walk-in closet to the full length mirror.
In the reflection he saw a black buckled harness across his chest and waist, the rubber ring hanging loosely over his soft cock, and between his legs, the black tendrils of the whip. Never in his life had he ever seen such a sight and he didn't know what to think.







 

Chapter 2

 
Alexander Mark Richfield stood in Oliver's bedroom with a script in his hand. Oliver was lying on his bed, holding a guitar, strumming as Alex read lines. He pressed the script to his chest and recited it from memory. "If you want me, Hesus, you know where to find me."
Oliver leaned over and read from his copy, "I don't look for you, you look for me."
"You don't want me to look for you." Alex peeked at the script.
"You will," Oliver read the next line.
Alex sighed and plopped down on the foot of the bed. "I get turned into a vampire after that scene."
"Yeah. Cool." Oliver strummed a cord and the room echoed from it.
Putting the script aside, Alex crawled up Oliver's body to poke his nose into the hand with the guitar pick.
"Done memorizing?"
"It's hard. I'm in like every scene."
"Now you're moaning about being the star?" Oliver leaned his guitar on his nightstand.
"Nope. Just sucks doing it and all the homework. I'm burned out. I can do one or the other. And I don't want this stupid degree."
"I hear ya. I don't know what good it'll do either of us now that we're working."
"Boys?"
Alex perked up to Oliver's father, Angel Loveday's voice coming through the door.
"Dinner's on the table."
Before Alex stood, he kissed Oliver's zipper flap and helped haul Oliver off the bed. Alex spotted Billy Sharpe, Angel's LAPD SWAT lieutenant lover, already at the supper table, wearing his worn blue jeans and a t-shirt with a silk screen image of Joe Dellesandro on it.
The cottage was small, but right on the beach. With the back door open, and no television or music on inside, Alex could hear the ocean waves and seagulls.
Alex caught Billy's gaze so he sauntered over to the handsome cop. He stood behind him and draped his arms over his shoulders to nibble his earlobe. "No work today, Lieutenant?"
"No. Go sit down and behave." Billy nudged Alex.
It made Alex chuckle. He sat next to Oliver as Angel put plates of food down for everyone.
"How's the memorizing of lines going, Alex?" Angel asked as he joined them at the table.
"It's hard. Did you have any tricks?" Alex ate a bite of chicken.
"Yes. I wrote the cues down on my hand." Angel smiled.
"No!"
"Yes. I did. But back then I wasn't as sharply focused as I am now."
Oliver said, "Because you were always high in the eighties."
"I can't deny it." Angel passed Billy a basket of bread.
"I should do that," Alex said as he chewed, "but if anyone catches me, I'll never live it down." Alex recalled the soft porn movies Angel had done when he was younger. Oliver didn't want Alex to see them, but since Steve owned every video, Alex had seen them. All of them.
"How's your father doing, Alex?" Billy asked. "We haven't socialized with him since his birthday months ago."
"He's okay. He's over at Jack and Adam's so I'm sure he's getting his fill of spunk."
Angel gave Alex a reproving glance.
"What?" Alex shrugged. "He asked."
"Are you staying overnight?" Billy drank from a glass of water.
"Why? Wanna fourway?"
"Ew!" Oliver cringed. "That's my dad you're talking about."
"Sorry, Oliver. Just joking." Alex leaned on him playfully.
He asked Oliver, "Am I staying?"
"Yeah. Why not?"
Alex repeated to Billy, "Yeah. Why not?"
"Does anyone want more?" Angel gestured to the food.
"I'm good." Alex finished his mashed potatoes, staring at Billy as he ate. "Do you watch my show, Lieutenant?"
"Yes, I do." Billy took another roll from the basket.
"What's your critique?"
"It's decent. But I prefer Forever Young. I'm not into the twenty-something shows."
Alex figured on the response. Everyone older than he and Oliver probably preferred the cable TV show his dad guest starred on.
Angel asked, "When do you become a vamp?"
"Oooh!" Alex hammed it up. "I'm supposed to keep that under wraps."
"Okay. Just curious."
"Next show. Shh. Don't tell."
Angel smiled sweetly at Alex. "My lips are sealed."
Yeah, around Billy's big cock. Alex tried to see Billy's lap from where he was but the table blocked it.
Oliver asked, "Do you want to try to memorize more tonight, Alex?"
Alex snapped back into focus. "Maybe a little. Do you have to practice?"
"Maybe a little." Oliver grinned.
Billy stood up, taking empty plates to the sink. Alex whipped his head around to see his ass. Oliver whacked him, knowing Alex well. Alex didn't look at Oliver, but said, "Owie," and rubbed the spot Oliver had hit.
Billy glanced back at Alex and they caught gazes.
Though Alex knew he'd never get to lay a hand on the big cop, he couldn't help but drool. He had since the first day he met him. Hey, everyone is entitled to their fantasies. No one can stop me from that.
When Alex heard his mobile phone ring, he said, "That's probably Dad."
"Go get it." Angel waved that it was okay to leave the table.
Alex hunted for his backpack and took the phone out of it.
"Hey, Dad."
"Hello, babe. You okay?"
"Yes. I'm staying at Oliver's." Alex watched Billy as he continued to help Angel clear the table and put the dishes into the dishwasher.
"Okay."
"Are you and Steve still at Jack's?"
"Yes. We were going to stay here. I just wanted to make sure you weren't alone."
"I can be alone." Alex checked on Oliver. He was also helping clean up, distracted by the chore. Alex could see the bulge in Billy's tight faded jeans and it was making his own dick throb.
"I know. But I don't want you to be. Okay, my dearest. I shall see you tomorrow. Will you and Oliver come for a run with us?"
"No. Your weekend runs kill me. I'm not doing a half marathon."
Billy wiped his hands on a towel, meeting Alex's leer.
"Okay. I know but I always want to ask and include you."
"So? Already had your sexual four-way with your husbands?"
"That's none of your business, Alexander."
"I take that as a yes." Alex deliberately made a slow appraisal of Billy's body.
"You just behave yourself, and don't flirt with Billy."
Alex checked on Oliver. He was done helping and on his way to where Alex stood with his phone. "Stop reading minds."
"I know you too well."
"Bye, Dad."
"Bye, babe."
Alex disconnected the phone and put it back into his backpack.
"Get the all clear?" Oliver asked.
"Yup."
"Sweet." Oliver held Alex's hand and led him back to the bedroom.
As he went, Alex glanced over his shoulder to see Billy watching.

* * *

Mark sat on the floor of the den between Steve's straddled knees. Adam and Jack were cuddled nearby on the sofa next to Steve.
The television was airing the latest episode of Forever Young.
Mark zoned off during commercials as Steve toyed with his hair, combing through it, and pulling it into a ponytail.
Mark had agreed to four guest appearances on that show, and the one they were watching was the fourth. Though everyone kept telling Mark he was still sexy and desirable, seeing himself on television gave Mark doubts. I look old. I turned forty. Look at me.
He touched the skin of his face absently as he thought about his appearance. The first shots of Botox hadn't done much. Mark was going to make another appointment with Dr. Love for more.
Knowing how his men felt about it, he kept it to himself.
Jack yawned, inspiring a contagious reaction in Adam.
"Should we go to bed?" Mark asked, glancing over his shoulder.
"The show's not over yet." Jack pointed to the set.
"So?"
Adam checked his watch. "Fifteen minutes."
"Are you not enjoying it?" Steve tugged on Mark's hair, leaning down to kiss his cheek. When Mark didn't reply, Steve asked, "How's your butt?"
Mark spun around to face him. "Why? Want more already?"
Adam laughed.
"No. I just want to make sure we didn't get you sore." Steve cupped Mark's jaw.
"You have any idea how many times I've been group shagged by you three?"
"I've lost count." Jack held the remote control, ready to put the sound back on after he muted the commercials.
"Yes, but you never had dildos put up your ass." Steve brushed Mark's hair back from his eyes.
"True." Mark wriggled to see if he felt any residual. The only thing he remembered was the lovely vibration.
"Show's on." Jack turned on the sound.
When Mark didn't look back at the TV, Steve mouthed, 'You okay?'
Avoiding controversy, Mark smiled and nodded, sliding back to his place on the floor. Steve squeezed him between his knees affectionately.
He watched the last scene he, Keith O'Leary and Carl Bronson shared. Naked, in bed between the two handsome stars, Mark wondered what the future held for him. He'd done it all, hadn't he?
Architecture, advertising sales, modeling, acting, sports... what more is there? So what if I'm growing older. Jack is forty- one, Angel is forty-five...so? "Get over it."
"Huh?" three men asked behind him in harmony.
"You sure you're okay?" Steve held Mark by his shoulders and hoisted him to his lap.
Mark cuddled against Steve's neck, closing his eyes, feeling like a child. Though his body kept aging beyond his control, his emotions and mind were that of a little boy. Decades of counseling and meds did nothing to change that.
"We can't do that to him again," Adam said to Jack.
Mark blinked. "Yes. You can."
Though the show was on, Jack muted the sound. "Mark? Do I already know?"
"Yes, Jackie." Mark knew Jack understood him best.
Jack translated the unspoken communication that left Adam and Steve looking confused. "He thinks he looks old on TV."
"Oh..." Both Steve and Adam nodded and Jack turned up the volume.
Mark had enough of seeing himself on the show. His new spring cologne ad campaign was out, and the photographer made him look thirty, not forty. Mark didn't know how they did it, but the ads were fantastic.
Billboards and glossy magazines showed him standing with a white Arabian stallion. The television ads had Mark riding the horse before the close up of himself and the glorious beast nose to nose. Dangereux Cologne was still riding high on his popularity.
His first encounter with the white horse made his eyes fill with tears. He missed his Dedre Dunn. It seemed so long ago that he'd had that horse at his parents' estate in Paradise. A lifetime ago.
Steve held him tight. Mark could sleep on his shoulder. He stuck his nose against Steve's neck, his lips brushed his hot skin.
Where do I go from here? How do I reinvent myself?
Mark didn't know the answer to that question, but he knew something had to give.

* * *

Steve felt Mark's dead weight on his lap and heard his breathing deepen. "He's out."
"I'd be asleep too after all he's been through." Adam stretched his arms over his head tiredly.
"He loves it or we wouldn't do it." Jack shut off the television. "Want me to carry him?"
"Sure." Steve gently brought Mark away from his chest.
Jack picked Mark up in his arms and left the room.
Adam smiled at Steve. "He's Alex all over."
"I know. Peter Pan. Mark will never grow up." Steve stood, getting the sensation back into his legs after Mark's weight.
"Was that derogatory?"
Steve cocked his eyebrow at Adam. "You know better than that."
"Hell, I don't know what goes on between you two when we're not around." Adam took their empty glasses to the kitchen.
Steve followed, watching Adam wash them quickly in the sink since the dishwasher was loaded with clean items at the moment.
"I deal with his constant insecurities and Alex's never-ending libido. Richfield times two."
Adam shut the faucet and wiped his hands. "And?"
"And?" Steve grinned. "I'm the luckiest fucker in the world."
"Oh, babe. Better you than me." Adam put his arm around Steve's shoulder as they headed to the bedroom. "I think I'd go nuts dealing with it daily."
"You have a much more stressful job than I do." Steve stopped at the threshold of the bedroom to watch as Jack undressed a groggy Mark for bed. "I only deal with two pampered pets. You have a client load."
"True." Adam removed his jeans and folded them.
"I'm okay, Jackie." Mark woke up a little and took over. "I need to wash up, love."
Jack helped Mark to his feet and escorted him to the bathroom.
Steve shook his head. "He is high maintenance."
"No shit." Adam smiled.
"Hey, that's the pitfall and perks of being the spouse of the nation's top male model." Steve undressed.
"You better get him ready for fifty. It's only ten years away."
Steve made the sign of the cross and cringed.
They waited for Mark as he returned, crawling under the blankets and burrowing into the pillows.
The noise of Jack taking his turn at the toilet and sink followed. Steve stared at Mark. He did have his hands full with father and son. Yeah, I do. He smiled.
Once he had washed up and stripped off his clothing, Steve spooned Mark, placing his hand over his soft genitals, as he always did. Mark hummed happily and pressed his bottom against Steve's cock. Steve felt the spark of a boner but didn't give in.
Jack shut off the light and the four of them nuzzled in the king-sized bed. "'Night guys."
"'Night."
Steve closed his eyes and inhaled Mark's hair as the day caught up to him as well.







 

Chapter 3

 
In the little cottage by the sea, Alex woke next to Oliver. He yawned and was grateful for Sundays because it was the one day of the week no one had an agenda.
He climbed off the bed, trying not to disturb Oliver, and headed to the bathroom. Standing over the toilet, Alex attempted to tame his morning hard-on so he could pee.
Flushing the toilet, washing his face and brushing his teeth, Alex stared in the mirror untangling his wild hair with Alex's hairbrush. Intent on heading back to bed, Alex heard the back porch screen door and spotted Billy taking off his running shoes before coming in.
Angel wasn't in sight so Alex figured he was still in bed, like his son.
Wearing only a pair of black briefs, Alex moved closer to the back porch. He could hear Billy's deep breathing, as if he had just returned from his morning jog on the sand.
The closer he got the better Alex could see him. Sweat poured down his naked chest, his running shorts were red and revealed powerful thigh muscles.
Once Billy shed the sandy shoes, he entered the cottage and stopped short.
"Hi," Alex said shyly.
"Hi." Billy lowered his head and appeared to be trying to avoid eye contact as he passed Alex.
Alex inhaled deeply the scent of Billy as went to the kitchen.
He followed, leaning on a counter top while Billy guzzled a bottle of water.
"Good run?"
"Yes." Billy removed a paper towel from the dispenser and wiped his face.
"Why doesn't Angel run?"
"He does on occasion. He wanted to sleep in."
Alex reached into his briefs to straighten his erection. Billy's eyes darted to the act.
"I should shower." Billy tossed out the empty bottle and paper towel.
"Dad and Steve say they need to cool down first." Alex stepped closer. The drops of sweat rolling down Billy's body were making Alex crazy. He wanted a taste, badly. While Alex stared at Billy's tiny dark nipples, he realized Billy's respirations had accelerated. Without hesitation Alex inspected Billy's crotch. The thickness of his cock was showing through the cotton material of his red shorts.
He stood directly in front of Billy. Neither of them said another word. Alex listened for any sign of either Angel or Oliver.
Moving slowly, Alex reached out with the tip of his index finger to touch one rolling bead of sweat running down Bill's sternum. With the tiniest of taps, Alex dabbed it and instantly stuck it into his mouth.
Billy let out a painful whimper and deep breath, pressing himself back against the wall.
Alex closed his eyes and moaned, sucking his finger. "Oh- my-God you taste incredible."
"Alex. No."
The words were right but the tone wasn't convincing. Alex met Billy's gaze. The maturity showed in Billy's face. Unlike Alex's father, there was nothing androgynous about Lt. Sharpe.
He was as rugged and masculine as they come. Coarse dark unshaven stubble, strong jaw and cheek bones, conservatively cropped hair, and a big, muscular, delicious physique.
Alex felt his limbs tremble. The scent of Billy's sweat, his powerful aura of strength and confidence put Alex into an altered state. "Billy..." he whispered, pouting.
"No." Billy shook his head, appearing petrified.
Alex placed a hand on either side of the wall, trapping him, and leaned in for a lick. Billy jerked backwards, pressing against the wall harder.
Alex ran his tongue down Billy's tightly packed body to his navel, to his treasure trail.
"Oh, God...oh, God..." Billy huffed for breath and his fists clenched.
Running kisses along his abs, Alex crouched in front of Billy and rested his mouth against the huge bulge in his shorts. He felt it throb under his lips. Alex put his fingers into the waistband of Billy's shorts and began to lower them.
It was inevitable something would stop him. Billy, Oliver, Angel...something. I can't stop on my own. If he doesn't do something, I won't.
Alex had fantasized about an older man since he was nine.
And Lt. Billy Sharpe was as fabulous as Steve. But he couldn't have Steve. He'd tried that route and nearly ruined his life.
But Billy? If he and Billy could play and no one found out?
"Alex, we can't." Billy squeezed Alex's shoulders.
Alex continued to lower Billy's shorts. Seeing his pubic bush made Alex swoon. He buried his face into it, trying to get his teeth to the base of Billy's cock as it pointed downwards.
"Oh, God...Alex, please."
No. Make me stop. Alex used one hand to drag down Billy's shorts and the other to grab between his legs. At the size and feel of Billy's sack, Alex nearly cried, he was so close to his dream.

* * *

Billy couldn't count the times he had imagined Alexander sucking his cock. And with Alex staying overnight so often, the eye contact, the lurid intent between them was so intense, Billy knew he needed someone to chaperone them constantly.
No, he did not want to cheat on Angel. He did not want to betray Oliver, Mark, Steve... So many people on so many levels.
But.
Billy lost himself on Alex's beauty. This twenty-two year old seraph was so stunning Billy had spent many showers jacking off to this scenario. But he hadn't thought it would ever happen.
With his work schedule and Angel and Oliver constantly the deterrent to this deed, Billy had thought he was safe. No one is safe with Alexander Richfield on the prowl.
He peeked down again. Alex was rubbing his face against his pubic hair, stroking his balls. Alex's mane was so long it flowed in a perfect scallop between his shoulder blades. His lashes were jet black and covered the greenest eyes Billy had ever seen. This young man was tall, lithe, and hungry for cock. Alex never gave Billy any doubt that if opportunity presented itself, Alex would be on his knees.
There he is. On his knees. Am I going to do this?
Billy's heart was beating so hard it was painful. He looked through the living room at two doors--one for his and Angel's bedroom, one for Oliver's. Inevitably one of those doors would open and his life would be a mess.
"Alex, no." Billy tried to say it with more force, nudging him back by his shoulders.
Alex held tighter, licking with more enthusiasm as he began to expose the base of Billy's cock.
"Oh, God...I knew this would happen. Alex, no way. Alex."
Billy shook him to get him to wake up. It was as if Alex was in a dream-world or altered state.
Sitting on his heels, Alex looked up at Billy.
The pain on Alex's face was devastating. It felt like a knife jabbed Billy's heart. "Stand up, babe." Billy gripped Alex's upper arms and hoisted him to his feet.
Alex's bottom lip began to quiver and his eyes filled.
"All right. Calm down." Billy brought him into an embrace.
To his surprise Alex broke down in heaving sobs.
"Shh...Alexander, stop crying."
"I can't handle it, Billy. It's too much."
Billy made a gap between them and brushed the hair back from Alex's dewy forehead, wiping his tears. "What's too much?" Bill tugged his shorts back up, making sure he was decently covered.
"Work, school..." Alex hiccupped and wiped at his eyes.
"Wanting sex with someone like you."
"Sit." Billy led him to a kitchen chair and sat him on it. He dragged another chair close and held Alex's hand. "You and me doing something together will make more stress for us, not less."
"I want you, Billy, so much." Alex reached out to cup Billy's jaw.
"I'm flattered. You have no idea."
Alex lunged for a kiss.
Stunned at the advance, Billy blinked, felt Alex's tongue trying to get into his mouth and backed him up again gently.
"Behave!" Billy laughed.
"No. I don't want to."
Billy took another glance at the two closed bedroom doors.
"You know how much we both have at stake?"
"Shh. It'll be our secret."
"Nothing is a secret." Billy shook his head.
Alex ran his hands over Billy's naked thighs to cup his crotch.
The shiver that ran down Billy's spine was intoxicating. "I can't."
"You can. People cheat all the time and no one knows."
Billy dragged Alex's hands away from his balls. "I don't cheat. I love Angel."
"I love you." Water ran down Alex's cheeks from his eyes.
"You don't love me, you lust me."
"It's the same thing." Alex tried to free his hands from Billy's grip.
"No. It's not. Not even close. What about Oliver?"
"I'm twenty-two!" Alex moaned like that was the reason for his attempt. "I can't never have sex with anyone else in my whole life. How many men have you had sex with, Billy?"
"That's none of your business." Billy tried to let go of Alex's hands but didn't know where they would go if he did.
"That's what all you guys say. All of you." Alex flipped back his hair and used his forearm to wipe his eyes.
"Have you told your father you're overwhelmed with both school and work?"
"Yes. He won't let me quit school, and I'm not giving up the show."
Billy melted at the sight of Alex's weakness. Helping people was what he did. He'd been Angel's back-up when he went through a terrible incident with a stalker. He liked being a hero.
And the adrenalin rush from being on the LAPD SWAT team was like a drug.
Seeing this fabulous young man, the talk of LA in his new controversial television role as a gay vampire on late night cable, Billy did have a strong sense of attraction for Alex. He was the spitting image of his gorgeous father, only even more vulnerable and needy. And there was nothing Billy loved more than saving people.
"Sweetie..." Billy smiled, touching Alex's chin lightly. "I'm here for you. Anytime you need to vent, to get a pep talk, to fight a battle..."
Alex lunged for him, nearly knocking Billy off his chair.
Their lips met and Alex clung on, his arms around Billy's neck, his body squirming on Billy's lap.
While Alex mashed lips, Billy knew, just knew, Angel would step into the room. He reached for Alex's arms and tried to pry him off, turning his head away from Alex's aggressive tongue.
He pushed Alex to make him stop and gave him a frustrated glare. "Please! Stop doing that!"
"God, I have to come." Alex moaned, his eyes half-lidded and drowsy.
"Get going." Billy tried to get him to stand. "Go. Go back to Oliver and stop trying to get us both in trouble."
Alex stumbled off Billy's lap. He stared at Billy, reaching into his briefs to stroke his cock.
Billy couldn't believe the size of Alex's erection. "Holy Christ!"
"Billy..." The head of Alex's cock appeared from his briefs.
"No! Alex, go away!" Billy stood and pointed to the bedroom. "Go fuck your boyfriend."
Finally Alex slunk back to the door of Oliver's bedroom.
Billy dropped into the chair to recuperate. He rubbed his face and hair and exhaled loudly. "Motherfucker."
It took a few minutes until Billy felt recovered enough to head to the shower. Now that he and Alex had a little taste of each other, how hard would it be to keep this from happening again?
I'm not telling Angel. No fucking way. Billy locked the bathroom door and turned on the water in the shower.

* * *

Mark checked his answering machine after he and Steve returned from their overnight stay at Jack and Adam's.
"Mark, it's your mother."
He blinked and couldn't remember the last time she had called him.
"One of Harry's children is getting married and we want you, Steve, and Alex to come to England for it. Ring me back immediately. Ta."
Steve leaned against his shoulder and asked, "Was that Leslie?"
"Yes. She said one of Harry's children is getting married and she wants us to come out."
"Out? We are out." Steve winked.
"No. Out to England. Cheeky monkey."
"Ooh! You're getting all British on me!" Steve reacted dramatically, waving his hands around as he walked off.
"Would you like to go?" Mark followed him.
"Sure. But Alex has a grueling schedule at the moment. When's the wedding?"
"I've no clue. Mum wants me to ring her back." Mark stared at the phone.
"Well, Alex can always stay at Angel's." Steve opened the refrigerator and stared inside it.
"True. But I know he'd love to come." Mark picked up the phone and dialed, checking his watch. It was eight hours ahead in the UK, but it was early in California so Mark knew it would be a good time.
The butler answered. "Collins-Richfield residence, how may I help you?"
"Mum gave Harry top billing? How on earth did he get away with that, Niles?"
"Master Mark, so nice to hear from you."
Master? Me? That's funny. "Is Mum available?"
"Yes. One moment, sir."
Mark cupped the phone. "Niles called me Master Mark. Should I tell him to call me Slave Mark?"
Steve chuckled, closing the refrigerator door and sauntering closer to Mark.
"Hello?"
"Hello, Mum." Mark caressed Steve's hair as Steve pressed their crotches together and swayed.
"How are you, dear?"
"Good. So, when is this wedding?"
"In two weeks. It's Luke's second marriage and her third, so it's not going to be too lavish an affair. Just immediate family. Honestly, Mark, I hoped it would be an excuse for you to come out."
"Why don't you and Harry come to the States anymore?"
Mark watched as Steve opened the buttons of his shirt, running kisses down his chest.
"Harry prefers it here in London to be near his children."
"And you prefer it there to be away from yours."
"Don't be smart. I did call to invite you."
"Yes. You did. Steve and I won't be a problem, but Alexander has both school and work. I did mention to you he's got the starring role in a television show."
"No. You didn't. You never tell me anything that's going on in your life."
"Don't talk rubbish." Mark dug his hand through Steve's hair as Steve knelt in front of him, opening his zipper.
"Well, that's that then. I can't expect you to leave Alexander behind."
"I'm not sure. It's still negotiable. Alex is dating Oliver Loveday. You remember the young man that came to our wedding at the mansion?"
"Yes, of course."
"Well, Oliver's father is a very good friend and certainly can look after Alexander whilst we're gone. I expect Steven and I won't be away longer than a week, right?" Steve had rooted out Mark's cock and sucked its soft length.
"I'll leave that up to you. A week is fine."
"Right. Let me discuss it with Steven and get back to you."
"All right, Mark."
"Bye, Mum."
"Goodbye."
Mark disconnected the call, stretching to set the cordless back into its cradle. "Had to give me head while I was talking to me mum?"
"Mm." Steve nodded, holding Mark around the waist as he drew in Mark's flaccid member.
"You can't expect me to get excited."
"It's the only time I can fit this monster into my mouth."
Steve engulfed the entire length.
"How do you feel about leaving Alex with Angel?"
Steve shrugged in what Mark interpreted as he didn't mind.
"Alex will be crushed he isn't going. If he is we shan't go, Steven."
"'K." Steve drew harder, holding Mark's hips tightly.
"Are you working my limp dick for me or you?"
"Me." Steve frantically tried to open his own jeans with one hand, still sucking.
Mark held the base of his dick for Steve so Steve could use two hands on his clothing. "Oh, Steven, whatever shall I do with you?"
"Let me fuck you." Steve exposed his cock out of his clothing.
"Of course."
Mark started when Steve sat back, yanked Mark's pants to his ankles, and spun him around.
"Here?"
"Bend over."
Mark felt Steve removing his shoe and one leg of his pants so he could straddle. Bracing himself on the kitchen table, Mark gasped as Steve spread his ass cheeks and went into a licking frenzy of his rim. "Ah!"
Steve growled in reply to Mark's stimulation and gave his ass plenty of saliva lube.
Hanging on for dear life, Mark felt Steve's cock entering bareback, as they did when they had sex without Jack and Adam.
Steve managed to get inside Mark quickly and rode him like a pony.
"You okay, Mark Antonious?"
"God, yes." Mark closed his eyes and rested his cheek on the table's cool surface.
"Talk dirty."
Mark smiled. "Love your cock up my ass, copper. Oh, yes. Deeper, harder."
"Oh shit." Steve grunted and Mark felt heat fill his ass.
"That's it, love. Spurt your love-juice in me." Mark groaned and relaxed his body on the table as Steve gave a few more thrusts into his ass with the sperm acting as lube.
He pulled out and Mark looked over his shoulder. Steve was admiring the view.
"Love fucking you. Love it!" Steve's cock bounced as he kept it away from his clothing.
Mark slowly stood and felt the tingle of Steve's cum running down his inner thigh. He spread his legs and touched the stickiness under his balls to savor.
"Oh, Richfield!" Steve was back on his knees with Mark's cock in his mouth.
Mark smiled. "I love you, Steven."
"You're welcome." Steve winked.

* * *

Alex kept losing track of his memorization of his lines. He was slouching beside Oliver on the bed. Oliver held his guitar and strummed chords softly.
At the noise of Alex's ringtone, he set the script aside and hunted for his cell phone. The minute he found it he said to Oliver, "It's Dad."
Oliver stopped playing and waited.
"Hi, Dad." Alex sat down on the bed beside Oliver.
"Hello, love. Are you coming home for dinner? Or?"
Alex asked Oliver, "Am I staying for dinner?"
"Sure."
"I'm probably staying for dinner but will be home tonight to get a change of clothes and stuff." Alex felt empty after the failed attempt at seducing Billy.
"I have something I need to discuss with you. I'd prefer it in person."
Alex rolled his eyes. "What did I do now?"
"I don't know. What did you do?"
"Dad..." Alex fell back across Oliver's lap in frustration.
"Just tell me."
"Your grand-mum called. She said one of Harry's children is getting married. She wants us to come to London."
"When?"
"Soon."
"I can't. I have school and the show."
"I know."
"Then why did you ask?"
Oliver ran his fingers through Alex's long hair.
"Well, would you be devastated if Steven and I went?"
Alex didn't reply, trying to figure out if he would be.
"Alexander?"
"And I'd stay alone at the house?"
"Well, no. I would prefer you stay at Angel's. I would have to discuss it with him."
A shot of sizzling electricity flashed across Alex. "Yes. I could stay here. Of course." He smiled at Oliver who smiled back.
"You wouldn't be angry at Steven and I for going without you?"
"No." Alex imagined the chances of he and Billy fucking would increase if he lived here.
"Oh."
"How long will you be gone?"
"A week, less if Angel can't manage--"
"Angel will be fine with it." Alex hopped off the bed, leaving the room to search for him. Angel and Billy were at the kitchen table sipping coffee and reading the paper. Billy glanced up instantly and he and Alex met gazes.
"Here's Angel. Ask him." Alex held out his phone to Angel.
"Dad has something to ask you."
Angel took the phone. "Hello, Mark."
While Angel spoke to his father, Alex sat beside Billy at the table.
"What's this about?" Billy asked Alex.
"Dad and Steve are going to England. Dad wants me to stay here." Alex ran his hand up Billy's thigh.
Billy went pale, brushing it off.
"Sure, Mark." Angel nodded agreeably.
Oliver stood behind Alex's chair, pulling his hair into a ponytail, making Alex shiver in a chill up his spine from the touch. "I'm glad you're staying, Alex." Oliver kissed Alex's cheek.
Alex kept his attention on Billy for his reaction. Billy's lips were tight over his teeth and he was looking at the newspaper in front of him on the table.
"No problem. Sure." Angel handed Alex back the phone.
"Hi," Alex said, trying to interpret any covert communication between Angel and Billy. Oliver sat in the fourth chair at the table.
"Are you okay with that arrangement?" Mark asked.
"More than okay." Alex could not catch Billy's eye.
"I am a bit surprised. I know you want to go to England."
"Next time. I'm too busy now, Dad."
"I know, love. I promise you we will go."
"Okay."
"So see you tonight?"
"Yeah. I'll be home late."
"Okay, love."
Alex disconnected the phone and elbowed Billy. "Do you mind if I stay here?"
Billy looked at both Oliver and Angel before he answered.
"No, I don't mind."
Alex gave Oliver a wink and Oliver grinned happily.







 

Chapter 4

 
Mark sat at his desk at Parsons and Company with his phone to his ear. "Jackie, I'm terrified to leave Alexander."
"Angel will take good care of him."
"I know that, but what if Alex makes a nuisance of himself with Billy?" Mark spotted his co-worker Donny Rothschild pass his office and blow him a kiss. Mark pretended to catch it and smiled.
"Billy can handle himself."
"Oh? Really, Jackie? Like you did the first time Alex tried to use your hand to wank--"
"You did not just bring that up."
By Jack's tone Mark knew he had overstepped his bounds.
"Sorry, Jackie-blue. I just know if anyone is in a vulnerable position, Alexander will use it to his advantage."
"Are you calling Lt. Billy Sharpe 'vulnerable'?"
"Yes. Alex is as hot for him as he is for you and Steven."
"Billy can handle himself. And besides, in that tiny cottage, with the four of them living there? Where do you think Alex will get his opportunity to find Billy vulnerable?"
Mark thought about it. "I'm thinking nonsense, right?"
"No. We both know Alex. But even though he may want Billy, Alex won't get him."
"Yes. Right, Jackie. I'm always thinking worst case scenarios."
"Why don't you and Steve just have fun? Don't think about Alex for a week. Let your hair down."
"I should," Mark said. "I can't think of the last proper holiday I've had. And I know Steven hasn't either."
"Exactly. Go play."
"Do you and Adam want to come?"
"I can't right now. Colt St. John and I have a big civil rights case looming. We'll take a rain check."
At the mention of the newest addition to his law firm, Mark thought about Jack's comments on Mr. St. John being a Dom and into BDSM. Steve had taken home several items to continue tantalizing Mark. "Okay, Jackie. But could you ring Alex and Angel on occasion to see if things are working out well?"
"Of course. I'll be Angel's safety net if Alex gets out of control."
"I do love you, Mr. Larsen." Mark felt his skin tingle at the closeness he and Jack shared.
"And I love you too, Mark Antonious. Don't stress. Go play."
"Thank you. I shall try me best." Mark hung up and sighed.
He had faith in all his friends. Just none in his son.

* * *

Alex shouldered his backpack as he walked across UCLA's campus. The April sunshine warmed his face while the breeze blew his long hair into his eyes. He had rehearsal at the studio and the rushing between classes and his television schedule was making him exhausted. "Should have cut class. This sucks!"
Alex checked his watch and quickened his pace to the parking area. While he did he took his phone out of his pocket and dialed. "Oliver, I'm on my way to the studio."
"Okay, Alex. I have music practice all afternoon anyway."
"See you later?"
"Yeah."
Alex pocketed the phone and checked his watch again. The new television series he starred in, Being Screwed, meant a heck of a lot more to him than his studies. "If this messes up my career, Dad, I'll kill you."
Finding his red Mustang in the lot, Alex tossed his pack into the trunk and sat behind the wheel. The pressure was getting to him and he was close to quitting school and not telling his father he had. He just wondered how Oliver would feel if he wasn't on campus any longer.
As he drove out of the parking area, Alex had a sudden wash of chills imagining living in the same house as Billy for a week.
Close. So close! God, you felt good, tasted good, smelled good. I will get you.
Alex needed the affair to be secret. Billy was wrong. Some things could remain hidden if you were careful. He didn't want to hurt Oliver, Angel, or anyone else. But it was just sex. Why did everyone have a fit about it?

