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Summary: 
He lets his eyes flutter open, sees the bottom of the same baby-blue scrub pants the receptionist was wearing, covering the tops of a pair of basic black crocs. Not exactly the sexiest thing he’s ever seen, but when you’re on your feet all day, he guesses fair is fair. He doesn’t give a shit about her fashion choices, as long as she works his cock as good as she’s working her fingers over his scalp.
He drifts a little more; he doesn’t need to be awake for this part, anyway.
He thinks vaguely as he fades in and out: this one’s working her way into a fat tip, if she keeps this up.
He wakes up with a start again when she digs her elbow into his right hammy, the one that’s always tightest for some reason.
“Fuck,” he jerks back to consciousness already grunting under his breath, and he hears her let out a low laugh, sexy and throaty. His dick twitches under him, flexing insistently against the table.
“Sorry, got a big knot here,” she says, leaning hard into his hamstring again, but – .
Wait, no.
Something pings bright and sharp in his brain, alarm bells blaring a warning: that was a deep voice – like, way too fucking deep.









1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:
Well, here we are.

I have no excuses, other than I felt like it, so I did it.

Please mind the tags! This is not our favorite blorbo-fied fandom version of the Nolan Patrick character. This is a guy I’ve been calling Burner Pat (i.e., Nolan Patrick of alleged twitter burner account infamy. Who is now also a character! Welcome to the multiverse!). His thoughts/opinions/language/behaviors here reflect that characterization, very specifically and intentionally. So, this is me encouraging you to proceed with caution if that gives you pause.

But if you’re on board for seeing where this whole situation takes us, thanks for the vote of confidence! And…enjoy?





 

 


“…happy endings are best achieved by keeping the right doors locked and going to sleep during the rampages.”



– Margaret Atwood (The Penelopiad)


 

 

It’s a low, white, square building. Plenty of parking, nice block.

The signage looks legit, upscale and professional, none of the tell-tale markers of an obvious rub-and-tug joint, which is good.

He’s not a teenager anymore, rolling up to some sleazy hole-in-the wall strip-mall massage parlor on a dare, getting a lack-luster tug job from some dead-eyed foreign chick then laughing about it afterward with his buddies.

Nolan’s grown now; he’s got standards.

And he’s been going to the same place for the last couple years, but lately they’ve been missing the mark. He’s not sure if the girls are falling off or if he’s just gotten bored of them, but either way he figured, time to branch out, dip his toe into a new talent pool.

He knows he’s been smoking too much, partying too much, not working out enough or getting enough sleep. Seems like he feels tense and strung out and exhausted all the time, these days. He fucking needs this.

But it can be hard to hit the trifecta he’s been looking for in a new spot, which is:

One, it’s gotta be east side of town, far enough away from his mom’s place that he doesn’t have to worry. She’s got way too many contacts in this industry for him to be fucking around with that shit.

Two, that it’s a respectable, upscale spot, nice enough that everything’s handled right – nice and clean, discreet, with pretty girls who speak good English and know how to put a smile on their face while they work.

And three, that it’s not too nice. If it’s too nice, then there’s always a risk they don’t offer the kind of services Nolan’s after, and that’s a goddamn waste of an afternoon, lying there for an hour only to realize you’re not gonna get what you came for, in the end.

But he’s done his research; this place comes highly recommended by a couple of buddies who are in the know about this shit, and the instructions were simple: book the one-hour oil massage, full-body, full-service, and they’ll take it from there.

He locks the truck, wipes his clammy hands on his joggers, pulls his cap down low over his eyes as he walks up to the door. Frosted glass, nice and subtle, classy-looking but discreet.

He blows out a long breath, and heads inside.

There’s a small lobby, a few armchairs and a table with a selection of glossy magazines, some potted plants and some lame easy listening music piped in nice and low; it looks just the right level of legit, and it’s not that he was nervous exactly, but he still breathes out another low sigh of relief.

There’s a pretty brunette behind the sleek wooden reception desk: thirty-something milf-type, big smile, big rack, bright white teeth, not even an accent. She’s wearing baby blue scrubs, professional-looking, almost like a nurse, but like – not like a nurse, when you look closer. Her top has a v-neck, cut low enough that Nolan can pretty much see right down it with the way he’s standing over her desk, the way she’s seated, looking up at him with her tits practically spilling out. And once he gives his name – a fake, obviously – and she stands up to escort him back to his room, he can see that the top and pants are both tight as hell, fitted right to her and showing off every curve.

It’s a good look. Inspiring.

“We’ve got you in here today,” she says, leading him into a small room at the end of a long hallway lined with closed doors. It’s clean and dimly lit, a wall of windows covered by lowered shades, no overheads on, just a lamp in the corner. It smells like these places always smell – layers of antiseptic and chemical fragrances, a mister next to the lamp blowing little plumes of citrus-y scent into the air.

The girl puts a sheet of paper into a folder on the wall next to the door, like a doctor’s office, very official.

“All your details and instructions are here for your massage therapist to reference, so you won’t need to answer any questions, you can just relax,” she says, gives him a flirty little smile then gestures to the screened off area in the corner of the room. “And there are hooks for your clothes and belongings in the dressing area. You can go ahead and disrobe, help yourself to some water if you like, then make yourself comfortable up on the table.”

She waves at the clear plastic water dispenser, lemon and lime slices floating at the top and a little tower of cone-shaped waxed-paper cups stacked next to it, then pats the massage table that’s in the middle of the otherwise mostly empty room, covered in a crisp white sheet with a second sheet, still folded into a neat square, lying on top.

“We have you booked in for a full-body,” she goes on, “so you’ll start out face down. You can go ahead and use the sheet there as a drape.”

She smiles again, hand on the door.

“Any other questions?”

“All good,” Nolan waves her off. “Thanks.”

“I’ll leave you to it then,” she says brightly. “We’ll give you some time to get settled – no rush – then your therapist will join you in just a bit.”

He blows out another long breath as the door closes behind her.

He pours himself a tiny cup of water, peers at the sheet of paper on the wall.

It’s nothing that means anything to him: just a printed form with an itemized list of abbreviated codes, a series of boxes next to them, some marked with x’s.

Smart, he thinks – very discreet.

He gets undressed, gets himself spread out on the table, grapples with the sheet until he’s got it draped over him from his mid-back to his mid-thighs, then closes his eyes, tries to will himself to relax. He breathes out one more long, loud breath, through the donut-hole in the table and down toward the laminated bamboo floor.

 

-

 

He startles out of the doze he’d dropped off into while he waited, sniffs a groggy sure at the disembodied voice somewhere above him, the one that woke him up asking ready to get started?

He blinks down at the floor through the hole in the table, still disoriented, as two hands dig into his shoulders, slick with oil and applying just the right amount of pressure. He lets out a little groan, completely involuntary, and lets his eyes close again.

He drifts for a while, barely clocking the hands working up and down his right arm, then his left, back up to his shoulders, fingers digging into the back of his neck and making him groan again. He’s vaguely aware of the masseuse moving around the table, the heat of her body when she leans closer, the shifting of the air as she moves farther away. She smells nice, like something darker and spicier than the light, orangey scent from the mister, and her hands are firm, strong and sure on his skin, just the way he likes it. He can’t stand when they’re tentative, when you can tell they don’t really know what they’re doing on the massage part, that their only actual skill is tugging on a dick – if you can call that a fucking skill.

He always feels cheated when that happens, like he should get a discount.

She moves around in front of him, fingers carding into his hair, digging into his scalp, and he groans again. He can feel the heat of her even more now, the smell of her more pronounced as she leans over him, pressure of her hands on his head making shivers run down his spine, making his dick start to fatten up against the table, and fuck, yeah, this is exactly what he needed.

He lets his eyes flutter open, sees the bottom of the same baby-blue scrub pants the receptionist was wearing, covering the tops of a pair of basic black crocs. Not exactly the sexiest thing he’s ever seen, but when you’re on your feet all day, he guesses fair is fair. He doesn’t give a shit about her fashion choices, as long as she works his cock as good as she’s working her fingers over his scalp.

He drifts a little more; he doesn’t need to be awake for this part, anyway.

He’s only half-conscious of the way she’s moving slowly down his back, the way she stops just above his ass and goes down to the other end of the table to start on his feet and work her way up. He fucking loves when they do that, the tease is fucking perfect, exactly what he likes.

He thinks vaguely as he fades in and out: this one’s working her way into a fat tip, if she keeps this up.

He wakes up with a start again when she digs her elbow into his right hammy, the one that’s always tightest for some reason.

“Fuck,” he jerks back to consciousness already grunting under his breath, and he hears her let out a low laugh, sexy and throaty. His dick twitches under him, flexing insistently against the table.

“Sorry, got a big knot here,” she says, leaning hard into his hamstring again, but – .

Wait, no.

Something pings bright and sharp in his brain, alarm bells blaring a warning: that was a deep voice – like, way too fucking deep.

 

-

 

A sudden spike of adrenaline jolts him out of his hazy, half-awake state and straight into panic.

Because something’s definitely not right here.

That was a dude’s voice, and instantly Nolan’s mind is racing, trying to catch up, because what the fuck, and just, what the actual fuck?

Did he hear wrong? He must have, right?

He wants to just turn around, get a look at this – whoever – but he feels frozen, caught, like his fight or flight response is stuck in fucking neutral, and he can’t do either.

The hands of the masseuse are inching further up his thigh, precariously close to his ass, pushing the sheet up higher and higher and suddenly they feel impossibly big, like way too big, too strong, and how did Nolan not notice that before?

And if he’s gonna do something he needs to fucking do it, stop lying here like a bitch sweating and panting and panicking because some fucking freakshow of a fucking tranny or – whoever, Nolan doesn’t fucking know – is fucking. Feeling him up.

But he’s too slow – too something – too fucking late, because now the hands are fully on his ass, fingers digging in, kneading and pressing in just the right way that always makes Nolan’s dick rock hard, makes him go from relaxed and floaty to fired the fuck up, horny as hell and fully bricked up in no time.

And that’s all that’s happening, that’s it, that has to be it – he can’t help it that hands groping his ass make his dick hard, it’s a fucking physiological response, for Christ sakes – but still. There’s a queasy, quaky feeling in his gut, a cold, coiled snake of tension winding through him, all sense of relaxation evaporated. His dick throbs and kicks under him, that fucking traitor, and Nolan still doesn’t understand what’s happening, mind a jumbled mess of swirling anxiety.

The only thought that breaks through, a fleeting whisper from some soft, pathetic, weak-willed part of Nolan’s brain that he studiously ignores, that he keeps mercilessly, ruthlessly locked down and closed off from the rest of fucking everything is: what did they see in him, or hear? What made them think?

Was it the person on the phone who took his call when he made the appointment, or did the milf at the desk make a blind read as soon as he walked in? Whoever the fuck made the call to send a fucking man in here to put his hands all over Nolan, what the fuck made them think this is what he wanted? What did they see…and who else sees it?

He grits his teeth, beats those thoughts back with a brutal finality and wills his mind to go blank, concentrates on it until his brain is just an empty expanse of scrambled grey static.

“You can go ahead and turn over,” the voice says, and fuck, yeah, there’s no way around it now. It’s definitely a dude’s voice, not overly deep or anything, but there’s something about the pitch, the low undertone that gives it away, and Nolan slams his eyes closed.

“Whenever you’re ready,” the voice says after a few seconds, like maybe Nolan didn’t hear him the first fucking time. And Nolan can feel the way he’s holding the sheet up and away from Nolan’s body now so he can turn over more easily, just like they always do, but like.

If he turns over, this fucking dude is gonna see how hard he is, and he’s gonna think – .

And Nolan doesn’t know what the fuck he’s supposed to do now.

He lifts his head, can’t just keep lying here like he’s fucking deaf or retarded or something. He chances a look back over his shoulder, and.

It’s not even a tranny – like that would be fucking better? Nolan doesn’t even know at this point – but it’s just a full-on fucking dude, slicked back hair with a beard and everything, and he’s fucking smiling at Nolan, Jesus Christ.

Nolan jerks his eyes up at the ceiling like the sight of this guy’s face might blind him, rips the Band-Aid off and flops over onto his back as fast as he can, and thinks – okay.

Okay, Patrick, stop being such a fucking pussy and focus.

Obviously, he got something wrong here, just misunderstood something – that’s the most reasonable explanation.

Maybe his buddies who rec’d this spot are full of shit, playing a fucking prank or something. All the stuff he thought made this place seem legit plays back in his mind – the nice neighborhood, the classy waiting room, the fruit floating in the top of the complimentary water, the printed form on the wall by the door – maybe they seem legit because this place actually is legit. Maybe the milf at the front just likes dressing slutty. Maybe it’s just a straight-up spa, no funny business, like the kind his mom used to run.

He remembers the stories from when he was younger, how occasionally some loser would come into his mom’s salon, book a wax or something, some service that would get him alone with one of the girls so he could try some slick shit with them, even though it was clearly not that kind of establishment. It was always a joke, his mom and her staff gossiping about what a weirdo he was after they inevitably kicked him out of the place, his mom and dad laughing over the dinner table about what kind of creep would do shit like that.

Nolan doesn’t want to be that guy, obviously, so.

So, okay, he thinks, trying to remember how to breathe as the masseuse lowers the sheet back onto him, and he knows his fucking hard-on is tenting the sheet, embarrassingly obvious, but – okay.

Sometimes you get hard from a massage, that’s not something you can help. If anyone understands that it’s gotta be another guy, right?

So maybe it’s actually a good thing, that the masseuse is a dude this time. Someone who’s not gonna get all offended like a woman would, not gonna go complain to the manager about Nolan being an inappropriate creep or whatever, not going to make a big fucking deal about it a little involuntary boner, or go gossip about what a pathetic pervert he was with the other girls after he leaves.

So, actually, yeah. It’s good, he thinks. It’s fine. Just like a million other times he’s had his body poked and prodded and pushed and pulled and twisted, rubbed and manipulated and stretched by trainers and physical therapists and doctors – all of them dudes. He’s spent a lifetime being manhandled, literally, so this is nothing, just another fucking day.

And no wonder the massage was so good – of course a dude is gonna be better at it than some girl with tiny hands and no grip strength, and no proper training.

The guy is back at the head of the table now, bellied up close to him, baby blue of his scrub top almost brushing against the top of Nolan’s head when he cracks his eyes open just a sliver, chances a look up through his lashes while the guy is running his thumbs over Nolan’s forehead, hands smoothing along his cheeks and fingers cupped under his jaw.

Their faces are jarringly close together, the shape of the guy’s body curled over Nolan’s. The soft, gentle touch of his hands feels alarmingly intimate, sends a squirmy, queasy shiver down Nolan’s spine.

It’s just a standard facial massage, he tries telling himself again. Of course it comes with the full-body; he’s the one making it weird when there’s nothing weird about it at all.

He keeps his eyes closed, just waiting it out, telling himself it’s fine, it’s totally fine, as the guy finishes with his face and neck, leans over him to start massaging his chest and shoulders.

And Nolan’s willing himself to relax, to stop being such a little bitch about this, trying to breathe deep and even and think boring, gross thoughts, anything to make his fucking cock deflate and stop flexing and leaking against the feather-light tease of the sheet that’s covering him.

But there’s still that same coil of tension in his gut, like a loaded spring waiting to get sprung, and he just – he’s so ready for this to be over so he can leave this fucking place and never come back.

The guy, for his part, is clearly in no such hurry, taking his time with first one arm then the other, manipulating Nolan’s hands and fingers one by one, digging thumbs into his palms, kneading and rolling his way along Nolan’s slippery skin.

He moves back down to the side of the table, goes to work on the left quad, then comes around to the other side, repeats the whole process on the other. There’s no clock in the room, at least not visible where Nolan can see, but he knows it’s been a while. Surely the hour’s almost up, surely there’s nothing left after this; they’ve covered the whole body, top to bottom back and front. And his dick is still fucking hard, hasn’t gotten the fucking message yet that this ain’t that kinda show, but it’ll be over soon and he can go home and jack himself off, maybe go out tonight and get laid for real.

It’ll all be over soon.

But the guy is pushing the sheet up, both hands smoothing firm and sure up the outside of Nolan’s thigh, up to his hip then in toward his groin, thumbs digging in around his fucking hip bone until Nolan twitches and huffs from the pleasure-pain of it.

“Tight here, too, sorry,” the guy says, soft and low, that same muted rumble of a laugh coming from somewhere deep in his throat.

The same laugh Nolan thought was sexy, before – when this guy was still a fucking girl, at least in his mind.

“We’ll get you sorted out.”

His hands keep moving, sliding along the crease of Nolan’s thigh and down over his adductors, dangerously close to his balls, which feel heavy and swollen and insanely sensitive right now. Nolan feels the way his dick jerks, eager and obvious, feels the wetness on his belly when it spits out a little dribble of slick, and kind of wants to die. He doesn’t know if this guy can see that or not, not that he should be looking or anything – not if he’s an actual professional instead of a fucking hooker.

But it’s still fucking humiliating, like. That Nolan doesn’t have any better command of his body than this.

He should have jacked off before he came, so this didn’t happen, the voice in his head sneers at him – but, no. That’s fucking dumb as shit, why would he have done that when he came here specifically so this would happen? He’s not making any sense, even to himself, brain all clouded by the adrenaline and fogged over with this weird, rancid, mixed-up, horny anxiety.

The guy’s on his other side now, hands traveling the same path over Nolan’s opposite hip, digging in around his hip bone and sliding down toward his groin, squeezing and kneading at his adductor, and this time the outside of his hand does brush Nolan’s balls, just barely.

It’s incidental contact, could happen to anyone, not even worth thinking about, Nolan tries to reassure himself.

But then it happens again, as his hands keep working the inside of Nolan’s thigh – then again, and again.

Nolan’s holding his breath, eyes squeezed shut, as the guy rotates his hand so it’s not just the outside knuckle of his little finger anymore, now it’s all his fingers, and he’s basically – .

He’s cupping Nolan’s nuts, slippery, oiled-up fingers sliding along the super-sensitized skin, thumb grazing across the top of his sack once, then twice, then again, finally coming to rest right at the base of his shaft, a light but steady pressure, like a test. Like he’s just confirming that Nolan’s into it.

And this is for sure the point where any normal straight dude in his right fucking mind would punch this guy, fucking donkey kick him right in the face, tell him to get his fucking hands off, but – Nolan’s not doing any of that.

He’s just not.

All he’s doing is lying perfectly still, sweating and panting like he’s being hunted for fucking sport or some shit, teeth gritted and eyes clamped shut like a little bitch, while he listens to the tell-tale sounds of this fucking guy doing exactly what every hand-whore at every seedy massage parlor and quasi-respectable spa he’s ever been to has done, which is: pulling on a pair of latex surgical gloves, and oiling them up.

 

-

 

It feels like fire, like a jolt of electricity when the guy’s hand wraps around him. And it’s nothing like anything Nolan’s felt before, the hand bigger, the grip stronger, just like you imagined that nasty fucking voice from the deepest, most disgusting pit of his brain pipes up before he can beat it back into submission, he knew what you wanted all along, could tell the whole time you were the type who’d like this shit.

Nolan’s whole body buzzes, fear and shame and arousal all clawing at him, dark and sharp.

Nolan bites his lip hard enough to bleed, tries to blank out his mind again, force it to go all dark and fuzzy, to let the static take over and drown out the sound of his own fucking voice in his ears.

He tries not to feel anything, not to think about anything. He wishes he was fucking loaded right now, flying somewhere way up above his body, too gone to fucking care about any of this.

There’s a hand massaging his balls, and a hand stripping his dick with fucking expert precision: steady even strokes, not going too fast all at once the way the girls do lots of times in these kinds of places, like they’re dying to just get it over with. No, this motherfucker is taking his time, almost like he’s relishing it, like he knows Nolan is suffering and he’s fucking enjoying it.

And all Nolan can think is this guy might not know his real name but he’s seen his face, seen all his tattoos, his scars, all the identifying information that they teach you from the first day of Juniors – from the time your balls drop, really – to never let anyone have, never give away on purpose. Spread your dick around, sure, but don’t attach your fucking face to it, don’t let anyone get photos or video, don’t put anything incriminating in writing.

Never give anyone a chance to prove it was you.

And here Nolan is, naked and hard with his dick in some dude’s hand, every piece of him on display and vulnerable, laid bare for the taking.

A fresh, hot curl of creeping, oozing shame wriggles through him at the thought, face blazing red and a lump in his throat, pressure behind his eyes. His balls draw up violently just like that, his cock flexes and jerks, and then he’s coming what feels like gallons, all over himself and the sheet that’s crumped up around his middle.

All over the gloved hands of the guy who made it happen.

That fucking voice is nagging at him again from inside his head, wondering what this fucking dude must think of him. He doesn’t have to think, it sneers, he knows exactly what you are.

Nolan keeps his teeth gritted and eyes closed, while the guy is snapping off his gloves, tries reminding himself that he always feels a little dirty, a little disgusted with himself after a tuggie, that’s just part of the deal. Same feeling as when he jerks off to some particularly fucked up porn that feels hot when he’s in the middle of it but makes him wonder after the fact if there’s something truly fucking wrong with him.

But something about lying here while this undeniably masculine dude carefully wipes him down with a warm towel, cleans the come off Nolan’s sensitive cock and balls with soft, gentle strokes – this is a whole other level of self-loathing. Shame and rage and disgust just flood through him, like now that his balls are empty those are the only things that are left inside him.

He feels over-exposed, flayed open like a gutted fish.

Targeted, singled-out, like those secret thoughts he works so hard to keep stuffed down in that shameful pit in the back of his mind were written on his face or something, for this dude to read like a fucking book, to peg him for something that he’s not.

That he’ll never, ever let himself be.

And who is this guy to judge Nolan anyway? He’s the one out here giving hand jobs for cash.

He feels his stomach heave, feels like he’s gonna be sick. He rolls up to a sitting position, sheet clutched across his lap, and breathes through his nose, tries to swallow down the feeling.

The guy doesn’t even notice; his back is facing Nolan while he’s pouring himself a cup of water – but then he turns, holds it out for Nolan instead. Nolan doesn’t want a goddamn thing from this guy, doesn’t ever want to think about him again much less look at him, but he does think water might help with the nausea. He snatches the cup as quick as he can, tries to ignore the way their fingers brush together around the tiny cup.

“I’ll step out now, let you get dressed. Take your time, just bring your form with you to the front when you’re ready and you can pay on your way out,” the guy says, then he puts something down on the table, taps it with his finger. “But – here’s my card.”

Then he fucking smiles, crooked little grin and chin tipped down like he’s whatever – fucking flirting or some shit, like he’s trying to be all charming. Nolan crumples the empty cone of the waxed paper cup in his fist.

“Feel free to request me by name next time, if you want. There’s another male therapist here, Adam, so. Up to you.”

He shrugs, still grinning and totally un-fucking-phased by all this, then he fucking winks, and Nolan just – that’s the last fucking straw.

“I don’t want a fucking male therapist,” he growls, and he knows he sounds too defensive, way too fucking bothered for someone who just laid there and let what just happened happen. But.

“I didn’t ask for a dude – I didn’t know. I mean, I’d never.”

He huffs again, shakes his head.

“I’m not a fucking fag,” he spits finally, too loud and way too fucking mad to come close to the stoic and unflappable façade he spends his whole fucking life trying to pull off.

The guy’s grin vanishes just like that, his eyes narrow. His shoulders go back and square up; he pulls himself up to his full height, and his whole body rotates slowly, so he’s facing Nolan head on. He takes a step closer, and he’s not a tall guy, but Nolan’s still sitting, and he’s fucking naked, as vulnerable as he can possibly get ; he has to fight the urge to flinch backward.

“No one said you were,” the guy says, low and even, calm and collected like Nolan absolutely was fucking not, “but I am, so watch your fucking tone and we won’t have a problem. Got it?”

Nolan doesn’t answer, doesn’t do anything, just sucks in a breath and holds it, sits there silently like a fucking bitch, like a kid who just got singled out by the teacher for misbehaving, while the guy turns his back, slow and casual as anything, and walks out of the room.

The door clicks softly closed behind him.

Nolan wants to scream, wants to put his fist through a wall or rip the fucking sheet he’s got balled up in his lap into shreds, leave them there in a pile for that fucking guy to find.

But that would just prove how fucking shook he was by this whole thing, make him seem like some sensitive little pussy who can’t control himself, his emotions.

So instead he dresses as fast as he can, neatly folds the sheet and puts it right where it was when he found it. He double checks that he has everything he came in with, because he’s never, ever fucking coming back here.

He plucks his printed form out of the holder on the wall, takes a deep breath with his hand on the doorknob. Steels himself for whatever he might run into between here and the front door, promises himself no matter what it is, he’ll keep his cool. He forces his face into a blank, impassive mask, sets his jaw.

As he swings the door open, his eyes pass over the card on the table.

The name written there in crisp black font says TRAVIS.

 

-

 

Nolan goes out that night, skips the booze and the weed and the coke he usually prefers in favor of something to suit his specific needs. And what he needs is to make this whole fucking day disappear, needs to find a hot girl and fuck whatever happened earlier right out of his system.

Unfortunately, that fucking masseuse – Travis or whatever, apparently – was some kind of fucking hand job prodigy, and the tank’s feeling pretty empty, so. He just needs to enlist some help getting the engine revved, of the pharmaceutical variety.

He hits up a dude he knows who’s always got 2cb, which he doesn’t do that often because he knows it will fuck up his stomach tomorrow – but it makes everybody sexy tonight. He finds a hot chick right away, no fucking challenge in it whatsoever, because there never is – not in Winnipeg, not for Nolan.

She’s got a friend with her – no one he’d usually look twice at, a seven at best – but tonight’s not a night to be picky. It’s almost embarrassing how fast and easy they go for it when he floats the idea of them both coming home with him, giggling their way into the uber Nolan orders not half an hour after he first said hello.

In the living room of his condo, he positions himself in the big chair across from the sofa where they’re sitting, tells them he wants to watch them make out, and they do. He watches with his hand on the fly of his jeans, rubbing absentmindedly at his dick while they laugh and kiss, sparkly lip gloss smearing, tongues tangling wetly. The smacking sounds send tingles through him.

One of them’s wearing a striped sweater, and it glows and waves when she moves, the colors smearing and running together like watercolors. It looks soft; he wants to touch it, hold it. He tells her she should take it off, and she does.

They keep kissing, moaning and touching each other, while Nolan gropes his dick and pets at the striped sweater. He rubs it against his cheek and it feels so soft, all silky and sleek like a cat, but it smells like her, floral and sweet – it kind of makes him gag.

He drops the sweater and pulls his own shirt up over his nose, where all he can smell is himself, the salt of his sweat and the dank musk of his unwashed body, but underneath that, the smell of the message oil from earlier, that same dark, spicy scent that Nolan liked, that turned him on at first.

His mind feels wide open, too slow and easy to even remember the ways that he had felt all wrong in the moment, like the fear and disgust, the anxiety and the shame that had gripped him as he laid there on that massage table were all something he heard about in a story, something that happened to someone else, someone he barely knows. The only part of the memory he can reach out and touch, that he can connect to right now is the curious arousal, the confusing waves of heat in his belly, thick and heavy and ripe with the kind of possibilities he knows he’s not supposed to think about – he just can’t remember why. He closes his eyes, face still tucked into his shirt and the girls completely forgotten, and unzips his jeans.

When he wakes up in the morning, still in the chair, his fly is still wide open, his dick hanging out.

The girls are long gone, and all Nolan can remember with any degree of clarity about the night before is the way his mind had put him right back on that massage table, as he came.

 

-

 

He tries not to think about it – obviously.

He doesn’t want to think about it, doesn’t want to remember it at all. He wants it to be erased, or better yet to never have never happened, so the visuals and the sense memories couldn’t keep cycling back through his mind when he’s not expecting it, popping up and catching him off guard.

He goes to the gym every day, tries to wear himself out on the bike, sweat it out of his system in the sauna, when he suddenly catches himself looking at the hands of the guy sitting across the way, at his long fingers and tan skin, and having to shake that Travis dude out of his head.

He goes out every night, drinks more than he should, smokes more than he should, snorts more than he should, swallows down whatever anyone puts on his tongue and doesn’t ask questions. He basically stays loaded between the hours of 9 p.m. and 9 a.m. but all that seems to do is fuck up his ability to effectively maintain the partitions in his mind, the ones he depends on to keep the wrong kind of thoughts from getting out, breaking containment and infecting everything.

He takes a run at pretty much any girl who looks his way, even the ones that aren’t up to his usual standards. The whole dog and pony show is, as always, a pain in the fucking ass; he hates the way girls always want you to buy them drinks and listen to them talk about whatever bullshit, put on some boyfriend-for-a-night act so they can convince themselves they really like you, that you really respect them. The way you they always want to act like this might actually go somewhere beyond just a night, so they can feel justified and not slutty about going home with a dude they just met and letting him blow their back out. It’s bullshit, but Nolan does it, puts in the fucking work, clinging to the idea that maybe he can still fuck whatever this is out of his system if he just gets his dick wet a few more times, puts a few more female bodies in between him and that fucking massage table. But the images of that day stick under his skin like a fucking burr, flooding into his brain at the worst possible times, like when he’s balls deep and just about to bust.

It’s exhausting – all of it – but none of it seems to exhaust him enough. He still can’t keep Travis’s face out of his mind, can’t stop the weird rush of rage he feels when it happens, adrenaline spiking suddenly just like it did when he was lying on that table.

He has whole conversations out loud in the shower, running back all the shit he should have said that day, imagining himself in that moment again, immediately speaking up as soon as he realized it was a guy in the room with him, trying out all the different ways he could have said this isn’t right, there’s been some mistake. Could have wrapped the sheet around him, pushed himself up from the table, and made it perfectly clear he wasn’t interested in – whatever it was Travis thought was happening, there.

He hates the idea that there’s this fucking guy out there, just walking around thinking Nolan wanted that, that he actually liked it.

Sometimes he’s just doing his regular, everyday shit – eating dinner, walking the dogs, playing Fortnite – and out of nowhere he remembers the way Travis stepped right up to him, face hard when Nolan said I’m not a fag, the way he said I am, all aggressive and matter-of-fact, like he wasn’t even ashamed of it.

Then the way he turned around and showed Nolan his back, walked out all dismissive and unconcerned, like he was so fucking sure that Nolan posed no danger to him at all.

 

-

 

He can’t explain exactly why he’s still so fucking pressed about it a month later, not even to himself.