* * *

Mark was ready to go home for the day. He closed down his computer and noticed Steve standing in the office doorway waiting.
"Did you fill out your vacation request?"
"Yes." Mark felt frazzled as he searched his desk. "Here, love."
Steve took it and walked away. Mark assumed he was bringing it to Harold Parsons for approval. Mark had no concerns Harold wouldn't immediately okay the time off.
"Knock, knock."
Mark glanced up to see one of the pair of identical twins at his doorway. "Hello, Daniel."
"Rumor is you're going to London soon."
"It's not a rumor. One of my mum's husband's children is getting married." Mark took his suit jacket from behind the door and slipped it on.
"You won't stay there, will you?"
"Don't be ridiculous. Steven has an American passport and couldn't stay longer than three months."
"You're not going to stay for three months, are you?" Danny smiled wickedly.
"What difference would it make if I did?" Mark stood in front of him.
"No way. I can't live without my daily dose of working with you. Donny and I will go through withdrawals for the week you're gone as it is."
"Mr. Rothschild." Mark gave him a warm smile. "You are so good for my ego."
"Grr!" Danny grabbed Mark around the waist and pressed his crotch against his.
"Oh! Down boy!" Mark felt Danny's cock throbbing.
Steve poked his head in. "You two already saying goodbye? You have time for that."
Danny backed away from Mark. "I like long goodbyes."
"Behave." Mark wagged his finger at Danny.
"See ya, guys. Have a good night." Danny left the office, a broad grin on his lips.
"You ready?" Steve asked.
"Yes." Mark shut off his light and walked with Steve down the hall. "What did Harold say?"
"Have fun."
Mark laughed. "I adore him. Let's bring him back something."
"Like what?" Steve poked the elevator call button as they stood waiting.
"Tea?"
Steve glanced at Mark with a wry smile. "Sure."
Mark giggled, beginning to feel excitement about going back to London after so long being away from it.

* * *

Alex knelt on the set of Being Screwed. It was a dress rehearsal for the next episode and his character, Gavin Davis, was a fledgling vampire with a taste for sucking cock for his blood.
Charlotte Deavers, the director, shouted loudly to get the group of twenty-somethings in line and doing their job.
"Okay, Alex..." She rubbed her forehead, stared at the notes in her hand, and said, "Finish this scene and go get to make-up."
Alex nodded. He inhaled deeply as his co-star, Santiago Juarez was about to be sucked by a gay vamp.
Charlotte nodded.
The clapper board snapped and "Suck scene. Take one. Action!" was yelled.
Alex ran both his hands up Santiago's pants to cup his bulging crotch. "Believe me, Hesus, you've never been sucked like this before."
Santiago caressed Alex's hair. "Gavin, you've been secretly giving me head since my wedding day."
"Yeah, but that was before this!" Alex tore open Santiago's slacks and 'Cut!' was shouted.
"Good. Go get into make-up." Charlotte tilted her head in the direction behind her.
Alex rose to his feet and before he walked off, he felt Santiago's touch on his arm.
"You have any idea how much I want you to really suck my cock, Alex?"
Alex smiled. "Yup." But at the moment, I only want to suck one cock. He kept walking to the make-up area so he could be fitted with his fangs and fake contacts for the vampire scenes.
Alex opened his mouth as long sharp canine teeth were glued in. One cock. Lt. Billy Sharpe's cock.

* * *

Mark never felt energetic enough for their after-work run until he had completed it. Dripping in sweat, Mark waited as Steve opened the door and followed him to the kitchen for water.
"Is Alex coming home tonight?" Steve handed Mark a bottle of water.
Mark guzzled it, taking off his hat and sunglasses, tossing them on the kitchen counter. "I don't know."
"Heh heh." Steve had that look in his eye Mark knew well.
"That wasn't a no, it was an I don't know." Mark backed up as Steve stalked.
"His rehearsals go later than seven." Steve finished his water and tossed the bottle into the sink.
"I'll be worried sick about him whilst we're gone."
Steve yanked Mark's gym shorts down his thighs.
Mark watched, remembering their pre-Alex sexual bouts right after a run. It was usually hot, aggressive, and fast.
"Want ice on your dick?" Steve released Mark's cock from his jockstrap, palming its length.
"No. It's not ninety degrees out." Mark threw his empty plastic bottle into the sink where it clattered.
"Look at you." Steve lapped at the tip of Mark's cock. "Want to get a dildo up your ass?"
"Oh!" Mark's body responded to the question, his cock nodding in reply.
Steve grabbed Mark around the hips and hoisted him over his shoulder, carrying him to the bedroom. As Steve walked he spanked Mark's naked ass with loud smacks.
"Bloody hell!" Mark went from worn out from the exercise to aroused in ten seconds flat.
Steve flopped Mark on his back on the bed and headed to the drawer where they kept their new toys. When Steve spun around holding the spongy flesh-colored dildo, Mark shivered in anticipation.
"Get naked."
Mark wriggled out of his running clothing and spread eagle on the bed. "Take me, copper."
After setting the dildo next to him, Steve stripped staring at Mark. "Holy crap." Steve pinched his own dick and took a deep breath.
"Do you just want to fuck me?"
"Yes. Hang on."
Mark loved the look of lust on Steve's face. "Stick your dick in my hot hole?"
"Mark..." Steve closed his eyes and was obviously trying not to get too excited.
Mark leaned on his elbow, found the lubrication in the nightstand and began coating the phallus. Seeing Steve going crazy as he witnessed the seduction, Mark spread his legs and pointed the dildo at his own ass.
"Fuck!" Steve stood at the base of the bed, edging what appeared to be an impending climax.
Mark worked the dildo into his ass, turning it on. Instantly the vibration and twisting of the toy gave him a rush of pleasure.
"Ah!"
Steve dove onto the bed and pointed Mark's cock towards his mouth.
Unable to concentrate with the incredible stimulation, Mark allowed Steve to take over. While Steve worked the dildo, and his mouth on his cock, Mark raised his hands over his head in complete submission. He bent his knees and opened his body as much as he could. Steve whimpered in agony and the phallus went deeper into Mark's back passage.
"Steven! Oh, flamin' hell!" Mark couldn't deny he loved this game. Nothing got his cock to respond this way, nothing made him climax so quickly as the humiliation, the slight degradation and the total domination of his body. "I'm coming..." Mark tensed his muscles and felt the orgasm begin deep inside his groin and spread like wildfire to his toes and the tips of his fingers. "Ah! Ah!"
A deep growl came from Steve as he took Mark's load. The dildo was removed and Steve's cock was inside Mark quickly.
Mark managed to open his eyes and watched his fabulous ex-LAPD lover come. Steve's chest tightened to rippled muscle and he threw back his head to grunt and choke at the intensity.
Mark felt Steve's cock shiver inside him and thrust his hips up to meet Steve's hungry penetration. "That's it, my love. You own me. Own me."
While Steve gasped and enjoyed the aftershocks, Mark lay limp on the bed, sated beyond his dreams.
Steve pulled out and collapsed on top of Mark to pant and recuperate. "Christ, I love you."
"You're welcome." Mark kissed his sweaty face.







 

Chapter 5

 
Two weeks later, Steve packed a suitcase as Mark stood in the walk-in closet still deciding on what to wear in London.
Alex was sprawled out on their bed, spending the last few hours with them.
"Got the lube?" Alex asked Steve teasingly.
"You better not give Angel and Billy a hard time." Steve checked he had all his toiletries in a small leather bag.
"Moi?" Alex pressed his hand to his chest.
"Yes, you." Steve responded then said to Mark, "It's only a week, Richfield. You can't take your whole wardrobe."
"I'm not. I'm being selective."
Alex laughed. "He's such high maintenance!" he said in a nasal voice.
"I heard that!" Mark poked his head out of the closet.
"I'm going to check in with Angel daily," Steve said, closing his suitcase.
"I'm twenty-two! Jesus, Steve." Alex shook his head.
Mark laid a suit on top of his garment bag. "Yes, twenty-two with the common sense of a ten year old."
"Hey!" Alex snarled. "How many ten year olds do you know going to college and working full time?"
"Mark, lay off him." Steve didn't need an argument before a ten hour red-eye flight.
"Yeah. Lay off me." Alex scooted closer to Steve's suitcase.
"Wish it was you and me going, don't you?"
"Alex, I'm standing right here!" Mark put his hands on his hips.
"Don't forget your valium, Dad." Alex stuck his tongue into his cheek.
Steve was about to reprimand Alex until Mark retrieved his pills from the drawer. He shook his head and began helping Mark pack.
"What bloody time is it?" Mark looked frazzled.
"The limo service will be here soon." Steve zipped the garment bag containing their suits and laid it over his case.
"I don't enjoy traveling." Mark took his hair out of his eyes.
"I get anxious."
"Take a pill." Alex smiled.
Steve could hear the sarcasm. Again, about to scold him, he stopped short when Mark popped a pill into his mouth. "Okay. Now I'll have a mellow husband to travel with."
"Mellow? You mean high?" Alex laughed. "Hey. Will you guys do it in the plane bathroom?"
"Alex, when are you going to Angel's place?" Mark finished packing his items and zipped the suitcase.
"When you leave. Why am I forbidden to stay here in your absence?"
"No parties." Steve warned, pointing his finger.
"Parties?" Alex sat up, putting his feet on the floor. "Yeah, big party, Steve, in-between classes and rehearsal. That'll be a fun five minutes."
Mark cupped Alex's face. "You're a good boy. I can trust you."
"Are you high from the valium already?"
Steve inhaled deeply to keep sane in the midst of Richfield insanity. The doorbell rang.
"That's our driver," Steve said, "Can you let him in?"
Alex jumped to his feet and headed down the stairs.
Steve gazed at Mark. "Are you all right?"
"No. I'm a bloody mess leaving him."
Steve held Mark's arms and made him look into his eyes.
"Angel and Billy will watch over him."
"How?" Mark dabbed at a tear. "We can barely keep a leash on him. How will they?"
"Then why are we going?"
Mark fell against Steve and hugged him. "Duty."
"Duty to Leslie?" Steve rocked him.
"Yes. She throws more guilt my way than my dead father did."
"Okay, babe. Look." Steve stepped back from him. "We're only going for a week. If things go badly with Alex, we have Jack, Adam, and all the boys to help us out until we get home."
"Yes." Mark wiped his wet eyes.
"Dad?"
Mark turned to the door. "Yes, Alex?"
"The driver wants to know if you need help with your bags?"
"Yes. Send him up, please."
Steve gave Mark a quick reassuring kiss and waited. A man in a dark uniform appeared at their bedroom door. "Hi. I'm Frank. Let me help you with those."
"Thank you, Frank." Mark stepped back as Frank grabbed the two big suitcases.
Steve took the garment bag and touched Mark, gently urging him to go. They headed to the bottom floor where Alex was standing by the front door.
"Are you leaving with us now?" Steve asked.
"Yeah."
Steve gave Alex the garment bag. "Let me set the alarm." He locked up the house and spun around to see Mark holding his son as if it would be the last time they would see each other.
"My baby," Mark sobbed.
"Dad. Get a grip."
"Okay, Mark, let's go." Steve tugged Mark's long hair.
"Please be good." Mark released his hold on Alex.
"You know what they say--if you can't be good, be good at it."
"Alex," Steve replied.
"Yeah, yeah...I'll be good." Alex gave his father a wave of his hand.
"Isn't he too young to be quoting Mae West?" Mark tilted his head as Frank opened the back door of the limo for them.
"Who?" Alex asked.
"Never mind. Get over here." Steve opened his arms.
Alex flew into his embrace and latched on.
Steve said in his ear, "Please, don't give Billy any grief." He felt Alex jolt in his arms. "Alexander."
Alex leaned back to meet Steve's eyes.
"Promise me." Steve had a bad feeling in his gut suddenly.
"Uh..."
"No. Alexander, no. Do not seduce Billy."
"What?" Mark approached them.
"Nothing. Go sit in the car." Steve gave Mark an imploring look.
When Mark obeyed, Steve squeezed Alex tighter. "Why won't you promise?"
"Uh."
"Alex!" Steve didn't think there would be a debate.
"Promise," Alex said.
"Tell me you aren't crossing your fingers behind your back."
"Steven! We have to go." Mark leaned out of the car. "What now?"
Steve showed his teeth and said, "If you give that man hell, there will be punishment when I get back."
"Hell?" Alex laughed, his cheeks going red.
"I'm calling Angel to warn him." Steve took his phone out of his pocket.
"Steve," Alex said laughing, "Do you think this is news to Angel?"
"Officer Miller!" Mark shouted, "Time to go!"
Steve climbed into the back of the limousine feeling anxious.
"What on earth is going on?" Mark asked, trying to see Alex through the glass window.
"Nothing." Steve watched Alex get in his car and leave the driveway first. He thought about calling Angel, but Mark would have a fit if he knew Alex would not promise to be good. As the driver began their journey to LAX, Steve asked Mark, "Do you have a spare valium?"
Mark reached for his pocket.
"I'm just kidding." Steve stopped him, staring out of the window as they went.

* * *

Alex drove to the cottage with a heavy heart. What was he thinking? He couldn't seduce Billy...again. Everyone would hate him.
Stopped for a red traffic signal, Alex chewed his knuckle in frustration. The pressure on him was too much. "I have to quit school. I can't do this."
Maybe his father was right. He was twenty-two but really stupid and immature. "My own dad doesn't trust me to stay alone in my house." Alex drove through the intersection when the light changed. A lump formed in his throat. He pulled into a parking lot of a restaurant and took out his phone.
"Alex?"
"Hi, Mom."
"Are you okay?"
"Yes." Alex wasn't. "Can you get away from that idiot you married for a few minutes?"
"Yes. What's wrong?" Iris asked, "Is everything okay with you and Mark?"
"Yeah. I just need to talk to you."
"Where do you want to meet?"
"How about the coffee shop we went to when my fake-dad kicked my ass the first time?"
"I'll be there in five."
"Thanks, Mom."
"No problem, Alex."
He disconnected the phone and drove to the cafe. Just before he did, Oliver text him, ' Where u at? '
He text back, ' Meetin mom for a coffee. C u soon.' Putting the phone into his pocket, Alex headed into traffic to bounce his college education doubts against his mother.
 
He didn't want to sit in the coffee shop alone. Alex stayed in his car as he waited for his mother. Seeing her older model sedan pull in, Alex climbed out and met her at the entrance. They embraced and Alex thought she looked older every time he saw her, which wasn't often. He held the door for her. "When are you going to divorce that creep?"
"Don't start." Iris stood in line and opened her purse. "What do you want?"
"Caramel mocha with whipped cream."
She nodded and Alex looked around for an open table. As if Iris knew what he was doing, she nudged him. "Go. Grab the one by the window."
"'K." Alex noticed people staring and tried to hide under his hair. He sat down and gazed outside the glass.
"Excuse me."
Alex exhaled and looked up. A woman was standing beside him with a pen and a napkin.
"Can I have your autograph, Mr. Richfield?"
"Sure." Alex took the pen and napkin. "Just my name?"
"Can you say, to Kim?"
"Okay." Alex wrote on the napkin and handed it to her.
"Love your show!" She squealed, causing other customers to look over.
"Thanks." Normally Alex would be happy to be recognized, wanting the adoration and stardom his father avoided. But at the moment, he was preoccupied and feeling anxious.
Seeing his mother smile as she approached with two drinks, Alex felt shy and made sure the second chair was pushed out for her.
"My movie star." Iris handed him the drink.
"Thanks, Mom." Alex took a lick of the whipped cream.
"I'm so proud of you."
"I got lucky." He shrugged, avoiding the smiles and staring, curious eyes. "Anyway..."
"Yes. What did you need to talk to me about?" Iris sipped her black coffee.
"I can't handle both work and school."
"Okay." Iris paid close attention.
"I want to quit school but Dad and Steve won't let me."
"I can see they want you to finish your degree."
"Why?" Alex threw up his hands. "I don't need it now. Look what I do for a living."
"Can you cut back on your credit load?"
"I did. The rehearsal schedule is grueling, Mom. It's a weekly series." Alex sipped the coffee getting whipped cream on his nose. Before his mother reached out to wipe it, Alex did.
"I can't make that decision for you."
"But if I lived home, you'd let me make that decision, right?"
"You're an adult."
"Exactly." Alex slouched in his chair. "They treat me like I'm ten. Dad even said that to me. He said I was ten mentally."
"That's not right." Iris showed her disapproval.
Alex sat up again and leaned his elbows on the table. "It's too much. I can't do it. I'm stressing really bad trying to keep up the grades and also memorizing lines."
"Then quit."
"Quit what?"
"Quit one of the two."
"I would never give up the television show."
Iris opened her palm as if to say, 'Well?'
"I need to quit school." Alex wanted his mother to back him.
"You know how I feel about education, Alex."
Alex knew well, since his mother was a teacher.
"But I can't imagine how hard it is for you right now."
"Why can you see it and Dad can't?"
"He just wants what's best for you. Do you want me to call him?"
"He and Steve just left for a week in London."
"Without you?" Iris blinked.
"I can't go. You have any idea how busy I am?"
"Do you want to stay with us?"
Alex choked. Stay with his abusive fake-father and twin step- brothers who mocked him because he was gay? "No."
"So you're staying all alone in Bel Air?"
"No. I'm staying with my boyfriend, Oliver and his dad."
"Okay."
Alex drank more of his coffee, feeling frustrated. "You don't think I should be on my own either. Everyone thinks I'm a little kid."
"I didn't say that."
"You did. You said, 'Alone in Bel Air'."
"I just don't want you to get lonely."
"Sure." Alex slouched again in the chair and noticed some new customers recognize him and point him out.
"Alex, don't take everything everyone says to heart."
"How can I not? It's so insulting."
"Are you Alexander Richfield from Being Screwed?" a young man asked.
"Yes."
"Love your show!"
"Thanks." Alex waited until the young man walked away. "I have to go, Mom."
"Okay, sweetie." She stood and tossed her cup in the trash.
Still sipping his, Alex walked her to her car.
"You can call me anytime, Alex. If you want to come by for dinner while Mark's away, just let me know." Iris kissed his cheek.
"I'm not laying eyes on that moron you married ever again."
Alex chewed on the stir stick.
"I understand. You can still call me."
"Thanks." Alex stood back as his mother started her car, and waved while she left the parking lot. He sighed tiredly and sat in his driver's seat, putting the coffee drink into the cup holder.
"Okay. I got my mom's blessing on quitting school. As far as I'm concerned, that's enough."
 
Alex pulled into the gravel driveway of the cottage along the coast. He checked the time. Oliver would be in class, Angel would be manning his bookstore in Santa Monica, and Billy?
Who knew Billy's schedule. Alex couldn't keep track of the lieutenant's work routine because it seemed to be so inconsistent.
He had his own set of keys for the week and entered the house, gazing around its modest interior. The sight of the ocean through the back door drew him instantly. Before he stood and stared at the waves, Alex stopped.
He detoured to the master bedroom and opened the door.
Since he was usually with Oliver, Alex had never explored Angel and Billy's bedroom. He caught a whiff of cologne and looked around.
A photo on a dresser drew him closer--Billy and Angel standing together, looking gorgeous. Alex smiled at first, but soon the smile faded to a dull ache. He placed the picture back in its spot and left the room.
Once he removed his script from his backpack which he had left in Oliver's room, he sat on the back porch to read the changes in dialogue and direction as well as getting lost on the Pacific's hypnotic tide. As an afterthought he typed Oliver a text.
' Home now.'
' K,' was texted back.
Alex set the phone aside and tried to focus.
 
He had fallen asleep on the warm porch. He heard the front door close and woke, picking up the script that had fallen from his lap.
"Hello?"
"Out here, Oliver."
"Hey." Oliver sat beside him on the wicker love seat. "So? Your dad is on his way to England?"
"Yup."
"How's your mom doing?" Oliver took off his shoes and socks, tucking one leg underneath him.
"She told me it's okay to quit school."
Oliver's jaw dropped.
"Yup." Alex nodded. "She gets the fact I can't do it all."
"You're...you're not going to class anymore?"
The expression on Oliver's face made Alex realize his quitting would get him off campus and away from him, even more now than it did when he reduced his credit load. He held Oliver's hand. "Sorry, Oliver. I can't." Alex tilted his head to the script. "I can't do all of it. I tried."
Oliver bit his bottom lip. "I get it."
Alex rested his head on Oliver's chest, nestling in. "I'm a jerk. I didn't even think about how this affects you."
"I still get it. I don't know if I could do it. But I'll miss you like hell on campus."
"I'm so sorry, Oliver."
"Don't be." Oliver kissed his head.
Alex rubbed his face into Oliver's shirt, feeling his eyes sting at his emotions. He met Oliver's dark eyes and kissed him.
Oliver dug his hands into Alex's hair and deepened the kiss.
A tear rolled down Alex's cheek.
Asserting his dominance over Alex, Oliver forced Alex to lie back on the cushions. Alex spread his legs and held onto Oliver tightly. The kissing grew more passionate with whimpers and dueling tongues. Alex felt his jeans open and Oliver's hand digging inside them. His cock was righted and gripped like a baseball bat. Alex gasped in Oliver's mouth as Oliver began jerking him off.
"Fuck me. Fuck me!" Alex humped Oliver's palm.
Oliver sat up and stripped off Alex's pants. "Be back." Oliver raced out of the sun porch.
While he was gone, Alex got naked, playing with himself as he waited. Oliver returned, huffing for breath and yanked off the bottom half of his clothing. As Oliver rolled on a rubber, Alex held his own knees to open his body for the taking.
Before Oliver used lubrication on Alex, he buried his face between Alex's legs, sucking on his balls.
Alex closed his eyes and held his cock tight. "Now, Oliver."
Sitting up, using the gel liberally, Oliver scooted closer and aimed his dick at Alex's rim.
Alex helped Oliver get on target, then thrust upwards, making Oliver penetrate deeply.
Oliver choked on his gulp of air and Alex began fucking him from underneath. He gripped his own dick and fisted it frantically. "Harder...harder!"
Oliver braced himself and piston-fucked Alex.
"Yes...yes!" Alex climaxed, the cum splashing his chest and neck as it erupted from his slit.
"Alex! Holy shit!" Oliver's cock throbbed inside Alex's body.
"Loveday, Loveday, Loveday..." Alex moaned and milked his cock. "Love you, Loveday. Fucking love you."
"Love you too, Richfield. A whole fucking lot."







 

Chapter 6

 
Though Mark had slept on the flight over the North Pole to Heathrow, he was still groggy when the chauffeur pulled in front of Harry's home in Essex. The limo door was opened for them and Steve climbed out stiffly, reaching to haul Mark to his feet.
"Blimey." Mark stretched his aching back. "I'm shattered."
"It was a long flight but the drive here was worse. What is the deal with that M25?" Steve took the garment bag as the chauffeur carried the two big pieces of luggage.
"It's worse than Interstate 5, believe me. Oh. There's Mum."
Mark gestured to the front door.
"Hello, Leslie."
"Hello, Steven. How was the flight?" Leslie kissed him on the cheek.
"Long."
"Go inside and rest."
Mark approached his mother, hearing Steve greet Harry.
She shook her head. "You need a haircut."
"You know how rich I'd be if I had a pound for every time you and Dad had said that?" He pecked her cheek.
"Richer than you already are?"
"No." He smiled. "Which way? I need a change of clothing and a shower. Oh, hello, Harry." Mark reached out to the refined man with the grey hair and beard and tweed jacket.
"Hello, Mark. So glad you could come."
"Yes. Well. I've mixed emotions about leaving Alexander behind."
"Don't start that." Steve appeared exhausted.
"Niles," Harry said, "Show the men to their bedroom."
"Certainly, sir."
"Hi, Niles. So, Mum convinced you to live in England instead of California?" Mark made his way down the narrow hall.
"I go wherever your mother needs me to be."
"I don't know whether you're loyal or mad." Mark laughed.
"Perhaps a bit of both." Niles gestured to the bedroom.
"There you go, Master Mark."
"No matter how much money you have to spend on a home in England, the rooms still feel claustrophobic." Mark toed off his shoes.
"I'll have a light tea prepared for you when you are ready."
Niles closed the door behind him.
"Thank you, Niles," Mark called after him. He spotted Steve already stripping for the shower. "Should we call Alex?"
"Go ahead."
Seeing Steve's naked bottom changed Mark's mind. He undressed and met Steve starting the water in the shower. "Look at this. We'll be squashed in this tiny shower stall."
"Stop whining and get in." Steve dragged Mark inside with him and wet down. "Give me your cock."
"I can't get much closer." Mark inched around Steve to get under the water.
Steve soaped up his hands and washed Mark's genitals.
Mark held himself up and spread his legs, moaning and closing his eyes.
"Can you come?"
"Shove a dildo up me arse and I can."
"Jesus!" Steve worked Mark's cock more enthusiastically.
"You think they have leather fetish clubs in London?" Mark peeked at Steve as his fisting halted abruptly. Steve's mouth was hanging open in shock.
Mark held him, kissing him, swirling his tongue in Steve's mouth. Steve's groan echoed in the wet stall. He hugged Mark closer.
With Steve's stiff dick pressing against him, Mark reached for it, pushing it between his thighs and squeezing it.
The friction made Steve hump Mark like a rutting buck.
"Tighter."
Mark grasped the base of Steve's cock. Steve held Mark by the biceps and hammered into his fingers. "Suck it, Richfield."
Getting to his knees, Mark opened his mouth and the minute Steve made entry he orally fucked him with gusto. Mark gripped the base and Steve's balls, allowing Steve to do as he wished.
"Wanna fuck you...fuck you!"
Mark smiled as he sucked, wondering if these walls had ever heard such profanity. He doubted it.
"Fuck you with a dildo...tie you the hell up..." Steve's cock began to throb. "Holy shit."
Mark prepared himself for the load. When it hit he hummed happily, swallowing Steve's cum.
Steve held the back of Mark's head, keeping it in place.
Mark continued to mouth Steve's cock, poking his finger up his ass to massage inside.
"Mark Antonious! You blow-job god!" Steve staggered back, catching himself on the wall.
"Mm." Mark licked his lips seductively.
Steve seemed to wake up, shaking the water from his eyes and grabbed the soap. "Turn around."
"You still have it in you to fuck me?" Mark laughed.
Steve grabbed Mark's arm and moved him to face the shower head. Mark used two hands to brace himself. The soap was massaged into his crack and rim. "Oh, yes." Mark spread his legs wider.
Steve entered his ass with a finger, then two.
Mark glanced between his legs. His cock was thick and bobbing as water ran down his skin. "Oh, Steven..."
Steve grabbed Mark's cock and began fucking him with three fingers, then four.
Mark choked on a scream of pleasure and wanted to beg for more.
"Good?"
"Deeper."
Steve fisted Mark's cock and worked his ass simultaneously.
"Ah!"
"Here we go!" Steve increased the speed of both his actions and Mark hit the stratosphere.
"Ah! Steven! Ah!" Mark clenched his jaw as his dick shuddered and shot milky ribbons of cum all over the shower wall.
Steve slowed his action, continuing to massage Mark inside and out.
"Love you, love you!" Mark gasped for air as the intensity subsided.
Steve grabbed him around the waist and snarled seductively.
"We will find a leather fetish club in London."
"Ah!" Mark shivered and closed his eyes.

* * *

Steve was still dragging but knew he and Mark had to be sociable. The eight hour time difference was already killing him.
Flying overnight was great if you slept like a rock on the plane.
He didn't. Mark was out cold from his valiums while Steve was trying to use beer to sedate himself. All that did was make him have to pee.
A meal had been prepared and was being served buffet style.
Steve directed Mark to the food. "Eat something."
"I'm not very hungry."
"At least try."
"What time is it here?"
Steve's watch was still on California time. "Uh, eleven in the morning?"
"Good lord." Mark rubbed his stomach and peered distastefully at the food.
"Here. Have a scone." Steve put it in his plate. "What's that?"
"Coddled cream."
"What's coddled cream?"
"More fattening than butter." Mark recoiled. "English food is not for the faint of heart."
"Mark?" Leslie called from another room.
"Yes, Mother?"
"Please eat something."
"Eavesdropping?" Mark answered her back without turning around.
"It's not that big a house, Mark. Not like in Paradise."
"Oh no." Steve felt a rush of heat and humiliation. "She heard our humping."
"She'll have to get used to it."
"Eat grapes. Eat something." Steve kept Mark's attention on the food.
"I can't. How about just tea." Mark poured from a silver kettle and added milk.
"Fine. I can't force you."
"No. You can't."
Steve was left behind to forage. The sandwiches were tiny white bread triangles with their crusts removed. Pink, green, and beige spreads were oozing out of them. He sniffed one and recoiled. "Where's a pizza when you need one?"
Holding his plate, he joined the other three and sat down at a small table near a window overlooking a grassy field and hedgerow beyond.
"So, Harry," Mark said in between sipping his tea, "Do we get to meet your family before the wedding?"
"Yes, of course. I thought you and Steve could use a day to recuperate before we bombarded you with relatives."
"Thank you, Harry." Mark smiled. "You met a good man, Mother. Finally got it right?"
"Don't be rude." Leslie frowned, her jowls furrowed. "You're a rude little boy. You never change."
"And with the help of Dr. Love, I intend to look the same as well."
"Who?"
"Never mind, Mother." Mark set his teacup aside. "At least we know where Alex gets his rudeness from. My side of the family."
"Should we call him?" Steve asked, trying to get the tiny sandwiches down before he could taste them.
"He'll be knee deep in his rehearsals by now, Steven."
"Right."
"How is Jackie?"
"He's good, Mum. Thanks for asking about him."
"Should I have invited him?"
"No. He and Adam are busy at the moment." Mark glanced at Steve.
"What?" Steve stopped eating.
"Found anything palatable?"
"What's that supposed to mean?" Leslie appeared indignant.
"Mark, don't start trouble." Steve wiped his hands on a napkin.
"Is the food not satisfactory, Steve?" Harry asked.
"It's fine."
"Mother, you don't expect us to survive on dainty English tea time."
"You don't eat anyway," Leslie said, "And Steve didn't offer a preference."
"Beer, Mother. Get him beer and a good pepperoni pizza."
Mark gave Steve a wink.
"I can get him anything he needs."
"Don't go to any trouble." Steve gave Mark an imploring look. There was nothing Mark liked more than needling his mother.
"Nonsense." Leslie called, "Niles?"
Steve gave Mark a frustrated glance while Mark hid his giggle under his hand.
"Yes, Madam?"
"Niles, do we have beer in the house for Steven?"
"Leslie, it's not necessary to get it right now."
"I can get anything Master Steven needs, Madam."
"Master Steven," Mark said, "Yes, indeed."
"Mark Antonious," Steve warned, "Don't start."
"What type of beer do you fancy, Steven?" Harry asked.
"Look, guys, I appreciate all the fuss, but--" Steve felt his cheeks go rosy.
"Get him something from Belgium, Niles. A nice white," Mark said, "and no jellied eel for dinner. It's revolting."
Leslie snorted.
Steve winced. Eel?
"Or steak and kidney pie," Mark said, "We don't eat renal glands."
"Mark." Steve held up his hand, beginning to feel ill.
"Behave, Mark," Leslie said. "You've been here all of five minutes."
"Yes and already enjoyed a wonderful session of sex with Steven and am giving you a hard time. Missed me?"
Steve stood, grabbed Mark by his shirt collar and dragged him out of the room. He brought Mark out of hearing range for the other two and said quietly, "You do realize you're behaving like Alex."
"She's so disapproving I can't deal with it."
"What is she doing?" Steve glanced down the hall. "She's trying to make us comfortable and you're making her nuts."
"She doesn't give a shite about me, you, or our son. Look."
Mark gestured to the sitting room. "When was the last time she called? When was she in California last? The wedding!"
"Mark, calm down. What the fuck? Is this what it's going to be like for a week?"
"No. Sorry, love." Mark kissed him.
Steve parted from his mouth and was about to say something when Mark held his hand and dragged him to the bedroom. "Get naked."
"Mark..." Steve gestured to the other end of the house where Leslie and Harry were.
"And brush your teeth. That horrible food is intolerable, even second hand."
Steve rubbed his face in frustration and found his toiletries already unpacked and on the vanity. While he brushed his teeth he stared at his own blue eyes. What am I going to do with you, Richfield?

* * *

Alex heard the sound of tires on gravel. He checked the clock. It was nearing two a.m.
Oliver was breathing deeply beside him, sound asleep. Alex envied him. He was a light sleeper like his father while Oliver could sleep through a fireworks display, like Angel.
The noise of the front door opening and closing came next.
Alex rolled off the bed and felt around the floor for his briefs. He put them on and slipped out of the bedroom.
He spotted Billy in the kitchen drinking from a beer bottle.
Alex tiptoed closer. "Late night?"
Billy whipped his head around quickly. "Go back to bed."
"You never come home this late." Alex stepped nearer, seeing Billy's lieutenant badge and a holstered pistol on his belt.
"Wow."
Billy glanced down at them. "Alex, go to bed."
"What happened? Did you have some major thingie in LA?"
"A hostage situation."
"Did it end well?"
"No."
Alex frowned stood beside him. "Someone die?"
"Yeah." Billy tipped more beer down his throat.
"Please say it wasn't a cop."
"No. Not a cop."
"Thank fuck." Alex stared at Billy's LAPD t-shirt as it seemed to stretch over his broad chest and shoulders. "I'm going to quit college."
Billy gave Alex his attention.
"I can't do it all."
"You can if you try."
"I did try."
"Sometimes life is hard, Alex. But you can't give up." Billy finished the beer.
"Is that your motto?" Alex came within Billy's personal space. "Never give up?"
"Goodnight, Alex." Billy set the empty bottle on the counter and left the room.
After the door closed to the master bedroom, Alex took a pee break and headed back to bed. He stripped off the briefs and cuddled close to Oliver. He felt lost. He wished he could have an older lover to guide him. His father was as confused as he was, or worse, and Steve used all his energy on keeping Mark sane.
Oliver was wonderful, but he wasn't a strong father-figure.
Alex needed one of those and no one was stepping up for him.
He closed his eyes and gripped Oliver tightly.
"You okay?" Oliver asked groggily.
"Yes. Bad dream."
Oliver rolled over and held onto Alex.
Alex rested his head on Oliver's chest and wished Oliver was older, out of college, and earning a living. That's the kind of man Alex craved. He needed help. Something was going wrong in his head and he didn't know why or how to deal with it.