But something in him feels like he was bested, somehow, like Travis got the better of him in some way he can’t let go of.

When he thinks of how he acted on that table, passive and nervous and fucking scared shitless – he feels fucking pathetic, spineless, weak. The opposite of the composed, decisive man of action he wants to be, likes to believe he is.

And when he thinks of Travis thinking of him that way, walking around believing Nolan is some nervous, overly-sensitive pussy who can’t handle himself, it’s just – more than he can stand. He feels like it’s eating him up inside.

He’s sick of thinking about it, sick of the way he can’t seem to stop thinking about it, sick of the futile frustrated anger that burns through him every time he thinks about it when all he wants is to stop fucking thinking about it.

He hates the way it makes him feel: helpless and impotent, unable to get himself out from under the shadow that the whole experience is still casting over his life.

He’s a grown man, and he knows what the fuck he’s about.

So if he decides he needs to return to the scene of the crime, needs to face this motherfucker down, man to man, in order to regain his sense of equilibrium, then so be it. He might have run out with his tail between his legs the first time, but he’s going back with his head up, ready to show this guy that he’s not someone to be fucked with.

He’s the paying customer, and everyone knows the customer’s always right. He’s the one with the power, the one in control, and Travis is just the hired help, there to do whatever Nolan wants him to do – which in this case, will be to give him a standard massage and nothing more.

He booked the one hour, full-body oil-massage, requested Travis by name, but he didn’t ask for full-service. And this time, if Travis tries anything slick, tries to touch him in a way that’s even hinting at sexual, Nolan’s going to stop him right there, let him know in no uncertain terms he’s not interested, and that will be that.

Case closed, and then he can finally put this whole fucking episode behind him.

Nolan’s pretty proud of himself, actually, for coming up with the idea, for finally taking action. He can’t wait to turn the tables on this dude, to let him know who the alpha dog is in this little scenario.

And it works.

At first, anyway.

Travis is obviously surprised to see Nolan sitting on his table, fully alert and waiting for him when he walks into the room. Nolan feels a little hit of satisfaction at the startled look on Travis’s face; he lets the corner of his mouth turn into a hint of a smirk, while he stares Travis down.

Travis recovers fast, though – doesn’t react, doesn’t say anything at all other than afternoon, and then, ready to get started?

“Ready when you are,” Nolan says, just a hint of dare in his voice, and pivots around to stretch out on the table, puts his face down into the donut hole and breathes, forces his body to relax.

He jacked off in the shower this morning, took a Xanny before he came, just in case; he doesn’t want Travis detecting any signs of tension whatsoever, wants his body to feel perfectly loose and at ease under Travis’s hands.

Travis follows the same routine he went through last time: shoulders and upper back, arms, hands, neck, then comes around to the top of the table, starts in on the head massage. And Nolan’s been doing fine, everything feeling detached and clinical just the way it should feel. He’s been deep breathing and reciting hockey stats in his head, naming all the Stanley Cup winners backward starting from the most recent, just to keep his mind occupied, focused on anything other than how good it feels when Travis digs his fingers into Nolan’s scalp, the way it tugs just a little on Nolan’s hair as he does.

But Travis is so close, like this, shoulders curled down over him so Nolan can feel the radiating heat of his body, hear the soft in and out of his breath and feel the air move against his skin every time Travis exhales, smell that same dark, spicy scent wafting off the oil he’s spreading over both of their skin.

It starts to feel less and less clinical, and more and more personal – intimate, sensual even. Nolan can feel his dick start to stir, and motherfucker. That’s not supposed to happen.

He’s imagined this scenario at least a dozen times, planned exactly how it would go while he was waiting his turn on the golf course, waiting for his coffee to brew in the morning, waiting to drift off to sleep at night: When Travis finishes with his back, says it’s time to turn over, Nolan will roll face up, no hesitation and nothing to hide, and present Travis with his soft, completely disinterested dick.

That ought to get his point across.

Or that was the plan, anyway.

Instead, Nolan’s dick seems dead set on misunderstanding the situation, showing no interest at all in sticking to the fucking plan.

The more Travis’s hands on his scalp send those tingly rushes of pleasure down his spine, the harder Nolan’s cock gets underneath him, twitching and flexing insistently against the table.

By the time Travis is working his way up the backs of Nolan’s thighs, he’s starting to feel that familiar rush of panic set in all over again.

Because he’s running out of time to get his dick under control, before it’s going to be time to turn over. And meanwhile, Travis’s hands are getting closer and closer to Nolan’s ass, and if he starts touching there any hope Nolan’s got of regaining the upper hand in this situation will be shot all to hell.

He has to say something, he knows he does – something to make sure Travis stops short of putting his slick, oiled-up hands on Nolan’s ass and rendering this whole endeavor a failure.

He grits his teeth, steels himself. Swears as soon as he feels the first touch that could reasonably be considered questionable, he’ll speak up.

But Travis is digging his elbow into the tight knot right in the middle of Nolan’s hamstring again, just like before, making Nolan hiss and twitch, then there’s that same low growl of a laugh, barely there, then knuckles digging in, then thumbs, pressing in and up, tracing the tight line of the middle of the muscle, up toward the crease of Nolan’s ass.

“Yeah,” Travis says, almost to himself, “it’s not just the hamstring, it’s the glute, too,” and then knuckles dig into the middle of Nolans ass cheek at the same time as the elbow hits the hammy again, this time further up on the thigh, and the intensity of it makes Nolan yelp out loud.

Travis laughs again, just as throaty but louder this time, keeps on digging into all Nolan’s tender spots while he does it.

“If we can just release this,” he almost-pants, like he’s really working hard, “you’ll feel so much looser, promise.”

And it’s too fucking late to stop him, too late to protest that when Nolan said full-body he didn’t actually mean full body, way too late to keep it clinical and impersonal the way Nolan intended. And Jesus, it feels too fucking good anyway, the achy deep-down pleasure-pain that Travis is coaxing out of him with those hands. None of the rub-n-tug girls ever had hands like that.

Nolan’s eyes roll back, a long, rumbling groan forced out of him against his will. He goes boneless and lax, melting into the table.

Through the pleasure haze clouding his brain, Nolan does his best to reassure himself it’s a legitimate therapeutic technique, not an intentional tease. Just like last time, he tells himself Travis will obviously understand that sometimes accidental boners happen, that there’s nothing sexual about it, like, at all.

So Nolan turns over when he’s told, ignores his burning face and keeps his eyes closed while Travis goes through all the same steps as he did before, on the front this time: face, chest, shoulders. First one arm, then the other. Right quad, right hip, right groin. Left quad, left hip, left groin.

Nolan’s erection is leaking all over his belly by the time Travis pauses, knuckles nudged up against Nolan’s sensitive, aching nuts.

“Remind me,” he murmurs, voice low and careful. “Did you book the full-service, or no?”

And Nolan’s so fucking turned on, has been so hard for so long there’s no blood left in his brain to answer something like that, at least not the way he should.

“I don’t – ,” he pants, and his voice sounds weak, disoriented in his own ears, eyes still closed and head thrown back, “I’m – not sure.”

There’s a long stretch of silence, neither of them moving, neither of them speaking. Nolan just lays there, cock throbbing and face burning, wanting to die, until finally Travis responds, the softest, smallest little hmmm under his breath.

“We’ve got some time left in the hour,” he says, and Nolan can feel him moving, hear the snap-pop of him pulling on those fucking latex goves. “Might as well use it, eh?”

Nolan doesn’t respond, but Travis doesn’t seem to expect him to.

 

-

 

He leaves the spa mad, feeling like Travis got the better of him again somehow, and pissed off about it all over again. He stays mad, visions of Travis’s easygoing smile, his capable-looking hands, his broad shoulders all worming their way into his brain with no warning, with no reason or provocation when Nolan’s just living day to day, trying to lead his normal fucking life.

He works out, he goes out, he gets loaded, he hooks up.

He tells himself he’s never going back again.

He tries to ignore it, and tries to ignore it, and tries to ignore it…until it becomes blatantly fucking obvious that ignoring it isn’t working, and he decides he’s gonna have to face it head on, that’s the only way to deal with it.

Time keeps grinding on, days and weeks and months, and Nolan’s life is still caught in this slow, fucked-up cycle of totally predictable yet completely unfathomable events that he can’t explain, can’t understand, can’t escape from.

He calls and makes an appointment, gives his fake name. They don’t ask what services he’s interested in, anymore, or if he has a preferred masseuse. They don’t need to.

He shows up 20 minutes early, sometimes more, sits in his car in the parking lot with clammy hands and a queasy stomach, arguing with himself over whether to stay or go.

He never goes; he always stays.

It happens over and over and over again, so many times Nolan loses count.

The truth is, he’d rather not know for sure, anyway.

 

-

 

The worst part is the way Travis chats with him now, during the first part of the massage. Always asking if that feels okay, commenting on how much tension Nolan carries in his shoulders, in his lower back, how tight his hamstrings and hips are. Asking if his job is especially stressful, recommending some stretches he can do to help release some of those knots in between sessions. Saying in between sessions like it’s just so obvious, a given that Nolan’s gonna keep coming back here, week after week.

The worst part is the way Nolan doesn’t say anything to the contrary, or anything at all really. He’s still mute and red-faced 90 percent of the time he’s on Travis’s table, still not in control of his mind or his body, still being a little fucking bitch about it.

The worst part is the way Travis keeps on talking, while he’s kneading the cheeks of Nolan’s ass, thumbs sliding into his crack all slick and nonchalant, glancing over the hidden pucker of Nolan’s asshole while he suggests Nolan buy a lacrosse ball if he doesn’t have one, says they work great for trigger-point self-massage. Nolan’s cock flexes and drips over it, his whole body lighting up from those barely-there, could-be-accidental-if-Nolan-didn’t-fucking-know-better-by-now touches in a place no one – especially no man should ever be touching him. It makes him fucking burn with shame, with need. With desires he shouldn’t have, that makes him hate himself and Travis, too.

The worst part is how when Travis is working, sometimes, he leans in so close to Nolan on the table that their bodies press together, hot and tight. Sometimes, the very obvious shape of his own hard cock pushes up against Nolan’s shoulder, or his hip, and Travis rubs up against him like that while he talks to him about the fucking weather, asks him inane questions about his weekend, and all Nolan can do is keep his head buried in the hole of the table and grunt, try to pretend it isn’t happening, just like Travis is pretending it isn’t happening.

The worst part is the way Travis taps his hip when he’s finished with Nolan’s back side, tells him to go ahead and turn over while he holds the sheet up and away from Nolan’s body, looks away respectfully – a lame, pointless gesture at modesty considering what the fuck goes on in this place – as if they don’t both know Nolan’s dick is already hard and leaking by that point, as if they don’t both know what’s about to happen.

The worst part is the way he has to lie there feeling exposed, face up with his cock tenting the sheet, shamefully eager and obvious, while Travis takes his time working Nolan over from head to toe and back again, and Nolan just stays there, gritting it out with his eyes closed, an arm flung over his eyes to hide his face like the fucking pussy coward he is. It’s soul-crushing, fucking excruciating; it’s enough to make him doubt his own sanity.

The worst part is the way Nolan shivers at the snapping sound of Travis pulling on his gloves, like a dog responding to a dinner bell. He’s pretty sure the smell of latex mixed with the distinctive scent of Travis’s massage oil would give him a boner in the middle of a root canal, at this point; it sends some kind of signal direct to Nolan’s brain that makes him want to squirm, want to roll over and show his belly – if he wasn’t already doing just that.

The worst part is how sometimes Travis makes little noises when he’s got Nolan’s throbbing dick in his slicked-up hand - these low, encouraging hmmms while Nolan is panting and straining to stay still under him, trying not to thrash. The way he’ll murmur there you go, or that’s it, just like that, when he nudges Nolan’s thighs open wider with his free hand and Nolan just lets him, spreads his legs open like he’s a trained dog obeying a command. The way he’ll fondle Nolan’s balls, run teasing fingers over and around and under them, then back behind them and down while one side of Nolan’s brain screams no no no and the other side begs please please please please.

The worst part is how hard it makes Nolan come when Travis slides one slick, nasty little finger up his ass and presses in just the right spot, the way it makes Nolan shake apart, makes him see stars.

But the very worst part, hands down, isn’t actually all the unthinkable things he lets Travis do to him.

It’s how bad Nolan needs him to keep on doing it.

 

-

 

Nolan calls on Tuesday, because that’s how long it takes him after all the stupid, inane bullshit he tries to get into on the weekends fails to have the desired effect, to talk himself into and out of and back into the fact that like it or not, the only surefire, fool proof way he’s got to get rid of that terrible, rotten feeling he’s carrying around in his gut is to let Travis – whatever.

Pry it out of him.

He asks for a slot on Thursday, because he doesn’t want to look too eager, like some embarrassingly thirsty little bitch, over here gagging for it.

“Sure,” the receptionist says brightly, when Nolan gives his fake name, “Travis has some time that afternoon, if that works?”

Nolan didn’t say anything about Travis, but he doesn’t need to, at this point.

“That’s fine,” he mumbles, like he’s barely paying attention, like it doesn’t even matter to him.

And it shouldn’t, but down deep in that part of his brain he actively tries not to acknowledge, there’s a voice insisting that it fucking does. It matters so much, actually, that Nolan’s making himself look stupid about it. Making appointments more and more often, spending a small fucking fortune on this shit which is stupid and reckless and infuriating to him. Letting himself act like some pathetic little simp, like one of his buddies when some bird gets her claws in deep and they start acting all pussy whipped, letting her run shit all of a sudden.

But this is a million times worse than that, because it’s not even about pussy. At least that would be fucking normal.

“Travis suggested that you might want to book something a little longer, so he’ll have more time to address your specific needs. He’s agreed to offer a discount off his hourly rate for the second hour, if you think that might be helpful.”

“Two hours?”

Nolan can feel his face burning, his heart beating stupidly fast in his condo way across town. Travis suggested two hours? Like maybe he actually likes it when Nolan comes in, wants to extend the time, but – .

Nolan feels tongue tied, like he can’t force himself to speak. He’s too busy thinking about how one hour is already too long, more than he should want or need.

He’s too busy trying not to imagine all the things Travis could find time to do to him, with a whole extra hour.

“It’s just a suggestion,” Lindsey says – because of course Nolan knows her name by now, too – “you’re under no obligation of course. It’s entirely up to you.”

“Okay.”

He’s not even sure what he’s agreeing to.

Neither is Lindsey, if the silence that follows is any indication.

“So,” she says slowly, clearly unsure, “I’ll put you down for Thursday at three with Travis, for. Two…? Hours?”

Nolan takes a deep breath, closes his eyes and blanks his mind. He doesn’t want to think about it, he just wants – .

“Sure,” he grits out finally, and ends the call.

This is so not fucking normal, it’s so fucked up and Nolan fucking hates it.

He hates it when he’s thinking about it and he hates it when he’s waiting for it and he hates it after the fact, when he jerks off about it and fucking dreams about it.

About the shape and the smell and the heat of Travis, about the way his hands feel on Nolan’s body, about the shit Travis does to him and the way it makes him feels things that Nolan hasn’t felt with any woman who’s been in his bed in – .

Years, maybe.

Or, maybe, like – .

Maybe he’s never felt this kind of shit before, the way it slices him open, exposes his insides. Like there’s this deep well inside him that’s packed so full all the poison he’s swallowed in his life, all the vile shit he’s had shoved down his throat and been forced to just carry around with him, and it’s trapped in there, buried so deep he can’t even begin to excavate it on his own.

It’s all the shit you’re just supposed to lock down and just absorb, the pain and hurt and rage and frustration you’ve got to ignore, push past and play through to fucking man up.

But then he gets on that massage table and Travis digs his fucking fingers in, cracks him open so wide that it can all come spilling out, toxic sludge seeping out of him with the sweat through his pores and with the jizz out the head of his dick, noxious fumes escaping with every groan and hiss that’s forced out of his lungs.

And for a tiny fucking window of time, when it’s all over, the relief of it leaves him feeling weightless and golden, that deep black pit inside him drained dry and wiped clean for a few sweet, mindless minutes. Right up until reality creeps back in, and he comes crashing back down to earth.

It’s addictive, like a drug that he needs more and more of. It has him strung out, chasing it: this high he can’t get anywhere else.

 

-

 

Nolan’s still face down on the table, when he hears the snap of latex, realizes Travis is putting on gloves.

He’d been drifting, everything slower and more drawn out than usual because of the second hour he’s got coming to him.

Travis hasn’t mentioned anything about the change in scheduling, not until now.

“Really glad you decided to book the longer treatment.”

His voice is just a murmur, barely audible as he’s sliding his oiled-up fingers down the crack of Nolan’s ass, around the rim of his asshole.

It happens so fast, Nolan doesn’t even have time to tense up or freak out, he doesn’t even have time to think before two of those fingers are up inside him, prodding around while Travis is still kneading at Nolan’s left glute with his other hand.

“We’ll be able to get into some of the more focused work we don’t normally have time for.”

Like this is all just another part of the massage, nothing out of the ordinary at all if you don’t count the way those fingers in his ass make Nolan grind his cock down against the table, make his hips jerk completely involuntarily, with no input from his brain.

Travis takes his fucking time – and Jesus, he’s the one who made sure they had plenty of it today, made an offer he had to know Nolan wouldn’t be able to refuse, like he fucking planned for this – spreading and stretching Nolan’s hole around his fingers, free hand gripped wide and firm over one cheek of Nolan’s ass, holding him open.

He circles and swirls with two, then three fingers, tugging on the rim then sliding in deep, until his knuckles are tight up against Nolan’s body and he’s pressing on Nolan’s prostate like the button for an elevator, slow and rhythmic and purposeful. Until Nolan’s cock is drooling a slow, steady stream of slick, making a sticky puddle on the sheet underneath him, and his hips are twitching, rocking shallow and rhythmic and shamefully telling.

There’s an insane vulnerability to it, to someone else invading his body like that. Because it’s not just one sneaky little finger slipped up and in when he’s already right on the edge and about to fly apart anyway. No, this is a deliberate and intentional intrusion, Travis’s fingers thick and heavy inside him, terrifying and heady and forbidden and all wrong – but there’s a tangible relief in it, as well. Like a key to a secret lock, it cracks open the pressure valve, lets enough of the toxins leak out so he can make it through another hour of the mind-melting torture that is Travis moving on with the rest of his usual massage, before Nolan finally gets to the orgasm that purges all the rest of the ugly black poison out of him, leaves him empty and blank in the way he’s started to crave.

On Friday, he works out, goes out, gets loaded, hooks up.

On Saturday, he does the same thing.

It’s equally unsatisfying, on both occasions.

On Sunday, in the shower, he sticks his soapy fingers up his ass, but he can’t get it right. It’s not the same when it’s his fingers, his hands. He feels pathetic and lame, reduced to twisting and crouching under the running water, struggling and straining for something that’s out of his reach like some clumsy, desperate loser.

It’s frustrating, and stupid, like this whole situation is frustrating and stupid.

He decides enough is enough, that’s it – he’s going cold turkey. He’ll give it a few weeks, then go back to his old spa on his old once-a-month schedule and stop fucking around with shit that he has no business fucking around with.

On Monday, he goes golfing, hits on the beer cart girl, gets a blowie in the men’s washroom back in the clubhouse. But she refuses, when he tells her she should try sticking a finger up his ass, looks up at him from her knees on the floor next to the toilet like he’s the disgusting one.

He goes home, doesn’t sleep.

On Tuesday he waits, tries to ignore the way the need gnaws at him more and more as the days pass. He tells himself he’s stronger than this, he’s powered through way harder shit before and survived just fine. He just has to commit to it, lock in.

“Tomorrow at three, two-hour full-body with Travis?” Lindsey says on Wednesday, after Nolan gives her his fake name, and all he says is that works.

 

-

 

He loses track of things a little bit, after that. Winter turns into spring, then summer. Time passes in a fog of all the usual stuff: golf and fishing and hanging out with the boys, the occasional dinner with his parents or brunch with his sister.

He has a standing appointment every Thursday with Travis, and it’s the best fucking part of his week, and he just figures, like – .

What the fuck difference does it make, anyway? Why shouldn’t he have it, if he likes it? He’s not hurting anyone, and no one who knows him, no one who actually matters will ever know, so why the fuck should he deprive himself? There’s a sense of relief that comes with just surrendering to it, deciding to stop fucking berating himself about it.

Every guy in the history of ever has at least some weird sex shit they’re into, everyone knows that. Nolan’s not any different than any of them.

He works out, with more focus and intention than he has in years. He lifts heavy, and hard, pays attention to his diet so he can lean out a little more, work on the kind of six pack he never had back in the league, when being heavy and hard to move was more important than being ripped and looking hot naked.

Travis notices, makes a comment about how he’s really getting yoked while he’s working Nolan’s shoulders, and it’s not like Nolan gives a shit, not like he’s trying to impress some fucking gay dude he doesn’t even know, who tugs on dicks for a living.

But, like.

He can admit to himself, it’s not exactly bad for his ego: to know that unlike all the completely disinterested chicks who’ve ever given him a happy ending and never once looked happy about it at all, Travis is actually, like. Into this, into him. That he’s turned on by Nolan’s body, by touching him and making him come.

That it’s his job, sure, but it’s also, like – hot, for him. Who the hell knows what kind of hideous beasts and sick perverts he has to jack off day in and day out – it stands to reason that a young, hot guy like Nolan is probably a fucking treat for him.

He knows it, by the flirty shit Travis says to him, the way he presses his dick up against Nolan’s body, the way he seems to relish taking his time working Nolan over. The way one evening after he finishes, while Nolan’s still panting on the table, flat on his back with his arm thrown over his face, he hears it: the telltale fapping sound of a hand jacking a dick.

And usually Travis cleans him up right after he comes, quick, gentle swipes with a warmed cloth, then he pulls the sheet back down over Nolan’s thighs and gives his same little speech about how Nolan should take his time getting dressed, how he can see himself out when he’ ready, how he’ll see him soon, same time next week.

This time is different.

This time Nolan knows without looking Travis has his dick out, knows the sheet is still shoved up around his torso leaving him fully exposed, legs still spread from where Travis just had his fingers up Nolan’s ass and jizz all over his belly while his dick just lies there in the sticky mess. He can feel Travis looking at him, feels the heat of his gaze, feels it when he moves closer, the backs of his knuckles knocking against Nolan’s hip and the warm, wet drag of the tip of his cock across Nolan’s upper thigh, the shuddery huff of his breathing.

Then he’s coming, warm stripes of it splattering over Nolan’s skin, painting his hip and his pubes, adding to the wreck Nolan already made of himself.

And he should want to punch Travis in the face for that, probably – some distant part of his brain knows that. But instead, all he can think about is how bad he wants to fucking look, to see the evidence of what Travis did to him – what Nolan let him do – smeared all over him. To see Travis’s hand that was just wrapped around Nolan, wrapped around Travis’s cock instead. But he just lies there, still and silent, blushing and burning with that same confusing cocktail of lust and shame, while Travis breathes out a low huff of breath, followed by a little groan.

“Jesus, I’ve been wanting to do that for a while,” he whispers, voice sounding low and wrecked. “Let me grab the towel, I’ll get you cleaned up.”

He wipes Nolan down, wipes himself down, puts his dick away. He tugs the sheet back into place, taps Nolan on the side like always. Tells him the same stuff he always does – take your time, no rush, see you next week – before he backs quietly out of the room.

It takes Nolan an unreasonably long time to get up, get his shit together. He feels like he took a fucking stick to the head, dizzy and disoriented.

Just as he’s finally finished dressing, is finally reaching for the door to head out, there’s a knock, and it cracks open.

“You decent?” Travis’s voice comes from outside the in the hall, and Nolan wants to roll his eyes. As if it fucking matters at this point, after the shit that’s gone down in this room? And Travis doesn’t wait for an answer anyway, just sticks his head around, comes on in.

He shuts the door behind him.

“I’ve never done this,” he says, “but.”

He shrugs, holds out a card. It’s the same kind he gave Nolan the very first time he was here, the same ones that Nolan’s seen on the receptionist’s desk in a little holder, along with the cards of all the other massage therapists who work here.

Nolan’s looked at them before; they don’t have anything but a first name, and the number and website for the salon. There’s no personal info at all, not even a last name.

But then Travis flicks the card between his fingers, shows Nolan the back, where there’s a number scrawled in black sharpie.

“If, like. That’s my personal mobile, if you ever wanted to meet up.”

And Nolan can’t remember if they’ve ever stood face to face like this – he’s always sitting, or lying down, has never had to look down at Travis and see him looking up from under his lashes, coy little smile on his crooked mouth.

“I mean – not in a professional capacity, but like. Recreationally.”

Travis raises his eyebrows, all cheeky about it, and Nolan can feel the sneer creep across his face, a knee-jerk reaction as soon as it hits him, what Travis is implying.

“For what,” he scoffs, makes it as blank and unimpressed as possibly can. He knows his face is blazing red in a second, but nothing he can do about that. He keeps his eyebrows and his mouth both flattened out, a warning.

He can’t fucking believe Travis would say that to him, would actually think Nolan might ever be interested in anything like what he’s fucking offering.

Travis just looks at him carefully, eyes narrowed. Then he raises his eyebrows, a challenge, his face clearly saying give me a fucking break even though he doesn’t utter a word.

“I told you before,” Nolan growls. “I’m not fucking – gay.”

And that’s maybe not exactly what he said before, but whatever. Same difference.

“Yeah.” Travis intones flatly. “I know what you told me.”

His eyebrows are still high on his forehead, incredulous look clearly meant to imply he’s not buying, and Nolan just – .

This guy has no fucking idea who he’s dealing with, and Nolan’s had enough of his shit.

“Fuck you,” he spits, jaw clenched and voice full of ground glass.

“You could,” Travis says, smooth and easy as anything, and his crooked little mouth is smirking now like this is all some fucking joke, like this is amusing to him. “If that’s what you really want, I mean, I’m flexible.”

Nolan feels like the wind’s been knocked out of him, just like that; caught completely off guard, startled and showing it, no hope of trying to play it off. His face burns like fire, immediately ratcheting up the blush he knows was already there, and he stands there, stupidly silent, wrong-footed and tongue-tied like some slack-jawed fucking loser.

He doesn’t know how to respond – to Travis’s words, to his nearness. To the smug, knowing little twist of his mouth.

He feels the rage welling up, irrationally pissed that just when he’d talked himself into being pretty-much, mostly okay with the way he’s got this whole fucking arrangement set up, Travis just had to go stir the fucking pot, had to fuck with the precariously balanced system Nolan has constructed to let himself just, like – deal with this shit, in the only way he knows how.

Travis steps toward Nolan, and Nolan takes a step back; the move is automatic, reflexive, but it’s so fucking weak it’s embarrassing, makes it seem like he’s actually fucking scared of this little twerp.

He recovers fast, straightens up and plants his feet firmly, prepared to stand his ground, but it’s too late. Travis’s smug fucking smirk is just spreading wider across his face, like he knows something he shouldn’t, like Nolan just showed his hand.

He takes another step closer, hands up in an exaggerated, non-threatening posture like he’s fucking mocking Nolan, that fucking card still held between two fingers of his right hand.

He reaches out slow, tucks the card into Nolan’s front hoodie pocket then steps back fast, hands still up like Nolan’s got a gun on him, smart-ass little look still on his face.

“Anytime you’re ready,” he shrugs, then, “see you next week.” Then he backs out the door.

That same frustrated, humiliated rage Nolan felt that very first time rushes through him, making his heart race and his stomach churn. He feels like he might be sick, has to sit down and deep-breathe for a minute before he can compose himself, get back on his feet and get the fuck out of here.

As he exits the building, he shoves his hand into his hoodie pocket, crushes the card in his fist. He thinks if he knew which car belonged to that little prick, he’d smash the fucking windshield and leave that fucking card right in the middle of the mess, let him know exactly what Nolan thinks of his fucking proposition.

But he doesn’t know, so he just slams the door to his truck behind him, peels out of the parking lot with the crumpled card still in his pocket.

 





2. Chapter 2



 

Nolan’s halfway home, still seething, when he looks around at the empty intersection he’s stopped at and thinks: fuck it.

He burns a u-turn on red, because who fucking cares, and heads right back to the spa, parks in the farthest corner of the parking lot and puts both visors down to give himself a little more cover. It’s already almost six, and the place closes at eight on weekdays. He’s got nothing better to fucking do, he can wait if he has to.

He tries to talk himself down a little while he’s sitting there, tries to make himself relax, reminds himself he’s not about to get fucking arrested over this guy. He doesn’t actually need to smash any windshields, that’s a little fucking over-dramatic; he just needs to make himself crystal fucking clear.

If he can just wait until Travis comes out, see which car he gets into, then Nolan can come back tomorrow and leave that crumpled up card under the windshield wiper, then leave and never fucking come back here again.

For real this time.

He scrolls his socials, responds to some texts, listens to a podcast. He’s starting to get hungry, digs around in his console and finds a couple of energy gels, sucks those down while he waits. He watches a parade of loser dudes going in and coming out, mostly fat, mostly old.

Jesus, no wonder Travis is fucking obsessed with him, if this is what he’s dealing with all fucking day.

Eventually, fucking finally, a couple of girls come out. He can tell immediately they’re employees: hot, young, long hair, all made up, matching purple porno-scrubs. It’s a quarter ‘til eight; he sits up a little straighter, keeps his eyes trained on the front doors.

A few more guys filter out, obviously customers, then another group of girls that look basically identical to the earlier ones, all talking and laughing, waving good-bye to each other. There’s a guy with them, skinny and blonde, also wearing the purple scrubs. He gets into the car with one of the girls.

Finally, Travis comes out, followed by Lindsey the receptionist. He stands with her while she locks the front doors, both of them in today’s matching scrubs (Nolan knows now, they have blue, purple and green. They all wear the same color on the same day like some kind of slutty uniform). Lindsey waves goodbye, gets into a nice fucking Audi. Apparently, the hand job game really pays, who fucking knew?

Or maybe she’s going home to her rich husband who she snagged working the front desk here, who bought her that fancy fucking car.

Or maybe, that nasty voice in Nolan’s head suggests, there’s more than just hand jobs going on with the chicks in this fucking place. Maybe Nolan just doesn’t know about it, because no one here thinks he’d be interested. Why would they, given what he does while he’s here?

After all, his brain sneers at him, there’s definitely more than just hand jobs going on with the dudes in this place – or at least the one Nolan deals with – so.