 

Chapter 7

 
"Take the limo."
"Oh, Mother, you really like to micro-manage my life." Mark tucked his black shirt into his black slacks and put his leather jacket on.
"Harry, tell Mark the train is not suitable."
"Leslie, if Mark would like to take the train to London, it's his choice."
Mark gestured to Harry. "You see, Mum? Choice. It's one thing Dad never gave me. Freedom to choose."
"Mark," Steve said, "Calm down."
"Come, Steven." Mark spun on his heels and headed to the front door.
"At least get a ride to the train station!" Leslie trialed them.
"Harry said it's ten minutes down the bridle path."
"There could be mud. It's along the canal."
Mark rubbed his face in exhaustion. "Fine."
Steve held Mark's elbow as he left the house through the front door. "You need to take a chill pill."
"She makes me mad. You see why I'm so neurotic." Mark spotted the limousine pulling out of the double garage.
"How long is the train ride?" Steve asked. "Seriously. Is it shorter to drive?"
"No. Believe me. The train is much simpler. The drive is a living nightmare." Mark sat in the back seat of the car. "It's like trying to drive into Manhattan. Have you ever done that, Steven?"
"No." Steve joined him.
"You shall see. The highways and roads are a snarled mess. If we take the overland train to the tube, it's simple."
"You know the underground well?"
Mark held Steve's knee and smiled. "Will you trust me?"
"Yes."
Mark cupped the back of Steve's head and met his lips for a kiss. Just as he became enthralled with Steve's tongue, the car stopped.
"That's it?" Steve sat up and looked around.
"I told you it was walking distance. What complete bollocks."
Mark climbed out of the car and thanked the driver. He and Steve walked to the ticket booth and bought two all night passes for the tube as well as the over-land train.
Mark sprinted to the platform which was down a long stretch of cement stairs. Steve was at his side, the clatter of their leather soles echoing in the brick and mortar walls.
A train was just pulling into the station, London bound.
Mark hopped onto the nearest open car and held a metal pole as Steve joined him, looking for an open seat. Mark did a seductive pole dance, grinding his crotch on the shining metal and giving him an orgasmic expression.
"Holy fuck, Richfield." Steve glanced around to see everyone watching, some overtly, others over their SUN newspaper. "Get over here and sit." Steve grabbed the leather sleeve of Mark's jacket and dragged him to a bench seat.
Mark dropped down as the train began to move, a garbled announcement spoke over the PA that he couldn't translate.
"This takes us to the tube?" Steve asked.
"Yes. To Tottenham Hale." Mark eyed the advertisements displayed on both sides of the long narrow train car. "Bloody hell."
"What?" Steve perked up.
"Look."
Steve started laughing. "Dangereux Cologne International."
"I never expected to be here."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. It's just a surprise." Mark noticed several people staring at him. He said under his breath, "Yes, it's me."
Steve squeezed his thigh.
"I can imagine their thoughts." Mark frowned. "Oh, look how old he looks in person."
"Shut up. You do say the stupidest things."
A young woman held up her phone as if she were taking his photo. Mark smiled for the camera. "Say cheese."
"You're taking this well."
"Nothing I can do, Steven. I have to keep sensible and not upset people."
The train came to its next stop. Passengers loaded and unloaded. Mark noticed several commuters look at him, the ad, and back at him. He whispered to Steve, "Brits are too polite to ask."
"Not too polite to stare."
"No. They do that. Should I wave?"
"I'd pass. So? How many stops 'til London?"
"It's an express. We should do well. But it'll still take the good part of a half hour. We'll have a stop in London first before we go to Vauxhall."
"Cool."

* * *

Steve was used to cars. Los Angeles. Highways, traffic, honking horns. The rush to the underground was beyond him.
Mark held up his trip ticket to show him how to get through the turnstiles. Steve fumbled, felt nervous, and could sense other commuters breathing down his neck. He glanced up as he stuffed the ticket into the slot, seeing Mark leaning on the other side of the metal gate, giving him a loving smile.
"I'm coming." Steve took the ticket as it was ejected from the other end.
"You will be." Mark reached out his hand when Steve finally made it through the spinning metal gate.
There were two lanes on the same escalator. One for running down hill, one for riding and holding on for dear life. Mark, of course, chose to run.
Steve gripped his hand tightly and they raced into the bowels of the underground. There was no time to admire the graffiti or the chewing gum stuck on the faces of the small advertising placards which ran along the wall.
"Come! Come! Mind the gap!" Mark laughed as he leapt over the space between the cement platform and the train itself.
Catching his breath as the doors closed and the train moved, Steve paused to stare at a color-coded map of the entire tube system. He was already lost just looking at the rainbow of lines crisscrossing and dividing all over the area of London.
"Steven."
He spun around to see Mark patting an open spot beside him.
It was along the side of the rail car, facing the opposite set of seats, and only one space was left.
Steve fit his bottom between Mark and a woman, smiling at her in a friendly gesture before settling in to lean on his man.
The minute Steve glanced up, Mark's advertisement was again visible. "Wow. You're everywhere."
"I thought that was you." A young man grinned flirtatiously.
"Yes, love. Hello." Mark smiled.
"You're fabulous." The young man thrust out his hips.
"Cheers, love." Mark blushed.
Steve noticed everyone in the crowded car looking. Mark didn't get the same attention in LA. But in LA there were celebrities all over and no mass transit to be caught on.
The ride was rocky, loud, and became warm as the crowd packed the narrow carriage. Steve dazed off at the ad, feeling slightly jet-lagged and wondering how his energy level would hold up.
In the ad, Mark stood beside a white stallion. Ironically Mark had a similar image in the photographer Janis Campbell's book of male nudes. Funny how Mark keeps appearing with a macho white horse. Steve wondered on the significance.
Just as he became lulled into a fantasy about Mark dressed as a knight and holding a lance, Mark said, "This is us, Steven," and held his hand.
Steve squeezed his way to the sliding door through a packed crowd. When Mark jumped and made an exclamation of surprise, Steve looked down. A hand had retreated from groping Mark's ass.
Steve snarled at the man. "Watch it."
Mark spun to look. "Was that you, Steven?"
"No." Steve gave the man a furious glare and the man turned away.
The train halted and the doors opened. Mark kept hold of Steve's fingers as they followed signs that said, 'Way Out.'
Steve wondered if that was a hippie commentary to the experience he was having.
After a ride on an escalator that was nearly vertical and the longest moving staircase Steve had ever seen, they hit street level.
The chaos of London's busiest district smacked Steve in the face.
They stopped at a traffic signal among a throng of pedestrians in an enormous intersection. Black cabs, red double-decker buses, tiny minis and metros swerving in and out of lanes amid delivery trucks and jaywalking people.
"Bloody hell!"
"What?" Steve glanced around. The last thing he needed was to play cop in a mob like this.
"Look up at the electronic billboard!"
"Holy shit!" Steve's jaw dropped as Mark's live television cologne ad, him riding the white horse, was on a building in the middle of Leister Square.
"If I didn't see it with me own eyes..." Mark hissed through is teeth.
The signal changed and Steve was curious as to why the order of red, amber, and green lights was not the same as it was in the States. "I'm on the moon."
"What, Steven?" Mark gripped his hand tighter, making Steve walk glued to his side in the crowd.
"I'm blown away, Mark. This city is insane."
"Yes. Quite. If you don't know your way...well. Good luck!"
"Where are you going?"
"I thought we'd grab a bite first and then head to the leather club."
"Please. No jellied eel or kidneys."
"Promise." Mark winked at him.

* * *

Angel left the cottage first. He owned his own bookstore and manned it with one employee named Summer. He kissed Billy goodbye and drove off.
Next to depart the cottage was Oliver. His morning class beckoned. Though Alex was used to them riding to school together daily when they first began their freshman year, Alex's decision to quit college now sent Oliver off on his own. A peck on his lips and Oliver was gone as well.
Alex had rehearsals to attend all afternoon. Since he hadn't told Charlotte of his decision to leave school, she had arranged for him to attend morning class then afternoon and evening rehearsals. Alex assumed he would be at the studio every morning once he let her and the producers know.
That left one occupant of the cottage still relaxing before he went on shift.
Alex closed the front door once Oliver's car vanished down the road. He looked at Billy's profile as he sat on the couch.
Making his way towards him, Alex stood over Billy while he read the sport's page. "When do you have to go to work?"
"Eleven."
Alex sat down next to him. "I think Dad will be mad when he finds out I quit school."
Billy folded the newspaper and placed it on the coffee table.
"Don't you have to let the school know? Formally?"
Alex shrugged. "I don't know."
"I assume you have to sign paperwork to discontinue the quarter."
"Honest. I don't know."
"Why don't you go to the admin building and ask someone?"
Alex felt his gut tighten. "I'm afraid."
"Afraid of what?"
"Afraid to do it formally. Dad and Steve will kill me."
"So you're just going to cut classes and fail?"
"Yes." Alex bit his lip and his eyes stung with his worry.
Billy exhaled deeply. "Can't you call them?"
"Who?"
"Your dad and Steve?"
"I don't want to. I know what they'll say." Alex scooted closer, letting his knees touch Billy's leg.
Billy glanced at him warily.
"My mom said she understood. So, as far as I'm concerned..." Alex shrugged resting his hand on Billy's thigh.
Billy plucked it off.
"At least hold me. I'm a wreck." Alex tried to stop his lip from quivering. "And I have to be sane for rehearsal later."
His expression softening, Billy reached out his hand.
Alex crushed his face against Billy's shoulder and neck, inching his way to his lap. He inhaled Billy's scent and wanted to cry at the feeling of security and strength he craved like air.
"Don't worry." Billy rubbed his back. "Everything will be okay."
"It feels that way when I'm in your arms."
"You're not 'in my arms'."
"No?" Alex pressed his lips against Billy's neck.
"Can't I just reassure you without it being sexual?"
Alex's cock was thick and throbbing in his jeans. No. He knew any contact with Billy would be sexual to him. "Sure. This is paternal, not erotic."
"Why did that sound so sarcastic?" Billy attempted to make a gap between them, but Alex clung on, moving his legs to sit crossways on Billy's lap.
When Alex felt a nice pulsating bulge under him he wriggled on it.
"No way."
"I'm just finding comfort." Alex took the skin of Billy's neck between his teeth gently. The mound under his bottom grew.
Alex hummed and licked his neck.
"Alex, don't turn this into a sexual act."
"I'm not. I'm terrified. Just hold me." Alex cupped Billy's chest, feeling his hard nipple under his fingers. He nuzzled and sniffed Billy's skin and hair, massaging his rounded pectoral muscle affectionately.
Billy had become still under him, his breathing heavier and quicker.
"Hold me," Alex said softly, "Hold me and help me deal with this. I can't do it by myself."
"What about Oliver?"
"He's my age, in college, living at home. He can offer words but his mental state is the same as mine. Useless."
Billy let out a loud exhale in what sounded to Alex like anxiety.
Alex leaned back so he could see Billy's eyes. "It's your strength I'm drawn to. I'm so fucking helpless and weak."
"That's crap and you know it. You're just young. You'll manage just like all the rest of us did."
"No. I'm a fucking mess. I don't tell Steve and Dad my deepest fears."
Billy looked concerned. "What fears?"
Alex bit his lip on his emotions.
"Alex?" Billy combed his fingers through Alex's hair.
"I..."
"You?"
Alex shivered, holding onto Billy as tight as he could.
"Okay, babe...I got you." Billy held him tightly back.
Alex closed his eyes and pressed his lips against Billy's ear.
"I'm terrified I'll fall on my face eventually."
"No. You're going to be a wonderful success."
"I won't be."
"Alex." Billy held him by both shoulders and looked directly at him. "You already are."
Tears filled Alex's eyes. "No. I'm openly gay. Everyone knows I am even if I pretend otherwise."
"And?"
Alex wiped at his eyes in embarrassment. "If this show gets cancelled, my career is done."
"Who told you that?"
"Adam, Keith O'Leary, Carl Bronson..."
"Alex." Billy smoothed the hair back from Alex's forehead.
"You'll be fine."
"And the degree...the degree is meaningless. Don't you see?"
"Why are you upsetting yourself so much?"
"Because." Alex began shaking from his personal demons.
"Because why?"
"My whole life I was told I was nothing. A piece of shit."
"Mark never did that to you."
"No. Not Mark. My fake dad." Alex held back a choking sob.
"Well, put that behind you. Your father and Steve adore you."
"I know." Alex rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand.
"You have so much, sweetheart." Billy softened his tone.
"You're talented. You're gorgeous. You have showbiz by the balls...don't be sad."
Alex felt completely drained. He stared at Billy. The concern made him choke up. "I love you."
"I love you too." Billy smiled and brushed back Alex's hair.
Closing his eyes, Alex met Billy's lips with his own. At first Billy reacted, tensing up, recoiling, but Alex cupped the back of his head and held him in place.
Alex felt all of Billy let go--his body, his willpower, and his common sense.
The moment he did, Alex went into a gut-wrenching meltdown. The kiss was tender and so full of love Alex wondered if he were dreaming.
Billy dug his fingers through Alex's hair cupping his head.
The kiss wasn't wild or out of control. It was perfect.
Billy's tongue was gentle, not aggressive; his caress was kind, not intrusive.
Alex touched Billy's coarse jaw with his fingertips, licking at Billy's lips like a kitten with a bowl of milk.
Under Alex's bottom, Billy's cock thickened and throbbed, but Alex was content where they were. Neither reached for an intimate body part or advanced the action.
After what felt like hours, Billy parted from Alex's mouth and they met gazes.
The love Alex felt from that beautiful set of blue eyes overwhelmed him.
"I need to go to work."
Alex nodded, slowly moving off of Billy's lap. Once he was standing, swaying from the amazing make-out session, Billy caressed his face.
He clipped his gun and badge to his belt, and smiled as he left.
Alex flopped to the couch and stared out at the ocean, completely overwhelmed.







 

Chapter 8

 
Steve was buzzed on Belgium beer and had a belly full of good food. Maybe the meals Leslie served were lacking, but Steve couldn't recall ever tasting food like he did in Covent Garden.
The bangers and mash were excellent. The cobble street was uneven causing Steve to stumble as he walked.
Another tube ride from where they ate dinner to the outskirts of London, and Mark was checking his mobile phone for last minute directions while standing outside the Vauxhall tube station.
"Right." Mark held tight to Steve's hand. "It says the fetish club is around here." Pocketing the phone, Mark checked numbers on the buildings.
"I haven't been this drunk in ages."
"Good. You deserve a bit of fun. Oh. Hang on." Mark stopped short.
Steve noticed several men wearing a sexy assortment of black leather gear, adorned with silver chains, hovering near a doorway. "Wow."
"This must be it." Mark opened the door and was stopped by a bouncer near a sign that read 'Members Only' and another that had a list of rules, including a dress code. "Hullo, mate." Mark smiled brightly. "Knock, knock, let me in, let me in!" he said, laughing.
"Where do I know you from?" The bouncer's gaze narrowed.
"Dangereux Cologne," Steve said, poking his nose over Mark's shoulder.
"Brilliant." The man waved Mark and Steve through the gap between himself and a velvet cord.
"Do I have to ask for a special treat to get some sub fun?"
Mark said as he passed.
The man's jaw dropped. "You joking?"
"Am I joking, Steven?" Mark blinked.
"No. He ain't." Steve smiled.
"Hang on. Hang on!" The man removed what appeared to be a mobile phone from his belt but when he used it like a walkie- talkie, Steve knew it wasn't.
"I got a VIP and I need Master Moorhead."
"Master Head?" Mark laughed, making a silly face at Steve.
Steve knew tonight was going to be amazing. A line had formed behind them from their slow progress. All the men in leather were trying to see what was going on. They didn't fit the dress code and if it wasn't for Mark being recognized, Steve knew they'd have been turned away.
The bouncer said, "Go up these stairs. Someone is waiting for you."
"Cheers, love."
Steve stared at Mark's ass as he ascended. Seeing his seductive sway already had Steve in heat. Behind him a murmur of male voices echoed. He heard Mark's name. "This isn't going to be anonymous sex, Richfield."
"Who bloody cares? Let me have some fun."
"I'm not stopping you." Steve fondled Mark's ass as he made his way to the top.
A man wearing black leather pants, a black harness for a shirt, and a black leather hat, was waiting. Tattoos covered both his arms like sleeves, and he was hairy and muscular with a clean-shaven head.
"Mr. Richfield." The man extended his hand. "The pleasure is all mine."
"I doubt that very much." Mark shook his hand. "This is my husband, Steven."
"Steven. A pleasure."
"Yeah. You too."
Mark chuckled. "Shall I call you Mr. Moorhead?"
"Call me Master, or else."
"Oooh!" Mark shivered comically. "What are we waiting for?"
The Dom maneuvered Mark in the right direction, asking Steve as he did, "You Dom or sub?"
"All Dom. And I will be participating."
"That'll work."
Even over the music and conversation, Steve noticed a ripple of energy surround Mark. Everyone in the dark, blue and red lit room--the men drinking at the bar, dancing on the floor, and looming around the perimeter--knew someone special had arrived.
A door was opened for them. Master Moorhead pushed Mark in roughly and told Steve, "Help yourself to the assortment of outfits."
"Thanks. Oh, by the way." Steve grabbed the man by his arm and yanked him close. "You hurt one hair on his head and I'll kick your ass."
"That's not the game we play here. No one gets hurt."
Steve nodded and was led to a room of costumes.

* * *

Mark's cock thickened and his blood pumped instantly. The room appeared to be a medieval dungeon complete with chains hanging from the wall, a stockade and hanging cages. "Blimey!"
He spun around to get Steve's take on it. "Where's my Steven?"
"He'll be back." Master Moorhead crossed his arms and said, "Kneel."
Mark dropped to his knees.
"What do you fancy, pretty boy?"
"Anything." Mark flicked his hair behind his shoulder nervously.
"Give me your safe word."
"Copper."
"Copper? Like the metal?"
"No. Like a constable."
"Police fetish?"
"Not half."
Master Moorhead grinned. "How many you want dominating?"
"How many you have?"
"To get their hands on you? Pick a number."
"Bloody hell!"
"Want an audience?"
Mark's skin prickled. "Do I?"
"Hell yeah. You do. How about three active, the rest having a look?"
"Rest? As in?" Mark gulped.
"A dozen?"
"Yes. You'll hand-pick them?"
"Indeed."
"All right."
"Take off your clothing. There's a locker there. That man will give you a key."
Mark turned to look.
"Give Steven the key."
"Yes. All right."
"From the minute you get into character, you call me master, or sir. You call all your Doms that."
"Yes, sir!" Mark saluted.
"I've flaming died and gone to heaven."
"You?" Mark smiled.
"Go. Take off your clothing."
"Yes, sir." Mark rose to his feet, light headed and giddy.

* * *

Steve checked his image out in a full length mirror.
"You're the bloody bollocks, mate."
"Uh. Thank you?" Steve grinned.
"Aye. It's a compliment. Love your accent."
"My accent?" Steve pressed his hand to his chest. "I thought you were the one with the accent."
"Oy. You want to dominate me, mate?"
"No. I want to dominate and fuck my husband."
"Too bad, love. I've a thing for a man in military fatigues."
"Don't we all." Steve looked back at his reflection. "What regiment is this?"
"Royal Military police."
"Good."
"Are you a vet?"
"No, ex-cop."
"Bleedin' 'ell, mate. Would ya play Dom for me for a hundred quid?"
Steve stared at the man. "You serious?"
The man grabbed his own crotch. "Two hundred?"
"That's funny. I love it." Steve headed to the door. "Where's my man?"
"I'll show you."
As Steve stood by, the assistant asked, "Three hundred?"
Steve cracked up with laughter and didn't reply.
Before he got to the room where Mark was waiting he met with Master Moorhead.
"Nice one, mate!" The Dom shook his head. "Some pair you and the pretty boy make. I'd pay to see you two shag."
"Then maybe you need to pay us instead of us paying you."
Steve grinned.
"If you two actually fuck? You got a deal."
"Yeah. I know it sounds good in theory, but hell, if I end up in a British jail cell, I will get even."
The Dom smiled. "No jail cells."
"Your co-worker in the dressing room said he'd pay me three hundred pounds to play Dom for him."
"In that get up?" The man shook his head. "I'd pay you."
"Okay, enough bullshitting. Where's Mark?"
"Waiting for you. Here's the plan. He asked for three Doms and a dozen to watch."
Steve choked. "A dozen to watch?"
"Aye. Handpicked by myself. No worries. Cream of the crop. They're the top VIPs."
"I got only your word for it."
"My word." Master Moorhead held out his hand.
Steve took it. "If I think things are too rough, I will stop it."
"No roughhousing. None. This is all consensual."
"Mark doesn't know when enough is enough."
"We won't hurt him. Word of honor." The man held up his hand.
"Okay."
A door was opened and Steve walked in. Mark was naked, cuffs on his wrists and ankles but he was not confined at the moment.
"Steven!" Mark gawked at him.
Steve spun around to show off his uniform. "Yeah. I figured you'd like it." He walked towards Mark as Master Moorhead began preparing things behind him. "You want a bunch of guys watching?"
Mark blushed. "Am I a sicko?"
"No, babe. Anything you want." Steve caressed his cheek.
"Kiss me."
"About that."
"Yes?"
"Only I kiss you."
"Of course."
Steve smoothed his fingers into Mark's hair and cupped the back of his head. Mark fell against him, moaning and writhing on his uniform. The feel of Mark's tongue in his mouth was only the beginning of this foreplay.
The sound of a door opening behind him made Steve part from Mark's mouth. They both had a look at the third Dom.
A man in a Royal Guard cavalry uniform entered.
Steve said, "Now I feel like part of the village people."
"We're missing the chief." Mark winked.
Master Moorhead brought the man closer. "This is Master William. This is Master Steve and of course, the fab Mark Richfield."
"I'm gobsmacked to be part of this." Master William shook Mark's hand. "I've been a fan of yours since you began the cologne ad campaign."
"You make me feel old and this is over."
Steve knew Mark tried to make it sound like a tease, but he knew better.
"Old? Are you bleedin' mad? I'd pay good money to shag you, pretty boy."
"Better." Mark smiled.
"Look at the bloody trouser snake on him!"
"He isn't even excited yet, mate." Master Moorhead crossed the room with a handful of chain links. "But we're about to change all that." He informed the new Dom, "Safe word is 'copper'."
"Brilliant." Master William winked at Steve.
"You ready, my pet?" Mark asked Steve.
"I was about to ask you that question."
Mark held out his wrists for the chains.
"Right. Lift off, gentlemen." Steve loved the look of pure pleasure on Mark's face.

* * *

Why do I love this?
Mark was led to the wall and secured to it so his body formed an X. He kept his gaze on his stunning husband wearing military fatigues and a red beret. My word, Steven. Did you ever look so edible? Mark wanted his cock. Now.
The door opened and a solemn line of men, not talking to each other, filed in.
The adrenalin dump Mark got at being exposed before twelve strangers was intense. They sat on two long benches, six in front, six behind. The lighting was dimmer near them, so Mark couldn't see their faces clearly.
His cock grew interested and wagged between his legs.
Showing off his endowment embarrassed Mark. Steve had made a fuss over measuring it, constantly fawning over it. Mark had always been ashamed of his body. He was teased as a young boy and tried to hide it from his peers in gym class and later in the locker room when he participated in sports.
What some men would have used as bragging rights made Mark feel like a freak. He knew he looked like a woman, especially when he was Alex's age. So being androgynous and hung like a mule was certainly enough to gain him unwanted bullying.
Then why does this excite me now?
Mark was eternally an emotional mess. Years of therapy did nothing to help that. Perhaps I'm accepting it now. I'm allowing myself to be viewed and not hiding. Am I the hunk or the freak?
Mark had no clue which he was at the moment, hoping for the former, dreading the latter.
Master Moorhead approached menacingly, his leather clothing shining in a spotlight which was aimed at Mark, his skin oiled and slick.
He grabbed a fistful of Mark's hair and tugged his head to the side. "What do you want, slave?"
"You, Master." Mark gulped, trying to see Steve. This was totally different from his past sexual experience. No Jack. No Adam.
Steve drew close, as if out of the gloom. He knelt in front of Mark and slid a penis ring on his semi-erection. The touch of Steve's hands sent Mark's head spinning.
The third Dom appeared beside him, using baby oil on Mark's nipples to arouse them.
Mark's chest began heaving.
Steve was given a bottle of lubrication.
Mark held his breath as Steven Jay Miller, looking like a poster boy for the British Army, massaged his rim with gel.
Mark closed his eyes and whimpered, feeling his ass pucker in desire.
Alligator clamps with long dangling silver tassels were attached to Mark's nipples. Master William ran his hand under Mark's arm to his pit, massaging it. When he went for a lick of Mark's tuft of hair, Mark checked on Steve. Steve was aware but did nothing to interfere.
The tongue bath to his underarm was a new experience for Mark. He thrust his hips out and felt his cock throbbing inside the penis ring.
"Do you like that?" Master William caught his breath.
"Yes, Master." Mark watched Master Moorhead hand off something to Steve but couldn't see what it was.
Master William inhaled Mark's skin first before going back to his gnawing. As he ground his mouth under Mark's arm he tugged at the nipple clamps creating tingling twinges from the tightness.
Steve was on his knees. He held the base of Mark's cock and ran the length against his cheek.
"Master Steven! Ohh!" Mark shook against the confinement of the straps. "More, please!"
Steve began inserting a dildo up Mark's ass.
Mark gasped and dared to take a peek at the spectators. Still he couldn't hear a thing from them, nor see them clearly. But indeed, they were all there, most likely glued to the action.
The phallus was worked deeply until Mark felt completely filled. He choked on his breath he was huffing so heavily. The minute it vibrated and wriggled, all three Doms stood back to watch.
Mark shook visibly and rested his head against the wall and his shoulder. The sensation inside him was making his cock swell to its full potential. It pointed directly at the twelve silent men and began oozing with pre-cum.
Trying to visualize what this looked like to the rest of the group, Mark shivered and whimpered shifting his weight from leg to leg as the dildo brought him close to the edge yet did not push him off.
"Open your eyes," Master Moorhead said.
Mark did with an effort. A full length mirror on wheels had been placed before him. Mark got to see what the others were admiring--his body, spread eagle, chains hanging from his nipples and a rubber penis ring constricting his cock.
"Bloody hell." Mark was excited by the image, he couldn't deny it. The light was so dim he couldn't see the age on his face, nor the sparse hair on his chest. He looked like the perfect sub.
"Want more?" Master William asked.
"Yes. Please." Mark licked his dry lips.
Steve was handed a small black whip.
Mark's knees went weak and he pressed his back against the wall to thrust out his hips as much as the confinement would allow.
Steve whipped him very lightly.
"Harder, Master." Mark knew Steve would be timid about hitting him.
After a reluctant expression, Steve made another attempt.
"Please. Give Master Moorhead the whip." Mark began to fuck the air. The vibration in his ass was overwhelming him, making him need to come.
Steve said something into Master Moorhead's ear before he gave up the whip. Mark figured it was a warning. No, Steven. Let him hit me.
Master Moorhead ran the tassels through his fingers and took a swipe. The tendrils licked Mark's cock and gave him a thrill he could not describe. "Yes!" Mark rocked his body in time with the flogging. "Oh, God...more." He balled his fists, closed his eyes and felt his long hair sticking to his neck and cheek from his sweat.
Mark didn't know if he was dreaming or high. From the time he was a child, he had denied himself the pleasure he sought, been beaten by his father and was humiliated to be himself.
This was the first time Mark felt truly free.
"Enough." Steve blocked the next hit.
Mark opened his eyes. "Steven..." he said, moaning in his desire for him.
Steve dug his hand into Mark's hair and kissed him.
Hot tears ran down Mark's cheek. "Love you. Thank you."
Steve licked his way down Mark's chest, back to his kneeling position. Mark glanced around. Both Masters were watching, enthralled, and Mark assumed the dozen men were as well.
Steve worked the cock ring off and devoured Mark's dick.
"Ah!" Mark thrust his hips into Steve's eager mouth.
When Steve manipulated the vibrating dildo and fisted Mark's cock in time with his sucking, Mark began spinning into a climax that made his legs give out. He hung from his wrists, feeling his groin pulsating and tightening. "Ahh! Ahhh!"
Steve drew harder, faster until Mark nearly passed out from the intensity. Before Mark could recover, or the waves of pleasure subsided, his ankles were released from the wall and his legs were raised off the floor. Mark's lower half was fitted into a swing. Steve removed the dildo and began fucking him, his dick exposed from his Military Police trousers. He knew he was fantasizing this event, because it actually felt surreal to Mark.
When Steve gripped the nape of Mark's neck and practically bent him in two to kiss him while he fucked him, Mark forgot the rest of the men in the room, the crazy fake dungeon, his troubles, his past, and his future. He was immersed in the now.
And now, his most beloved was satisfying him in ways he had never dreamed.

* * *

Steve jammed his hips into Mark and came. He parted from Mark's mouth, clenched his teeth and savored the pulsating of his cock into this unbelievable man. After the climax, he coiled his arms around Mark, resting on him, catching his breath. It wasn't until his cock grew soft and retracted out of Mark's body that Steve became aware again. He stumbled back and met Mark's green eyes. Mark appeared weary, but happy.
Immediately Mark was helped by the two Doms out of the swing, the clamps were removed from his nipples, and his wrists were released.
Steve was given a wet towel and wiped his cock as Mark was catered to like a king.
The men filed out behind them, still silent.
Master William called to someone outside the door. Steve recognized the man from the dressing room. He had an armful of clothing. Steve stripped and changed back into his jeans and cotton shirt.
As part of his aftercare, Mark was given a sponge bath by the two Doms and then helped to get dressed.
As Mark sat before a mirror, Master Moorhead brushed his hair lovingly.
Steve needed to be horizontal and didn't look forward to the train ride home.
Someone tapped his arm. Steve glanced at Master William who was holding out something to him.
Steve took it.
"Mark blew their britches off." Master William smiled.
"That's the business card for an editor of an erotic gay men's magazine. Adrian McKenzie."
"And?"
"He begged me to get Mark to ring him."
"Okay." Steve put the card in his wallet. "How much do we owe you for the session?"
Master William gave Steve a look of disbelief.
"Does that mean nothing?"
"Just come back."
Mark approached them. "Hello, love."
"You okay, Mark Antonious?" Steve caressed his hair.
"Brilliant."
"Time to go?" Steve held him around the shoulders.
"Aye. Time to go." Mark reached out to shake both of the men's hands. "What can I say?"
"Say you'll become a regular member!" Master Moorhead laughed.
"I live in California, love."
"Move here."
Steve chuckled. "Okay. Let's go. Thanks, guys. It was... uh, an experience I'll never forget."
"Us neither." Master William walked them to the door.
"Don't forget to tell Mark about the magazine editor."
"What editor?" Mark put his jacket on and tilted his head to Steve.
Steve fished out his wallet and handed Mark the card. "Here."
In the dim light Mark read it. Master Moorhead stood behind him, reading it over his shoulder. "I knew Adrian would be interested. That's why I invited him."
"The editor of Far Out There? An erotic gay mag?" Mark laughed. "How intriguing."
"Call him." Master Moorhead escorted Mark to the main entrance.
Steve exited the club and felt the fresh evening air invigorate him.
"Thanks, lads." Mark waved and hooked Steve's elbow.
"I'm not looking forward to the train ride home."
"You'd like it less in a black cab, believe me."
Steve held Mark close. "Are you okay after that madness?"
"Yes. Loving you was the best part." Mark nuzzled him.
"I never thought I'd ever have sex in front of strangers."
"Me neither. Was it awful for you?"
"No. I sort of blocked everything out."
Mark smiled.
Steve nudged him as they walked to the nearest tube station.
"Let me guess. You didn't block out a thing."
"You know me very well, Steven." Mark guided them to the entrance to the underground. "Shall we tell Mother about our lovely night?"
"No!" Steve laughed and made his way into the station.







 

Chapter 9

 
Alex was given a script just after the last scene for the new episode was shot and finished.
He stood still, flipping through the pages to see how much work he had to do for the next one. "Holy cow." His lines seemed to be multiplying as the demand for his character grew.
He felt a tap on the shoulder. Alex glanced up.
"So? You quit drama school?" Charlotte smiled sadly.
"I had to. I can't do all this work."
"What did Mark say?"
"He's in England." Alex bit his lip.
"Oh." Charlotte nodded and said, "So he has no idea."
"Not yet. My mom said it was okay." Alex shrugged.
"You just make sure it's what you want to do." Charlotte pinched his cheek.
"I'm never sure of anything."
"Not even the paycheck from Being Screwed?" Charlotte grinned wryly.
"Oh. No. I like that." Alex laughed.
"Okay. So, no college class means be here by eight a.m. so we can get in a full day. Got it, sugarplum?"
"Got it." Alex nodded, watching Charlotte walk off. With the script in his hand, Alex headed to the exit door feeling that twisting knot of doubt in his stomach. The evening was cooling off and the wind picked up, blowing his hair around his face.
"Hey, handsome."
Alex glanced up to see one of his female co-stars walking to the parking area beside him. "Hi, Ching."
"Rumor is you quit school."
"Yeah. I had to." He smiled sadly. "Do you go to school?"
"No. I already have my degree. I'm twenty-five. I did all that already." She drew her long black hair back from her face as the wind blew it in.
"Is this your first starring role?"
"I did a few commercials when I was small. And I still do one or two in China when I get the chance."
They stopped moving as it became obvious they were parked in opposite directions.
"Do you think it was smart to finish your degree first?" Alex asked.
"Yes, I do. But I didn't get an offer like you did while I was still in college." She waved as she walked off. "See you tomorrow."
"See ya." Alex sat in his car and leafed through the script. He began reading it and felt his skin cover with gooseflesh. The scenes included a new character. A man who was not twenty- something.
Alex started the engine so he could roll down the window. He shut off the radio and slouched in the seat. "No. No way." Alex felt chills creep up his back. "How does Charlotte know? How does she fucking know my deepest desires?" He kept reading until the end of the episode.
"A cop." Alex shook his head. "She has me suck a cop's dick!" Alex laughed and threw the script on the seat next to him, putting his safety belt on and the car in reverse. "Charlotte Deavers! I love you!"

* * *

Mark rolled over on the bed and felt Steve's hot body beside him. He smiled as he recalled the wonderful session. Luckily Leslie and Harry were asleep when they returned. Mark didn't need an interrogation.
He scooted backwards so Steve spooned him from behind.
Steve was sleeping soundly, his deep breathing soothing to Mark.
Mark glanced at the clock. Alex would be either at rehearsals or in class. He wanted to call him but it was too late to get out of bed now.
Steve mumbled in his sleep and squeezed Mark closer. A big hard-on poked Mark in the bottom. Mark wriggled against it and could imagine Steve's dreams being very erotic.
Exhaling and nestling into the pillow, Mark envisioned being chained to the wall again. He'd wanted to 'reinvent' himself here. He certainly had.
Tomorrow they would meet Harry's son and future daughter- in-law. Mark was already slightly bored with the notion. A low key gathering of stuffy Brits boasting about their lives or complaining about politics, taxes, the monarchy...
Mark knew what he wanted to do tomorrow. Call Adrian McKenzie and see what the editor of a gay erotic magazine has in mind for me.
"Oh, yes." Mark smiled and felt Steve's cock twitching between his legs. "Good dream, Steven?" Mark waited but got no answer. He tried to rest though his mind was running on overdrive.