Nolan shakes the thought out of his head, tries to focus on Travis climbing into a Chevy truck. It’s not old but not new, Ontario plates and a peeling Jays decal on the back window, and yeah, that fucking tracks. Toronto is crawling with homos, everyone knows that.

So fine, good, he got the info he came for, and now he knows.

He cranks up the engine, makes sure to let Travis pull out of the lot before he moves.

He’s a couple of lights up the street, just one away from where he’ll make his left and head back West, to the other side of the river where he fucking belongs, when he notices: Travis’s truck is also stopped at the light, one lane over and three cars up.

He can just make out a little bit of his chin, beard showing in the driver’s side mirror.

Nolan doesn’t even think, really, when the light turns, he just changes over into Travis’s lane and just.

Follows where he leads.

 

-

 

Where he leads is a mostly-shitty, older neighborhood on the east side, further north from the spa. It’s all small houses, detached and semi-detached all peppered in together, kinda rundown looking. The only reason Nolan’s can ever remember coming out this way is to play the Rossmere Country Club Golf Course; he sure never had any friends who lived over here, growing up.

He stays well back and watches as Travis parks on the street in the middle of a row of duplexes, watches him hop out and walk up toward the door of one before Nolan pulls a little closer, slides to a stop against the curb of the house next door, partially obscured by the neighbor’s tree.

He can see through the leafy screen of the tree’s purple flowers as Travis walks up to the front door, keys it open. A dog comes running out, wiggling and wagging around; Nolan can hear its excited barking while Travis is collecting the mail out of the box next to the door.

He says something to the dog and it runs in ahead of him. He closes the door behind him, and disappears.

Nolan imagines himself going over, putting the card under the truck’s wipers and driving away. He puts his hand in his pocket, feels the creased, crumpled-up edges of it between his fingers.

Travis would know it was him, obviously – would probably be freaked out to know Nolan had been at his house, would probably take it as the threat it fucking is.

Threat of what, Nolan’s not really sure, but like. Just to mind his own fucking business, to keep his fucking distance and keep Nolan’s name out of his fucking mouth.

Not that he even knows Nolan’s name – not the real one – but whatever, the point remains.

Nolan imagines maybe going up to the door, putting the card in the mailbox for Travis to find. Maybe that would freak him out even more, to know Nolan had been right there on his porch, at his front door – could have really fucked with his shit, if he’d wanted to.

But then again, maybe Travis would see, or hear something, wonder who’s poking around outside; maybe he’d open the door, catch him in the act.

Nolan can imagine the started look, how for once Travis would be the one caught off guard, left reeling and on his heels, trying to catch up. He can imagine the satisfaction of it, of watching Travis’s wheels spin a little, watching him be the one all tongue-tied and struck dumb for once. Nolan’s heart gives a little kick against his ribs at the thought, but – oh. Right.

Probably, if Travis opened his door to find Nolan on the front step, he’d just think, like.

That Nolan had followed him home for a whole different reason. That Nolan had changed his mind about, like. The whole – getting together recreationally thing.

He might smile, when he realized; step back and open the door a little wider, a silent invitation. Might say something like, glad you’re here, or, I’ve been wanting to do this for a while, just like he said earlier.

Just a few hours ago, when he stood over Nolan and jerked himself off. And Nolan hasn’t even been home yet, hasn’t showered since Travis came all over his skin, and that’s, like.

Fuck. Probably something that should bother him more, something he should have thought of before now, been more concerned about remedying at the earliest possible opportunity.

Instead, he just keeps sitting there, watching. Wonders what the inside of this crappy little house looks like – probably all small and dark and shitty inside.

Travis probably has some shitty little room with a shitty little bed that smells like his massage oil from the way Travis must come home covered in it every day.

He’s probably been dreaming about getting Nolan in there, face down and buck naked on his crappy Walmart sheets, probably been jerking himself off thinking about touching Nolan just like he does on his massage table, but like, It would be different, of course, because Travis would be naked, too.

In his fantasies, Travis probably thinks about touching Nolan but also like. Fucking him, probably. Not just with his fingers, but like – .

Nolan shakes the thought out of his head before his brain has a chance to finish it, face hot and pulse jumping all alone in his truck. He should really start the fucking car, get the fuck out of here. There’s no reason for him to still be here, but like – .

Maybe Travis thinks about Nolan being the one to fuck him instead, just like he said earlier.

You could, he said, when Nolan said fuck you.

So matter of fact, like that’s just a normal thing to say, to do, to be so fucking fine with. To want, even.

Another car pulls up, parks just in front of Travis’s truck; a guy gets out. He’s got a cap pulled down low over his face, some kind of uniform on, like a mechanic or a technician of some kind. He walks right into the house without knocking, like he obviously lives here, and it’s like.

Is that guy Travis’s, like, whatever – boyfriend? Like, his live-in boyfriend who’s apparently fine with him jerking other guys off for money, all day?

That’s seriously fucked up, Nolan thinks.

And also fine with him propositioning dudes he jerks off for money, trying to talk them into whatever. Recreational activities?

Even more fucked up, Jesus.

Although – Nolan remembers, Travis said he’s never done that before, given out his number or whatever. That’s what he said.

He was probably lying, of course. Trying to make it seem less sleazy, make Nolan think it’s something special about him that made Travis want to break his own rules.

Please. Like every guy in the world hasn’t run that game on some girl before. Or on some other guy, Nolan guesses – he doesn’t fucking know what gay dudes are out here doing, okay?

Or maybe Travis is just straight up trying to cheat on this poor clueless asshole who just pulled up in his fucking Camry, maybe he’s trying to make Nolan, what? His fucking side piece? Jesus Christ.

It makes him feel queasy, the very idea.

It’s getting darker; he doesn’t know what the fuck he’s still doing here. He reaches for the ignition switch, ready to crank up the truck and take his ass home, but then another car pulls up.

It’s a girl this time, pulling up next to the Camry, slowing to a stop without actually parking. She’s on her phone, free hand slicking lipstick on her mouth, messing with her hair in the visor mirror. She doesn’t move to pull over to the curb, or to get out.

The front door of the house opens, and a guy comes out. Nolan ducks down a little, just on instinct, but it’s not Travis. It’s Camry guy, uniform gone in favor of jeans and a flannel, cap turned backward now.

He climbs into the girl’s car; Nolan can see clear as day when he leans over, kisses her. Like, right on the mouth, for longer than you would someone you’re not fucking, Nolan’s pretty sure.

So, okay. Maybe just a roommate, not a boyfriend. Unless they have a whole-ass swingers thing going on. There’s a weird feeling in Nolan’s gut, a voice in the back of his head saying Travis doesn’t seem like the type – but Jesus Chris, the guy’s basically a glorified hooker. That’s literally the only thing Nolan knows about him, so. Probably he’s into all kinds of weird sex shit. And why should Nolan care, anyway? Not like it makes any difference to him.

The car pulls away, just like Nolan should. But he just fucking – keeps sitting there.

He doesn’t know what he’s waiting for, what he’s looking for. The sky gets darker, the streetlights come on, and he just keeps on. Staying.

A light comes on in the front window, glows yellow-white through the blinds. Then just a few seconds later, the small window at the corner of the house lights up – and there are no blinds on that one.

Highlighted against the darkening twilight, he can see Travis, moving back and forth in what must be the kitchen. Nolan can see him open and close the fridge, can recognize the movements that go with preparing food even though he can’t see that part of it. All he can see is Travis’s shoulders and his face, the back of his head as he walks back and forth in the small space, moving from one task to another.

Like any normal person, making dinner on any normal night.

He disappears for a while, but the light stays on. Nolan keeps waiting; he still doesn’t know what for.

Travis comes back in a bit, moving around in the kitchen again – probably cleaning up, rinsing dishes, putting things away, Nolan thinks – then the light goes out.

And that’s his cue, obviously. Show’s over, and he’s fucking starving, and this is the most pointless and retarded thing he’s ever fucking done, except –.

The sliding glass door at the side of the house is opening now, Travis and the dog from earlier coming out onto the little patio, low picket fence that surrounds the tiny side yard giving Nolan a perfectly clear view. Travis is uncomfortably close to where he’s parked now, and he ducks down again, reclines his seat a little to sink further back into the darkness of the truck’s cab.

Travis is barefoot, basketball shorts and a t-shirt, backward cap, beer in his hand.

Nolan’s never seen him out of his spa-uniform scrubs. He looks like – a normal dude.

He sits in a chair and sparks a joint, kicks his feet up on the table and leans back, blows smoke up to the sky with his head tipped back.

Nolan suddenly wants a hit so bad he can taste it. Wonders what Travis would do if he just walked up now, stood there at the edge of his patio.

Maybe ask him to sit down, share his weed. Maybe have a few beers.

Maybe they wouldn’t need to talk about it. Maybe they’d just finish the beer and the joint and Travis would stand up, open the door, let Nolan follow him into the house, through the unfamiliar rooms and hallways to his bed. Maybe he’d let Nolan just lie down and not think, just the way it is at the spa, and Travis would take it from there.

A car drives by, bass bumping, and Travis glances over at the noise. Nolan ducks back deeper into the dark shadows of his car, heart jumping in his chest. What the fuck is he doing? That’s fucking it - he’s got to get out of here.

His car is high end, new technology – it barely makes a sound when it starts. He reverses slowly, crawling backward along the curb, trying not to make any sudden moves that might catch Travis’s eye. Once he’s far enough away, the tree in the neighbor’s yard giving him enough cover, he pulls out and flips a U, takes his ass home like he should have done hours ago.

 

-

 

On Friday, Nolan works out, goes out, gets loaded.

He makes a half-assed effort to talk to a couple of girls, but there’s no one hot enough to really catch his eye, and he just doesn’t have it in him to go through the motions for some run of the mill seven. It’s getting so fucking old.

On Saturday, he works out, thinks about going out, but it just makes him feel tired. So he ignores all the texts from the group chat, stays home and gets blazed all by himself. He jerks off long and slow and relaxed, lying on his right side so he can jack it with his right while he reaches back with his left, tries again to get the fingers going.

It’s still not as good, doing it to himself – but it’s something, at least.

By Wednesday, he decides that actually, the best thing he can do is go to his regularly scheduled Thursday appointment. That will show Travis he’s not rattled, that he doesn’t care at all about his little proposition, that Nolan hasn’t even thought about it at all.

Nolan’s sweaty and jittery sitting on the table waiting, but Travis doesn’t look surprised to see him at all, just gives Nolan a little jerk of his head and asks if he’s ready to get started, same as always.

At the end, once Travis has taken his sweet time working Nolan over back and front, inside and out, he finally has Nolan’s dick in his hand. Nolan’s got his arm over his face like usual, body strung tight as a bow, cock leaking everywhere, aching from being hard for God knows how long at this point.

Travis strokes him torturously slowly at first, barely taps Nolan’s inner thigh with his free hand then murmurs that’s perfect when Nolan’s legs spread automatically at the touch. He palms Nolan’s balls, slides slick fingers down behind them and strokes at his taint, teasing his way down until Nolan can finally feel the slide of slippery latex over his hole, already slick and relaxed from earlier in the session.

The fingers keep circling and pressing on and around, but never in, the way Nolan needs it. He tries to stay still, force himself not to squirm, but he doesn’t want – .

It’s just, it’s not as good, if he comes just from Travis’s fist around his dick. It’s better with the stretch, the heavy pressure of Travis’s fingers inside him. He doesn’t want to come without it.

Travis just keeps teasing at his hole, stroking his cock slow and steady; it’s beyond frustrating, it’s infuriating. It’s un-fucking-fair is what it is – like Travis is torturing him on purpose. They both know what Nolan likes, at this point, and it’s like Travis is withholding it on purpose, just to make Nolan feel insane.

His hips hitch, against his will. He hears a low, petulant sound – a growl, he’d like to call it, but the shameful truth is it’s more like a whine – come from his own throat, and feels his face flush under the cover of his arm. He’s practically panting, breaths coming out in quick little frustrated huffs, and his hips rock side to side on the table, heels dug in and hamstrings and glutes engaged, trying to pull his body down the table just enough, to be able to grind into the pressure of Travis’s fingers against the rim of his asshole, trying to chase the sensation as inconspicuously as he can.

Trying not to look as needy and desperate for it as he feels.

Nolan can tell he’s failing miserably by the way Travis does that low laugh of his, way down in his throat. Nolan shivers at the sound of it, like always, and Travis does it again.

“Okay, okay,” he says, all soft, reluctantly indulgent like Nolan’s a kid who’s been begging for a fucking cookie or something, “here you go.”

He pushes his fingers in, two at once, all the way to the hilt with no warning; Nolan’s gasp is loud, jarring in the otherwise silent room.

“Yeah,” Travis breathes, and it’s a low whisper, almost reverent, “there it is.”

He tightens up his fist, movements quick and efficient as he jerks Nolan’s cock in one hand, fingers pressing into him with the other. It takes almost no time, once he gets going.

Nolan blacks out for a minute when he comes, just completely wrecked, brain kicked completely offline for a period of time he couldn’t begin to estimate.

When consciousness comes back to him, slowly creeping in around the edges of his mind, he lies there panting, still and sated, and listens to the sounds of Travis jacking his cock, knuckles knocking against Nolan’s hip and wet tip of his dick nudging at his skin.

Travis’s breathing gets louder, heavier, the movements of his hand get faster, until finally he grunts and shudders and jerks. Nolan feels the wet splatter of it across his hip, his belly, and tries to ignore the fresh burst of heat it sends tearing through him.

He waits until he hears Travis turn away, hears him crossing to the table to get the heated towel he uses to clean up.

Then he lifts his arm from his eyes, raises his head, takes a good hard look at himself, at the fucking mess he’s gotten himself into.

 

-

 

The crumpled card with Travis’s number sits on the corner of Nolan’s dresser, lying among all the other detritus he digs out of his pockets at the end of the day. He looks at it, picks it up sometimes and fingers the thick edges, studies the careless scrawl of numbers across the back.

He thinks about it, but he doesn’t use it.

He doesn’t use it, but he does drive by Travis’s house again.

He drives by, like. Kind of a lot.

And it’s like - he knows it’s fucking weird, okay?

He knows he’s being a creep or a stalker or whatever but he’s not like, doing anything, he’s just.

Watching.

Trying to figure this guy out, like somehow that will – Nolan doesn’t even know.

Like that will explain something, maybe, but he’s not even sure what kind of explanation he’s looking for.

Why he’s so hung up on this, why he can’t just shake it off and leave it behind. Why no matter what else he does, nothing makes him feel as good as he does on Travis’s table.

Why he can’t stop going back, stop letting this – whatever it is – run his whole fucking life.

Why he can’t just find a girlfriend, and be happy with that like his buddies all seem to be.

Why he can’t just be fucking normal.

He doesn’t know; it doesn’t make sense. He had it all under control, kept it all fucking locked down and handled, until Travis came along and started fucking his shit up.

So Nolan keeps watching, waiting. Wanting. Looking for some clue as to why.

One night, he watches from the curb just on the other side of the neighbor’s tree as Travis and Camry guy, Camry guy’s girlfriend and one other girl grill burgers out on the patio. They’re all talking and laughing, drinking beer with the dog running around underfoot. Camry guy and his girlfriend are all loved up, kissing and shit. She goes into the house, brings another round of beers out and passes them around, then sits down on his lap, his hand on her ass while they all keep right on talking.

The other girl is just hanging out, and Nolan wonders if it’s supposed to be a double date, if Camry guy even knows he’s living with a gay dude, much less knows what Travis does for a fucking living.

He watches the other girl watching Travis at the grill, watches her smile at him and laugh at whatever probably-dumb joke he’s making, thinks look at this poor clueless bitch. She’s hot, too, which is a fucking waste. Unless she’s got a dick hidden in those very short shorts, she’s barking up the wrong fucking tree.

He does some searching around online, not sure what he’s looking for there, either. He finds out a few more things, based on the phone number and the address.

Like Travis’s last name, his previous addresses in Winnipeg and Toronto before that, and some small fucking nowhere town in southern Ontario, even further back. The names of his mom, his dad, his brother.

That’s about it – no social media, or any other clues about Travis’s whole deal, or his – whatever. Anything.

He knows Travis doesn’t work on Mondays, so he drives by in the morning, again in the afternoon. The first time there’s nothing to see, but the second time there he is: barefoot on the patio like he always seems to be, ever present basketball shorts and backward cap, no shirt in the middle of the sunny afternoon, sunglasses on. He’s carrying a little watering can, watering all the potted plants that are dotted around the patio. Then he refills the bird feeder hanging from the eaves of the roof.

A fucking bird feeder, like who the fuck is this guy? He can’t be much older than Nolan is, definitely still in his 20’s, and seriously who the fuck has a bird feeder? It’s the gayest thing Nolan’s seen Travis do, so far.

Besides like. His whole-ass profession.

Travis has to work to reach high enough to get to the feeder, up on his tiptoes with one arm braced against the chippy off-white siding for balance. The muscles in his back bunch and shift under his tan skin, and his calves pop, like he definitely doesn’t skip leg day. His shorts gap around his waist and slip lower on his hips as he stretches, the stark outline of his ass in those navy shorts silhouetted against the lighter siding behind him, dark line of hair under his belly button running down, and Nolan thinks again about what Travis would do if he just walked up to the patio, stood there outside the fence and waited to see what happened next.

He can picture it so clearly, it’s almost like it’s already happened: the surprised look on Travis’s face, startled at first, maybe a little rattled even. Then maybe a slow smile, realization dawning. He can imagine how hot Travis’s skin would be, warm from the sun. How solid he’d feel under Nolan’s hands, and for all the time Nolan has spent with Travis’s hands on – and in – his body, he’s never actually touched Travis, like, at all.

He feels a weird spike of fear, this crazy feeling that if he doesn’t leave right now, he might not be able to stop himself from actually fucking doing it.

He starts the engine up, throws it in reverse. His hands are shaking on the wheel as backs up along the curb, u-turns the hell out of there.

 

-

 

Nolan knows his new hobby – drive-by surveillance, amateur stake-outs, whatever – can’t last forever. He’s gonna get clocked by Travis, or Camry guy. Picked up by the cops as a peeping fucking Tom, something. He gets that. He knows this shit has got to come to a fucking head. If nothing else, it’s just fucking embarrassing, wreaks of the kind of pathetic, debilitating interest in another person that Nolan’s never fallen prey to in his whole fucking life. (A crush, that nasty voice in his head taunts. Don’t be a fucking pussy about it, call it what it is: it’s a pathetic, debilitating crush.)

He goes to the spa on Thursdays, spends two hours on Travis’s table, then spends the rest of the week thinking about it. Thinking about Travis.

He works out, but he doesn’t go out, doesn’t hook up.

He drives back and forth across town in the evenings, twice a day on the days Travis is off work, just to see what he can see from behind the neighbor’s tree, next to the patio, on the side of Travis’s crappy little run-down fucking duplex.

Usually it’s nothing, which just makes it even more lame that he keeps doing it.

He feels crazy; sometimes thinks he legit might be crazy.

He smokes, gets himself all relaxed and laid out on his bed, pushes his lubed-up fingers into his ass, and he gets better at it, way better, but it’s still not the same. He jerks off imagining what he’d do, how it would go and what they’d say to each other, what they’d do to each other if he showed up at Travis’s door, but.

He can’t actually do it. Obviously.

He catches them on a Friday night drive-by, just Travis and Camry guy and the dog out on the patio. No girls this time, so Nolan’s on the lookout for any funny business between these two, but it’s all strictly buddies, no touching or flirting or – anything. Nolan feels a sickening sense of relief about it that he knows he definitely should not feel.

He tries again on Saturday, thinking surely this fucking guy leaves his house at some point for reasons other than work. He doesn’t have to wait long, hits the jackpot when Travis comes out of the house in some tight jeans and an even tighter t-shirt, hair slicked back and beard all trimmed up, climbs in his truck. Nolan follows a safe distance behind, while Travis drives downtown.

Club 200; why is Nolan not surprised? Not like there are that many gay bars in Winnipeg, at least not as far as Nolan knows, and he’s pretty sure that’s the main one. He’s even been there before, actually; it was one of the stops on the pub crawl Aimee’s friend organized for her birthday a few years back.

He’d kill to be a fly on the wall in there, just to see what Travis gets up to inside, how he acts in his natural habitat or whatever. Probably giving out hand jobs in the boys room for fun, Nolan thinks meanly, and his traitorous fucking brain immediately feels the need to show him a fucking picture of it: Travis in that fucking t-shirt, stretched all tight across his shoulders, around his biceps, in a dark corner with some dude’s dick in his hand, some dude’s tongue in his fucking mouth.

An unwanted jolt of arousal runs through Nolan, something in him turned on by the idea, by imagining himself walking into that bar, imagining that the dude in question could be him.

But Jesus, Nolan can’t just walk into a gay bar in Winnipeg all alone, like – obviously he can’t do that, that would be completely insane.

He keeps on driving, goes home and jerks off thinking some more about Travis at the bar, maybe buying some dude a drink, giving him those flirty eyes and crooked smile. Maybe taking him home, to the dark little bedroom Nolan’s built in his mind, small and secret and private, taking his clothes off, getting him face down on the bed, smearing his spicy-smelling massage oil all over him, fucking him until he’s gasping and thrashing, crying maybe.

It gets him off like a fucking rocket, even though the fingers he’s got hooked into his ass still don’t do the job anything like Travis’s can.
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He starts to think, after weeks of careful consideration, that just showing up at Travis’s door, a sneak attack, is actually maybe his best option.

Like – not a great option, for sure.

But still, maybe best.

Like, obviously it would be ideal if he could just approach Travis like anybody else he’s trying to hook up with, if he could just start with a text like a normal fucking person, but like. What would Nolan even say? It’s one thing to throw whatever bullshit out there with the girls he’s usually got on rotation, just to see what sticks – he doesn’t give two shits about them, doesn’t burn with humiliation at the idea of them thinking he’s lame, or laughing behind his back about how thirsty he’s being. He just figures if they’re not into him it’s their loss, and fuck them anyway.

But with Travis, he just doesn’t see how he could ever get through the small talk and whatever the fuck else might be necessary, the awkward feeling each other out, the back and forth of planning some kind of meet up and then like, waiting for it to happen, nervous and jumpy and sick with the anticipation the entire time.

He’d rather step in front of a bus, no question.

He’s pretty much given up on the part where he knows he shouldn’t even be thinking about this kind of shit, shouldn’t be treating it like a real possibility, considering it at all.

Because it’s just like – it’s been nine fucking months, at this point, and the shit isn’t going away. It’s not getting better, if anything it’s getting worse.

So maybe Nolan shouldn’t be, but he fucking is, and at this point it seems pretty clear that’s he’s going to, and that’s just.

That’s just the way it fucking is.

He thinks through all the worst-case scenarios he can imagine: What if he knocks on the door and it’s like, a bad time? What if Travis is busy? Or just not interested, anymore? Nolan can’t even stomach the idea of finally getting up the nerve, only to be turned away.

He feels sick with shame, nauseated at just the thought of it.

He’s gonna have to be smart about it; meticulous, careful.

Do his surveillance, make sure he covers all his bases.

He needs to make sure Travis is definitely home, definitely alone. That Camry guy is out of the house for the long haul, not just running an errand or something, and at the same time, make sure Travis doesn’t have plans. He’ll have to wait for a night when Camry leaves with his girlfriend, wait until late enough that it’s unlikely Travis would still be headed out, then fucking – roll the dice, take his chances.

It still wouldn’t be a sure thing though. He’d still be taking a shot in the dark, and for what?

Even if he got it all right, lined it up perfectly, at some point in this deluded fantasy, Travis is still going to open the door, and Nolan’s still gonna have to like, say something.

Explain himself.

And what’s he supposed to do then?

He has a sinking feeling he already knows exactly what he’d do: the same thing he did the first day, when he woke up on the table and realized that was a dude with his hands all over him. The same thing he did when Travis touched his dick the first time, when Travis suggested two-hours instead of just one, started spending 15 minutes of that extra hour with his fingers up Nolan’s ass, making him insane.

The same thing he did the first time Travis pulled out his dick and jerked off all over Nolan’s body.

Which is, of course: to stand there all passive and mute like a fucking pussy, and do fucking nothing.
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It takes a few tries, a few Saturday nights in row before he’s sitting in his usual spot, watching Camry dude and his girl heading out, dressed up for the night; he’s still sitting there two hours later, waiting for Travis to come out to his truck, to leave for the night.

He doesn’t, though, and Nolan thinks.

Jesus Christ – he thinks, really thinks about it.

It can’t be more than 30 steps from where he’s sitting to Travis’s door.

He took a Xanny before he left home, just to take the edge off, and he had a gummy not long ago just to pass the time while he waited, so he’s about as chill as he’s ever gonna be about this.

Now’s as good a time as he’s ever likely to get.

You miss 100% of the shots you don’t take, and all that.

He flips the visor down, looks at himself in the rearview. His neckbeard hasn’t been cleaned up in a while, but it’s not looking especially grimy, he doesn’t think. His hair’s greasy, but he’s got a cap in the back seat he can throw on, and his shirt is clean. He shoves his nose into an armpit, and it’s fine. He showered this morning and everything.

He looks at the clock, tells himself he’ll give it another half an hour.

Just to make sure Travis isn’t just getting a late start on his night or something.

Just to give himself a chance to come to his fucking senses.

He thinks about leaning the seat back, cranking one out just to really help cool his jets, but he’s got to stay focused. He can’t let some neighbor walking a dog sneak up on him while he’s distracted, can’t risk Travis making some move without him noticing.

So he stays upright, keeps his hands and his eyes off his phone, watches for signs of life inside the house.

The front window is still glowing yellow-white, the front porch light dim behind the dirty glass of the beat-up old hurricane lantern mounted next to the door, but the kitchen light is off, the patio door stays closed.

The minutes tick down, and he purposefully does not let himself think about what comes next. All he’ll allow himself to visualize is getting out of the car, closing the door quietly behind him. Walking up on the porch, raising his hand to knock.

And that’s it, that’s where the plan ends. After that, whatever happens, happens.

Half an hour passes, then another ten minutes, then another five. It’s getting late enough now that it’s going to be too late to do anything, if he keeps fucking around.

He opens the console between the seats, slicks on some chap stick and pops another gummy just because, like, he thinks the adrenaline and anxiety are still winning out against the pharmaceuticals he’s ingested, trying to counteract them. He shoves a piece of gum in his mouth to help combat the cotton mouth he’s got going, looks himself in the mirror again, and thinks – .

Whatever, right?

Like, what does he care? None of this matters at all, actually – it’s like this is not even his real life, like it’s not even Nolan, like he’s someone else entirely.

Someone else opening the car door, someone else stepping out, pulling his cap down low over his eyes. Someone else walking through the scrubby grass of Travis’s lawn, someone else who raises his hand and knocks on the peeling rusty-brown paint of the front door.

He feels the impact of his knuckles on the door, hears the thudding sound it creates, but it’s someone else’s fist.

Someone else’s blood is rushing through his veins, someone else’s heart pounding in his ears, someone else’s breath burning in his lungs.

Someone else is standing here, dying slowly, lightheaded and shaky from the embarrassment, the sickening fucking vulnerability of desperately waiting to be put out of his misery, one way or another.

Travis’s face is curious when he cracks opens the door, eyebrows raised as he peers out from around the edge. It turns first to surprise, then immediately to suspicion.

Nolan keeps his head down, jaw clenched tight and hands shoved into his pockets, and just. Waits.

“What are you doing here?”

The door’s only half open, Travis’s body mostly hidden behind it, eyes narrowed. The dog is right behind him, quiet with Travis’s hand on his head, but practically vibrating, tail wagging like he’s just waiting to be given the go-ahead to greet their new visitor.

Nolan shrugs, still silent. He thinks it should be pretty fucking obvious.

“I gave you my number, not my address. How the fuck do you know where I live?”

Nolan huffs, rolls his eyes.

“The internet? I don’t know what to tell you; take it up with google.”

Travis snorts, shakes his head.

“What do you want, man?” He sounds all incredulous, like he’s actually confused.

Nolan screws his mouth to one side and flattens his eyebrows, just gives him a look. Like, what the fuck do you think?

Travis snorts even louder this time, shakes his head again, eyes still narrow, assessing. He’s staring hard at Nolan’s eyes, deliberating.

“You know – ,” he stops and sighs, impatient and put-upon. “You know I’m off the clock. I don’t work for you, here. So if you come in, like. This is – y’know. Personal.”

He raises his eyebrows, pointed, and now it’s Nolan’s turn to get all huffy and impatient.

“Obviously,” he grumbles, shoulders up around his ears, hands still in his pockets. Like he really came over here hoping to pay for it? Like he hasn’t already done that enough?

But Travis doesn’t make a move, just keeps giving him the big eyes, eyebrows still high on his forehead, all judgy and disbelieving.

“I get it, fuck,” Nolan insists finally. “I know, okay? Jesus.”

Travis stands there, unmoving and half-hidden with that door still in between them, staring him down like he’s trying to read Nolan’s mind. Nolan feels himself start to twitch, wipes his sweaty palms on his jeans, tucks his hair behind his ear once, twice, three times, licks his lips then does it again.

“I can go,” he says finally, all pissy and feeling like a loser.

Travis looks for another beat, cocks his head. Then his eyes and his face give in all at once, features softening in the blink of an eye, and he steps back, swings the door open with a sigh.
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In the dimly lit living room, Nolan bends down to scratch the dog’s head; Travis offers him a beer. Nolan doesn’t really give a shit either way, but he guesses something to do with his hands would be good. He shrugs, whatever.

Travis just rolls his eyes.

“Just – stay put,” he says, and heads into the room Nolan knows is the kitchen. He whistles, and the dog follows after him.

Nolan just does as he’s told, stands still next to the end table with the lamp that he can see from out in the street, listens to the fridge open and close, to the clink of bottles and the pop and chink of the lids coming off, the sound of them hitting the counter top as they do.

Travis appears again, dog nowhere to be seen, barefoot in his plain white t-shirt and baggy athletic shorts, holding a bottle out toward Nolan. It’s cold, already sweaty in his hand when he takes it.

“This way,” Travis tips his head toward the hallway leading out the back of the room, and leads him down it. Nolan trails behind him, heart racing.

His bedroom isn’t anything like what Nolan’s been imagining over the last few months. Instead of the small, cramped, shadowy darkness of the room in Nolan’s head, the room Travis leads him to has light colored walls and a big bed pushed into the corner, a desk with double monitors and a giant gaming tower underneath, a dresser with a tv on top. There’s some kind of woven tapestry-type thing on the wall over the bed and a cork board over the desk with a bunch of random shit pinned to it, photos and cards and scraps of paper. There’s a big window, covered by sheer white curtains, and LED strips running around the top of the room so the whole thing glows in soft rainbow colors.