* * *

By the time Alex arrived home, Oliver's car was in the driveway. Alex parked behind it, held the script close to his chest and made for the front door. His mobile phone rang. He stopped and checked the display, answering it. "Hi, Jackie."
"Hello, Alex. I'm just checking in to see how you are."
"I'm okay." Alex didn't open the door, interested in talking to Jack in private.
"Do you and Oliver want to go out to dinner one night this week?"
"I don't know if I can. I have rehearsals pretty late." Alex glanced down at the newest script.
"How is the juggling of classes and rehearsals going?"
Alex looked back at the roadway in front of the cottage as cars sped by the winding coastal route. "Okay."
"Alex?"
"What do you want me to say, Jack?" Alex was not going to tell Jack he quit because then his dad and Steve would find out instantly. Alex wasn't sure how to deal with that problem yet, and didn't mind the fact he had a few days to decide before his father came home.
"I want you to tell me the truth."
Alex smiled. "Meet me alone and I'll tell you everything you want to know but were afraid to ask."
"All right. Play the game. I just called to see how you are. Talk to you soon."
"Jack?" Alex checked his phone and realized Jack had hung up. He put the phone into his pocket and opened the front door.
"Hey!"
"Hi, Oliver." Alex took off his shoes and put the script on the coffee table near where Oliver was sitting with his guitar. "Is there beer?"
"I think so." Oliver set the guitar aside and joined Alex. "I have a practice session with Jess and the gang tonight. You want to come?"
Alex handed Oliver a beer and sipped his from the neck of the bottle. "I just got the new episode. I'm in like every scene."
"Yeah?" Oliver smiled. "Cool!"
"Cool, but there's a lot more memorizing. I can't do it while you guys are playing music."
"It's okay. We're not connected at the hip." Oliver walked back to the sofa and sat down, placing his beer on the coffee table and the guitar back on his lap to strum.
Alex scrutinized him. Was he mad? Was he being cool?
"Oliver?"
Oliver glanced up.
"We okay?"
"Sure."
Alex dropped beside him, took another swig of beer, and picked up the script. While Oliver played chords and jotted down notes on a music sheet, Alex began to memorize his lines.
The aloofness coming from Oliver could have been Alex's imagination. He just didn't want to start a fight. He had too much else on his mind.

* * *

Mark knew he was slightly jet-lagged from the eight hour time difference and the late night at the fetish club, but the socializing with Harry's family was a bore.
Luke, Harry's son, was precisely what Mark imagined he would be. Dull. His soon-to-be second wife, Margaret, was bland, opinionated and getting on Mark's nerves.
"I'm going to ring Alex, Mum." Mark took his mobile phone out of his pocket and stood up from his place next to Steve on the sofa.
"You can use the telephone, Mark." Leslie nodded to the phone in the hall.
"It's all right." Mark gave her a slight nod, left the room and wandered to the kitchen to stare out of the back window as the line connected. He checked his watch and was annoyed to hear Alex's voicemail pick up. "It's me, love. Call when you get this." Mark disconnected and dialed Angel next.
"Hello, Mark."
"Hello, Angel. How are you?"
"I'm fine. Busy."
"I'm sorry I had to ring you whilst you're at work, but Alex isn't picking up his phone."
"He may be in rehearsal. He's been going early in the morning and coming back late."
Mark thought about it. "What do you mean? He's cutting his classes?"
Angel paused and Mark could hear him take a breath.
"Angel?"
"He hasn't been going to class."
"I knew it. Angel..."
"Mark, Billy said Alex told him he's overwhelmed. Alex was in tears about it."
Mark rubbed his forehead. "I knew something like this would happen when we were away. Alex knows we're helpless to deal with it."
"He hasn't formally withdrawn."
"Right." Mark grew furious. "So he'll just flunk out."
"What do you want me to do?"
"Nothing." Mark exhaled. "This isn't your problem. Steven and I will deal with it when we return."
"I'm sorry, Mark. I would drive him to class myself but I don't think it would help."
"No. Of course not. But he is being a good boy?"
"He's fine. You just don't worry about it. It's only a few days until you and Steve will be back."
"Yes. Of course. I'll try not to be wound up about it." Mark ran his fingers through his hair.
"Don't. Just enjoy your trip."
"Thanks, Angel."
"No problem. Bye, Mark."
"Bye." Mark disconnected the line and checked to see if he was still alone. He was. He removed a card from his wallet and dialed. "Yes, hello. My name is Mark Richfield and I would like to speak to Adrian McKenzie, please."
"Yes, Mr. Richfield. One moment."
Mark gazed at the doorway, knowing Steve would most likely come searching for him if he didn't return quickly.
"Mr. Richfield? This is Adrian McKenzie. I very much appreciate you calling."
"Well, I'm intrigued, Mr. McKenzie." Mark peeked around the hall, the murmur of conversation still rumbling from the sitting room. "What is it I can do for you?"
"Call me Adrian. And I want you to do a centerfold."
Mark laughed. "A centerfold? Like in naked?"
"Like in naked."
"You're hilarious, Adrian. And I'm flattered."
"Mark, let me give you my concept."
"I'm listening." Mark rested his knee on one of the kitchen chairs, keeping his eye on the hall.
"You, in the same position as I saw you in last night, dripping in S&M sex."
"I've an exclusive contract with Dangereux Cologne."
"Love, we're not selling anything. There is no conflict of interest."
Mark wanted to. On some level he craved to be desired, admired, exposed and given the opportunity to feel alive and fresh. "Yes."
"Yes? Did you just say yes you'd pose nude for our magazine?"
"I did." Mark shivered in excitement and felt sick simultaneously.
"When can you come in for a shoot?"
"I'm only in town for a week."
"Now? Today?"
Mark chuckled. "Where are you?"
"Right near the Convent Garden tube station. Do you have something to write with?"
Mark glanced around the kitchen, opening drawers.
Niles asked, "Can I be of service, Master Mark?"
"Pen and paper, Niles?"
Niles opened a cabinet and gave Mark both items. When Niles left the room, Mark noticed Steve standing at the doorway.
"Go ahead, Adrian." Mark gazed at Steve once he copied the address. "I'll see you later this afternoon."
"I can't believe it, Mark. Honestly. I'm a bit gobsmacked you'll do it."
"Me too. See you later." Mark disconnected the phone and caught Steve's smirk. Mark blushed and closed the gap between them, draping his arms over Steve's shoulders.
"Did you call Alex as well?" Steve kissed Mark seductively.
"I did. He didn't answer his phone and I detest texting, so I'll just keep trying to ring him. I spoke to Angel and he said Alex has stopped going to class."
"Figures."
Mark ran his tongue over Steve's lips. "Tired of this tedious family business?"
"Yes, but I don't want to piss anyone off." Steve ground his dick into Mark's.
"I'm sure Luke will understand. He seems like a decent fellow."
"Did you really just speak to the editor of that magazine?"
Steve's eyes gleamed.
"You know I did, copper." Mark rolled his erection over Steve's.
"For what? An interview? A few fashion photos?" Steve kissed his way down Mark's neck.
"A naked centerfold."
Steve choked and gaped at Mark.
"In the same pose as the BDSM session."
"Are you shitting me?"
"If I wasn't, would you be cross?"
"Hell no. You're mine." Steve cupped Mark's crotch. "I want to show the world what I own."
"Oh! Steven. Naughty. Naughty!"
"Me? I'm not the one who's going to wag his big ten inches in front of a camera lens."
"Ten. Don't be absurd. I never did believe you when you said that."
"Well...I don't know how big it is, but it's enough to make everyone comment about it."
"Are you ready to hit the train and tube again?"
"Now?" Steve stepped back. "What will you tell Leslie?"
"That I'm bored witless." Mark held Steve's hand and walked back to the sitting room.
The small group of four stopped talking.
Leslie asked, "How is Alexander doing?"
"He's fine. Mother, Steve and I are going back into London. Do you mind?" Mark asked Luke. "Love, Steve's never been here, and I do want him to see more of the city."
"Of course. Go enjoy." Luke stood. "We'll all meet up again for dinner before the wedding day and of course for the wedding itself."
"My thoughts exactly." Mark took his hand. "So nice to meet you and Margaret. I know you'll be very happy together. You're so well suited." Mark gave Steve a quick glance showing his sarcasm. Steve kept a straight face.
"Will you be out late again, Mark?" Leslie didn't look pleased.
"Don't wait up." Just as Mark was about to call Niles, Niles appeared with his and Steve's jackets. "My, Niles, you're so efficient, I may pack you in my bag and take you back to LA with me."
"I'm very flattered, sir."
Mark put on his jacket and attempted to leave the house quickly before anyone said anything else to enquire where they were headed or invited themselves along.
"Do you want a lift to the station?" Harry asked.
"We'll be fine. It's two blocks, Harry."
"Blocks?" Margaret asked, "What the devil are blocks?"
Mark rolled his eyes at Steve as they left through the front of the house.
"Was she serious?" Steve asked as they began the short walk to the train station in Broxbourne.
"Yes. And they think a sidewalk is something crabs do."
Mark chuckled. "Don't ask. Americans assume Yanks and Brits speak the same language. We don't."
"I see that. Well, some of the things you say confuse the shit out of me."
"Me? I'm as Americanized as a Brit could get. Don't include me in that generalization."
"Whatever you say, Richfield." Steve jogged quickly to keep up with Mark's stride. "So tell me again how and why you're going to expose your dick to the world?"
Mark grinned at him wickedly.

* * *

Alex sat on the bed with his hand in his pants as he read the action he was going to be enjoying in the upcoming episode. His vampire character was stopped by the police. Alex avoided being arrested by sucking the cop's cock, resisting biting him and continuing the story-line of suspense as to his real vampiric identity.
Who did they cast as the cop? Are you a beast or a god? Alex prayed it was a hunk. Kneeling in front of a donut eating old pig wasn't his idea of a fantasy and he figured it wasn't Charlotte's either. He didn't breathe a word of it to Oliver yet. Of course Oliver would see the episode. All four of them stayed up late together on consecutive nights to watch both Forever Young and Being Screwed.
Alex heard car tires crunching gravel outside his window. He hopped off the bed and raised a slat of the blinds to look. Billy?
Alex checked his watch. He'd expected Angel, not Billy.
Billy usually worked until nine or ten. Alex checked his reflection in the dresser mirror as he passed, fluffing up his hair.
He stepped out of Oliver's bedroom to see Billy taking off his pistol and badge, headed to his own bedroom. They met up in the tiny space in between rooms in front of the bathroom door.
"Hi."
The blush rushed to Billy's cheeks. "Hi." He continued into his room and placed his gun and badge on the nightstand.
"Are you home early?" Alex leaned against the doorframe.
"Yes. I have a ton of vacation time to burn up and if I don't use it I lose it." He sat on the foot of the bed and took off his shoes.
"Going for a run?"
Billy removed his socks. "Yes."
"Can I join you?"
Looking slightly pained, Billy nodded. "Sure."
"Be right back." Alex jumped, spun around and dashed to Oliver's bedroom. He tossed things out of his pack to find his gym shorts and socks.

* * *

Billy changed and tried to imagine a run on the beach with Alex, hoping Angel would be waiting for them when they returned. Or at least that was the ideal scenario.
Just to check, he picked up the phone. "Hey, babe."
"Hi, sweetie," Angel said.
"I took some time off. I thought we'd spend a nice quiet night together." Billy heard noises coming from Oliver's room and assumed it was Alex getting ready.
"You're home already?"
"Yeah." Billy caught his reflection in a wall mirror and tucked in his t-shirt.
"I still have a couple hours here before I can close."
"Can't Summer do it?"
"Sorry, babe. I don't like her here alone. Besides, we're really busy at the moment. I'll be home in time for our usual dinner."
Billy cringed at the amount of time that would be. Two hours of Alex alone. "Okay."
"Aren't Oliver and Alex home?"
For some reason, Billy didn't want to tell Angel Oliver wasn't here and he and Alex were alone. "No."
"Oh. That's right. Oliver had practice with his friends. That must be where he and Alex are."
"Must be." Billy heard a noise right outside his door.
"See you soon."
"See ya." Billy hung up and sighed. He was a cop. If he didn't want to do something, he simply had to say no.
He swung open the door.
Alex was posed seductively, leaning back against the wall wearing white shorts that clung to his every curve. His erection was impossible to miss. Billy ignored it. "Come on." He left through the back door. The wind was strong and the ocean choppy. Billy crossed the small lawn area to a drop off. A home- made ladder gave him access to the beach. The minute his feet landed on solid ground he began his run.
He thought he would leave Alex behind. He was wrong.
Alex paced right beside him, looking straight ahead and brushing elbows with Billy.
Billy said nothing, but he was curious how Alex would do.
He knew Mark and Steve ran regularly but had no idea if Alex joined them.
When the silence between them began to feel rude to Billy, he broke the stalemate and asked, "Did you have rehearsal today?"
"Yes."
Billy gazed into the distance at a marker he used to gauge his run. It was the point where he would stop and turn around. "Was it okay?"
"We finished last week's episode and I have a new script to memorize."
Billy nodded. "A lot of lines?"
"Yes. A ton more. Charlotte seems to be giving me dialogue in every scene."
"Isn't that a good thing?" Billy glanced over at him. Alex wasn't even breathing hard. The kid was in good shape.
"Yes and no."
"I get it." Billy smiled. "You run with your dad and Steve, don't you?"
"Yup. Weekdays. They do a stupid half marathon on the weekends. I don't want to do that."
Billy chuckled. "Me neither."
They continued in silence. Billy began feeling the heat and strain of his run, but no more than usual. "See that rocky area?"
"Yeah."
"That's my turn around point."
"'K."
They met the spot, spun in the sand and started the return trip.
"You holding up?"
Alex laughed and didn't answer.
"I take that as a yes?" Billy smiled.
As if propelled by a rocket, Alex took off. Billy's jaw dropped. He pumped hard in the soft sand to keep up, but yard by yard he fell behind. His pride was taking a swift kicking.
The twenty year age difference was rearing its ugly head and Alex was not out of shape by any stretch of the imagination. He was an atypical American. No flab or sagging muscles on that superstar.
Billy labored as they drew closer to the back of the cottage.
Alex had already made it to the bottom of the ladder and waited, hands on hips, grinning.
Billy slowed to a walk and shook his head. "Wise ass." He was near reaching the bottom ladder rung when Alex pushed Billy against the sandy wall, nearly knocking the wind out of him.
In the relative seclusion of the hilly cliff sides and alcove-like recessed area, Alex pinned Billy to the sheer wall.
Still gasping for air from the run, his sweaty skin coated in sand, Billy tried to hold Alex back by his shoulders.
Alex sucked at Billy's mouth, whimpering and groaning as if he were in agony.
Billy broke the kiss. "Alex!" He turned his face aside, choking for air and panicking.
Alex dropped to his knees like a stone and stripped Billy's shorts down his thighs. Billy cried out from the abrupt act and stumbled into the wall until it was raining soft feathery sand.
His cock was inside Alex's mouth before he could blink. An internal battle began. Shove him off! Are you nuts?
Billy scanned the beach. It was deserted. This area was private property. No one would be out sunbathing on a blustery April evening.
I can't do this! I can't do this!
Billy also couldn't back up. He was trapped in a cave-like spot where the base of the ladder was set against the hilly, grass- covered upper area. It was the exact place Angel had been trapped by a stalker so many years ago.
"Alex. No! Come on."
Alex ignored him, sucking his cock deeply into his mouth, massaging his balls, probing his rim, all the while he swirled his tongue from the head of Billy's cock to the tip.
"Oh, fuck." Billy tried not to look. It only made stopping this insanity harder.
He couldn't resist. He looked.
Alex's hair was sticking to his sweaty forehead and neck, his dark eyelashes were fluttering and his naked upper torso was so cut and sinewy Billy could see every tensing muscle.
The boy was so fucking gorgeous Billy felt his body beginning to edge the climax. "No. No." He shook his head in denial. "Alex! I can't!" Billy held the base of his own dick and tried to pull it out of the hard suction of Alex's mouth.
Holy shit! What a fucking blowjob!
Billy's knees wobbled. The climax was coming and there wasn't a damn thing he could do to stop it other than seriously hurt Alex. And he wouldn't do that, ever.
"Fuck!" Billy came, closing his eyes and pressing as far back into the sandy wall as he could. More grains rained down on him, but he could only feel his balls tensing up and Alex rubbing his rim and the base of his dick. The climax was so powerful, Billy gripped Alex's shoulders for balance before he dropped to the beach.
Alex released his suction and stared at Billy's cock.
It wasn't until Billy regained consciousness from a seriously mind-blowing orgasm that he saw Alex jacking off. Spunk shot out of Alex's cock into the sand and the expression on Alex's face when he came was so remarkable, Billy felt his dick throb at the sight.
When Alex sat back on his heels to recuperate, Billy stumbled to escape the human cage Alex had made. He nearly fell on his face and grabbed the ladder for balance. "Please tell me that did not just happen." Billy flipped his dick into his shorts.
Alex stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and said, "That did not just happen." He crossed his heart. "Okay?"
"Oh, God. I'm such an idiot." Billy's limbs shook as he climbed the ladder.
Brushing off the sand before he got near the back porch, Billy was a wreck. Alex stopped him, grabbing his arm. Billy was about to scream profanity at Alex for his deed when he found Alex crying in heaving sobs.
The anger left Billy and he embraced Alex. "Stop. Stop crying."
"I'm sorry." Alex hiccupped as he wept. "I'll never tell. I'll never tell."
"Calm down." Billy had no idea how to deal with Alex and telling anyone about what they did was impossible. "Sit." Billy led him to the screened porch and helped Alex to the whicker loveseat. He crouched in front of Alex and began brushing the sand off them both. "Stop crying."
"I can't. I'm so sorry. I had to, Billy."
"Shh." Billy dabbed at Alex's rivers of tears. "You can't mention this to a soul."
Taking jerking breaths to calm down, Alex shook his head.
"No. No one."
"But it can't happen again." Billy pointed a finger at Alex. "It can't."
Alex nodded, still stifling sobs in his throat.
The pain in Alex's face devastated Billy. Maybe the pressure Alex was undergoing at this newfound stardom, his responsibility of quitting school, the struggle to remember his lines, his role--it was too much for a twenty-two year old man.
"Baby. Don't cry. You'll get through this." Billy brushed the sand off Alex's arm.
Alex struggled to talk, his words coming out in jerking breaths, "I...can't...deal with it..."
"You can."
He shook his head adamantly. "No." Alex's tears renewed, making his eyes red and swollen.
"Come here." Billy embraced him, feeling Alex's struggle to stop crying. "Hush." He petted his hair and held tight. "One day at a time. Just deal with this one day at a time."
"I'm sorry..." Alex wailed in agony. "I'm so sorry."
"Shh. Okay. Quiet down." Billy parted from their hug and dabbed at Alex's never-ending stream of tears, seeing him gulping air in his struggle to calm down. "Go shower. We'll have a beer and sit and talk. Okay?"
Alex bit his lip and nodded, as if he couldn't answer.
Billy helped him to stand and led him to the bathroom. "You won't slit your wrists, will you?"
"No. I'm not dad." Alex tried to smile but failed.
"Okay, babe." Billy let him close the bathroom door. He stood still, listening to the shower start and clenching his fists in frustration.

* * *

Steve stood behind a photographer who had a camera on a tripod. He was trying to decide if this was the best or worst idea his lover had come up with to date.
Mark being insecure was nothing new to Steve, but flaunting his body? That was strange.
Mark's shyness about his endowment was well known within their circle of friends. How often did Mark cup his crotch, blush to the gills or bend his knee to hide that fabulous dick of his?
Constantly.
Seeing Mark, totally exposed for a camera left Steve confused, if not slightly concerned.
"More ecstasy, Mark," Adrian said as the photographer clicked the shutter.
Mark threw back his head and gasped, sending Steve's dick pulsating in his jeans.
Look at you, Richfield. Steve shook his head. Mark was in a studded harness, choker collar, nipple chains, and a black mask that made him look like a naked superhero. 'Cock-man'. If you didn't know Mark intimately, you might not guess it was him.
The mask hid some of his face, but those electric green eyes gleamed from behind it. And that hair?
The assistant had fluffed it up to a lion's mane and a fan blew it around. Sex oozed from every pore of Mark even without his ten-inch cock, wagging and semi-erect for the world of gay men to drool over, jack off to, and hang on the back of every bedroom door.
"Beautiful!" Adrian waved at Steve. "Be our fluffer. Get him erect."
Steve jolted out of his daydream and nearly knocked over the camera as he sprinted.
"Mm. Steven." Mark purred like a cat, petting Steve's hair.
"Who are you, Richfield?" Steve laughed, grabbing Mark's cock in his hands.
"Yours!" Mark exaggerated an expression of climax and gasped again.
"Fuck!" Steve pushed his own cock back to tame it.
"Hook him to the wall," Adrian said to the assistant.
Mark's wrists and ankles were bound to rings behind him so he was in the same position as he had been at the fetish club.
Steve bent down on one knee and began sucking Mark's cock.
"Get me a dildo." Mark thrust his hips out.
Adrian laughed. "Get the man a dildo."
Steve had to close his eyes and take a deep breath not to come in his pants. "You sure you know what you're doing, Mark?"
"I've never felt so free!" Mark pumped his hips so his cock rubbed Steve.
"Yeah, but how's the morning after going to feel? Huh? When this hits the newsstands?"
"I'm alive. I'm still here, Steven. That's how it feels."
Steve was given a dildo already glistening in lube. "You sure? You sure this is what you want to do? On film?"
Mark tried to straddle wider in the confines of his bound ankles. "If you don't do it, Adrian will."
Steve glanced behind him to see Adrian's knowing smile. "I got it. I just wish Jack and Adam were here to make sure this is what you want."
"I don't need Jack and Adam to make every decision. I've a bloody mask on me face."
"Like that's going to make a difference when everyone sees this." Steve pointed the phallus towards Mark's rim.
"It's an English magazine. Have you ever heard of it?"
"No." Steve began penetrating Mark.
"Ah! Deeper!"
"Get it in, and get the flamin' hell out of the shot, Steve," Adrian said, laughing.
Steve inched the dildo deeper and clicked a tiny switch to make it vibrate. Mark's cock went thick and he whimpered and arched his back.
Steve retreated from the shot, staring at Mark in awe.
"Brilliant!" Adrian coaxed the photographer, "Are you getting this? Bleedin' hell!"
"I got it!"
The camera whirred as Mark writhed against the wall behind him, his teeth showing in his orgasmic snarl, his cock beginning to drip with pre-cum.
Steve felt his own dick throb and his briefs grow damp. I hope to hell no one we know sees this, Richfield. Steve thought about his boss Harold Parsons, of Mark's mother, his mother and father, Alex...the list went on and on.
If Steve didn't know this was Mark, would he recognize him through the mask? Maybe not.
"Ah! Ah!"
"Money shot, Adrian." Steve knew that sound.
"He's coming?"
"Yup." Steve kept his eye on Mark's cock.
Mark's chest tensed to ripped steel under his bronze skin and his thighs went tight and wide. Ribbons of spunk sprayed out of Mark's cock as Mark clenched his fists and arched his back.
"Flamin' hell!" the photographer said, "Wish this was a video camera! I've never seen anything like him in me life."
"Steven..."
Steve hurried over to Mark, taking the dildo out for him and beginning to unhook his bindings. He peered back at Adrian. "I take it you got what you wanted."
"And more. I'm amazed. I thought the issue with my lover, Alexander Parker, was going to be the number one selling magazine. This will top anything I have ever done before."
Steve removed all of the leather from Mark as Mark seemed drained and exhausted suddenly. "Come on, baby. Get dressed."
"Was it sexy, Steven?" Mark looked as if he were just awakening from a deep sleep.
"Adrian thinks it'll be his top selling issue."
"Not bad for forty, eh, my love?" Mark was handed a small towel.
"That's an understatement, Richfield." Steve took the towel and wiped the lube from Mark's bottom.

* * *

Alex heard talking outside the bathroom. He had a towel wrapped around his hips and checked his eyes. They were red and slightly swollen. He opened the medicine cabinet and used drops to try and rid the redness. To allow the time for it to work, he blew his hair dry and tried to think of anything but what he and Billy had just done. He assumed it was Angel coming home, since Oliver had a jam session with his band.
He finished drying his hair, inhaled deeply, and opened the door. Angel and Billy were speaking quietly in the kitchen. They both looked up when Alex appeared. He said, "Hi, Angel," lowered his head and went into the bedroom to get dressed. A second later the shower started again, and Alex knew it was Billy taking his turn.
Alex didn't want to face Angel or Oliver--or Billy for that matter. He wanted to go home and sulk on his own.
"Babe?"
Alex died hearing Angel's concerned voice. He finished putting on his jeans and t-shirt and opened the door, pretending he was fine. He was an actor. He could act innocent.
Angel drew him into an embrace. "Hang in there, sweetheart."
As Angel rocked him, Alex's eyes teared up again. "I'm okay."
Angel held his hand and sat with him on the sofa. He brushed back Alex's hair from his eyes. "Your father called."
"And?"
"I had to tell him you're not going to class."
"He tried to call me too, but I didn't pick up." Alex looked anywhere but at Angel's eyes.
"He's upset but I think he gets it."
"Why did you tell him?"
"I had to. I'm sorry, babe."
You're sorry? Oh, Loveday, you have no idea how sorry I am.
"It's okay. He had to find out sooner or later." Alex shrugged.
The shower stopped and Billy emerged in a towel, going directly into the master bedroom and closing the door.
"Billy and I are going out for a bite. Come with us."
"No. I'll just go over my script and wait for Oliver. I have a ton of lines to remember for next week's show."
"Can I help?" Angel reached to hold Alex's hand.
Alex drew back slowly, trying not to feel too guilty. "It's okay. Thanks, Angel."
Angel cupped his cheek, forcing Alex to meet his eyes.
"Anything you need. You just ask."
Seeing Angel's loving expression hurt Alex deeply.
"Thanks."
"Come here." Angel hugged Alex tightly. "You'll be okay."
Alex choked up and couldn't reply.
Billy emerged from the bedroom. "Am I taking you both out for a meal?"
"No. Just me." Angel stood, petting Alex's hair.
"You sure, Alex?"
"Sure." Alex chewed on his lip as he admired Billy's appeal.
He wasn't jealous of Angel. Not in the least. At the moment, Alex didn't know what he needed.
"Want us to bring you back something?" Billy tucked his holster and badge into his belt, covering it with a jacket.
"Chinese to go?"
"Sure." Alex nodded. "Get extra for Oliver."
"You got it." Billy winked, jingling his keys as he walked to the front door.
"You sure, Alex?" Angel asked, putting on a leather jacket.
"Sure."
"See ya in a couple of hours."
"Okay." Alex waited for them to leave. He found his phone and listened to his father's voicemail. Since he already knew about his leaving college, Alex called him. It was his turn to play phone tag. Mark didn't pick up his phone either and Alex didn't bother texting since he never read or returned his text messages.







 

Chapter 10

 
Mark sat across from Steve at the Royal Bengal restaurant in Broxbourne. He snapped a crispy papadom and topped it with chutney.
"You do realize since we've been in England we've spent all of five minutes with your mom and Harry." Steve sipped the Tiger beer and wiped his mouth with a napkin.
"Less is more when it comes to Mum. You know that." Mark brushed off his hands. "Love the food here."
"I'm surprised how well you know the area. Did you spend time in Essex?"
"Love." Mark made a silly face at him. "I was born here. And Harry and Mum were childhood sweethearts, so the bloke stayed in the neighborhood right where Mum used to live."
"You'd think with the money your mom has she'd live in a house the size of the mansion in Paradise."
"What is she, David Beckham?" Mark laughed. "I know Mum. She didn't want to insult Harry. My guess is he's making all the decisions here."
"Seems weird for the widow of the owner of Richfield International to live in such an obscure place."
"Obscure? Do you know how much the homes are here, Steven?"
"Nope." Steve broke another crisp flatbread in half and coated it with the condiments provided in three metal cup-like dishes.
"You know our home in Bel Air?"
"Yes." Steve munched the food with all the tact of a hungry ex-cop.
"Harry's home is most likely double what we spent."
Steve choked and covered his mouth. "For that little thing with a canal for a backyard?"
"You have much to learn about England, Steven."
A waiter with a rolling tray approached their table. He stirred their dishes over burning tea lights and set them on metal trays also over lit flames.
"Don't touch the tray. It's hot," the waiter said.
Steve nodded, sniffing the food.
"Pilar rice, tandoori chicken, nan bread..."
"Wow. That looks incredible."
"It is." Mark folded his napkin on his lap.
"Can I get you another beer, sir?"
"Yes, please." Steve handed off his empty glass.
"And you?" the waiter asked Mark.
"I'm good." Mark smiled and before he turned back to Steve, Steve was already dumping his portion of the colorful rice onto his plate.
Mark leaned his chin in his palm as he watched. "You'll love it."
"What's not to love?" Steve touched the tip of Mark's nose playfully.
"I want to see you taste it."
Steve took a mouthful of chicken and moaned. "What did you get again?"
"The delight." Mark tore a piece of the nan bread and dipped it into his sweet, creamy sauce.
Steve poked his fork into Mark's food bowl and came out with a chunk of pineapple. He ate it and moaned. "Holy crap. Beats the heck out of the curry you get back home."
"It's not curry. There's more to Indian food than curry."
"If you don't finish that, I want it."
Mark winked at him just as Steve's fresh beer arrived.
"Thank you." Steve smiled.
"You're welcome." The waiter left.
Mark used a serving spoon to put his sauce and chicken on his rice. "Love the decor. Seriously, Steven, where can you find a moving waterfall painting and a video of Bollywood playing while you're dining?"
"It's fantastic, Mark." Steve stole a lychee out of Mark's food bowl. "Mm!"
"Wish Jackie and Adam were here."
"Me too, but there's no way Jack would have let you do that magazine spread."
Mark sipped his beer. "What do you mean? Jack doesn't tell me what to do."
"Sure, Mark." Steve dipped his nan bread into his sauce.
"Steven. That's insulting."
"Yeah? Will you tell him what we did at the fetish club?"
Mark ate a piece of his chicken and thought about it. "You were the one who touched me. Not the other Doms."
"That's true."
"So?" Mark shrugged. "Yes. I'll tell Jackie. After all, he's the one who got it into his head and bought all the BDSM gear."
"Yeah, from Colt St. John. We've yet to meet that man."
"Yes. We must thank him." Mark stuck his fork into a piece of Steve's tandoori chicken and ate it. "Mm!"
"If we lived here, you may actually eat."
"I may." Mark winked.
Steve stretched over the table for a kiss.
Mark pecked his lips and smiled.

* * *

Alex gazed at every new face on the set. Who was he? Who was going to play the cop?
The group was gathered for a read through, scripts in hand, waiting for Charlotte to finish whatever she was doing to get them moving on the next episode.
Santiago leaned against Alex. "How the hell are you, you cock-sucking fiend?"
"Dying to know who plays the cop in the traffic stop scene."
"That guy."
Alex tried to see who Santiago was pointing to. "Which guy?"
Santiago grabbed Alex's jaw and moved it in the correct direction. Alex blinked. "The dark haired guy with the eagle tat?"
"Yup."
"How the hell do you know?"
"I asked."
"Wow."
Santiago laughed. "Man, what is your thing for old guys?"
"Old guys? He's not old. He's fucking perfect." Alex glanced around for Charlotte, didn't see her and made a beeline to the new cast member.
"Hi. I'm Alexander Richfield." Alex held out his hand.
"I know who you are, hot stuff." His hand was squeezed sensually. "I'm Tony Spagna."
"Are you from New York?" Alex salivated at his dark five o'clock shadow and macho air."
"Originally. I live here in LA."
"Why do you look vaguely familiar?"
"I was in that reality show, Got Men? Your dad was in it."
"That's right!" Alex pointed at him. "Christ, you're gorgeous."
"You took the words out of my mouth, sexy."
Charlotte appeared, clapping her hands for everyone's attention. "People! Gather round! First read through of the script! Where's my pretty boy?"
"Bet that's you." Tony gave Alex's ass a good squeeze.
Alex jumped and rushed to Charlotte's side.
"You're up." She pointed to his script. Before Alex opened his mouth to speak his first line of dialogue, Charlotte whispered, "You like my Italian stallion?"
Alex blushed, noticed Tony ogling him and didn't reply to the obvious query. Instead he held up his script and began his opening lines for the new episode.

* * *

Steve enjoyed the short walk back to Harry's home after a filling meal. They hadn't continued their workout and Steve had doubts they would. He knew Mark's idea of a holiday abroad didn't include running.
They avoided the dark canal path though it was a shortcut, and strolled along the high street. Mark's mobile phone rang.
"That had better be Alexander." Mark took it out of his jacket pocket and said, staring at Steve, "Hi Jackie."
Steve smiled and took Mark's free hand when it was offered.
As he investigated the tiny homes, packed tightly together so their eaves nearly overlapped, Steve listened to one side of the conversation.
"No. Not once. Alex and I seem to be playing phone tag."
Steve shook his head. It didn't surprise him.
"He quit school, Jackie." Mark glanced at Steve. "I know. But I knew he would."
Steve waited at a crosswalk, tapping the button that would change the light and allow them to make their way across the street.
"Mum's fine. She asked about you and Adam." Mark fell in beside Steve as the traffic stopped for them. "We had a session at a fetish club." Mark grinned at Steve as they made it to the other side of the street, getting closer to their destination. "And an editor of an erotic gay magazine asked me to pose naked."
Steve waited for a reaction from Mark indicating Jack's.
"Yes! I did! Yes, nekkid!" Mark laughed, but his smile faded quickly. "That's harsh, Jackie-blue. No. If you keep that up I'll disconnect."
Steve gestured for the phone.
Mark handed it off, sulking.
"Hi, Jack."
"What the fuck? What the fuck did he do?" Jack sounded furious.
"He wanted to 'reinvent' himself while he was here."
Mark said, "I don't have to justify my actions, Jack!"
"Calm down," Steve said to Mark then focused on Jack again.
"He wore a mask covering the top part of his face. I really doubt anyone will know it was him. Not only that, but I never heard of the magazine in the States."
"He's lost it, Steve. Jesus. I hoped you could keep him in line."
"Me? Yeah, right." Mark gave Steve an angry glare just as they strolled up the driveway of Harry's home. "Jack, seriously, don't worry. No one will even realize he did it. It's no big deal."
"You're wrong, Steve. With the internet and the gossip from the international press, his big dick will be printed everywhere. He'll be lucky if he isn't fired from Parsons and Company and the cologne people."
"For what?" Steve began feeling annoyed as Mark appeared livid, his hands on his hips. "Mark isn't competing with his cologne contract, and Harold Parsons is a sweetie-pie."
"I knew Mark was naive but I had no idea you were. It's about image. And if Mark is spotted doing a nude spread with masochistic overtones, he's through."
"Shut up. You are so over the top, Larsen."
"You'd better hope that mask is good at concealing his identity."
"Yeah. Whatever. See ya." Steve disconnected the phone.
"He's scaring me, Steven."
"Don't let him. He's playing attorney-for-the-prudes-of-America." Steve gave Mark back his phone and they walked down the path to the front door.
"He's usually sensible." Mark used his key to turn the lock.
"So? Why don't you call Adrian and tell him not to publish it?"
Mark made a sour expression and entered the quiet home. "It appears everyone is in bed."
Steve checked his watch. "It's after midnight." Judging by Mark's body language, Steve could tell the conversation with Jack was not sitting well with him. He put his hand on Mark's back as they headed to the bedroom they shared in Leslie and Harry's house.
Steve helped Mark undress for bed. "It'll be okay. Please don't worry."
Mark didn't answer but his mouth was a grim line over his teeth.
"Would I have let you do it if I thought any harm would come to you?" Steve peeled back Mark's shirt.
"I don't know. You and I were caught up in the moment at the fetish club. Jack wasn't there. Perhaps he is more objective."
"I think the opposite. He's not here. He doesn't get any of your motivation." Steve nudged Mark to sit on the foot of the bed and took off his shoes and socks for him.
"I was impulsive. I should call Adrian and tell him not to publish it."
"Do what you think is best, Mark." Steve undressed himself and entered the bathroom to wash up. He didn't see how any of what Mark did here would do anything negative to his career.
Harold would either turn the other cheek or never see the ad.
And if anything, the fabulous centerfold would make Mark's work in for the cologne company even more exciting and desirable. Steve knew advertising. Sex sells. And Mark in a spectacular spread in a UK magazine would sell his cologne more than ever.
You're wrong, Larsen. Dead wrong.
Steve washed his face, brushed his teeth and noticed Mark appearing forlorn at the bathroom door. He was so angry at Jack for making Mark upset he was grinding his teeth. He and Mark were having a great time. Jack simply added stress to Mark for no reason. And with Alex leaving school behind their backs, it was something both he and Mark could have done without.
Steve moved away from the sink and guided Mark to it so he could get ready for bed.
While Mark washed up, Steve turned down their bed and made sure the lube was within reach on the nightstand.
He checked both their mobile phones and shut them off.
Steve reached to turn on the lamp on the nightstand. He patted the bed beside him and waited as Mark joined him. "Come here, Mark Antonious."
Steve held him, wrapping his arms around him and bringing him to his lips. Mark kissed back but it was gentle and soft.
Though Steve wanted to have a heated bout before bed, he let Mark set the pace on their love-making. If Mark wanted to roll over and sleep, that was fine by Steve.
While they kissed, lazily twirling their tongues together, Mark reached between Steve's legs and righted his cock. Steve bent one knee, opening up his body. Though he was usually the aggressor, Steve restrained the urge to push Mark to the bed and devour him.
The tenderness of Mark's touch made Steve wonder if Mark was either exhausted or unhappy. Poor Mark always seemed to be fighting dragons even when he thought he had slain them all.
The kissing was tender and the fondling to Steve's cock was slow and methodic. His balls were manipulated in their soft sac, the hard root of his cock caressed to his rim. Steve's excitement grew until he was pliable in Mark's skilled hands.
He had imagined Mark was going to give him a lovely Richfield blowjob, but instead Mark urged Steve to lay flat on his back on the bed. Mark knelt between Steve's bent knees and drew on his own length, something Steve loved to watch.
Mark reached for the lube.
Steve waited, his heart pumping in his chest.
Mark coated his fingers and made circles around Steve's rim.
Steve groaned and allowed his legs to splay out in a wide straddle. The bed shifted.
Steve opened his eyes to see Mark pointing his dick towards Steve's slick hole. In their relationship, Steve topped Mark exclusively, but had been fucked by Jack and Adam during their foursomes. Mark's cock was simply too big to take.
The anxiety of playing bottom to Mark's formidable top began to hit Steve. His dick deflated slightly.
Mark placed his cock on Steve's ass and, like Steve did to him on most occasions, Mark held Steve's shins and pushed his legs backwards, opening him up for the taking. Steve bit his lip on a warning for Mark to go easy. Mark's strange mood since their arrival in England confused Steve. But didn't everything Mark did confound him in one way or another?
The head of Mark's cock pushed past Steve's tight ring.
Steve inhaled deep breaths to force his body to let go. The tightness of his muscles was most definitely a resistance to being topped. Mark inched closer.
Steve gripped the bedding in tight fists.
His hips moving in a slow but steady rhythm, Mark fucked Steve, getting deeper with each delicate nudge.
Using all his mental capacity, Steve envisioned his body letting go. The moment that message made its way to his ass muscles, Mark penetrated deeper.
Steve broke out in a sweat and opened his eyes. He had no idea he had closed them. He stared at Mark. The experience of Mark between his legs, fucking him was so unusual Steve had to concentrate on the sight to take it in.
Mark appeared angelic. His hair was wild from the walk home. With the heat of his love-making and the dim light from the nightstand lamp, it framed his face in a dark feathery ring.
Mark's chest and arms were rigid as he braced himself on Steve's legs, and the sparse hair of his chest leading to a treasure trail and jet black pubic bush were the stuff of gay man fantasies.
Steve didn't know when the transformation to his insides happened, but the letting go of his tightly wound posture allowed something else to overtake him.
Pleasure.
Mark's consistent careful fucking, his long cock reaching places Steve had never imagined touching, was beginning to culminate in pure pleasure. Steve's cock swelled and wagged with each of Mark's loving thrusts.
The idea that he could contain the size of Mark amazed him.
There was no way Mark was balls deep. No way.
The internal massage was beginning to bring Steve up to the edge. Though he had made love many times to Mark, Jack, and Adam, no one had given him a sexual act as slow and leisurely as this. The strange uncomfortable sensation he usually had from receiving anal sex had left. What replaced it was delicious orgasmic pleasure.
Suddenly the craving Mark had to stick things up his ass made sense. Steve had never quite understood why Mark was so keen on being a bottom consistently. He didn't get why Mark could go day after day sitting on cocks and now dildos.
I get it now!
Steve rocked with the sweet penetration. Somewhere deeper than the usual finger prostate rub, a spot was being reached.
Mark's long dick had somehow managed to submerge into Steve's darkest secret place.
"Mark...oh, God! Mark!" Steve stared at his lover. Mark was in a sex-zone, his eyes closed, his lips parted, his usual 'Ah!
Ah!' not being expressed.
A subdued, yet dominant Mark Antonious Richfield had emerged and was fucking Steve as if Steve were the sub.
Steve felt the climax beginning in his ass and making its way through his balls to his dick. He grabbed his cock and jacked it, humping upwards against that monster-dick until he was howling in pleasure.
A guttural choking sound came from Mark as he stilled his body and came. Steve felt the pulsating to his very core as Mark ejaculated. As the fiery flame of ecstasy subsided, Steve gulped air and milked the last creamy drops from his dick.
Mark scooped up a finger full and sucked it just like Steve usually did to him.
Steve didn't know if this was the new beginning of an assertive Mark Richfield, or an anomaly within their sexual roles. He wasn't sure it mattered.
As Mark's dick softened and retracted from Steve's body, Steve's breathing returned to normal. They were both drenched in sweat. Mark pulled his hair back from his face and into a ponytail. He exhaled loudly and sat on his heels.
"Holy cow, Richfield."
Mark smiled sleepily.
"I don't know what got into you but...wow."
"Come, love. Wash up and bedtime." Mark reached out and hauled Steve off the bed.
Steve felt the trickle of Mark's cum running down his inner thigh for the first time. It brought back a memory of that crazy night they began their sexual relationship on a business retreat in the New Mexican desert.
Mark handed him a wet wash cloth.
Steve shook his head, met Mark's light eyes and repeated, "Wow."







 

Chapter 11

 
At the final taping of the latest episode of Being Screwed, the cast and crew were outdoors in the evening light at a mock-up of a city street.
Alex licked his chops.
Macho man Tony Spagna was dressed as an LAPD cop. The short sleeves of his uniform shirt were cropped so his tattoo showed. Alex wondered if that was done deliberately or if Tony's arms were just so muscular the shirt appeared a size too small. I love you, Charlotte. I love you, Charlotte.
A patrol car was parked near the camera crew. Alex was supposed to be driving his personal car when he was pulled over by this Italian stud. The vampire in him had just killed and his character was cocky and self-assured even after a gruesome murder.
Alex thought about his sex with Billy and drew from the experience. Easy.
As Alex waited for the crew to ready their cameras and perfect the lighting, he thought about his boyfriend. Oliver had practice with his band every night for the last week. They had slept in the same bed, but Oliver said he was too tired for sex.
Too tired for sex? What the fuck? Alex jerked off beside him, trying not to be furious.
Get that out of your mind. Get into character. Gay-cock- loving-vamp-Gavin Davis is about to get cop dick.
A make-up artist and hair stylist surrounded Alex, primping him, powdering his shine, brushing his long tresses.
"You ready for your scene, cookie?" Charlotte held a clipboard and grinned.
"Yup." Alex was already hard just imagining it was reality.
How long had he tried to seduce a cop? How many times did he proposition one? Too many.
"Good. Go sit behind the wheel of that Porsche."
Alex waited until the two men had finished with his touch up.
He opened the car door and stared at the rear view mirror.
Charlotte was chatting with the delectable Mr. Spagna.
What are you? Thirty? Thirty-one? Alex grabbed his dick as it thickened. Bet you fuck like a jack-hammer.
"Stop playing with yourself," one of the cameramen said, laughing, "I can see every move you make."
Alex glanced at him and pinched his dick in an obvious gesture. "Good."
"You can be a pervert. I don't care. But Charlotte will cut the scenes to avoid the grief from the censors."
"Are you kidding me?" Alex laughed. "She has a twenty-two year old sucking an older cop's dick."
"Pretending."
"Yeah. Pretending." Alex rolled his eyes.
"Police stop scene! Take one! Action!" The clapper board slapped loudly.
Alex spotted red and blue lights revolving inside the car. The fake street looked pretty good. Tall lampposts were lit and the closed storefronts made the area appear deserted. Alex wished it was.
He placed the car in park though it wasn't moving or even turned on. Leaning his arm on the doorframe of the open driver's window, Alex watched the delicious swaying hips and sizable bulge of this 'cop' approaching him.
Tony stood beside the door. "Do you know how fast you were going, kid?"
"Why don't you tell me, Officer?" Alex touched his tongue to his top lip seductively, trying to rattle the new addition to their show.
"License, insurance, and registration."
Alex fished around in the glove compartment where pieces of paper were stashed. He handed it over. While Tony read the paperwork, pretending to do a job he had obviously never done, Alex wondered how critical Steve would be of the lack of authenticity. It was fiction, not real-life crime drama.
"Wait here."
Alex touched the door handle the minute Tony walked away.
Deja vu! Alex heard stories of the time his father was stopped by Steve, ages ago, when they didn't know each other. Funny how history repeats itself. Alex had tried that pat-down trick on a real sergeant, and failed. He didn't get a grope, he got a ticket.
He stepped out of his car and gave his best cocky vampire strut to the patrol car Tony was in.
Tony clipped the radio mike back to the dash and looked at him. "What are you doing, kid?"
"Just seeing if you found anything, Officer?" Alex ran his hand down his chest to his waist.
"Go sit in your car."
Alex knew at this point a real cop would have his gun pointed at him. Love fake television!
"What if I sit on you instead?" Alex thrust his hips out.
"You want to get arrested?"
"I want to taste your spunk." Alex opened his mouth and exaggerated an expression of lust.
"Just get back in your car, kid."
Alex dropped to his knees and massaged Tony's dark uniform pants over his leg. "You don't mean that."
As scripted, Tony appeared intrigued.
Instead of running both hands up Tony's thighs to cup his crotch, Alex went right for that bulge, gripping it. He felt Tony tense up, but he didn't break character.
Go ahead, Charlotte. Cut the scene.
Alex knew the direction and script. Knew it well. He decided to see if adlibbing would get the scene cut, or...
"You want to suck my cock? You think that will get you out of a speeding ticket?"
"Yes." Alex unhooked Tony's gun belt.
"No way. I'm still writing it." Tony reached for something on the passenger's seat.
Alex opened his zipper. He felt Tony jump and freeze. No one was stopping him. No one did a thing. He parted the uniform slacks to see Tony's dark briefs and the outline of an imposing erection. Gay. So gay. You tried to hide it in Got Men? but you can't hide it from me.
Slowly Alex began peeling back the waistband of Tony's briefs. The sight of his pubic hair sent Alex's cock pulsating in his jeans.
Finally Tony asked someone on set, "Is he supposed to do that?"
"Cut!"
Alex pouted. "You ruined a good scene."
"Me?" Tony laughed pointing to his own chest. "You're about to turn this PG-17 show X-rated."
"Alexander Richfield?" Charlotte sang melodically.
"Damn." Alex stood and faced his director.
"What are you doing, sugarplum?"
"I was supposed to suck his cock."
"You were supposed to 'pretend' to suck it." She smiled a little too knowingly.
"Can't you just move the camera?"
"And have your dad kill me?"
"I just wanted to make it real." Alex scuffed back to the car he was originally in.
"Get back here. You don't have to take it from there. Stand here and begin at Tony's line, 'Just get back in your car, kid'."
"Fine." Alex returned to his spot by the patrol car.
His hair was brushed his shine powdered and Alex sighed deeply. He had Billy. He sucked Billy's cock. What more did he want?
After zipping his pants, Tony sat down in the patrol car again, his eyebrow cocked at Alex warily. "You going to do this right? Or are we going to be here all day?"
"I'll do it right." Alex stuck out his tongue.
Tony wagged a finger at him. "Be a good little boy."
"Don't worry." Alex stood patiently, trying to remember his lines and direction.
"Police stop scene! Take two! Action!"
Alex waited for Tony to say his line again. "Just get back in your car, kid."
Again, Alex dropped to his knees and massaged Tony's dark uniform pants. "You don't mean that." Alex made his way to Tony's crotch.
"You want to suck my cock? You think that will get you out of a speeding ticket?"
"Yes." Alex unhooked Tony's gun belt.
"No way. I'm still writing it." Tony reached for the passenger's seat.
Instead of opening Tony's pants, Alex did as he was directed and 'pretended' to. He stared at the large mound in Tony's slacks and closed his eyes. He pressed his mouth against it and moaned.
Tony spread his legs wider, sitting sideways on the car seat so his feet were on the pavement.
As Tony played up his momentum of moans to a climax, Alex chewed on the length of his cock under the material of the clothing. Tony's cock thickened and throbbed but he didn't expose what Alex was doing or break the scene.
Alex took the zipper flap between his teeth and tugged it, snarling in his craving to lick this man's dick, taste his cum, suck his balls.
Tony dug his hands into Alex's hair and did a better job at faking a climax than Meg Ryan in When Harry Met Sally.
Alex groaned and felt his dick spurt pre-cum at the thought.
"God! Kid!" Tony panted, drooping on the patrol car seat post-'orgasm'.
"Still going to write me a ticket?" Alex wiped the back of his mouth as if he'd just swallowed a load.
"Get lost." Tony handed him his original paperwork. "Go."
Alex stood, grinned demonically and swaggered back to the car.
"Cut!"
He spun around. Charlotte was instructing the next group for their scene.
The magnificent Italian stallion made his way over to him with a wicked smirk. Tony glanced around to make sure no one was looking. He grabbed a handful of Alex's hair and tugged it back. "You got a thing for older men, or cops? Which is it?"
"Both." Alex salivated.
"Oh, babycakes...you need to rein it in. With looks like yours your appetite will get you nuthin' but trouble."
"Meet me." Alex panted in excitement.
Tony released his hair and shook his head. "You're trouble, Richfield. I thought your dad was sex on a stick. You're worse!"
As Tony walked away Alex tried not to choke up emotionally. He had another few scenes to get through before they were done. He had to 'pretend' he was okay. Pretending. It was beginning to be how he lived his entire life.

* * *

"I've begun to hate weddings, Steven." Mark straightened his tie in the mirror.
"This isn't much of a celebration. Harry said it's five minutes in the church and dinner in the local pub."
"Ever since the gay marriage proposition was overturned..."
Mark glanced at his wedding ring sadly.
"Come here." Steve hooked his arm around Mark's neck and held onto him, sniffing him. "You even smell good in England."
Mark laughed. "I adore you." He smiled at Steve. "Give us a kiss."
Steve dug his fingers into Mark's hair and opened his lips.
Mark moaned and danced inside Steve's mouth with his tongue.
Leslie said from the hall, "Mark? Let's go. The driver is waiting."
Mark ignored his mother though he felt Steve beginning to step back and end the kiss. He held tight, not letting Steve go.
"Mark?" Leslie knocked but the door wasn't closed so it pushed open as she did. "Really!" she said in a huff.
Steve backed up, wiping his mouth, not making eye contact.
"Mother, it was just a bleedin' kiss. I'm not on my knees."
"Oh!" Leslie threw up her hand in a gesture of frustration and walked away.
"You do realize you're Alex all over." Steve fixed Mark's lapels.
"She is so disapproving."
"She is not."
"Is too." Mark made sure he had his cell phone and headed to where Harry was waiting by the front door.
"Is not." Steve stopped short when he spotted Harry. "Hi."
Steve waved at him awkwardly. "I hope we're not late."
"Not in the least." Harry locked the door behind them.
The driver was standing at the back door of the limousine, holding it open. Mark entered the car, watching he didn't tread on his mother's long dress and coat. They sat facing each other as Steve and Harry climbed in.
"Stop giving me the evil eye." Mark glared at Leslie. Steve elbowed him to shut up.
"Do you behave that way in front of your son?" she asked.
"He's gay!" Mark shouted in reaction. "For pity's sake!"
"Mark," Steve said, shaking his head, "Let it go."
Mark gestured to his mother. "She's never accepted me. Never. She didn't beat me to a pulp like my father did, but her attitude has still got me in therapy."
"You talk such rubbish. You don't need to blame me for your homosexuality."
Harry cleared his throat uncomfortably as the driver made his way to the church.
"Blame you?" Mark felt the veins pulsating in rage. "Is that what you think? You think I'm unhappy being out and gay, Mother?"
Leslie rolled her eyes and looked out of the side window.
"I'm proud. I'm not hiding behind women any longer. The agony you and father put me through to date women." Mark interlaced his hands on his lap. "I nearly married one! You know why?"
"Mark..." Steve rubbed his knee to calm him.
"I'll tell you why! Because of you! Oh, I thought, what would Mum do to me if I married a man!"
"You married a man at my home in California," Leslie said, "You and Steve, and Adam and Jack...did I object?"
"The ice coldness and the rolling of the eyes--" Mark pointed at her, accusing her of the deed she had just done a moment earlier, "--was enough disapproval. You think I don't know I disgust you?"
"Mark!" Steve shoved him with more force to shut him up.
"It's Harry's son's wedding day."
Mark didn't care. He was beginning to feel cheated, like he had lost his childhood and no amount of counseling or Botox would fix him. "I'm a stranger to you." Mark lowered his voice but he felt more anguish. "You know nothing about me. You never come to the States, never spend time with your grandson..."
"I invited him here as well as you two. Don't try to act as if I don't love my grandson."
Mark blinked. "Love him? Do you send him birthday cards? Do you ring him to say hi?"
Steve rubbed his forehead and moaned.
"He's a busy boy. You said yourself he's involved in both college and acting." Leslie fussed with her white gloves. "And no one is stopping you or Alexander from calling me."
Mark bit his lip. He couldn't even imagine Alex calling her and describing his obscene television scenes, his love for an x-rated art-house film star's son, his constant craving for cock...
He dabbed at a tear before it fell.
Steve clasped his free hand and held it tightly.
"Do you realize, Mother..." Mark controlled his emotions. "I am the number one male model in the United States?"
She didn't answer.
"Do you realize I am the second from the top sales person at Parsons and Company, only bested by Steven?"
"Well, done, my boy." Harry smiled.
"Thank you, Harry." Mark gave Leslie a steely glare. "That my son is the star of his own series? The star, Mother."
"What do you want from me?" She looked pale and pinched.
"You want me to pat your back daily? Hm? Shall I place an ad in the newspaper about how proud I am that my son is such a success?"
Mark felt Steve flinch at the venom. Mark was used to it.
"Oh, no, Mother. Never. If I had taken over Richfield International, if I had stepped into my father's wonderful shoes, then you would be proud as punch." Mark ran his hand through his hair. "Sharon Tice and I would have five children by now. Right? I'd be sitting in Dad's old office, worshipping his memory, perhaps his portrait would be in a place of honor behind my desk." Mark gripped Steve's hand tightly. "I could rave about how the black and blue bruises he gave me helped me become the success I am today."
"Mark. Please." Steve sounded desperate.
Leslie again, ignored him.
"Want to know what Steve and I did whilst in London, Mother?" Mark sneered. Oh, he wanted to tell her. See her shock.
"No," Steve said softly in Mark's ear.
The car slowed.
Harry said, "There's the church. And there's Luke. Doesn't he look dapper?"
"Do you know what sado-masochism is, Mum?"
Steve jerked Mark's arm by his hand to make him stop.
"It's when a man allows himself to be tied up." Mark could see his mother beginning to block his words out, her upper lip pursed so the comments she contained would stay behind it.
The limousine halted. The driver opened the back door for them.
Harry climbed out, reaching for Leslie.
Before she left the back of the car, she said, "And you wonder why I keep well clear of you."
Mark reacted as if it were a blow. Leslie climbed out.
Steve sighed and looked at him. "You brought all that onto yourself."
"I despise her."
"Really?" Steve gave a sarcastic laugh. "There was so much love coming out of you I thought the opposite."
"I can't go in there. The bloody Church of England. Talk about rubbish." Mark folded his arms over his chest.
"What the fuck?" Steve waved the waiting driver away before the man cramped up, reaching, waiting for them to exit the car.
"Why are we here, Mark?"
"Not for this." Mark grew frustrated and gestured to the open car door. "Fine. Go. Let's get this over with."
"Babe." Steve held him back. "It's for Harry and Luke. Okay?"
"Yes. Yes, of course." Mark pecked his lips and they met the other family members by the church entrance.

* * *

Alex was in a foul mood.
He parked on the gravel cottage driveway in the darkness of evening and used his key in the lock. "Oliver?"
"He's not here."
Alex asked Angel, "Where is he?"
"He has practice tonight. You do remember he's performing at the music hall this Saturday night."
Alex closed his eyes in frustration. "Shit. No, I forgot."
Angel put on a leather jacket and took his keys from the counter. "I'll be back in a few hours."
Before Alex could ask Angel where he was going, Angel left.
Feeling like shit on so many levels, Alex stood at the back porch door to stare at the ocean's white peaks; the only thing visible in the dimness. He took his phone from his pocket and called Oliver. It went to his voicemail. "Hey. You want me to come watch you practice? Text me and let me know." Alex thought about it and added, "Are you on campus?" He shook his head helplessly and hung up.
He had lost touch with Oliver's life because his own had become so overwhelming. He thought about his dad and Steve, needing them, and choked up. He didn't even think about the time difference and called his dad's number. It too went to voicemail. "Hey. Miss you. Bye."
He threw his coat on the sofa, placed his phone on the counter near the kitchen, and dug for food in the fridge. A leftover carton of Chinese food and a bottle of beer became dinner.
Alex sat at the kitchen table feeling miserable. After two bites he lost interest in the food and stared at it, the beer bottle pressed to his lips.
A sensation of helplessness overcame him. He put his head down on his arm on the table and began to cry. A few minutes later the noise of the front door made him start. He wiped his eyes, and sat up.
"Hello?"
"In here, Billy." Alex tossed out the half-eaten food and put the glass beer bottle into the recycle bin.
"Where're Angel and Oliver?" He hung his coat, as well as Alex's, in the closet.
Alex was instantly drawn to the sight of the gold lieutenant badge and holster clipped to Billy's pant's belt.
"Oliver is at some music practice thing, and I have no idea where Angel went. He just said he'd be gone a few hours."
Billy checked his phone for messages.
Alex bit his lip to stop it from quivering. The urge to cry was back and he didn't know why.
"Ah." Billy nodded, obviously reading a text from Angel.
"He went to the movies with Summer." He laughed. "He goes to the chick-flicks with her." Billy appeared about to say something else when his grin dropped. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing." Alex used the back of his hand to wipe his eyes.
"Alex." Billy unclipped his holster and badge, placing them on the side table near the couch. "Are you in trouble?"
"It's my middle name." Alex tried to laugh but he felt sick to his stomach from worry.
"Have you spoken to your dad at all?"
"I can't seem to reach him. I keep getting his voicemail."
"He'll be home Sunday."
Alex nodded, unable to look directly into Billy's eyes.
"Alex."
At the kindness in his voice, Alex raced towards Billy, crushing him in his embrace.
"Baby...why are you so sad?" Billy rocked him.
"I don't know." Alex did. He just was too upset to talk about it.
"Sit down." Billy led Alex to the sofa.
Alex dropped onto the cushions, using his sleeve to wipe his eyes.
"Talk to me."
After a few jerking breaths, Alex said, "I didn't even remember Oliver's music hall recital this Saturday."
"That's it?"
"He won't make love to me anymore." Alex stared at his hands as he fidgeted with them on his lap.
"Did you ask him why?"
"He says he's too tired. He says that all the time lately." Alex met Billy's eyes. "Does he know?"
"Not from me he doesn't." Billy shook his head adamantly.
"Then what did I do? He just sleeps in bed next to me and won't touch me. What did I do to make him hate me, Billy?"
Tears rolled down Alex's cheeks.
"You need to ask him that." Billy pushed Alex's hair back from his eyes.
"I did. I tried. He said nothing's wrong, but I can tell it is. He doesn't love me anymore. No one wants me. No one loves me."
"Alex, that's not true."
"Just now." Alex pointed to the area near them. "Angel acted so cold. He treats me the same as Oliver does."
"Angel loves you like a son."
"I need to go home. I've overstayed my welcome. Billy, I need to go home."
"I don't want you on your own."
"But it's worse here." Alex rubbed his eyes with the heels of his palms.
"Look, three more days and your dad and Steve will be back. You seriously think that it's that bad here that you can't last?"
Alex stared into Billy's blue eyes. He lunged for him, pressing his mouth against Billy's, pushing him backwards towards the arm of the sofa.
At first Billy reacted in surprise, grunting and holding him off.
Alex knew if Billy rejected him, he couldn't handle it. Billy was his last bastion of sanity at the moment. When the tips of their tongues touched, Alex felt Billy's resistance fade. They had already kissed. They had oral sex. It was already done.
As Billy's initial timid response morphed into quiet passion, Alex inched his way to his lap, holding Billy's head in his right hand, his left arm wrapped behind his neck. The security Alex felt in Billy's arms was like nothing he could describe. He was safe here. Sane here. And no one could hurt him.

* * *

Billy had promised, sworn, and cursed himself to death that this would not happen again.
But here he was, with Alex's tongue in his mouth. And God did he love it.
The kissing was slow and gentle. Billy cupped Alex's jaw and glanced at him. Alex's beauty, his androgyny, his vulnerability and his need, gave Billy something he craved.
Power. Angel was independent and had been through so much he didn't need protection, advice, guidance...nothing.
In the beginning of Angel's and his love affair, Angel had been in the midst of a horrific stalking. Billy was Angel's knight, his bodyguard, and in the end, his savior.
But that was years ago.
The sensation of Angel idolizing him had changed to the steady kind of relationship couples fell into with time. Stoic, reliable, and a little too predictable and dull. Angel didn't want to watch his old porn movies with Billy anymore. Billy had to watch them on nights Angel was gone.
Angel loved him, but the desire Angel once had for Billy to play the powerful hero in his life had vanished from Angel Loveday.
In or out of his SWAT uniform, Billy needed to be needed.
A whimper woke Billy from his thoughts. Alex was crying again. Billy used his thumbs to wipe the hot tears from his cheeks. "Don't cry."
"You're the only one..." Alex hiccupped. "No one else wants me."
"Why do you torment yourself? You know that's not true."
"Hold me." Alex opened the top button of Billy's shirt, reaching under it to cup his chest.
The heat from Alex's touch made Billy's crotch burn with desire. Alex licked and kissed Billy's neck as he ran his fingers over Billy's erect nipple. Billy's head fell back and his cock throbbed. One by one Alex opened the buttons of Billy's shirt.
No. No. Billy was battling himself and wrong was winning once again over right.
"Please, don't push me away. Billy, I can't deal with it."
It was the last thing on his mind, though it should have been the first.
When Alex cupped his crotch and squeezed, Billy opened his eyes. The puffiness to Alex's eyes, the wet black lashes, his reddish cheeks from his emotions made Alex so incredibly desirable, Billy was beyond any point of return. After Alex met his lips again, giving Billy kisses that were so fresh and sweet he was dizzy, Alex exposed Billy's cock from his jeans.
Billy sat back and looked.
Alex ran his hand over its stiff length, his bottom lip still quivering as if he was waiting for the rejection and rebuking.
This is so wrong.
Billy grabbed Alex by the arms, stood off the couch with him and picked him up. He carried Alex to his and Angel's bedroom and lay Alex down.
The minute Alex spotted Billy taking a rubber and lubrication from the nightstand, Alex's green eyes went wide in awe. He scrambled out of his pants, shaking as he did.
Billy rolled a condom on his stiff cock. The size of Alex's erection was beyond belief. The minute Alex was naked from the waist down, he parted his thighs, looking at Billy with so much hope and fear, Billy was lost on him. He held Alex's knees and spread his thighs wide. Billy buried his face between Alex's legs, licking his balls and rim, moaning, at the pleasure of having him.
"Ah!" Alex choked a noise in this throat and dug his hands through Billy's hair, encouraging him.
Billy knelt up and grabbed the gel. As Alex waited, huffing like he was hyperventilating, Billy coated his sheathed dick with lube. Without another word, Billy held Alex's legs and pulled him with one tug downward on the bed. Keeping his gaze on this unbelievable young man, Billy pushed the head of his cock inside Alex's rim. To Billy's astonishment, Alex thrust upwards, taking him all at once.
"Fuck!" Billy held back from shooting his load quickly.
"Billy! Billy!" Alex ended up doing the fucking from below.
With his arms braced on the bed, Alex hammered against Billy's cock. Billy felt like he had never been fucked before in his life.
Forcing himself to become lucid when the intensity was nearly making him pass out, Billy gave Alex's angelic face a good stare before he came. Alex seemed possessed, a fucking machine. The noises coming from Alex were such a turn on for Billy he said, "Christ. I'm coming!"
Alex's entire body jerked against Billy and cum shot out of Alex's dick, coating his chest and abdomen. With Alex losing his steam below him, Billy gave a few deep thrusts to savor this act...
Which will never happen again!
The pulsating to his cock continued after he came. Billy felt sweat rolling down his pits and neck at the exertion. He pulled out, holding the edge of the condom.
The minute he was disconnected from Alex, Alex leapt up and embraced him, weeping as he said, "Thank you! Oh, God, thank you!"
Regrets formed instantly in Billy and he loosened Alex's grip. "We need to clean up. Now."
Alex nodded, wiping his fresh tears.
Billy removed any evidence of their deed and told Alex to use the bathroom first.
While Alex did, Billy stared down at his spent dick and tried to pretend he hadn't just committed the worse act of his entire life.