The only thing Nolan’s imagination got right about it was the smell of Travis’s massage oil. That, he could recognize if his life depended on it.

Travis nods at the bed, waves in that general direction, so Nolan sits, tentative and stiff, ass right on the edge.

Travis pulls out the big black leather chair from the desk, swivels it around so it’s facing right at Nolan. Then he sits down, legs splayed wide open, and takes a long sip from his beer. Nolan watches his throat work, sweats, wishes he had some shrooms or something. These lights would be sick on hallucinogens.

“So you went to the trouble to hunt me down,” Travis fixes him with a lazy look, eyes hooded and fat lower lip gleaming wet in the soft glow of the lights. “Got something particular on your mind?”

Nolan does maybe have something particular on his mind, but it’s nothing he’s gonna fucking say out loud. Instead, he takes a long, unhurried sip of his beer, works on seeming as nonchalant as Travis does, leans his head back until his neck cracks and pops, then he shrugs.

“I mean,” he lies, as convincingly as he can, “not really.”

He pushes himself further onto the bed, tries to look a little more relaxed, composed. Unbothered. Like he’s not about to crawl out of his skin with anxiety and anticipation, with wondering what the fuck is going to happen next. Like he’s not half a second from running out of here like a fucking pussy.

Travis looks skeptical at best, like he’s definitely not buying anything about Nolan’s act.

“You look pretty jumpy.” He raises an eyebrow, takes another swig from his beer. “You’re the one who came to me, bud. Nobody’s forcing you to be here.”

“That’s not – ,” Nolan starts, too high and too quick, too defensive. He stops, shakes his head.

“It’s just,” he tries again, voice lower this time, more measured. “It’s not like I really do this every day, so.”

“No?” Travis smirks at him, bottle still pressed against his bottom lip. “How often do you do it then?”

Nolan pffts, rolls his eyes like it’s a ludicrous thing to even suggest.

“Try never,” he sneers, lip curling involuntarily. “I told you I’m not – .”

“Yeah,” Travis cuts him off before he can get any further. “You’re not a fag, I heard,” and the mocking tone in his voice tells Nolan exactly how much he believes that fucking story. “Miss me with that bullshit.”

His crooked mouth smirks at Nolan from behind his beer bottle, one eyebrow raised like a dare.

“Or maybe you can tell me all about it later, when I’ve got you on my dick.”

Nolan feels an instant wave of venomous arousal seep through him, like he’s been hit with a poison dart. It spreads like lightning through his veins, makes his blood feel thick and slow and heavy, makes his skin burn like fire. He grits his teeth, tries to breathe through it.

Wants to say something – anything – to the contrary, but he just.

Doesn’t.

Travis leans over, eyes still on Nolan, smirk still on his mouth, and sets his bottle down on the bedside table.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” He stands up, takes a step toward the bed. “Why you’re really here?”

Nolan doesn’t answer, doesn’t make a move or a sound, as Travis puts one knee on the bed next to Nolan’s hip, plucks the beer out of his hand and puts it next to his own on the table.

Then he kneels there next to Nolan, looking down at him searchingly, and how the fuck does he always wind up looking up at this fucker when Nolan’s got like six inches on him, he’s pretty sure?

“Since you don’t seem to have a fucking plan, guess we’ll go with mine.”

Travis’s voice is low, soft. Non-threatening, but he’s definitely telling, not asking.

“I’m gonna suck you off, get you nice and relaxed. Then I’m gonna put you on all fours, and give you what you came here for.”

He leans down close, mouth right at Nolan’s ear. Nolan feels like he might shake out of his skin.

“That sound good to you?”

Nolan really, really fucking wishes it didn’t. He’d love to say no, love to say Travis has got him all wrong – but what would be the point? And who the fuck would believe him?

Nolan’s face burns, his heart races; it feels like his whole life is hanging in the balance. He doesn’t want this, hates that he wants it, hates that all he can think of is that he’s come this far. What if he leaves here and never has the courage to come this close again, never gets to know for sure?

He grits his teeth, closes his eyes. He sucks in a breath, nostrils flaring, and manages to nod his head, just barely.

When he finally opens his eyes again, Travis is grinning down at him like a shark.

“That’s good. Real good.” This time his lips actually touch Nolan’s ear lobe when he speaks, his voice vibrating right down Nolan’s spine. “Take your shirt off and lay back for me. Make yourself comfortable.” He wiggles his eyebrows, then he’s up off the bed, moving around the room.

Nolan doesn’t let himself stop and think about it, just pulls his shirt off, toes his shoes off too so he doesn’t dirty up Travis’s comforter like an asshole. He scoots himself up the bed, leans back against the pillows in his jeans and socks, spins his cap backward as he goes. Watches Travis put his phone on a dock, start up some lo-fi playlist, mellow and soothing and like, kind of low-key sexy. He pulls his own shirt off, drops it onto the chair, then slides his basketball shorts down his hips, takes his underwear right down with them.

Nolan doesn’t want to look, doesn’t mean to look, can’t help looking. And he’s seen literally thousands of naked male bodies in his time in locker rooms and gyms over the years, and he’s not so pathetic that he’d lie here still trying to pretend none of them have ever drawn his eyes, but none of them have ever been about to – .

Well.

Travis’s body is maybe of particular interest to him, that’s all.

Travis moves to the foot of the bed, unselfconscious and unhurried, plucks the socks right off Nolan’s feet, first one then the other. Then he crawls up over Nolan’s legs, knees on either side of his knees, and reaches for his belt.

Nolan tips his head back against the wall behind the bed, and figures, fuck it. As long as he’s here, as long as he’s doing this, he might as well just let himself fucking take it all in: Travis naked over him, mostly-soft dick hanging heavy between his legs, dark trail of hair leading from his pubes up to his navel and up the middle of his stomach, thinner patch of hair on his chest. Brown skin, darker brown nipples, more-than-respectable definition to his abs and pecs, his shoulders and biceps as he moves. And Nolan already knows all about those fucking hands – long fingers with neat, blunt nails, broad palms, strong and capable as he’s pulling open Nolan’s fly, hooking fingertips into his waistband on either side of his hips and tugging down on his jeans.

Travis gets his jeans and his underwear down far enough for his dick to slide free, slap hard and heavy up against his belly, and Travis stops there, looks up at Nolan with a raised eyebrow and a little grin, and Nolan has to close his eyes, remind himself again to breathe.

“Up a little,” Travis taps at his hip just the same way he does on the massage table, and just like on the massage table, Nolan does as he’s told, raises his ass up off the bed enough for Travis to shimmy his jeans down further, finally pull them all the way off.

“I’ve wanted to get my mouth on you for so damn long,” Travis says against his stomach, lips hot and wet as they slide slowly across Nolan’s skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

He’s clearly not in a hurry – he’s never in a fucking hurry – taking his sweet time sucking a line of stinging, biting kisses along the newly created indentions between Nolan’s abdominal muscles, scraping with his sharp little teeth, then soothing with his hot, wet tongue, making Nolan’s stomach jump and quiver under him.

“Can really tell you’ve been putting in that work at the gym, huh bud?” he mumbles against Nolan’s abdomen. “Not that you were ever in bad shape. Always had these fucking thighs, eh?”

He pauses, chin propped on Nolan’s belly, and looks up at him, grinning.

“Hockey player, right?” he asks, and Nolan’s too buzzed, too high on the adrenaline and the arousal and the boatload of chemicals flooding his system, on the feel of Travis’s skin on his skin and how close he is to having his dick in Travis’s mouth, to even remember to panic about it.

“Was,” he pants, “not anymore,” and that’s the end of it, no further questions, and no further discussion. Travis just nods knowingly, bites his way down toward Nolan’s hip.

“Knew it,” he says, breath hot against the sensitive skin of Nolan’s hard cock. “The quads and the glutes always give it away.”

He licks a long, hot stripe up the underside of Nolan’s dick, tongue wide and flat and wet, then runs the tip under the edge of Nolan’s foreskin, makes him buck and jerk.

“So you’re telling me,” he says, conversational, lips pressed against the head of Nolan’s cock as he talks, “that you really didn’t ask for a guy, that first time you came in.”

He raises an eyebrow, a cheeky little tease, while he runs his nose along Nolan’s shaft.

“That’s the story you’re sticking with?”

Nolan shakes his head, tries to resist the increasingly insistent urge to shove his hips in the general direction of Travis’s face.

“I didn’t ask for anything,” he grits out. “Except the full-body, full-service part.”

He breathes in, breathes out. Travis is still watching him, not moving.

“I didn’t even know guys were like – an option.” Which is the truth.

“Huh,” Travis huffs, considering, then he takes the head of Nolan’s cock into the velvety heat of his mouth, finally, and stops talking for a while.

He bobs his head, swallows around Nolan’s cock, keeps swallowing until he’s got all but the very last bit of it buried in his mouth, and Nolan’s encountered some pretty fucking impressive cocksuckers in his life, but he’s never had anyone swallow the whole fucking thing. Jesus.

Travis keeps it up, slow and steady, until Nolan’s hips are jerking an involuntary rhythm in time with the motions of Travis’s mouth around him, until his balls and his abdomen are both tightening up, bracing for release.

Then Travis drags his mouth away, panting; he leaves Nolan reeling, yanked back from the edge and wondering what the fuck, dick drooling on his belly, still unsatisfied.

“What the fuck,” he groans, and Travis does that low laugh of his, sexy and fucking evil.

“You’re fine,” Travis says, no sympathy whatsoever, “I was just thinking.”            

He props his chin on Nolan’s hip again, chatting like Nolan’s dick isn’t one stiff breeze away from exploding.

“Maybe I can buy it was just a mix-up, that first time,” he raises his eyebrows, obviously still not convinced, “but like.”

He wraps his hand around Nolan’s erection, warm, solid pressure but no movement.

“You could have said something, could have stopped it any point.”

Like Nolan needs Travis to tell him this, like he hasn’t had this same fucking conversation with himself a million times already. He wants to snarl, wants to tell Travis it’s none of his fucking business anyway.

But Travis still has Nolan’s dick in his hand, still seems like he plans to, like.

Do the stuff he said he was gonna do.

And Nolan really, really does not want to fuck up his chances there. Like, at all, so.

“Yeah,” he concedes, through gritted teeth, and hopes that will be enough.

“Way before I ever touched your dick, dude. You could have called it off, but you didn’t.”

Nolan keeps his eyes closed, head tipped back. He keeps his jaw locked, teeth gritted.

“Yeah,” he agrees weakly, hitching his hips so his dick pushes up into the loose circle of Travis’s fingers.

Travis squeezes tighter, makes Nolan groan, but he doesn’t do anything else.

“So are you also gonna tell me you never thought about it, before that exact moment? Like, the idea of another guy really never crossed your mind?”

And of course, if he’s honest, Nolan can’t say he’d never thought about it.

Obviously.

Like, there were moments, over the years, where something would just – flare up, out of the blue. Certain times and places.

Certain people.

There was his best friend in grade seven who made Nolan blush with his dirty jokes, made his stomach flip over when he’d smile this certain smile, like it was just for Nolan. There was the star center on the basketball team in Brandon, tall and lanky with his curly hair and lazy grin, who was somehow both crazy smart and happy to let Nolan cheat off him. He’d sit behind Nolan in Biology and give him the answers for the tests, tap on Nolan’s shoulder with his giant fingers – once for A, twice for B – sending little shivers up and down Nolan’s spine.

There was Nico fucking Hischier, for Christ sakes, but – .

“I was a kid,” Nolan shakes his head against the wall, as much of an admission as he can bring himself to make. “It wasn’t, like – an issue. It was easy to ignore, until.”

He huffs, frustrated, screws his eyes closed again. Until you, is what’s right on the tip of the tongue, is what’s true, but obviously he can’t fucking say that.

“Before, it never felt like. Like a huge deal, I don’t know. But now.”

Travis is quiet for a beat, then his lips are back against the head of Nolan’s dick.

“How does it feel now?” He asks, like he’s genuinely curious.

Nolan bucks his hips again, presses his dick up into the heat of Travis’s mouth, and Travis lets him – for a minute – but then.

“How does it feel now?” He sounds insistent, arm bar planted across Nolan’s hips, keeping him still, like he really expects an answer this time.

“It feels,” Nolan pants, grasping around in the dark for words he doesn’t have.

“Like I can’t get away from it,” he says, finally. “Just feels fucking, like. Relentless.”

“Fuck,” Travis groans into the crease of his hip, “god, yeah.”

Then his mouth slides back down over Nolan’s cock, all wet heat and excruciating, exquisite suction. He works fast and efficient this time, no fucking around and no letting up, and when Nolan finally comes, it’s right down the back of Travis’s throat.
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Nolan is still reeling, barely breathing, when suddenly Travis is right there, slithering up over him, mouthing at his throat, his chin, his lips. His tongue is in Nolan’s mouth before he even knows what’s happening, and Nolan can taste himself, the bitter tang of his own come inside Travis’s mouth and he should hate that, shouldn’t want it, should shove him away.

He absolutely has not ever let a chick kiss him on the mouth after she just swallowed his load – no way.

And somewhere way down in that dark pit in his brain, he can make out the distant echo of that nasty little voice telling him no, telling him this is all wrong, but Nolan can barely even hear it over the rush of blood in his ears, the pounding of his heart, the low, animal sounds Travis makes when Nolan’s fingers finally let go of their death grip on the comforter and dig into the hot, smooth expanse of Travis’s back, instead.

And maybe it’s the benzos or the THC, maybe it’s the spine-melting orgasm or the heavy weight of Travis’s body on top of him, all that overheated skin sliding against his. Maybe it’s the LEDs painting everything in dreamy watercolor or the soft thump of the bass like a heartbeat, or that warm, spicy smell that seems to permeate whatever airspace Travis is occupying.

Maybe it’s just that Nolan’s a fucked up weirdo who likes fucked up, weird shit, but licking the taste of his own jizz out of Travis’s mouth hits him somewhere down deep in his guts, in that spot where if he’s already turned on enough, stuff he’d otherwise think is disgusting can seem insanely hot, instead.

He can feel the wet drag of Travis’s cock against his side, then Travis pulls his mouth away with a groan, ducks his head and laughs that soft little laugh of his right into the skin of Nolan’s throat.

“Jesus,” he pats at Nolan’s chest, breathes out a long, gusty sigh against his ear, “okay, well.”

He squirms a little, inches down so his crotch is tight up against the hard plane of Nolan’s hip, and thrusts against him, his thigh sliding against Nolan’s over-stimulated cock until he whimpers.

“I was gonna hold out for the main event,” he says, “but fuck that.”

He braces his knee in between Nolan’s legs, pushes himself up onto one hand and puts some space between their bodies, rotates to the side so his chest is angled back and away, so Nolan can see all the way down his torso, see his hard cock bobbing down into the space between them.

“Wanna help me out?” he asks, then he’s wrapping his free hand over Nolan’s, pulling it from where it slid down from Travis’s back to rest along the side of his rib cage, urging it even lower.

“Oh.” Nolan shakes his head a little, brain still playing catch up. “You mean, like.”