 

Chapter 12

 
Steve wasn't a big fan of weddings either. He gulped the lager down like water as the noise of chatting rose over the music. The selection of old disco, ABBA, and British Pop Idol stars was nauseating. Steve couldn't block out the bad throbbing beat and terrible choices of tunes.
It appeared Mark was trying to be courteous as Harry's daughter, Jessica, had caught him in a conversation. Mark's pained glance had found Steve on several occasions throughout the event.
The food was served buffet style. Steve felt bloated from all the dairy and carbohydrates. He needed salad and to get in a run.
His body was feeling the week-long bad habits already.
He checked the time. Because of the time difference it was too early in the morning to call Alex. He'd be asleep and the phone would wake him and Oliver up. He felt slightly anxious at not having spoken to Alexander since they had been gone. The eight hours separating their time zones was so great, it made it nearly impossible.
He finished the last drop of lager in his glass and wanted to go home. Not to Leslie's, but home to Bel Air.
A bad feeling about Alexander and his quitting school haunted Steve. He'd figured Alex would get into something while they were gone. Hopefully this is the worst of it, you imp.
Steve noticed Luke and his new wife Margaret dancing. They seemed happy. Second and third marriages must be intimidating.
Steve hoped he never found out.
"Would you like another beer, sir?"
Steve glanced at the bartender who was doing a very good job keeping everyone juiced up. "Yes, please."
He felt someone lean against him. Mark appeared exhausted.
"I want to leave."
"Me too." Steve thanked the bartender for the fresh beer and sipped it. "But it looks like your mom and Harry are still having too much fun."
"She does it to torment me."
"Shut up." Steve shook his head. "You come out with the stupidest things."
"Owie! Steven!" Mark pouted out his lower lip dramatically.
"That was cruel."
Steve narrowed his eyes at Mark. "You just told me your mother is tormenting you because she's enjoying her step-son's wedding."
"Bollocks." Mark folded his arms over his chest and sulked.
"What am I going to do with you, Richfield?" Steve gulped his beer. Unfortunately it wasn't making him drunk.
"Suck my dick."
"I will."
"Now."
When Mark tried to pry the glass out of Steve's hand, Steve resisted. "No. Quit it. We're not doing that here."
"We are." Mark nearly spilled the rest of Steve's beer ripping the glass from his fist.
"Mark!" Steve released his hold of it and Mark slapped it on the counter of the bar. A second later Mark had a grip on Steve's suit jacket and was dragging him to the men's room. "You sure you're not Alex? Jesus...I have to take a piss," Steve said, as Mark shoved him into the bathroom first. "That beer is going right through me." He stood in front of the urinal and unzipped his pants. He glanced behind him. Mark had his cock out of his trousers, playing with himself.
Steve turned away before he started getting an erection. He finished urinating and washed his hands, looking into the mirror to see what his wild husband was up to. "There is only one stall.
Not going to happen, Mark Antonious." Steve shook off his hands and tugged paper towels out of the dispenser. "And it stinks in here."
"Be quiet and get in there."
Steve stumbled at Mark's aggressive shove. "Who are you? Holy crap. You're not the Mark Richfield I know."
Mark crammed them into stall, closing the door. "Suck me."
Steve straddled the commode and gained his balance. Mark's big cock was wagging at him. He wasn't about to get on his knees while wearing his good suit. He crouched down and sat on the toilet seat, taking over, holding the base of Mark's dick.
The minute he had the head inside his mouth, Mark thrust in.
Steve nearly choked and backed up, giving him a frustrated glare. "You trying to kill me? I can't get all of you in my fucking mouth!"
Mark moaned in annoyance and slouched with his back against the closed door. The noise of someone coming in to use the urinal echoed in the tiny bathroom. Mark once more wagged his dick at Steve, smiling wickedly.
Steve shook his head in disbelief and tried again. He couldn't help but hear the other occupant taking care of business, wondering who it was. Any idiot could look under the stall, see two sets of legs, and figure out it was the only gay couple at the celebration.
Gee, that will go over big with Leslie.
Steve was glad he wasn't the one trying to come. He wasn't feeling his usual horny self at the moment, even with his delicious man's cock in his mouth.
Mark whimpered softly, but Steve assumed the other person in the room could hear. When Mark said, "Yes, Steven," quietly, there was no hiding anything any longer. Word would surely be out that the 'queers were at it'.
The urinal flushed, the sink ran, the door opened and closed, indicating the occupant had left. Instead of arguing with Mark about the act, Steve tried to hurry it along. He squeezed Mark's dick tighter in one hand and went for his balls and ass with the other. Sucking like me meant it, Steve used his tongue in tandem with his lips until Mark was gasping for air and getting a rhythm established. "Wet your finger."
Steve quickly did and pushed inside Mark's rim for better penetration.
"Yes! Ah!"
"Mark!" Steve scolded his volume and continued sucking with a chip on his shoulder. Was this about getting off, or getting even?
Mark gripped Steve's shoulders and the first ripple of his cock going into a climax passed over Steve's lips. Steve gave Mark's balls and scrotum a good rubbing and a nice-sized load of cum filled his mouth. He swallowed, humming softly, and milked Mark for more.
Feeling Mark release his hold, Steve sat up and stared at him.
Gorgeous Mark looked like a god who had just had a great orgasm. Delicious. Now Steve's dick was hard in his trousers.
Mark causally wiped his dick dry with his hand and tucked it back into his briefs. "I love you, Steven."
"You're welcome." Steve stood and tried not to fall into the toilet.
Mark grabbed his tie and drew him to his lips. The kiss was so passionate and filled with gratitude, Steve cupped Mark's face and relished the wonderful relationship they had. Yeah, it was crazy, but it was incredible.
The door to the men's room opened again. Beer-plus-men equaled many trips to the toilet.
Mark gave Steve a playful wink and before Steve could object, he opened the door of the stall.
One of the relatives on the bride's side turned to look. When he spotted both Steve and Mark exiting the stall, his expression soured.
"Enjoying yourself, Edward?" Mark's voice was tinged with sarcasm. "I certainly am."
Edward didn't answer, appearing miffed.
Steve grabbed Mark's elbow and escorted him out of the room. "Ask your mother if we can use the driver and go. I don't want to deal with the fallout you just created."
"I do." Mark appeared demonic.
"Jesus!" Steve located Leslie in the crowd and approached her. "Leslie?"
"Yes, Steven?"
"I'm sorry but I'm exhausted. Would it be inappropriate if Mark and I got a ride home?"
"No, love. Not at all. It's most likely the jetlag still."
"Thank you, Leslie." Steve reached his hand out to Harry.
"See you at home."
"Yes. See you soon."
Steve found Luke in the crowd and said goodbye to him and his wife. He spun around looking for Mark and noticed him leaning over the counter, smiling and talking with the bartender.
"Mark," Steve called, trying to get him to say goodbye.
Mark ignored him.
"I'll be back." Steve smiled at the couple, who looked like Adam Lewis sometimes did when he realized how impossible Mark was to deal with.
"Mark." Steve touched his arm. "Leslie gave us the okay to use the limo and go." Steve noticed Mark and the bartender exchange smiles. He tried to ignore the odd implication. "Uh. Go say goodbye to Luke." Steve pushed Mark in the right direction.
When Mark left to obey Steve, Steve stared at the bartender curiously. "You got a problem?" Steve asked.
"Me?" The bartender laughed. "Hardly."
Disoriented but not allowing it to stop their departure, Steve stood beside Mark as he shook Luke's hand and congratulated him again.
Steve gently escorted Mark to the exit and approached their waiting driver. "What's the deal with you and the bartender?"
"He likes BDSM. I mentioned my coming centerfold." Mark climbed into the backseat.
Steve joined him, waiting for the driver to shut the door. "I hope you go back to yourself once we get home."
"What the bloody hell does that mean?"
"Nothing." Steve was too tired to argue. "I'm so glad we're flying out Sunday."
"Go back to myself once we get home..." Mark brooded. "I won't even justify that comment."
"Good. I'm wiped out." Steve leaned his head on the back of the seat and closed his eyes. Just get me home.

* * *

Alex was in bed but not sleeping.
Oliver was next to him, appearing to be completely out of it.
After he and Billy had washed up and gone to bed, Alex waited up for Oliver. Angel returned home first. Muted whispers and running water from the bathroom were all he heard.
An hour later, Oliver came home.
Alex stared at him as he undressed and curled under the blanket. He spooned Oliver from behind, kissing his hair. Oliver never even spoke to him.
As morning began throwing light into the room, Alex stared at the ceiling. He made a decision. He was going home. He couldn't stay anymore.
His father and Steve would be back from their trip tomorrow night. It was time to go. Alex checked the clock. It was nearing eight, but weekends were for sleeping in.
He touched Oliver's back lovingly. Oliver shifted but didn't come to the surface of his sleep.
"Do you love me?" Alex asked.
Alex didn't think so. He continued to caress Oliver gently until Oliver stirred and rolled over. They met eyes.
"I'm sorry I forgot you have that performance tonight." Alex snuggled closer, resting his thigh over Oliver's genitals.
Oliver rubbed his forehead and eyes. "What time is it?"
"Eight."
Oliver groaned in annoyance.
"Do you love me?"
"Let me sleep. I was up late practicing." Oliver rolled over, giving Alex his back.
Alex scooted closer so his body was sealed against Oliver's as Oliver tried to get more sleep. "I'll beg Charlotte and get out of rehearsals tonight."
"It's okay. I don't care."
"No. I'll be there for you."
"Let me sleep."
Alex shut up, holding Oliver closer. His cock was throbbing against Oliver's ass, but they both ignored it. Another thing they never used to do, ignore morning erections.
Alex didn't know what to do to fix this. Yes, he quit school and wasn't hanging around campus with Oliver. Yes, he was absorbed in his rehearsal schedule and memorizing lines. Yes, he had forgotten about Oliver's music performance tonight.
I'm sorry. I'm sorry, sorry, sorry. Alex felt his eyes fill again with tears. Lately all he could do was cry.







 

Chapter 13

 
"Sweet cheeks?"
"Hm?" Alex woke from his stupor at the sound of Charlotte's voice.
"Your line?"
"Oh." Alex tried to find his place on the script. He had zoned off completely during their read through for the next episode.
Charlotte touched the place on the page for Alex.
Alex thanked her and read it, lackluster and preoccupied. The minute he had said his part, he floated off in his mind again.
"Take five." Charlotte waved the other cast members off and held Alex's hand to bring him away from them. "Is your dad still gone?"
"He'll be back tomorrow." Alex flipped his hair away from his face.
"Where are you in your head?"
Alex frowned and stared at the highlighted marks on the script in his hand.
"Sugarplum?" Charlotte touched Alex's jaw to bring his attention back. "Mama's here. What's wrong?"
"My...my boyfriend is performing at Schoenberg Hall tonight."
Charlotte checked her watch. "What time?"
"Probably now." Alex felt sick.
"I'm sorry. You knew this schedule was grueling. It's a weekly series, Alex."
"I know." Alex nodded, but he still felt ill.
"If we can get through this..." She flipped the pages of his script and tapped a spot. "Then you can go. I'll be happy with that."
"Okay." He shrugged. What choice did he have?

* * *

The alarm woke Mark out of his slumber to a dark bedroom.
He yawned and stretched his back. They had an early flight out of Heathrow Airport and the traffic on the M25 usually was dismal. "Steven?"
"Mmm."
Mark turned on a light on the nightstand. "Time to get up.
Come on. I know it's early, but we do need to get to the airport three hours before the flight."
Steve groaned loudly and covered his eyes.
Mark sat upright and took a moment to stand before he headed to wash up. Something about this entire week left him empty. He tried to play, went to a fetish club, had a little fun with a magazine centerfold, but...
His mother. Would he ever stop caring about her disapproval? Had they had a chance this week to make peace that he ignored?
Forcing himself to stand, Mark scuffed his weary heels to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. Forty and still craving Mum's approval. You pathetic old man.
Steve's caress on his bottom snapped Mark out of his thoughts. While Steve relieved himself, Mark turned the water on in the shower.
"I am so not looking forward to this flight." Steve flushed the toilet and climbed into the shower with Mark. "You okay?"
"Other than exhausted, yes. I'm ready to leave." Mark wet his hair and shampooed it.
"Ditto. I miss everything about home."
"Me too, love." Mark exchanged places with him and even though being naked with his handsome man in the shower usually brought them a heated bout, it seemed as if neither was up for it.
"I can't believe we didn't speak to Alex once this week."
Steve rinsed the soap from his body. "I'm so anxious about him, I'm a wreck. I suppose we could have text him, but I hate that shit."
"Eight bloody hours ahead." Mark shut the water and stood waiting as Steve handed him a towel. "It makes it nearly impossible with his rehearsal schedule to keep tabs on him. I know he keeps his mobile phone off while he works." Mark rubbed the towel over his head.
"Angel said he was okay, right?" Steve stepped out of the tub.
"He did. But Angel wouldn't want to upset us whilst we're here."
"Yeah, but if something big happened, he'd say so. Like telling us about Alex quitting school." Steve threw his towel over the shower door.
"Yes. Precisely." Mark glanced at himself. "I'm too tired to shave."
"Don't. I'm not." Steve left the bathroom.
Mark opened his kit of toiletries and removed his razor. He hated stubble on himself. While he shaved his jaw, he heard Steve answer a knock at their bedroom door.
"Thank you, Niles," Steve said.
Mark leaned out and spotted his mother's butler setting a tray of tea and breakfast scones down for them.
Niles said, "The driver is all ready for you, sir. Let me know if I can be of assistance in carrying your luggage."
"Thanks," Steve replied, closing the door behind Niles.
Mark rinsed his face and began getting dressed. Steve poured a cup of coffee for Mark, fixing it the way he liked it.
Once Mark had finished dressing he took it off the tray, sipping it. "I'm shattered."
"You can sleep on the plane." Steve stuffed half the scone into his mouth.
Mark checked the time. "We'd better get going."
"Eat this." Steve held out a piece of scone.
Mark opened his mouth and ate it. "I wonder how happy Mum is to see us go."
"My guess is she'll miss the hell out of you. So don't part with nasty remarks, okay?"
"Ha." Mark wedged his last items of clothing into the suitcase and put on his shoes.
"One more bite?"
Mark nodded as Steve fed him. He finished the cup of coffee and said, "I'll get Niles to help with the bags."
"I got it." Steve threw the garment bag over his shoulder and hefted the two large pieces of luggage, one in each hand.
After one last look around the room, Mark followed Steve to the waiting limousine where the driver took the bags from him.
Leslie and Harry were both standing by the front door.
"You didn't have to get up so early, Mum." Mark thought she looked very old and tired.
"I wouldn't miss saying goodbye."
Harry held out his hand. "So good you came out. Luke was delighted."
Mark clasped Harry's hand. "My pleasure, Harry. I told them all to visit anytime. And that includes you." Mark pointed his finger at his mother. "What on earth are you doing with the mansion in Paradise? Using it as a museum?"
"We'll decide to sell it or not."
"Sell it?" Mark choked. "Sell it? No! That means you'll live here permanently."
Steve shifted his weight next to him. "Bye, Harry. Thanks for everything." He shook Harry's hand.
"Mother!" Mark became emotional. "Now? The second before I drive to Heathrow you're tell me you're selling the estate?"
"It didn't come up in conversation. Go or you'll hit traffic on the motorway." She reached to hug Mark.
Mark hugged her stiffly and was so angry he backed up quickly to allow Steve to say his goodbye.
Once he did, Mark said, "You don't sell until we have a long chat."
Leslie waved him off dismissively. "What will you do with it?"
"At least let me have a think about it. It's big enough for Adam and Jack to move in with us."
"I don't think Adam would want to sell his house on the beach, Mark," Steve said.
"Go. Ring when you arrive home to let me know you're all right." Leslie gestured to the waiting car.
Mark stormed out, not looking back. As he climbed into the car he muttered, "Now she's selling my childhood home. The woman has no scruples."
"What?" Steve sat beside him and they were on their way the minute the driver sat behind the wheel.
Mark rubbed his face in anger and stared out of the window.
If his mother was not going to come to California to visit, if she was going to sell her home, Mark doubted he'd see her again.
The rage was mixed with pain in his chest. He didn't say another word as they made the long journey to the airport.

* * *

Alex nearly got into an accident trying to get to Schoenberg Hall. Parking was a nightmare as well. He finally found a space and sprinted to the main entrance. He knew Charlotte wouldn't let him go early. Knew it. It was nearing ten and Alex had no doubt he had missed Oliver's performance. He didn't even have a ticket.
His emotions as well as the long day were catching up to him.
Added to that was the physical exertion of sprinting in his boots and jeans. Alex was again on the verge of tears.
"Fuck no. Fuck no!" Just as he began to arrive at the main entrance, a flood of people met him moving in the opposite direction. "No!" Alex frantically tried Oliver's phone. His voicemail picked up. Alex stopped the first person he could. "Is it over?"
The woman smiled. "Yes. And it was wonderful."
"No...no..." Alex tugged on his hair in anxiety and fought the enormous stream of audience members leaving. He weaved in and out of moving bodies in a futile effort to find Oliver.
The phone to his ear, Alex called Oliver's cell phone again and again. He didn't know Angel or Billy's number, but he knew they were here somewhere in the mob.
He yelled into the phone, "Oliver! I'm here! Where are you?"
Alex was jostled and bumped inadvertently by the outgoing rush. The idea of actually finding Oliver in this chaos was choking Alex up again. "I'm losing you. I'm fucking losing you." Alex dabbed at his eyes. He spotted one familiar face.
"Kyle!"
Kyle Baker, another student at UCLA turned to see where the voice was coming from. His boyfriend, Connor Worthington, was with him.
"Alex!" Kyle waved.
Alex struggled to make his way to his friends as they fought the masses up the aisle. When they met up, Alex asked, "Where's Oliver?"
Connor gave Kyle a strange glance and said to Alex, "He must be heading home. Didn't you see his performance?"
"I missed it. I was in rehearsals all night." Alex looked at the empty stage in anxiety.
Kyle said, "Did you arrange a spot to meet him? You'll never find him in this crowd."
"Shit." Alex put his phone to his ear, trying to call Oliver again.
"Want to come out for a beer?" Connor asked.
"No. I have to find Oliver. He's probably heading home, like you said." Alex shut the phone when the voicemail picked up.
"Heard you quit school." Kyle tried to get out of the way as the hall emptied and they were blocking part of the aisle.
Alex tilted his head for them to leave, since he had no idea where to find Oliver now but at home. "Yeah. I had to. The television work was making going to class impossible."
"I hear ya." Connor hooked elbows with Kyle and they left through the main exit and stood outside.
"Well, don't forget about us." Kyle smiled. "We miss you around here."
"Thanks. I miss you guys too."
"See ya."
"See ya." Alex waved and started heading to his Mustang. He was so upset he had missed all of Oliver's performance he was a complete mess. The audience members had gotten to their cars and the traffic was as snarled as the lobby had been a moment ago. With hot tears rolling down his cheeks, Alex rode the clutch as the line of cars moved at a crawl.
In what felt like hours, Alex pulled into the gravel driveway of the cottage. Angel and Billy's cars were there, but not Oliver's. He hurried inside and rushed towards Angel, who was pouring two glasses of booze. "Where's Oliver?"
"He's with the band at a party." Angel handed Billy a glass.
"Who? Which friend?"
Billy said, "Couldn't get there, huh?"
"No!" Alex wiped at his eyes. "I begged Charlotte. I told her I needed to go."
"Poor baby." Angel shook his head.
"Now Oliver won't answer my calls." Alex covered his face.
"Okay." Billy rubbed his back. "You need to calm down."
Alex fell against Billy's chest and sobbed. "I lost him. He won't touch me anymore. I lost him."
"Shh. All right." Billy rocked him.
Alex peered back at Angel. "I did. Didn't I, Angel?"
Angel exhaled loudly and looked like he knew more than he would say.
"Did he find someone else?" Alex tried to stop his jerking breaths. "Did he find someone from the music classes?"
"You need to talk to him, Alex." Angel sipped his amber colored alcohol.
"I've got to go. I can't stay here." Alex backed away from Billy, using his sleeve to wipe his eyes.
"Not tonight. I think you need to relax." Billy tried to stop him.
Alex headed to Oliver's bedroom and began shoving his belongings into a backpack.
"Alex."
Alex glanced at the doorway to see Billy watching him. "Just one more night."
"No." Alex continued crushing his clothing into his pack, made sure he had everything he came with, and slung the bag over his shoulder.
"I can't let you go in this state." Billy peeked over his shoulder, apparently to see where Angel was.
"You can't stop me. I'm not drunk, so your police power is useless." Alex stormed towards him as if he meant to run him over.
"But my affection for you isn't." Billy cupped Alex's jaw.
"Don't." Alex was very close to the verge of a nervous breakdown.
"I think you should just go to bed."
Alex mouthed silently, 'Not without you.'
Billy again checked on Angel's whereabouts in the other room. He mouthed back, 'I can't.'
"I'm going home." Alex muscled past Billy, took a last look at Angel, who didn't seem to mind him going, and left.







 

Chapter 14

 
Mark felt like a zombie.
He slept on and off on the flight but it only made him feel worse. The agony was sleeping through daylight even with the cabin slightly dimmed.
Waiting for their luggage at the baggage claim, finding the driver holding a sign with their name, Mark thought his brain was disconnected from his consciousness. He'd never felt so completely drained.
Steve nodded off in the back seat of the town car as the driver got them home from LAX. When Mark spotted Alex's Mustang in the driveway, he tried not to be worried. Alex may have just come home because he knew they were.
The driver helped with the bags, and Mark handed him a nice tip as well as his payment. Steve took the luggage and headed up the staircase. "Alex?" he called.
Watching Steve dump the suitcases in their bedroom, Mark looked at them wearily, trying not to think of the effort to unpack, and followed Steve as he continued down the hall. When Steve stood in the doorway of Alex's bedroom, Mark leaned against him to see Alex sitting with his script on his bed, wearing just a pair of black gym shorts.
"Hello?" Steve acted as if he expected a more enthusiastic greeting.
"I'm waiting for you to yell at me for quitting school." Alex looked up sheepishly.
"Get the fuck over here." Steve opened his arms.
Alex bolted off the bed and scrambled for Steve's embrace.
"Hello, my pet." Mark kissed Alex's cheek and stroked his hair. "Where's my hug?"
Steve released Alex, and Mark held him close. "My baby. I missed you to death." Mark heard Alex sniffle and smiled. "You miss me too?"
"So much." Alex sounded like he was crying.
"Ahh, music to my ears." Mark rocked him, seeing Steve's smile. "Love you so much, Alex." Mark squeezed him tighter.
"I thought you guys would be really mad at me." Alex leaned back so he could look Mark in the eyes.
"Believe me, we're not thrilled. But we'll discuss this matter when it's not so late." Steve checked his watch. "Crap. I'm still on London time."
Alex chuckled. "Yeah, uh, it's not late, Steve. You have a whole day to go."
Mark kissed Alex's cheek. "Let Steven and I freshen up. Are you hungry? When did you come back from Angel's place?"
Mark held Alex's hand and walked to the master bedroom.
"Last night." Alex sat on the foot of the bed.
"How's work going?" Steve kicked off his shoes.
"Hard. Charlotte is relentless. I missed Oliver's music performance last night because of her."
"I'm so sorry, love." Mark tugged on Alex's hair.
Steve entered the bathroom and closed the door.
Mark sat next to Alex. "You sure you're okay?"
Alex blew out a loud blast of air. "I think Oliver has found someone else."
Mark instantly became upset. "What did you do? Did you flirt with Billy again?"
Though he did not reply, Alex looked guilty as sin. He shook his head in denial but Mark knew better.
"You finally pushed him over the top with your silliness?"
Mark felt a wave of exhaustion hit him and knew trying to stay awake until evening wouldn't be possible.
"I think he just got pissed off when I quit school and my rehearsals took all of my free time."
"Sure, Alex." Mark had no doubt this had to do with Billy.
Steve exited the bathroom and crawled into bed. "I need a nap. I can't stay awake."
"Will you be okay if Steven and I take a quick snooze?"
Mark stood, ready to take his turn in the bathroom and then rest.
"You've been gone for a week, Dad." Alex rolled his eyes.
"I'm still here."
"Okay. Sorry. I just worry." Mark didn't like the expression on Alex's face. Something was very wrong.
"I'll catch ya later." Alex made for the door.
"Don't let us sleep too long." Steve looked at the digital clock on the nightstand.
"Yes. Only two hours, Alex. Make sure we get up."
"Okay." Alex closed the door behind him.
Mark said to Steve, "Oliver finally had enough of him flirting with Billy."
"I don't blame the kid. Could you imagine it all week?" Steve rolled over, closing his eyes.
"No. I can't." Mark frowned and stripped for the shower.

* * *

Alex headed back to his room. He picked up the script but the words were just black and white symbols on the page. He checked his mobile phone. Nothing.
Since he couldn't concentrate on his work, he booted up his laptop and reclined on his pillows. He logged onto Facebook and accepted a few friend requests that were waiting. Then he clicked on Oliver's profile.
The sight of a new photo of Oliver holding another young man stunned Alex. A stab in the chest of pain preceded fury. He clicked Oliver's information page and read it. There were changes. Previously he had been listed as Oliver's boyfriend. His name was gone.
Alex checked to see if any new photographs other than the profile shot had been added. There were several showing Oliver on stage during last night's performance and a group shot of he and his fellow musicians taken presumably backstage.
Comments were running under the photo from all of Oliver's classmates, band members, and good friends, congratulating him on his performance. Alex looked to see if Oliver was on line now. He was. He sent Oliver an instant message. ' I'm sorry.'
Alex waited. He knew how long it usually took for Oliver to answer. A millisecond.
Alex sent another one. 'w hat's his name?'
The message from Oliver popped up. ' Jerry.'
A lump formed in Alex's throat and his eyes burned with tears. ' how long you been seein him?'
' not long.'
Tears rolled down Alex's face. ' what can I do to get you back?'
' nothing.'
' can I call you?' Alex used the pillowcase to wipe his eyes.
' no. gotta go.'
Alex could see Oliver logged off so he did as well, and pushed the computer off his lap. He faced down on the bed, crying.

* * *

Steve woke out of a strange dream. Mark was whipping him while he was chained to a jail cell. He shook himself out of the bizarre scene and glanced at the clock. "Can't fucking sleep all day." Steve propped himself up on his side. "Mark?"
"Mm." Mark didn't open his eyes.
"We should wake up. We have to get back into this time zone."
"Bollocks." Mark crushed his face into the pillows.
"Let me make us a meal." Steve kissed Mark's cheek and got out of bed. "Don't fall back asleep or you'll never sleep tonight."
"I'll take a pill."
Steve stepped into his jeans and found a clean t-shirt. "Still."
"Five minutes."
"Okay." Steve closed the bedroom door behind him and listened for Alex. He poked his head into his bedroom and whispered his name, wondering if he was sleeping too.
Alex looked at him from over his shoulder, his eyes red and running with tears.
"Baby!" Steve raced for him and sat on the bed, drawing Alex into his arms. "Stop crying. Tell me what's going on."
"Steven..." Alex hiccupped and clutched Steve around the back so tight, Steve could barely inhale.
"It's about Oliver. Right?" Steve rubbed Alex's shoulder.
"Did you flirt with Billy and he had enough?"
"He found someone else." Alex coughed as he cried.
"Shh. Okay." Steve rocked him. "You guys have broken up before. Hang in there."
"No. It's different. He's already...already..."
"Okay...I get it." Steve shook his head. It was unreasonable for anyone to expect men as young as Alex and Oliver to stay together forever. "Let it go. You're busy now. Maybe you just don't have time for a serious relationship."
Alex leaned back and wiped his eyes, sniffling. "I haven't even asked you guys how your trip was."
"Interesting." Steve tried to locate a tissue unsuccessfully, using his shirt to dab at Alex's cheeks.
"Did Dad go nuts?" Alex smiled through his tears.
"You have no idea. And he and Leslie were at it constantly."
"Sorry I missed that." Alex cleared his throat and Steve was glad to see him calm down.
"Go splash your face, then come help me make lunch."
"Okay."
Steve held Alex's hand and walked him to the bathroom in the hall. "I'll be downstairs."
"'K."
Steve waited for Alex to close the door before he trotted down the staircase and into the kitchen. He picked up the cordless phone and dialed.
"Hello?"
"You on a call?"
"No. I got a minute. Just finished roll call and was about to brief the boys. I take it you're home."
"Yes." Steve kept his eye on the doorway. "Billy, how bad was Alex's flirting with you when he was there?"
He heard Billy take a deep breath.
"Bad enough to break Oliver and him up?"
"I think it was a combination of things. Oliver was upset Alex wasn't on campus anymore, and Alex's rehearsals prevented them from spending any quality time together."
Steve thought about it. "Then it wasn't because of you?"
A long pause came before Billy said, "No. And Alex missed Oliver's big performance last night. He didn't even remember the date and believe me, that pissed Oliver off."
Steve could hear Billy's police radio in the background.
"Alex is busy, Billy. Come on. The poor kid."
"I'm not arguing with you."
"Okay, babe. If you tell me Alex didn't do lewd things to you in front of Oliver, I believe you."
When silence again was the answer instead of an immediate remark assuring Steve that indeed Alex was well behaved, Steve grew suspicious. "You there?"
"Yeah. Look. I have to hit the streets."
"This thing with Oliver and Alex doesn't affect our relationship with you and Angel, Billy."
"I know."
"I wouldn't mind having dinner with you guys. You know, hearing about the week." Steve noticed Alex standing in the doorway. He had no idea how long he'd been listening.
"Sure. I'll let you know when I get a night off."
"Okay. Be careful out there."
"See ya."
Steve disconnected the call and put the phone back into its cradle.
"Who was that?"
"Billy." As Steve said it, he studied Alex. Alex flinched.
"Why did you call him?" Alex knotted his arms tightly across his chest.
Steve opened the refrigerator and investigated the dismal contents. No one had been living at the house for a week, so there was nothing in it other than eggs and butter. Steve picked up the telephone directory and thumbed through the food delivery numbers. He was way too tired to food shop.
"Steve?"
"Alex..." Steve stared directly into Alex's red-rimmed green eyes. "What happened between you and Billy?"
Alex went pale. "Did he say something?"
"Oh no. No way." Steve left the phonebook on the counter and closed the gap between him and Alex.
Alex backed up, appearing about to bolt.
Steve held onto his shoulders. "Is that why Oliver left you?"
Alex shook his head, biting his lip.
"What did you guys do?" Steve's gut turned to ice. He trusted Billy. But even Jack fell prey to Alex once.
"Nuthin'." Alex continued to shake his head in denial.
"Alex, I will find out."
"Find out what?" Mark yawned, stifling it and entered the kitchen, looking at the open directory. "No pizza. I couldn't stand pizza. I can go grocery shopping."
Steve didn't stop staring at Alex. Experience in interviewing and body language from working with the police, was giving Steve a bad indication of what had occurred. But... Mark was now in the room.
"Steven? I can go. I'm not that tired. Just help me make a list. Alex, would you come with me?"
"I have to memorize lines." Alex scooted out of the room and up the stairs.
Mark opened a drawer to retrieve a pen and pad and sat at the kitchen table to compose a list. "Right. Fresh fruit and veggies, milk..."
Steve was so preoccupied with the image of Billy and Alex doing something sexual together, he had tuned Mark out.







 

Chapter 15

 
"Holy shit!" Adam blinked as he checked the computer for any updates on his stable of stars.
"What?" Jack called from another room.
"Get the hell in here, Larsen!" Adam read the text that accompanied an amazing photo. "Mark Antonious...what the hell did you do?"
"Yes?"
"Look." Adam rolled his chair back from the desk giving Jack a view of the screen.
"It's on the net already?" Jack choked and crouched beside Adam.
"Latest edition of London's Far Out There on-line magazine."
"Jesus! Well, it's so fucking hot I don't know whether to congratulate him or kill him."
"Congratulate him." Adam hit print and the machine hummed as it spit out the picture. "We'll have to order the magazine to see his cock."
"Nope. Look." Jack moved the mouse. "Click here to if you're over eighteen."
Adam stared at the screen as a full frontal shot downloaded.
"I'm gonna cream."
Jack printed that one as well. "I still want the issue."
"I'll order it." Adam navigated the check-out button. As the first image finished printing, Jack picked it up to inspect. "What will this do to him here in the States?"
"Well..." Adam gazed at the printer as the second picture printed. "If it was one of my clients, and they were already in a sexy role..."
"A la Keith O'Leary or Carl Bronson?" Jack glanced over at the photo revealing Mark's anatomy.
"Yes." Adam paused to admire Mark, nudging his hard-on as it throbbed. "Anyway..."
"He must be home." Jack stood and reached for the phone.
"Why hasn't he called?"
"Jet-lag? Exhaustion?" Adam laughed, staring at Mark in the black mask, leather harness and a host of other BDSM toys, tied to a wall, looking so hot, Adam could easily jerk off.
The comment seemed to make Jack reconsider. He stared at the cordless. "I don't want to wake them up."
"Do you have any idea when their flight came in?"
"I thought this morning. But no. I don't have the details."
Jack put the phone down. "You were saying..."
"Oh. If it was any of my clients who had this type of image..." Adam needed to fuck Mark. The distraction of the photo kept making him lose his train of thought.
Jack began laughing. "I'll wake them up." He grabbed the phone again.
Adam thought about the lack of inhibitions a man would have to possess to pose naked for a centerfold. Mark always seemed shy and overprotective of his imposing anatomy. Adam couldn't understand why Mark had done it. Then again, Mark rebelling against turning forty and thinking he was losing his looks made all the sense in the world.
"Did I wake you?"
Adam perked up and spun the chair around to face Jack as he spoke on the phone.
"Adam was surfing the net. Do you know that nude photo spread is already on their on-line magazine?" Jack smiled at Adam and shook his head. "They had no idea," he said to Adam.
"Whom are you talking to?"
"Mark." Jack listened first then said, "He's logging on to see it."
"You have to be a subscriber."
"Oh. Mark. Mark? You have to already subscribe to the magazine to see the issue." Jack cupped the phone saying to Adam, "He was told to email the editor and they would send him a free copy."
Adam nodded and stared at the two colored printed shots of Mark. It would give him so much publicity, Adam was certain the producers of Forever Young would be pounding Mark's door down for him to do another guest spot. Not to mention, finding out Mark Antonious Richfield was willing to wag his wanger in front of the camera would entice every gay magazine into begging him for a photo shoot, an interview, or even gay porn videos.
His, and Mark's print modeling agent, Arnold Newhouse's phones will be ringing off the hook for requests.
"Can we come by? Are you up for it?"
Adam perked up. He knew what he was 'up' for. "Ask them if they want us to bring over food. The fridge must be bare."
Jack did. He nodded at Adam. "Yes."
Adam stood and searched for his wallet and keys.
"Okay, babe," Jack said into the phone, "We're on our way."
Once Jack had replaced the phone, Adam cuddled against him. "Can't wait to bang him senseless. A week was a long time to go without a Richfield fix."
Jack pecked Adam's lips. "That man confuses the hell out of me."
"Me too. I'm just glad I'm married to you, and not him."
Jack corrected, "You are married to him."
"You know what I mean." Adam slipped on his loafers.
"Okay, let's get those hungry men food, then get some ass."
"Sounds like a good plan to me." Jack spun on his heels and left the room.
Adam glanced back at the two photos and almost took them with him. Nah. I'll have the real thing in an hour.

* * *

Mark sipped a cup of coffee, staring at the swaying trees through the back sliding door.
Steve said, "I'm starving."
He woke from his daydream. "They'll be here soon."
"We should have ordered Chinese food."
"Steven?" Mark set his cup on the counter and met Steve's gaze. "I think something happened between Billy and Alex."
A dark expression washed over Steve's face. "Me too."
Leaning on his elbows, Mark closed the gap between him and Steve so he could whisper. Alex was upstairs in his room but had a habit of eavesdropping. "I just don't know if it was Alex just flirting or..."
Steve rubbed his forehead, sweeping his hand over his hair in frustration.
"I hate to jump to conclusions." Mark glanced at the doorway, making sure Alex wasn't lurking.
"Yeah. So do I, but things are adding up to that conclusion."
"Do you think Angel knows?"
"No. And I don't want to ask him. If Billy cheated on him..."
Steve opened his palms in a questioning gesture. "I'm not going to spill that one without evidence."
"Alex most likely just made a few in vain attempts, right?"
Mark knew how Alex operated. Like he had with Jack, Alex took his chances when men were most vulnerable. And who knew how often Billy and Alex were alone in that cottage? Mark figured Alex did his best to get something. What he didn't know is whether Billy gave in.
The noise of the front door broke them out of their conversation. Mark stood and welcomed Jack and Adam, whose arms were full of grocery bags.
"Good Lord!" Mark laughed. "I should know better than to allow you to shop for us." Mark reached out and took some of the bags from Adam.
Steve sniffed. "Please tell me that's food."
"Depends upon what you're smelling," Adam replied as he entered the kitchen.
"How was London?" Jack asked, beginning to unload the bags. He handed Steve a large brown paper sack. "This one's for you."
Steve opened it up and said, "Yes! I love you, Larsen." He removed white Chinese food cartons from it.
"Back at ya, Miller." Jack crouched in front of the refrigerator loading it with food.
"I can make you a salad, Mark." Adam washed his hands at the sink.
"I'll help." Mark placed a cutting board and knives on the counter.
"Well? How's Leslie? How was the wedding?" Jack crushed the empty bags and stood tall. "Why the hell did you model in the nude?"
"Mum was her miserable self. We had fun. And I wanted to."
Mark stuck out his tongue at Jack.
"Did you log on and see it?" Adam asked as he peeled and chopped a cucumber.
Steve was eating right out of the carton, sitting at the island counter. "Nope. The editor has to send us the file on PDF."
Mark noticed Adam and Jack exchange smiles. "Was it a good photo?" Mark asked.
"Oh, fuck yeah." Adam grinned wickedly. "Sorry I didn't bring it. I assumed you'd have access to it."
"I'm so disappointed I have to wait." Mark washed lettuce leaves under the sink tap. "Steven! Why don't you wait for everyone else?"
"Sorry." He put the fork down and appeared guilty.
"Let the guy eat." Jack began setting the table. "Is Alex home?"
Mark whispered, "Yes, but..."
"Yes, but?" Jack poured four glasses of water and set them near the place settings.
Mark stared at Steve, trying to see what he would say.
Steve snuck another bite of Chinese food first before he said, "We think his overt flirting with Billy is why he's once again in the doghouse with Oliver."
Adam shook his head and sighed loudly.
"Actually." Mark dried his hands and tilted his head for Jack to step closer to where he and Adam were. "We have some worry that Alex actually may have seduced Billy."
"No way." Jack shook his head.
"Billy wouldn't touch him." Adam rinsed green onions and diced them.
"I'm not so sure." Steve propped his jaw on his palm. "Billy was very evasive when I asked him about it."
"That doesn't mean he's guilty." Jack sat at the kitchen table.
"Look, I know how bad Alex can get." He took a deep breath.
"Remember how he got to me the first time he came to the beach house? He trapped me in the bathroom and I swear I couldn't do a thing about it."
Mark's anger at Alex's actions that day would be nothing compared to finding out Alex had successfully seduced Billy.
Adam placed the bowl of salad on the table, and he and Steve made sure the rest of the food was within reach for everyone.
Jack began scooping rice to his plate. "I'm telling you, yes, Alex probably did his best--strut around nude, make suggestive comments--but Billy Sharpe would never touch him."
Steve passed the chicken with snow peas after he took a helping. "I'm not convinced."
"Why not?" Adam ate his meal with chopsticks.
Mark filled his plate with salad and tried not to imagine his son cheating with Billy. Billy had to have said no. Had to. When Steve didn't continue talking, Mark looked at him in expectation.
"Why not, Steven?" The pained expression on Steve's face made Mark ill. "Steven?"
All three men stopped eating and waited for Steve to continue.
He placed his fork down and his expression became fierce.
"Billy didn't deny it. I spoke to him over the phone and expected the usual. You know, Billy telling me how bad Alex was and how he had to keep avoiding him."
"And?" Mark was livid.
"And, nothing. Never got the denials."
Just before Mark asked another question, Alex appeared at the doorway. "You guys are eating without me?"
Adam stood and got Alex a plate. "Sorry, Alex. We just were catching up. Sit down."
"Hi, Jackie." Alex hugged and kissed Jack, reaching from behind where he sat.
"Hi, Alex." Jack put his fork down.
Mark glared at Alex while Adam fetched him everything he needed to join them.
"Thanks, Adam." Alex kissed Adam's cheek and sat beside Jack, reaching for food.
Mark didn't take another bite. Everyone was sitting in suspended silence. Only Alex was moving.
"Alexander?" Mark asked.
"Yeah?" Alex stopped before putting a shrimp into his mouth, as if just noticing everyone staring.
"What happened between you and Billy?" Mark was about to explode.
Alex went pale, his gaze circling the table nervously.
"Alex?" Steve echoed.
"Why do you guys think something happened?" Alex took a timid bite of his food.
"Because we know you." Jack backed his chair from the table, so he could see Alex better.
Alex shrugged. "Nothing happened."
Mark exchanged another glance with Steve. He didn't think any of them were convinced. "Did you seduce him?"
"May as well tell us, Alex." Adam began eating. "We'll find out."
"Nothing happened!" Alex's eyes watered.
Mark felt guilty. "All right. Eat your meal. We'll let it go for now."
Alex took a moment to compose himself. When he did he said, "And you're not one to talk, Dad."
"Me?" Mark pushed his fingers into his own chest defensively.
"You've been home a few hours and someone already emailed me a lewd centerfold you did for a gay magazine in England."
Steve choked on his food.
Jack patted his back in a cliche gesture.
Adam asked, "Who sent you the photo?"
"One of my Being Screwed fans from the UK." Alex ate, looking like his condescending self again. "Nice dick, Dad. You think Grandma and Mr. Parsons will frame it?"
"Don't ya just love the net?" Steve said sarcastically and shook his head.
Mark's anger at Alex evaporated to embarrassment. Maybe it hadn't been a good idea to pose naked. Mark had figured that image would either never cross the pond, or take months, maybe years to filter this direction. How wrong could he have been?
"I already posted it on my Facebook page." Alex looked smug. "Don't worry. I told everyone it was me again."
"Alex!" Steve said.
Mark set his fork down and lost his appetite.
Alex smiled. "So, keep your accusation of perversion to yourself."
"That's enough," Jack said.
Alex snickered, devouring his meal with robust energy.
Mark glanced at him. The snide attitude was back. The sobbing young man had vanished. Mark excused himself from the table and headed to his bedroom. Feeling exhausted from the week of travel and the time change, he sat on the foot of the bed.
He could hear the other three admonishing Alex for his behavior.
Mark stared at the unpacked luggage and knew he'd treated his mother the exact same way.







 

Chapter 16

 
Steve began clearing up the empty plates and food cartons. He was annoyed at Alex for the diversionary tactic he had used to judge Mark's conduct and not his own.
Jack said, "Your dad is home five minutes and you're at it?"
Alex replied, "Me? You and Adam will be 'at it' with him in less than that."
Steve loaded the dishwasher with Adam. He could see Adam bite his lip on his reply.
"And we wonder why Oliver broke up with you." Jack wiped the table.
"Owie! Low blow, Jackie-blue!"
Steve said, "Please tell me you did not download Mark's centerfold onto Facebook."
Alex shrugged, handing his plate to Adam. Adam took it without looking at him. "Why did he pose for an international magazine? He must have wanted people to see him."
"He's in a mask. He didn't intend on people knowing it was him." Steve dried his hands on a towel, handing it to Adam to do the same.
"Oh shut up." Alex made an expression of disbelief. "Like people won't know it's him. Are you for real?"
"Take it off your Facebook page." Jack did not appear happy.
"Now."
"What will you do to me if I don't?" Alex batted his eyelashes at Jack flirtatiously.
"Now!" Jack pointed to the staircase.
"You guys suck!" Alex stomped to his room with Jack in pursuit.
Steve exchanged worried glances with Adam. "Mark did do it. He can't have regrets now."
"He did." Adam started the dishwasher and left the kitchen with Steve. "What did he expect?"
"He hoped no one would recognize him." Steve climbed the stairs.
"Yeah, right. Are you for real?" Adam laughed softly.
"America's top male model does a naked BDSM centerfold and no one will recognize him."
Steve heard Jack down the hall continuing to instruct Alex on his task. He looked into his bedroom and spotted Mark lying, face up, his hands behind his head.
Adam sat beside him, caressing his hair. "How are you, beautiful?"
"I'll survive."
Steve relaxed on the opposite side of Mark. "We knew the consequences."
"Are there any?" Adam asked. "Seriously, Mark. Other than a million Internet users ogling you and masturbating to your image, I can't think of any."
"I love you, Adam." Mark seemed appeased.
"You too, hot stuff." Adam cupped the back of Mark's head and drew him to his lips.
Steve's libido lit on fire instantly. "I take it we're not waiting for Jack." He tugged his shirt over his head.
"We can play." Adam gave Mark an adoring smile, running his tongue over Mark's bottom lip.
"I'm here." Jack closed and locked the door behind him. He began undressing. "You sure you two are up to it after all the traveling you just did?"
Mark reached out his arms to him. "Come here, He-man."
As usual, Steve was the first one naked. He dumped a handful of supplies on the bed and tugged on his stiff cock. "Leather?"
Adam moaned seductively. "That photo made me crave it."
He tossed his slacks over a chair with his shirt. "But if you guys are too tired..."
"Take me." Mark was still fully dressed, but spread out on the bed to all four corners.
"Motherfucker!" Adam laughed. "I'm doing an excellent job imagining you strapped up and helpless."
"What are you waiting for?" Mark licked his lips.
Steve squeezed his own cock as he witnessed Mark's seduction of Adam. Though Jack had once coaxed Adam to grow his hair long, like Mark, Adam had it cut conservatively lately. Steve judged the maturity and experience in the room and would never trade it for a one time fuck with youth. Would Billy?
"Get naked, Richfield." Jack knelt on the bed and unzipped Mark's pants, tugging them off brusquely, with his briefs.
"Oh! Jackie!" Mark pretended to be modest, bending his knees to hide his crotch.
After the photo spread, Steve was beginning to doubt Mark was shy about his body image at all any longer.
Jack took off Mark's shirt in the same manner. Mark covered his nipples by crossing his arms over his chest.
Steve laughed at the sight of him exaggerating his modesty.
"That ain't going to work anymore."
"Oh, bollocks." Mark gave him a wink and extended his hands and feet into the perfect submissive position.
Adam crouched beside the bed and held Mark's jaw as he kissed him.
Jack gestured to Mark's dick. "Join me?"
Steve nearly knocked heads with him when they both went for the same spot. Jack nudged Steve playfully and put the end of Mark's cock into his mouth. Steve had to be content licking the long hard length under him, and he was. He massaged Mark's balls at the same time, hearing Mark whimper as Adam French- kissed him.
Listening to the deep breaths of excited men, inhaling the scent of cologne, deodorant, and testosterone in his senses, Steve enjoyed their sexual frolicking. These three men were his soul- mates, his husbands, and his sanity. While he and Mark were in London, Steve felt incomplete. It wasn't the same without Adam Lewis and Jack Larsen. He loved them deeply.
Steve crawled between Mark's legs and sucked on his balls, rolling one at a time in his mouth. Steve felt Jack shift beside him so he opened his eyes to see Jack securing Mark's wrists and ankles to the bed.
Adam sat up and wiped his mouth, staring at Mark.
Mark's chest was heaving as he caught his breath.
Witnessing Mark tied up and helpless drove Steve insane. He knew it did the same for the other two men. Steve remembered Mark topping him while they were in England. Though he had a feeling it would surprise Adam and Jack, Steve removed a rubber from its package and slid it on Mark.
Adam opened his mouth as if to ask Steve what he was doing, but the question stayed behind his lips.
Steve met Mark's gaze while he used lubrication on Mark's imposing endowment.
"Steven," Mark said hoarsely. "Love you."
"Are you kidding me?" Jack chuckled. "You'll kill yourself on that thing."
Steve knew he would certainly not hurt himself. He knelt over Mark and righted his dick so it pressed against his ass. Very gently he began to sit on it.
With his eyes glued to Mark's expression, Steve felt Mark's dick pulsate inside him. Mark threw back his head and gasped like the sex-god he was.
The moment Steve was riding Mark like a pony, Jack and Adam broke their trance-like stares and went for him the way they usually went for Mark. Adam sucked one nipple, pinching the second, while Jack licked his way up Steve's neck to his ear.
Steve felt chills cover him instantly. He propped himself up on Mark's thighs and increased his speed and depth as his body let go.
"Ah! Baby!" Mark showed his teeth as he snarled, his body tugging against the binds accentuating every rippled muscle and fiber in his incredibly trim physique.
Jack spooned Steve, pressing his thick cock against him, holding Steve as if he were riding that big monster along with him. Adam grabbed Steve's cock and gave it a good fisting, bringing it back to life as Steve's focus was lost on the sense of deep penetration. With the friction of Jack behind him, holding his chest in each hand, Adam bringing him to a climax, Steve went as fast and deep as he dared.
Mark began to buck under him, the leather straps straining and the bed creaking. "Ah! Ah!"
"Oh fuck." Steve felt Mark's cock go rigid inside him and closed his eyes. Jack's kisses down the nape of his neck and Adam's wild fisting sent Steve over the edge. He forced his eyes open to watch Mark reach his climax, and sprayed cum all over his chest.
"So nice!" Adam milked Steve's cock vigorously, sending more creamy drops onto Mark's skin.
Mark writhed underneath him, grinding his body against Steve's for the last few throbbing waves of pleasure.
Steve recovered from the intensity and began to raise his hips off of Mark. Mark's cock looked strangled in the rubber, the reserve tip filled with his load.
Steve staggered off the bed and before he could move, Jack was kneeling between Mark's legs, fucking him, holding Mark's body up on his lap with his powerful arms and hammering inside him.
Adam pointed his dick at Mark's mouth. Mark, still catching his breath, stretched to get at taste of it.
Steve stood still--the voyeur--sated, and slightly surprised at himself for becoming Mark's bottom boy. What the hell. He smiled.
Jack didn't take long, and neither did Adam. Steve assumed watching him take Mark up the butt was new stimulation for them. It obviously served as great foreplay.
Jack grunted and Adam moaned simultaneously.
Steve glanced at the condom still stuck on Mark's cock. Even soft, his dick filled the latex.
Once he disconnected from Mark's mouth, Adam stumbled back, gaining his balance and his breath. "Shit. That was unreal."
Jack pulled out and hung his head, wiping the sweat off his face. "Jesus. Steve. Holy fuck."
Maybe it was the exhaustion, or the jetlag, but Steve was in another zone. He had to literally shake his head to wake up. He began working the condom off Mark as Adam untied the four leather cords.
Steve dumped the garbage in the bathroom trash and soaked a washcloth to clean up. He caught his reflection in the mirror, his steel blue eyes and brown hair. The thought of playing submissive had never crossed his mind. It was now but he was slightly embarrassed to admit it to the other three, so he kept quiet.
One by one, they took their turn to clean up.
"Are you staying the night?" Mark asked.
"Nah. Tomorrow is a work day and I have court in the morning." Jack dried his hands on a towel.
"If I lay down, I'll fall asleep." Steve waited to see if they were going to snuggle naked or get dressed.
Adam checked his watch. "We have time to hang out. It's still early."
They climbed on the bed to relax, intertwining their legs and arms.
Steve held onto Mark, scooting away from the edge of the bed. The strange trip to the UK had opened some doors for both of them. He and Mark also had work at Parsons and Company in the morning. He tried not to over-think anything. He was too tired and nothing was easy when you felt fatigue.

* * *

Alex had his ear pressed to the door. Once the sexual act was finished, he sighed and tiptoed back to his bedroom. The craving he had to kiss Billy was strong. Not Oliver. Billy.
He glanced at his disheveled bed, his script still lying where he left it, more memorization needed...
Alex spun on his heels and walked passed his father's bedroom to the lower level. He headed to their 'at home' office.
They rarely used the room other than to file paperwork in it. It had a desk and a computer, but neither Mark nor Steve were ever on it much.
Alex flipped through his father's address book. Paranoid he'd be spotted, he wished he'd thought of doing this earlier while they were having sex, but the eavesdropping was too good to resist.
He found Angel's cell phone number. He didn't want that one. He thumbed through pages of names, penciled in notes, handymen, painters, plumbers...
About to give up, Alex just remembered Billy's last name.
Sharpe. He checked the 'S's. In Steve's handwriting, a phone number was written.
Alex looked behind him. He opened a drawer and located scrap paper and a pen. Once the number was copied, he made sure everything was back in its spot and left the room.
He grabbed a beer from the fridge and climbed the stairs. He pressed his ear to his father's bedroom door and heard the deep sound of Jack's voice, but couldn't decipher the words.
Alex continued to his room and closed and locked the door. It was early afternoon. Would Billy be working? Off for the day with Angel? On a stake-out? He had no idea. Just the thought of calling him made Alex nervous. It was insane. It was risky. And it was essential. He sat on the edge of his bed and dialed his cell phone, putting it to his ear as his heart pounded in his chest.
"Hello?"
"Billy?"
"Hang on."
Alex struggled to listen. Obviously Billy recognized his voice. He heard muffled conversation and it seemed to take a long time. Billy said, "What do you want, Alex?"
"Are you at work?"
"Yes."
Immediately Alex salivated at the idea of Billy in uniform.
"See me."
"I can't. You know I can't."
"Please!" Alex glanced at his closed door hoping his father didn't have the same penchant for eavesdropping he did.
"No. No way. Look, babe, it was what it was. It's done."
"No. Please. Billy, I need you. I'm lost."
"Your dad and Steve are home. You can talk to them about anything that's bugging you."
"But, I miss our kisses." Alex felt his eyes burn.
"Sweetie...I'm at work. Please don't call me again. What we did was bad enough."
"Bad?" Alex choked in disbelief.
"You know what I mean. I have to go."
"No. Please. Don't hang up." Alex cupped the phone.
"Sorry, babe."
"Hello?" Alex heard the line go dead. He tossed his phone on the bed beside him and sulked.

* * *

"Goodnight, Jackie." Mark pressed his crotch against Jack's while he kissed him.
"'Nite, gorgeous." Jack combed his fingers through Mark's hair. "Get some rest. Why didn't you take a day off to get back into the time zone?"
"We'll be fine." Mark reached for Adam. "Take care, Mr. Lewis."
"You too, beautiful." Adam kissed Mark.
Steve leaned on the doorframe, smiling but looking tired.
"Think about living together in Paradise." Mark wagged his finger.
"I'd love to live in the mansion, are you kidding?" Jack replied, "I just can't do that commute every day."
"We could spend our weekends there," Mark said, "Buy a few horses?"
"We'll think about it." Adam squeezed Mark's shoulder. "It sounds good as a holiday home, but no one will live there. I just don't know how economical that is."
"I don't want Mum to sell it." Mark pouted his lower lip at Jack.
"Let's just keep it open to debate." Jack waved. "See you guys soon."
Mark rested against Steve as they watched Adam and Jack get into Jack's Jaguar and back out of the driveway.
"What do you think Alex is up to?" Steve asked, closing the front door.
"No good?" Mark ran his hands back through his hair.
"Without Oliver to keep him in line, I'm a worried mess."
"Christ, I am so tired." Steve closed lights as he went. "And it's only eight."
"I know, love, but it's four in the morning England time."
Mark dragged himself up the stairs. "Let me check on our son."
"Okay."
Mark kissed Steve and continued heading down the hall. He listened first, then tapped the door. "Alexander?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I come in?"
"Yeah."
Mark opened the door. Alex was reclining on the bed, the script in his hand. "Poor thing. I bet Charlotte has made your workload unbearable." Mark sat beside him and leaned on his shoulder.
"She has. I'm in nearly every scene. She's killing me."
"Can I help?"
"Oliver used to read with me."
"I can."
"Okay." Alex handed him the script.
Mark asked, "Want to start from page one?"
"No. Start where I folded it. It's the scene giving me the most problems."
"Why?" Mark read the highlighted passage.
"Look at it. It's a friggin' monologue."
"Ahh, I see." Mark judged the length. Before he read the line previous to where Alex's character began his dialogue, Mark studied his son carefully. "Are you okay?"
Alex didn't react, staring into space.
"Talk to me."
"I can't."
"You can."
"You'll just get mad."
Mark lowered the script to his lap. "Would I get mad because you know what you did is wrong?" Mark thought about Billy.
"It's not wrong. It's just not what you want me to do."
Mark rubbed his face and eyes in exhaustion. "How far did you two go?"
"All the way."
Mark jolted and spun his whole body around to face him.
"No."
"Yeah." Alex still did not make eye contact.
"You and Billy made love?"
Alex nodded, looking upset.
"Is that why you lost Oliver?" Mark was so hurt over the news he didn't know what to do.
"No. Angel and Oliver have no idea."
"Did you screw all week?" Mark didn't want to know. But he had to. What he would do with the knowledge was the hard part.
"No. We did it once. And he won't come near me again."
Alex finally looked at Mark. "So? Now you're mad. You hate me. You'll tell Angel and he'll hate me. Then Angel will tell Billy I told, and..."
"Slow down." Mark could easily see the pain in his son's expression.
Alex blew out a loud sigh. "No one loves me. It sucks."
"You're very wrong. Everyone loves you. You think Steven, Jack, and Adam don't love you?"
"Not like I want to be loved. Like you and Steve have." Alex dabbed at a tear discreetly.
"I was in my thirties when I met Steven. I never had a good relationship with anyone before him. And you know that includes your grandmother and grandfather."
"I can't believe you're not screaming at me and calling me stupid." Alex interlaced his hands on his lap, staring at them.
"It's what you want to do, right? It's what Steve will do when he finds out, right?"
"No. He will not call you stupid. He's not Bill Lehman."
Alex let out a one syllable sarcastic sound at the mention of his mother's husband.
Mark held Alex's hand. "I'm not well pleased about this. I'm disappointed Billy has betrayed my trust. I never would imagine he'd allow it."
"It just happened." Alex shrugged. "I was completely messed up and he's like the ultimate superhero."
Mark put his arm around Alex's shoulder and drew him closer. He caressed Alex's hair and sat with him quietly. Mark had no idea what to do about this situation.







 

Chapter 17

 
The next day Mark and Steve rode to work together. Mark was still feeling out of sorts, but trying to function and get back into the local time zone. He had made an emergency appointment with his psychiatrist, Dr. Van Eldon, so he could discuss what Alex had done, prior to talking to Steve.
By mid-morning Mark checked his watch and glanced at his computer screen. He had to get going to make the appointment on time.
Before he left the office he checked on Steve. Steve was on the phone and held up his finger, indicating one minute.
Mark leaned on the doorframe as he waited.
Danny Rothschild stopped near Mark in the hall. "How was London?"
"It had good and bad moments." In the past Mark struggled to identify which identical twin he was talking with. He knew now which was which.
"Loved the centerfold in Far Out There magazine."
Mark's jaw literally dropped. "What?"
"It's one of my favorite on-line publications. I couldn't believe you'd do a nude spread. Wow." Danny glanced at Mark's crotch.
"Was it that easy to tell it was me? Mask and all?"
Danny shrugged. "Maybe it's because I know you personally."
"Bloody hell!" Mark shifted in embarrassment.
"I ordered the poster so I can get it framed. Mm!" Danny headed down the hall. "It beat every cologne ad you've ever done."
Mark blinked and tried not to believe he was so easily recognizable. He thought the locale, the mask and the obscure magazine would keep him hidden. It wasn't the case.
"Hello?" Steve said playfully once he was off the phone.
Mark concentrated again. "I have an appointment. Do you need the car or should I take one of the company sedans?"
Steve checked his calendar. "Go for it. I have one later, but I can get a car." He tossed Mark his keys.
Mark caught them. "Okay." He thought about telling Steve he had an appointment with his shrink, but didn't. "See you later."
"See ya."
Mark walked past the receptionist and stood at the elevator, preoccupied and still not feeling right after the trip. He had heard it took the same number of days as the hours of a time difference to feel normal. He didn't have eight days to rest and linger. He was too busy.
On his way to his car, his mobile phone rang. Mark read the display, seeing it was his modeling agent, and answered it, "Hello, Arnold."
"Hi, Mark. How was your trip?"
"Good. Very good." Mark used the key fob to unlock Steve's Mercedes.
"Uh..."
"Yes?" Mark sat behind the wheel and put the key into the ignition.
"The cologne people got wind of that centerfold you did."
Mark felt his insides go cold. "I didn't get paid. It didn't break the contract."
"No. That wasn't their concern."
"Concern? They are concerned?" Mark rubbed his forehead.
"Well, the image was rather...uh..."
"Sexy. Alluring. Please don't say revolting." Mark felt like throwing up.
"Well how about over-the-top?"
"No. No, Arnold. It was harmless fun. Please don't tell me they're upset."
"The top guns aren't happy, Mark. They have no problem with you being out, and gay, but this naked photo with you tied up? What were you thinking?"
"Bollocks." Mark checked his watch. If there was heavy traffic he'd be late.
"They want a meeting, you, me and the president of the company, the vice president of marketing and the president of media relations."
"When?" Mark started the car.
"You free tomorrow morning?"
"Where?" Mark's hands shook from his anxiety.
"Downtown at their main office. Nine? Meet me at eight- thirty and we'll discuss strategy."
"Yes. All right."
"Sorry, Mark. I wish you'd consulted me first. Did Adam Lewis tell you to do it?"
Mark knew Arnold and Adam were competitors. "No. I take all the credit or blame. I must be off now, Arnold. I'm late for an appointment."
"Okay. See you tomorrow."
Mark disconnected the call and backed out of the spot. How on earth did it take one day for it to hit everyone in the States?
And how did they all know it was me?
"You flamin' idiot." Mark's stress was making him feel ill.
He drove through the traffic-snarled streets of L.A. to his psychiatrist's office. Mark hurried across the parking lot and used the stairs instead of the elevator. He rushed to the receptionist. "Sorry I'm late."
"It's okay, Mark. Go ahead in." She gestured for him to enter.
Mark straightened his back and tried to tame his hair. He inhaled deeply and opened the door to Dr. Van Eldon's office.
The man was sitting at a desk, and stood to greet Mark as he came in.
Mark shook his hand and sat on the couch, opening a bottle of water that was already provided for him.
"You look upset." The doctor sat down in his wingback chair and crossed his legs.
"I'm a wreck. Worse than usual." Mark gulped the water. "If I wasn't working, I'd swallow a valium."
"Did things not go well with your mother while you were in England?"
Mark rolled his eyes. "Don't even get me started on her. She's become the least of my worries." He twisted the cap onto the bottle.
"Alex?"
"Yes! Oh, he and I are the same ilk, Doctor. The two of us can't make a bloody good decision if our lives depended on it."
"What happened?"
Mark replaced the bottle on the table and rubbed his thighs with the heels of his hands. "Alex had sex with Billy Sharpe, one of my friend's partners. Billy is forty-two, Doctor."
Dr. Van Eldon nodded sympathetically.
"I haven't told Steven. He suspects there was some flirting, or perhaps more, because Alex and Oliver have broken up again."
Mark slouched over his lap and rested his face in his hands. "I can't believe Billy betrayed me, Steve, and Angel, his lover. I can't believe it."
"What are you planning on doing?"
"I don't know." Mark pushed his hair back from his face and sat up. "I swear I'm petrified to tell Angel or Steven. If Angel finds out this could ruin his and Billy's relationship."
"Are Alex and Billy still having the affair?"
"Alex said it was one time."
Dr. Van Eldon nodded.
"What should I do?"
"It's never easy telling a friend his partner has cheated on him. But you had a feeling Alexander would eventually do this."
"I did. I knew it. But I'm so angry at Billy for falling prey to Alex." Mark checked his watch anxiously. "I want to talk to Billy. I want Billy to know how upset I am. I want to ask him why he didn't say no."
"I don't see a reason you can't do that and still have the option of keeping this confidential."
"Steven will be so furious." Mark took another gulp of water.
"I agree. But this too shall pass."
Mark made eye contact with the doctor. "I think I fucked up as badly as Alexander did."
Dr. Van Eldon shifted in his chair, but appeared serious and attentive.
"I..." Mark stared at the bottle of water, peeling back the label. "I posed nude for a gay magazine whilst I was in London."
Mark felt his cheeks heat up.
"I see."
"I thought it would be a secret. I wore a mask." Mark met the doctor's eye quickly, but looked away. "It took less than one day to get out over the Internet," Mark said, "And now my agent said the lads over at Dangereux Cologne are panicking. So, my guess is I screwed up my contract."
"Why did you feel compelled to pose?"
Mark put the plastic bottle on the low coffee table and met the doctor's gaze. "Because I'm tired of being ashamed of my body. I just wanted to 'reinvent' myself whilst I was there. Was there any harm in that?"
"That's yet to be seen. If the men who pay your modeling fees are too conservative for a controversy, then yes, you may pay with your cologne ad."
"No." Mark felt his eyes burn.
"When you take risks, you risk losing things. That's why they call them risks."
"Why was it a risk? Why? All I did was be myself."
"Maybe you need to tell the cologne people that."
Mark went limp on the couch, resting his head back on the cushions and staring at the ceiling. "I bloody can't make a good decision if me life depended on it."
"Just because this act has some fallout, doesn't mean you need to beat yourself up about it."
"I lost the modeling contract. You'll see. I fucked it up."
Mark wiped his eyes. "My son is making love to my peers, he is cheating on his partner with him, my mother hates me because she thinks I'm a bad influence on him, and now..." Mark tugged a tissue from a box on a side table. "She's right. She's bloody right. I'm a terrible influence on Alexander. Everything I do has 'bad judgment' written all over it."
"The standard of perfection you hold yourself to will only make you miserable."
"It is." Tears ran down Mark's cheeks. "Miserable. That's me."

* * *

Alex had written cues all over his palms. The worry over not being able to memorize his lines was making his performance worse. Charlotte had made him redo the same scene a dozen times. And that had never happened before.
As she prepared to do another take, Alex said to her, "Can I have a second?"
"Take five!" Charlotte gripped Alex's elbow and escorted him away from the other actors. "Talk to me, honeypie."
"It's too much. I can't memorize all these lines."
"You want me to cut you from the scenes?" She looked annoyed.
"Maybe this much." Alex made a gap between his fingers.
"Sugarplum." Charlotte put her hands on her hips. One of her fists held the script. "You're the 'star'. You're the one getting all the fan-mail, the Facebook hits. You have to focus."
"My boyfriend broke up with me."
"Life happens. Acknowledge. Move on." She tugged on his arm. "Let's go. Time is money."
Alex caught the mixed expressions from his co-stars. Some sympathetic, other's impatient and tapping their toes.
Charlotte said, "Okay, kiddies, let's take it from; 'It's only a nick.' Alex, your line."
After glancing at the ink on his hand, which was smearing from his sweaty palms, Alex forced himself to get into character.
He had quit school, lost his boyfriend, and had an affair with an older man who was in a committed relationship with one of his father's best friends. If he lost the television show, he'd lost everything.
"Bite scene! Take thirteen! Action!" The clapper slapped.
"It's only a nick." Alex leaned closer to inspect Santiago's neck.
"I asked you to suck my cock, not my throat." Santiago looked at the blood on his hand.
"I'd be happy to." Alex lowered to his knees, running his hand down Santiago's leg.
"Just don't bite my dick."
Alex grinned up at him wickedly. "No guarantees."
Santiago gave him a wink and opened his jeans.
Forcing himself to keep his focus, Alex was tired, concerned about what would happen when Steve found out about Billy, and struggling to stay sane. Alex gazed at the bulge in Santiago's briefs and pressed his face into it.
"That's it. Gavin, you are a blow-job king."
Alex held Santiago around his ass and closed his eyes as he pressed his mouth over his growing length. Santiago began going into his scripted orgasm. The urge Alex had to flip his dick out and suck it was intense. He got a better grip on Santiago's hips and bobbed his head in simulated oral sex. Each time Alex came in contact with his body, he used his lips-covered teeth to give his cock a gentle bite.
Santiago's cock thickened and throbbed as his vocalized climax came to a crescendo. Alex stopped moving and inhaled Santiago's scent, rubbing his face against his stiff cock through his briefs.
Resuming the dialogue, Santiago asked, "Did you bite me?"
Alex sat on his heels and looked up at him. "Maybe."
Santiago recoiled and closed his pants. "No!"
Alex licked his lips teasingly.
"Get away from me!" Santiago played up his fear.
Knowing his long monologue was about to hit, Alex rose to his feet and took a deep inhale. "Let me tell you why I had to," Alex began, "You remember the night after your wedding?"
Santiago nodded, looking petrified.
"You can thank your best man..." Suddenly the lines came to him. Alex felt as if he were talking for an hour. A trance-like calm washed over him and he was able to recite it.
It wasn't until Charlotte said, "Cut. Perfect," that Alex woke from his daze.
"Well done, sugarplum." She gave him a glowing smile.
Alex was glad it was finished, but now he needed a nap.

* * *

Steve glanced at Mark as he drove them home after work.
Mark was strangely silent and more preoccupied than usual.
"Want to stop off and pick up some food on the way home?"
"Hm?"
"Mark?"
"Yes?"
"What's wrong?"
Avoiding the question, Mark said, "I don't know if I'm up for our run."
"We missed a whole week. At least let's do a little."
Mark became silent again and stared out of the window.
"Do I have to call Jack and Adam to get you to talk about what's bothering you?"
"Sorry?" Mark glanced over at him, apparently on another planet.
Steve blew out a loud sigh and stopped for a red signal.
"What did Alex do?"
"You'll be furious."
"Do you know for sure?" Steve already assumed he knew the crime.
"Alex admitted it."
"Did Billy?"
"I've yet to confront him. I just don't know if we shouldn't let sleeping dogs lie. You know?"
"No. I don't." Steve continued driving through the intersection when the light changed. "I'm going to castrate him."
"That's why I didn't want to tell you."
"Why would you not want to kill Billy for this?"
Mark rubbed his face. "Because he and Angel are our dear friends and only trouble will come of this."
"If Billy was a 'dear friend', why did he do it?"
"Steven." Mark narrowed his eyes. "Because if Alex seduced him and they had the opportunity, he would. Keith would. Carl would. You would!"
"Hey!" Steve took insult. "I would not. No way."
"I just remember Jack's reaction when Alex came on to him. Jack was so angry with himself he was a wreck. My guess is Billy is already punishing himself for whatever happened. What good would it do?"
"Are they still fucking each other?" Steve couldn't believe how angry it made him. Jealous? No. Yes? No.
"The information from Alex was that it was once. I believe him. With Billy's work and Alex's rehearsals...I just don't think it's something they could keep up."
"I'm going to talk to Billy." Steve pulled into their driveway and elevated the garage door.
"No. Don't. Seriously, Steven, I can't take the drama."
"You're not. I am." Steve turned off the car and climbed out, intent on a phone call.
"No. Please." Mark grabbed him before Steve reached the kitchen door connecting the house to the garage. "Especially not whilst you're angry. Okay? Let's go for that run." Mark hit the keypad alarm for the door entry.
Steve brooded as he followed Mark inside and up the stairs to their bedroom.
"And by the way," Mark said, removing his suit, "I have a meeting tomorrow morning at nine with the cologne people and Arnold."
Steve stopped where he was, watching Mark enter the walk- in closet. "Oh no."
"Oh yes. So we've bigger things to worry about. All right, Steven?" Mark said from inside the closet.
Steve sat on the foot of the bed, his anger defused.
Mark emerged wearing a jockstrap and noting else. "I have to convince them I'm sane and not a poster child for BDSM and Prozac." Mark paused. "Steven?"
Steve stared at Mark's crotch. A flash of Mark tied up, being screwed by Mark, Mark's face in orgasm, hit Steve. He grabbed Mark by the hips and yanked him closer.
"Oh! What did I say to turn you on?" Mark reached for Steve's shoulders for balance.
Steve used his teeth to tug on the jockstrap, growling. He flipped Mark's soft cock out of his clothing and enveloped it completely.
Mark ran his fingers through Steve's short hair, assuring Steve he was interested in a hot bout.
With Mark's cock in his mouth, Steve unraveled his necktie and slid it off. He sucked for a moment, then shrugged off his jacket and shirt.
Mark helped as much as he could without popping his cock out of Steve's tight suction.
Naked from the waist up, Steve ran his hands over the globes of Mark's ass, digging in between. "Fuck me."
"Wow." Mark chuckled. "Me a top. What are the odds?"
Steve slid back on the bed, undoing his belt and zipper, kicking off his shoes and socks.
Mark removed the jockstrap and swaggered to the nightstand for the lube.
Steve's chest was heaving and his heart pounding. While Mark coated himself, making his dick slick, Steve spread his arms and legs to the four corners of the bed, like Mark usually did.
When Mark noticed he stopped short and blinked.
Steve felt his cheeks go red and slowly drew his arms and legs back to his body.
"No. Steven. Do as you like. Don't be ashamed." Mark sat beside him, caressing his chest.
Trying not to feel insecure for choosing to be submissive, Steve stretched out once again to the edges of the mattress.
"Shall I tie you up?" Mark fisted Steve's cock gently.
"Not this time. It'll take too long, and I still want to run before dinner."
"Okay, love." Mark crawled between Steve's legs, raising them up, exposing his ass.
Steve swallowed down a dry throat and gripped the bedposts.
Mark used more lubrication on Steve's bottom. With two fingers, Mark penetrated Steve.
The rush was intense, but it always was when Mark massaged his back passage.
With a leg on each of his shoulders, Mark inched closer, pointing his cock between Steve's thighs.
Steve closed his eyes and relaxed, imagining his hands bound to the bed. Steve flinched as Mark went deeper.
"Shall I stop?"
"No. I'm okay." Steve forced his body to let go.
As Mark made headway inside Steve, he began to use a gentle rhythm to bring them both to a climax.
Once the initial discomfort left, Steve exhaled. "That is so nice..."
"Mm. I'll say, copper." Mark held Steve's legs and stared at the connection. "I can do this all night."
Steve smiled.
"You are so beautiful, Steven Jay Miller. I could devour you."
"You are." Steve reached for his cock. "Is this allowed? Or do I have to pretend I'm really tied up."
"Anything you want, lover."
Steve massaged his cock, propping his head up on the pillow so he could see Mark fucking him. He glimpsed the base of Mark's cock through his thighs. There was no way Mark was going to get his imposing cock balls deep. It still felt wonderful.
Steve figured as long as they both came, it didn't matter. "Go for it, hot stuff." He jacked his cock quickly.
"My pleasure." Mark increased his speed.
Steve raised his hips in time with Mark's thrusting and was able to get Mark to rub the right internal spot. "Oh, yes." Steve's cock began to leak pre-cum.
"I'm close, my love." Mark parted his lips.
"Me too." Steve stared at Mark's dark nipples and six-pack abs. "I'm there." Steve's cock went stiff in his hand and long ribbons of cum streamed out of the tip.
Mark's body became rigid and he closed his eyes. "Ah!"
Steve felt the goose flesh on his arms rise and Mark's length pulsating deep inside him. He milked his cock and relaxed as Mark pulled out. Mark replaced Steve's legs to the bed and began licking the spent cum off Steve's abdomen.
"I love you."
Mark smiled. "You're welcome."
"Time to clean up and run."
"Groan!" Mark gave him a pained expression.
Steve climbed off the bed with him to wash up. "Uh, Mark?"
"Yes, my pet?" Mark wet a washcloth.
"Don't tell Adam and Jack I want to play submissive bottom boy with you."
Mark glanced at him in the mirror.
Steve wondered if the double-standard was slightly insulting to Mark. Was Mark thinking, Oh, right, it's fine for me to be the slave for you three.
"Anything you want, my love." Mark smiled at him and left the bathroom.
Steve cleaned up and wondered if this role reversal was just temporary or...
He emerged from the bathroom to see Mark in his running shorts and t-shirt, putting a rubber band into his hair.
"Is that okay? Or lame?"
"Huh?" Mark spun around. "Is what okay?"
Steve thought about it. "Nothing."







 

Chapter 18

 
Alex parked his Mustang in the driveway and held the script for next week's episode in his hand. He had taken a quick peek at it and it appeared Charlotte and the writers gave him a break from the heavy memorization.
He used his key to enter the house through the front door and checked the time. It was after eight. "Dad?"
"In here."
Alex followed the direction of the reply and spotted his father sitting in the computer room at the desk. A wash of nervous chills hit him. Alex approached and waited to see if Mark had realized he snooped through his address book.
"How was rehearsal?" Mark stopped tapping the keyboard and looked at him.
"Glad the day is over." He held up the new script. "Got to start on this one."
"Okay. Let me know if you need help. Are you hungry?"
"Starved."
"Steven made lasagna. There's plenty left over. Eat salad too."
"What are you doing?" Alex leaned on his dad's back, more relaxed now that he wasn't going to get in trouble...again.
"I'm looking for feedback from the centerfold I did. Checking the blogs for a reaction."
"Why?"
"Because the cologne people want a meeting with me first thing tomorrow."
"Uh oh."
"Yes. Well." Mark huffed out a loud exhale. "Everything we do in life has consequences, Alex."
Alex read a comment on a blog which had posted the naked photo as well. "That's one's good feedback." He pointed to it.
"I'm trying to get some ammunition to fight back. I think they're going to give me the shove."
"No. Come on." Alex set the script down and hugged his dad from behind, reading everything on the screen as Mark did.
"Oh, love, you have no idea the trouble we end up causing ourselves in this life. Seriously. I do more damage to me than anyone else."
Alex thought about it. "Ditto."
Mark reached back to touch his cheek and then resumed his cutting and pasting. "I hope they read these tomorrow. Look. This one says, 'How hot is that! Bet he smells good too.' And the comment below says, 'He does, he's a cologne model.'" Mark glanced at Alex. "That has to be good publicity, right?"
"Right." Alex kissed his cheek, grabbed his script, and left the room. "Time to eat. Where's Steve?"
"Out. He said he had to go to the store for more beer."
Alex stopped and turned back to see his father from behind, his long hair brushing his shoulders. Alex said, "Well. Good luck tomorrow."
"Thank you, love."
Alex tossed the script on the kitchen table and inspected the leftovers in the refrigerator. He could see two six-packs of beer under the casserole dish on the shelf. He was about to shout out to his father that they didn't need beer, when a cold chill washed over him. You used that as an excuse. Where did you go, Steve?

* * *

Steve parked near an LAPD precinct and dialed his mobile phone.
"Hello?"
"I'm outside the police station. Are you getting off shift?"
He heard Billy take a deep breath. "Yeah. I'm in the locker room changing. Which side of the building are you on?"
"North."
"Be there in five."
Steve disconnected the phone call and got out of the car. He stood outside the fenced enclosure where patrol cars entered and exited, remembering his days on the force and the struggle of managing the 911 call volume on busy days. If he had stayed in the police he probably would be a lieutenant now as well.
A few off duty cops leaving the parking area in their street clothing gave him a curious look. Loitering around a police station was always suspicious. Steve had been out of law enforcement so long, he knew the young men wouldn't know him.
"Steve."
Steve spun around to see Billy in his jeans and cotton shirt, a light jacket flapped in the breeze exposing his holster and badge where they attached to his belt.
Billy reached out his hand tentatively, which showed his awkwardness. Previous to the affair with Alex, they would have hugged and kissed.
"Can you sit in my car for a minute?" Steve pointed to the Mercedes.
"Sure." Billy walked to the passenger's side.
Steve sat down behind the wheel and moved the seat back so he could see Billy without having to keep twisting around. He rested his knees against the console. "How did Alex do it?"
Billy rubbed his eyes and forehead, slouching in the bucket seat. "I'm sorry."
"I want to know why." Steve could see the same guilt in Billy that he and Jack had suffered at the hands of that sexy seraph.
Billy corrected his posture and stared straight out of the windshield. "I was weak."
"Does Angel know?"
Billy's eyes appeared glossy as he said, "No."
Steve relaxed against the headrest, staring at Billy. Easily he could see Alex's attraction to him. Billy was everything Alex wanted. "Are you still seeing him?"
"No." Billy shifted in the seat.
"So you did screw him?" Steve already knew.
"Once."
"Jesus, Billy. You know how hard Mark and I are trying to rein him in. Oliver kept Alex under control."
"Oliver had already decided to leave him. That was one of the reasons Alex was so needy." Billy checked his watch.
Steve knew he had just finished a long shift and craved going home to eat and rest. "I don't know what the fuck to do."
Billy met his eyes in the dimness of the car's interior. "You want to punch me? Tell Angel. What? At least do it now so I don't have to stress over it."
"God...fucking Alex." Steve rubbed his face in irritation. "He just won't stop. I know this will give him a boost to his ego and he'll be hunting all our married friends."
"I'm not sure. I saw a side of Alex I don't think he wants anyone to see."
"What side?"
Billy interlaced his hands. "Through all the bravado and posturing, that kid is an insecure mess. He's overwhelmed with the acting job, terrified of quitting school, and devastated by Oliver's rejection." Billy's stare intensified. "He fell apart several times while he stayed the week, Steve. I mean, a complete nervous breakdown."
"No." Steve felt sick to his stomach.
"Yes. He was crying like a baby about everything. A total wreck. I felt sorry for him."
"Sympathy fuck?"
"Yeah. I guess." Billy looked out of the passenger's window.
"So? Are you going to tell Angel?"
"No. That's for you to decide."
Billy faced him. "I'm not. I don't need the aggravation over something that isn't going to happen again. Angel and I don't have the hot passion we did when we first met, but we get along pretty good. He does his thing, I do mine."
"I hear ya." Steve nodded.
"I'm sorry, Steve. Really. Apologize to Mark for me. And..."
Billy touched Steve's leg. "Look after Alex. He's seriously struggling."
"He's a carbon copy of his dad."
"Goodnight, Steve."
Steve waited for Billy to climb out before he adjusted the car seat and started the engine. He worried for Alex. How much of this anxiety could Alex keep inside before he broke down again like he did with Billy?
Steve headed home, less angry and more concerned.

* * *

When he had finished eating, Alex placed his dishes into the dishwasher. He heard his father enter the room.
"There. At least I can prove it wasn't all bad publicity." Mark placed a stack of paper on the kitchen counter. "Did you have enough to eat?"
"Steve didn't go get beer."
Mark checked the clock on the wall. "He is taking a long time. Where did he go?"
As if to prove his statement, Alex opened the refrigerator door. "Look. Two six-packs."
"Now you have me worried." Mark reached for the cordless phone.
"You worried?" Alex laughed sarcastically.
Before Mark dialed he met Alex's gaze. "Billy."
"I'm screwed." Alex sat at the kitchen table.
Mark replaced the phone and took the chair beside him. "You know Steven. He will be protective of you."
"He needs to mind his own business."
"That attitude will go nowhere with either of us."
The sound of the garage door opening came through the kitchen wall. Alex reacted and rose to his feet.
"Sit." Mark grabbed his wrist. "He'll only hunt you down."
As he slid back to his seat, Alex braced himself.
Steve came through the door, toeing off his shoes at the doorway and gave Alex a glare that made him shiver.
"You didn't go for beer," Mark said, "You went to see Billy."
"Did he call you?" Steve tossed his keys on the counter.
"No. We surmised the ruse when the fridge was fully loaded." Mark asked, "Why didn't you tell me?"
"I wanted to confront him alone." He pointed at Alex. "You. Come with me."
"Oh no. Not without Dad as a buffer." Alex grabbed his father and used him as a shield.
"Fine." Steve leaned against the island counter, crossing his arms. "If things are overwhelming you, Alex, you need to tell us."
"Huh?" Alex assumed he would get screamed at, called names, threatened, and grounded.
Mark asked, "What did Billy say?"
"He said Alex was hysterical crying and telling him he couldn't handle things."
"Alex?" Mark brushed his hand through his hair.
Alex choked up, his eyes stinging with tears, shaking his head in denial. He'd rather be yelled at.
"Talk to us, love. Don't bottle it up."
Alex reached for Mark and held him tight, crying over his shoulder. "I'm sorry. It's too much. I'm sorry I went with Billy."
"Shh, okay. Calm down." Mark kissed his hair and cooed into his ear. "Do you want me to tell Charlotte to lighten up on you?"
"It's okay. She did. This week isn't nearly as bad." Alex wiped his eyes roughly.
"What can we do for you?" Mark held Alex up so he could see his eyes. "Did you formally cancel class or just stop going?"
"Stopped going." Alex's lip quivered.
"Then we have to make it official or you'll just fail." Steve didn't look sympathetic.
"Yes, Steven." Alex nodded, rubbing his eyes with the back of his hand.
"Get over here."
Alex felt shaky as he stood. He faced Steve, expecting a rebuking.
Instead, Steve embraced him, rocking him. "Don't deal with it all yourself. Okay? You have allies."
"I thought you'd kill me." Alex rested his cheek on Steve's shoulder.
"Are we that bad?" Mark asked, standing next to them.
"No. No, you're not." Alex smiled through his tears and brought Mark into a group hug.







 

Chapter 19

 
Mark wore his best Armani suit. He had a folder in his hand and Arnold Newhouse beside him as they rode the elevator to the head office of his cologne manufacturer.
He and Arnold had a brief strategy meeting to discuss damage control. Mark tried to prepare himself for the inevitable.
Termination due to age, or now, his perversion.
As Arnold spoke to the receptionist, Mark adjusted his tie and tried to tame his hair.
A woman came out to the lobby to greet them. "Yes, come in. They're waiting for you."
Mark had only spoken to the head honcho, Bob Sutter, on one other occasion--to be introduced to him when he was first hired.
Other than that, there had been no reason for Mark to have contact with him.
Three people were present for the session. The woman who had shown them into the conference room was obviously a secretary. She poured each of them coffee and gave them bottles of water, leaving soon after.
Arnold shook hands with the three individuals, two men and one woman. "Mark, you remember Bob Sutter."
Mark reached out to greet him. "Mr. Sutter. Nice to see you again."
"You too, Mark." Bob gestured to the two people with him.
"This is TJ Brown, Vice President of Marketing, and Deloris Sykes, President of Media Relations."
Mark shook their hands as well, unbuttoned his suit jacket, and placed his manila envelope in front of him. He could see Bob had a copy of his nude centerfold at hand. Just the sight of his pose and exposure in front of these refined executives made Mark regret his decision.
After taking a seat beside Mark, Arnold sipped his coffee.
"Do we need to defend his actions? Or have you already made a decision?"
Deloris raised her eyebrow expressively. "We're trying to come to a decision about it. Our gut reaction was not good."
"I'm sorry," Mark said anxiously. "I did it impulsively. I thought with the mask and the obscurity of the magazine--"
"Obscurity?" TJ said, "You realize Far Out There has a circulation of over a million Internet subscribers?"
Mark choked on his words and shut up.
Arnold said, "Then Mark has given you free publicity. You know as well as I do his sexuality has been the focal point of all your ads."
Mark felt extremely hot and cracked open the water bottle near him. Ms. Sykes was staring at him overtly.
Since Mark had gone brain dead suddenly from his fear, Arnold slid the envelope over and removed the contents. "This is the feedback Mark has found over the net." Arnold moved the pile of paperwork closer to the three others. "Take a look at the comments, many about purchasing the cologne."
While they inspected the print-outs, Mark loosened his collar.
"I'd like to remind you," Arnold said, "your latest cologne ad has Mark again naked from the waist up, his endowments hardly hidden in the spandex tights you had him wear."
Deloris looked up from her reading, connecting to Mark's eyes. Mark felt as if Sharon Tice was in the room and this was his first meeting with G&T Corporation for a new construction project. The hungry leer was making Mark even more anxious.
She must know I'm gay. Bloody hell, woman. I was naked for a gay magazine. I'm out as far as a gay man can get.
Arnold continued, "You seem to have somewhat of a double- standard for Mark. You expose his sexuality to sell your product, and when Mark encourages that exposure, you call an emergency meeting." He splayed open his palms. "Do you really think Mark's demographic is the Christian Right? You know very well where his market is. Mr. Brown? Did you research your target audience?"
"I have. Gay men twenty-five to sixty."
"I rest my case." Arnold sat back in his chair, drinking his coffee. "If anything, that centerfold will create an internet buzz over your product, not the opposite."
Mark felt as if he had Jack Larsen in the room. Arnold had a lot at stake in this account as well, and he fought like any good agent would.
"Ms. Sykes?" Mark couldn't handle the leering.
"Yes, Mark. Call me Deloris, please."
"You handle media relations?"
She nodded. "I do."
"Tell me then, should I go and do a public statement? Perhaps an interview in a mainstream magazine to counter-act the extreme BDSM association?"
"Can I have a minute to speak with my associates?" Deloris asked.
"Certainly." Arnold stood, gesturing for Mark to leave the room.
Mark took a last look at Deloris and stood in the hall.
"Don't worry." Arnold touched Mark's shoulder.
"She's ogling me so badly in there."
"Deloris?"
"Yes." Mark shivered and could hear muffled voices behind the door.
Arnold began to laugh.
"It's not funny." Mark poked him.
"It's not only funny, it's a fabulous sign. Take a deep breath. You just won her over."
"I won't sleep with her!" Mark wagged his finger at Arnold.
A second later the door opened.
TJ smiled. "Come in. Sit down."
Mark and Arnold returned to their chairs.
Bob folded his hands in front of him. "Deloris suggested we take advantage of what's happening."
"In what way?" Arnold asked.
"Our next ad campaign is for fall. Since Halloween is so popular, maybe we can use a slight S&M image of Mark."
Mark gulped audibly and caught Deloris' smirk. "Your idea, Ms. Sykes?"
"Yes. And I told you to call me Deloris." She smiled.
"You see?" Arnold clapped his hands. "No need to worry. Mark will be happy to accommodate you."
"This ad will be something sexy, Mr. Richfield." Deloris purred after she commented.
"All right." Mark figured at least he wouldn't be naked from the waist down. And he still had his job.
"Sex sells!" Arnold was so elated Mark imagined him floating to the ceiling like a helium balloon. "I knew we could work this out." He extended his hand to shake the other three.
Mark stood, waiting his turn. When Deloris held his hand, she gave it a sultry squeeze. "The photos don't compare to meeting you in person, Mark."
"Thank you, Deloris."
Deloris glanced at his naked centerfold, then at his crotch.
"I'll be sure our company takes full advantage of this wave of publicity. We'll need you to begin the ads ASAP."
Mark waited for polite eye contact. "Of course. I'm at your disposal." He tried to take back his hand. Deloris gave it one last tight squeeze.
"I'm glad this is settled, Mark." Bob stood and walked around the table towards him. "I have to admit the knee-jerk reaction was negative. But I see now how we can use it to our advantage."
"Use me." Mark grinned. "That's what I'm here for."
"Good seeing you again. Have my secretary show you out."
As Mark made a move to leave the room, he heard Deloris say to the other men, "I think we need to market Dangereux and Mark as 'Something Sexy' to add to your day."
"I love it," Bob replied.
Mark glanced at Arnold to see his twinkling eyes. The man may be an ordinary old married man, but he knew what to say and do to keep a contract intact.
Once they were standing outside the building, Mark said, "Unbelievable."
"I figured they'd chicken out. Do you know how fast I could sell you?" Arnold made a foppish gesture with his hand. "Five second on the market and I'd have had bidding wars for you."
"You're sweet. Thank you."
"Something Sexy!" he announced with flourish "I'm afraid that sounds like you."
Mark felt his cheeks warm and waved as he walked back to his car.

* * *

Alex had his first read through of the latest script. He took a restroom break and stood at the urinal. At least some of the pressure was off. Steve was going to go with him to the admin building on campus to formally take a sabbatical. That way he could change his mind and return to school if he chose to. The news of the affair he had with Billy didn't get him grounded for life, which amazed him, and Charlotte didn't write him into every scene of the hour-long cable drama for this week's episode. He had less to memorize for at least one week. Things could be worse.
He thought about Oliver and pouted. Just as he finished peeing, he heard the door behind him. His co-star Santiago entered the room, smiling at him.
Alex tucked his cock into his trousers and flushed the urinal.
"Did Charlotte send you to get me?" Alex stood at the sink, washing his hands.
"No."
When Alex dried his hands he stared at Santiago in the mirror. Santiago walked behind him, holding Alex's waist and kissing his neck.
Chills coursed through Alex. He closed his eyes and held onto the basin for balance.
"You like to chew on my cock, don't you, Alex?"
"It was the scene." Yeah, sure.
"The scene said 'simulate' felatio. You gnawed on my cock."
His dick went thick in his pants. "Did not."
"Did too." Santiago smoothed his fingers towards Alex's crotch. The minute he ran down the length, Alex opened his eyes to see them together in the reflection. Santiago was tall, dark, and gorgeous, solid muscle with jet-black hair and designer stubble.
Alex had never considered him for sex. He had been in a relationship with Oliver since he was hired for the part. "If we do something and hate each other, it'll suck from now on to work together."
"I know what I want you to suck." Santiago dipped his hand into Alex's waistline. "You're a tease. You tease the hell out of me in rehearsal when I can't do a thing about it."
For the first three weeks of the show, Mark and Steve had asked Jack to chaperone Alex on set. But after Alex had settled into the routine, Jack didn't show up anymore.
Did Alex need Jack to stop this?
"Boys?" Charlotte's booming voice and banging on the door made Alex and Santiago jump apart. "Stop screwing and get out here. Time is money!"
"That's her favorite line." Santiago checked his face in the mirror before he headed to the door.
"Yup. That and 'sugarplum'." Alex laughed as he left the room.
"After you." Santiago held open the door.
"You sure know how to treat a lady." Alex exited first.
"You have no idea." Santiago took a good handful of Alex's ass.
"Ah!" Alex jumped and looked over his shoulder. "That's subtle."
"Suck my cock tonight." Santiago kept his hands on Alex as Alex hurried back to the set and the waiting crew.
"No!" Alex laughed. "You don't shit where you eat. My dad Steve says that all the time. Ah! Stop groping me."
"I will get you. I will." Santiago gave Alex a wicked smile as they resumed the rehearsal.
Alex felt his body crackle with heat and lust. Santiago was in his twenties. His father would be relieved.

* * *

Mark opened the front door for Adam and Jack who had brought booze and food, as usual. The meal accompanied by the sex had become a weekend ritual.
"Time to celebrate!" Adam said as he held up a bottle of wine.
After Adam handed Steve the bottle, he grabbed Mark around the waist and picked him up to spin around. "I'm so happy for you!"
"Thank you, love." Once Mark was put back on his feet he kissed Adam, then said to Jack, "Hello, Jackie-blue."
Jack handed Steve the bag he was holding and opened his arms. "You did it again. You're bulletproof."
Mark jumped into his arms and wrapped his legs around his waist, hooking his ankles. "Love my He-man. Let's skip dinner."
Steve hollered from the kitchen, "I'm in favor of that!"
"It's unanimous." Adam flew up the stairs. "Is Alex home?"
"Nope. At rehearsals." Mark chewed on Jack's jaw as Jack carried him to the second floor. "Jackie," Mark whispered into Jack's ear.
"Yes?"
"Offer to tie Steven up."
Jack looked stunned as he set Mark back on his feet.
"Really?"
Mark put his finger to his lips indicating to be discreet.
Steve entered the room last, already stripping his clothing off.
"I wait all week for this."
"And what a long week it was." Adam blew out a blast of air.
"The celebrity brats giving you no peace?" Steve asked as he stepped out of his jeans and removed a pair of leather pants from the closet.
"It's an agent's life." Adam tossed the studded harness at Mark. "That's for you, sexy."
Mark laid it on the bed as he undressed. He made a gesture to Jack, as if urging him to ask Steve.
The look of reluctance on Jack was obvious.
"What?" Steve had apparently caught the unspoken communication.
"Something wrong?" Adam asked, removing the supplies from the nightstand, including dildos, leather whips, and handcuffs.
Right before Mark said a word, Jack tackled Steve to the bed, nearly knocking the wind out of him. Mark gasped at the suddenness of the movement while it made Adam jump in surprise.
Jack pinned Steve to the bed under him, using his knees to open Steve's thighs, and holding his wrists tightly. "You want some?"
"Holy crap!" Steve gulped. "Mark? Did you tell him?"
"Tell him what?" Adam hopped on the bed and ratcheted the handcuff to Steve's wrist, getting the idea quickly.
"Moi?" Mark removed his clothing, tossing it on a chair.
"You can say no, Steven."
"No?" Jack asked as Adam waited.
Steve licked his lips. "Yes."
Adam let out a woo! sound in delight and cuffed Steve's hands together. "The cop wants to be submissive!"
"Uh oh." Steve laughed. "Adam, calm down."
Jack yanked Steve's leather pants off, spreading Steve's legs.
"Tie up your ankles?"
Standing naked, Mark coated a dildo in lubrication, keeping an eye on Steve.
Steve met his gaze, his chest heaving with excitement. "No. Not this time."
Jack pressed his face into Steve's groin, groaning as he mouthed his balls and soft cock.
Adam connected to Steve's lips, holding his jaw, kissing him.
Mark knelt on the bed, watching. Instinctively, Jack moved to the opposite side as Mark, giving Mark access to Steve.
While Jack sucked Steve's cock, making Steve writhe under him, Mark placed the head of the dildo on Steve's rim, massaging it gently.
Steve opened his legs wider, showing his approval. His and Adam's kissing got wild.
Once the spongy head was inside Steve, Mark turned on the vibrator. Steve nearly jumped out of his skin but Mark heard him whimper in delight.
Adam parted from Steve's mouth for a second. "Safe word?"
"Copper." Steve panted for air, his cuffed hands resting against the headboard behind him.
Mark smiled. It was their usual word. He wriggled the dildo deeper.
"Oh! Holy crap!" Steve bucked his hips and Jack struggled to keep sucking him. Adam sat back, allowing Steve the chance to gasp air freely.
Mark could see Steve's cock going into a climax, the muscles throbbing around the dildo and inside Jack's mouth.
"Fuck! Fuck!" Steve arched his back and jammed his dick into Jack's lips while Jack milked him for all he had.
After Steve's orgasm, Jack wiped his mouth. "You fucking god!" He tore open a rubber with his teeth and said to Mark, "Pull that thing out."
Mark removed the dildo and Jack grabbed Steve's legs, bringing his body to his lap. While Mark wiped clean the phallus, Jack drove his cock into Steve. Steve lay limp, eyes closed, hitting a level of euphoria Mark had never witnessed in him.
Adam knelt up, jerking off over Steve's body. "Jesus, Steve. We didn't know you had it in you."
"I have Jack in me," he said softly.
As Jack grunted and hammered into Steve, Adam's cum sprayed all over Steve's chest and neck.
Mark's dick went haywire, bobbing and wagging in the air, as if what he were witnessing couldn't be real. He fisted himself while he watched Jack pull out and catch his breath.
Before Jack recuperated from his climax, Mark pushed Jack over from behind, bending him until he was on all fours on the bed. Mark rolled on a rubber and used lubrication on himself and Jack.
Jack appeared apprehensive. "Go easy."
"Of course, Jackie." Mark was beginning to enjoy topping his top men.
Adam released Steve's handcuffs and they both scooted to a position on the mattress where they could watch.
Mark knelt behind Jack and rubbed the head of his dick all over Jack's ass and balls from behind. Jack lowered down so his head was on his hands on the bed, his ass raised into the air.
Holding the base of his dick, Mark ran his cock the length of Jack's crack, then pushed the head inside him. Jack flinched and Mark stopped moving. "Is 'copper' your safe word too, Jackie?"
He nodded, not saying anything, obviously trying to relax.
The tight muscles surrounding his cock let go, and Mark pushed in deeper. He rocked his body, getting enough friction at the head of his dick to come. "That's it, Jackie." Mark held Jack's hips and closed his eyes.
Jack backed up, allowing Mark deeper penetration. Mark was surprised but loved it. Slowly becoming lost in the erotic love- making, Mark closed his eyes, but opened them as Steve and Adam became active participants.
Adam moved out of Mark's field of vision behind him. While Steve went for a taste of Jack's neck and jaw, Mark felt the tip of a dildo vibrating near his rim. He spread his legs to accommodate it and Adam pushed the tickling head inside Mark.
The jolt of stimulation to Mark was instant. He gripped Jack tightly and threw back his head as Adam created what felt like a charge of electricity up Mark's back passage. "Ah!"
Steve parted from Jack to watch. Jack groaned and his fists clenched.
"Ah! Adam! More!" Mark rested his chest on Jack's sweat- soaked back and allowed Adam to set the pace, keeping time with his thrusts inside Jack. "Oh, sweet mother of God!" Deep inside Mark's groin the churning of an overwhelming climax began. He craved the hot friction and humped Jack like a bull in heat. "Flamin' hell!" Mark's cock pulsated as he sank it into Jack and Adam did the same behind him, holding the dildo still but allowing it to vibrate in Mark.
Mark choked as the waves consumed him, squeezing Jack and closing his eyes, the perspiration between them sealing their skin together.
Adam pulled the phallus out and Mark disconnected from Jack, falling to his side on the bed and sucking in air as he recuperated. "Does it just keep getting better?"
Jack collapsed beside him, smiling, pushing the damp hair back from Mark's face. "Fuck yeah."
Mark swallowed down his dry throat as Steve removed the spent condom for him and handed him a washcloth. Once they were cleaned up and recuperating on the bed side by side, Mark reached for his men, holding them close.
"I can't believe how much I love all of you." Mark's eyes stung as he said it.
The reply of three exhausted, but satisfied, men rumbled in the room. "You're welcome."
"I can't complain. Right?" Mark asked.
"Nope." Steve yawned, snuggling closer.
"Things are good, yes?"
"Yes, Mark." Jack reached for Mark's crotch but Steve's hand was already cupping it.
"You guys ever coming out of there?" Alex asked through the door.
Mark smiled. "We didn't know you were home, Alexander."
"I am. And I'm going to eat all the food you guys left in the kitchen."
Adam chuckled.
"All right, love. We'll be down to join you." Mark sighed, giggling.
"I'm starting with the wine!"
Mark could hear Alex's voice fade as he walked away.
Steve said, "We better get down there. He will eat it all."

* * *

Alex jogged down the stairs, grinning to himself. He said, "Get ready to meet the gang."
Santiago laughed.
"They have a weekly foursome." Alex reached up to the cabinet for plates.
"Wow."
As the sound of thumping feet came down the stairs, Alex heard Mark say, "Yes, Jackie, they have a new fall ad campaign idea using the S&M angle. The head of media relations is calling it, Something Sexy."
Alex looked up as the men entered the room, spotting Santiago.
"Oh!" Mark looked uneasy, as if his sex life was no longer a family secret. "You didn't tell us we had company, Alex." Mark reached out his hand. "I'd recognize you anywhere. Hello, Santiago."
"Hi, Mr. Richfield."
"Do not call me that! I'm not my father!" Mark cringed, then said, "That's Steven, my husband, and that's Jack and Adam."
"I recognize Jack. He was Alex's bodyguard for the first few tapings." Santiago shook everyone's hand.
Alex removed a corkscrew from the drawer and worked on the wine bottle. "So, Dad, you got away with your UK stunt? Now Dangereux Cologne thinks you're Something Sexy?"
"I got lucky, love." Mark removed the cartons of food from the brown bag on the counter. "But don't think you will if you ever pull another stunt like the one you did."
Alex met the older men's eyes as he checked their reaction to the comment.
"What did he do now?" Adam placed silverware around the table.
"Yeah, Alex, what did you do now?" Santiago smiled at him.
Alex poured the wine into stemmed glasses. "Nothing as stupid as getting involved with a co-star, don't worry."
Jack and Mark exchanged glances. Mark mouthed, 'Tell you later.' Alex cringed at Jack knowing the truth about him and Billy. "Anyway..." Alex changed the subject. "So, Dad...instead of being fired you're still the 'it' boy for the next season?"
"Jealous?" Mark winked.
Alex caught Santiago's affectionate smile. "Nah. I'm the sexy thing on Being Screwed. Right, 'Hesus'?" Alex called Santiago by his character name playfully.
"Right, Alex." Santiago licked his lips.
"Here we go!" Adam shook his head. "Steve, please top up my wine. I think this is going to be another wild Richfield ride."
Alex sat beside Santiago and began passing the food. "That's what you get when there's too much testosterone in one house. Ah-hum?" Alex pointed to the four men.
"Guilty as charged." Jack settled in behind his food and began eating.
As he ate, Alex caught his father's eye. He mouthed silently, 'You are sexy, Dad.'
"Damn right he is." Steve puffed up proudly.
"You read lips?" Alex laughed.
"Mm. My new bottom boy." Mark pecked Steve's cheek.
"Hey!" Steve turned bright red.
"Wow!" Alex fidgeted in his seat. "Hearing that is Something Sexy!"
"Shut up and eat," Steve warned, pointing his fork at him.
Alex squeezed Santiago's thigh under the table and smiled.
 

The End
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