That’s as far as he gets before Travis has already dragged his hand down, already wrapped both their fingers around his erection. And Nolan’s never touched another dude’s dick before – certainly not on purpose – but he finds himself kind of fascinated by the novelty of it, by the velvety-hot feel of Travis’s skin under his fingers, the slip-slide of the foreskin when he strokes his hand up and down the shaft.

Travis moans, pulls his hand away like he’s happy to just leave Nolan to it, braces both arms on the bed on either side of Nolan’s torso and holds himself there, making room between them for Nolan’s hand and arm to do what they need to.

It’s a good look, Nolan thinks hazily, Travis above him, surrounding him, shoulders and arms tensed, lower body curled in so his abs are engaged, Nolan’s knuckles bumping along their ridges as he jacks Travis’s cock.

It’s different, but not that different, to jacking himself, Nolan thinks – the angle a little off because Travis is off center, leaning to Nolan’s right, but he’s basically straddling Nolan’s leg now, leaning into his thigh, balls resting heavy and hot against Nolan’s hip.

“Yeah,” Travis breathes, head ducked down so he can watch Nolan’s hand working his cock, the same way Nolan’s watching. “Just like that, c’mon.”

So Nolan keeps doing it just like that, just like that, keeps his strokes as steady and uniform as he can, until Travis is panting and cursing, until the muscles of his stomach are jumping then contracting, until he’s rutting into Nolan’s fist and groaning, and coming all over Nolan’s stomach, his fingers.

“Fuck,” he laughs, and sits back onto his knees, bare ass pressed into Nolan’s thigh. “Shit.”

He tips his head back, breathes deep. Travis’s chest is shiny with sweat, his come is all over Nolan’s hand, and Nolan has a disturbing urge to lick them both.

He doesn’t, but he wants to, and if he was a little less buzzed off the drugs and the orgasm and the whole fucking thing, he’d most definitely be freaking out about it.

But instead, he just lies there while Travis leans off the side of the bed, holds on to Nolan for balance while he stretches over to snag his t-shirt off the chair, then uses it to wipe up the mess he left all over Nolan’s belly.

“Here,” he says, reaches for Nolan’s hand. He’s grinning, a secret, sly little grin, while he’s carefully cleaning each finger, the spaces between, gentle and thorough just like he is when Nolan’s on his table.

He finishes, drops the t-shirt back on the floor, and plasters himself back down to Nolan’s body, scrapes those sharp little teeth along the shell of Nolan’s ear and makes him shiver and squirm.

He laughs again, all low and breathy, hot gusts of air against the sensitive skin of Nolan’s neck.

“Well, so far so good, eh?”

He raises his head up, enough so he can get a look at Nolan’s face. His eyebrows are high, questioning – like he’s almost surprised by it, like he actually expects an answer.

“’s good,” Nolan concedes, almost doesn’t want to ask, but like. “But I mean. Did you think it would be, like. Not? Good?”

Because for his part, Nolan didn’t have any such fucking concerns. Like, at all.

And also, like. Technically Travis is the one who wanted to, y’know – make it personal.

Recreational.

Whatever.

Why would he have asked, if he thought it was gonna be, like. Disappointing, or something, Nolan guesses.

But Travis just raises an eyebrow – that same one he’s always using to let Nolan know exactly how unimpressed he is with whatever Nolan’s saying or doing at the time – but this time there’s a grin on his face to go with it, no real annoyance or heat behind it.

“Gotta be honest, bud, I wasn’t sure what to expect. You’re kind of a wild card, there, eh? Like to keep me guessing.”

Nolan doesn’t bother pretending he doesn’t know what Travis means, doesn’t try to argue or explain himself. He just hmmms under his breath, in that way where it could almost pass for an apology, if you wanted to take it that way.

“I’d have taken odds on you freaking out and bailing before we even got this far.” He slides over to one side, props his face up on his left hand while his right pets at Nolan’s chest. “Glad that’s not the way it went.”

Nolan feels a hit of something he can’t quite place, doesn’t know the name for the thing inside him that feels lit up by the idea that Travis is like. Glad he’s here. Wants him here. Wants him to keep being here, is clearly into this and apparently still up for more, if the way he’s dragging his fingers through the hair around Nolan’s nipple, bodied up against him with their clammy skin all stuck together is any indication.

Nolan hmmms again, sucks in a deep breath, nostrils flaring. He lets his eyes close, gives himself permission, all over again, to just be here in the moment: the ghostly halo of the LEDs glowing rainbow-soft behind his eyelids, the heavy heat of Travis plastered all along his right side, big hand spread across his chest, the low thump of the bass and the smell of Travis’s massage oil, his sweat, his come, his beer breath all mixed together in the humid air between them.

The silence stretches out, easy and relaxed. Nolan tries to just take it in, to match his breathing to the in and out of Travis’s breaths, the rise and fall of his ribcage against Nolan’s chest. To appreciate it for whatever the fuck it is, for as long as he has it.

“My line of work, I see everything, y’know?” Travis picks his head up, breaks the silence eventually. “Starts to feel like body’s a body’s a body, pretty much all the same. Guess it makes me curious about the parts that are different.” And his fingers are tracing along the scar on Nolan’s clavicle, tender and careful over the puckered, uneven skin there.

“Hockey?” Is all he asks, and Nolan just nods.

“Broke it,” he says, eyes still closed, “twice.” Then he feels Travis move, feels soft lips trace down the rough, ugly, fucked-up mark, Travis’s hair tickling his nose.

“Hot,” Travis says against his skin, and Nolan snorts.

“Oh, for sure.”

“And – appendicitis or something?”

Travis’s fingers are tracing a different line now, the one that runs at a slight angle between his belly button and the crease of his hip, disappears into the edge of his pubes. Travis isn’t even looking at it, when Nolan opens his eyes; he’s looking at Nolan’s face, like he knew right where to find it, just by touch.

Which, of course he did. He knows every inch of Nolan’s body, by now.

And Nolan’s pretty sure the appendix is higher up. And also maybe on the other side, but that’s not really the point.

“Sports hernia. Needed surgery.” He swallows, breathes. “Also twice.”

This scar’s neat and clean, precise – scalpel-thin where they opened him up, cut right into the old wound on the second try so you can’t even tell he’s been sliced open more than once.

“Ouch,” is what Travis says this time, fingers trailing feather-light across the barely-there ridge of the scar tissue, making Nolan shiver.

“But still a hot place for a scar,” he grins, puts his free hand on Nolan’s jaw, tips his face down. Then they’re kissing again, and Nolan feels – whatever, about it.

Like he shouldn’t like it, shouldn’t want it, but he does.

Just like he shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t need any of this, but – .

He’s too relaxed, too warm and comfortable and just-the-right-amount-of-buzzed and just-the-right-amount-of-turned-on; he feels too good right now to work up anywhere close to his usual levels of panic about any of it, really.

Travis’s hand moves down, cups his soft cock, not really doing anything but sort of – resting there while they keep kissing, his other hand sliding into Nolan’s hair, knocking the cap off his head, tugging just a little, just enough to position his face just where Travis wants it, so he can lick into Nolan’s mouth and steal his breath, suck out all the fear that’s left in him and leave him panting for more, leave him squirming and thrusting up against that hand on his cock, until it’s not quite so soft anymore.

Until Travis pulls his mouth away, slow, kisses across Nolan’s jaw and over to his ear.

“Ready to turn over for me?” He asks, so low Nolan could swear he feels it more than hears it.

And of course he’s not fucking ready, how could he be? He’ll never be ready, but also, like – he’s so fucking far past ready.

He closes his eyes again, swallows thickly. He nods, another silent admission, blows out through his nose again, feels his nostrils flare and his face go hot.

“Yeah, good.” Travis noses at his earlobe, sucks it into his mouth, drags it between his teeth until Nolan shivers. He tugs on Nolan’s hair, rubs his prickly beard back and forth across the sensitive skin at the side of Nolan’s throat, has him leaning his head to the side to get more of it, has his cock filling up fast under Travis’s hand, his breath coming faster and his heart starting to race.

Travis pulls away, taps him on the hip just the way he’s done a million times before, and Nolan can almost pretend there’s nothing different about this time at all.

Travis sits up to dig in the bedside table; Nolan takes the opportunity to flip himself over, quick while Travis has his back turned, get himself positioned on his belly with his arms folded under his head, face hidden in the hollow space they create.

Then he lies there, face down, and listens as Travis rustles around, sets something down on the table, gets up off the bed and moves around for a minute, closing the bedroom door that’s been open this whole time. Nolan hears the click of the lock being turned in the handle, then Travis is back on the bed, knee up next to Nolan’s hip.

“Just in case,” he says, by way of explanation. “My roommate probably won’t be back tonight, but.”

Nolan doesn’t make a sound, doesn’t look up.

“You still good?” Travis’s voice is low, soft. His hand runs down Nolan’s spine, from his neck down to his tailbone.

Nolan nods down into his folded arms, and all of a sudden Travis is moving again, up onto the bed; Nolan can feel him swing his leg over, then he’s sitting there, naked across the backs of Nolan’s thighs, pinning him to the bed with the weight of his body.

Travis leans down, belly pressed to Nolan’s ass, kisses his back, noses over under his arm and breathes in deep.

“What’s your name?”

His voice is a low rumble along Nolan’s skin.

“You know my name,” he tries, and Travis laughs, that low, honeyed sound from somewhere deep in his throat.

“Your real name,” he insists, and Nolan can feel the stretch of his smile where it’s pressed along his ribs. “I want you to tell me.”

So Nolan breathes, and blinks, and does.

 

-

 

For a little while, it’s actually not that different from being on the table at the spa. They’re not exactly covering new ground, with Nolan face down and Travis’s slicked-up fingers in his ass.

It’s almost relaxing at first, meditative, but just like always, the longer Travis spends the more Nolan’s anticipation ramps up, the more keyed up and turned on he gets.

And of course, the part where Travis is straddling him, naked and sweaty and close in the closed-up room, that’s all brand new. The added sensations make everything feel just a little more overwhelming.

Travis keeps running his free hand up and down Nolan’s back, his flank, keeps whispering soft little meaningless words under his breath, just fuck and yeah and perfect at first, then that’s so good and god, look at you and yeah, you’re so ready for it aren’t you.

By the time Travis climbs off him, by the time Nolan hears the crinkle of the condom wrapper, smells that latex smell just like the gloves Travis uses at the spa, he feels like he’s vibrating out of his skin, definitely ready for something, for whatever it takes to unravel the mounting tension that’s coiling inside him.

“Up and at ‘em,” Travis taps his flank again, gentle. “Let’s do this.”

And for the first time since Travis put his mouth on him tonight, Nolan suddenly feels seized by fear, that familiar rush of panic flooding him, that voice that’s been so quiet suddenly roaring to life, reminding him exactly what kind of people like this kind of shit – exactly what it means about him, to let another man do what Travis is about to do to him.

Nolan stays still, frozen. His face is still hidden in the cradle of his folded arms, his forehead pressed to Travis’s pillows, that pervasive massage-oil smell from the fibers of Travis’s sheets and his own stale beer breath rebounding back to him. He feels like he can’t get enough air, suddenly, like he can’t move. He can’t do this, what the fuck was he thinking?

“C’mon,” Travis says, standing over him; his voice has an edge to it that wasn’t there, just a minute ago. “You made it this far. You know you want it. Don’t pussy out on me now.”

Which is just, like –.

He’s got some fucking nerve, talking like that to Nolan. Even if he’s exactly fucking right.

It makes something in his brain click into gear, pisses Nolan off enough to activate the contrarian instinct in him that always wants to take the fucking bait, no matter how stupidly and obviously he’s being baited.

Whatever the reason, it flips the switch, gets him moving.

He shoves himself up onto his elbows, tucks his legs and gets his knees under him. He lets his head hang, forehead pressed to the mattress, flexes his toes against the comforter and shoves his hands under the pillows, where his fingers can dig in and hold on with white knuckles, and no one will be any the wiser.

He feels the bed dip behind him, feels the tap of Travis’s fingers again, inside of his thigh this time.

“Open for me,” he says, and his voice is soft again, like he already knows this time Nolan will do what he wants, knows there’s no resistance left in him at this point.

He widens his stance, spreads his knees further apart. Travis reaches under him, wraps his hand around Nolan’s swollen cock, fingers tacky-slick with left over lube.

“God, you got a nice dick,” he groans, bent over with his mouth pressed against the curve of Noan’s ass. “Got a nice everything, eh? Can’t wait to see how much you like this.”

He hooks a thumb in Nolan’s asshole, tugging like he’s just testing, runs a slow, soothing hand down Nolan’s back, over his ass and down the back of his thigh, light enough to tickle, make Nolan squirm.

Travis slots himself right up against Nolan’s body, until his dick nudges between the cheeks of his ass. He lets go of Nolan’s cock, leaves it swinging heavy and aching between Nolan’s thighs and moves that hand back to grip himself instead. Nolan can feel Travis’s knuckles against his ass, one hand spreading him open, the other pushing the head of his dick against the slick pucker of Nolan’s hole.

“Take a deep breath,” Travis tells him, “and when I push in, you lean back into me and breathe out. Makes it easier, promise.”

Nolan’s not in any position to be asking questions, and he doesn’t want to think about it anyway, is extremely not-willing to focus too much on the specifics of what the fuck he’s doing here. He just does as he’s told, sucks in deep, wet-sounding breath and holds it until he feels the press of Travis’s cock, so much bigger and heavier, thicker and more intrusive than his fingers could ever be, then he grits his teeth and lets his breath hiss out from between them, and pushes his hips back to meet the terrifying, burning ache of his body being pried open, turned inside out.

“Good,” Travis breathes, so careful and quiet, “Fuck, yeah, you’re doing – so good. Now, again.”

And they do it again, and then again, until Travis’s whole cock is somehow – impossibly – lodged inside Nolan’s body, and Nolan’s sweating like a fucking horse, breathing like one, too, huffing loud and ugly and over-worked like he just ran the Kentucky Derby, wild-eyed and half-insane with all the effort it takes to get this free.

“Now just relax,” Travis’s voice is soothing, almost patronizing in its gentleness, but Nolan doesn’t have the mental or emotional capacity to be insulted. “It’s just you and me, nobody else we need to worry about, right?” He pulls back slow, steady, then pushes back in, and Nolan gasps and jerks. It feels like fire up his spine, and the burn hurts like hell but it’s so fucking hot it melts his brain, makes him forget to care.

“You still with me?” Travis asks, pulling out and pushing back in again, fingers gripped tight around Nolan’s hips, and all Nolan can do is groan.

Travis laughs, that same fucking laugh that went right through Nolan from day one, and groans right back.

“Yeah,” he breathes, voice gone all shuddery, “fuck yeah, okay.”

He pulls out again, shoves his cock back into Nolan’s body, but this time he doesn’t stop. He does it again, then again, finding a steady rhythm for his thrusts, fucking into him with a cadence that feels familiar, in a fucked up, terrible, thrilling, backward way, because Nolan should be the one doing the fucking, but instead he’s on all fours with his ass in the air, getting fucked like a little bitch and fucking leaning into it, taking all of it, as much as Travis has to give him. And he has to grit his teeth because it hurts but he’s playing through it because it’s so good and he loves it and he hates himself and he wants to kill Travis for ever seeing him like this and he never wants to leave here, never wants it to stop.

Travis keeps right on fucking him until he comes, slumped and panting over Nolan’s back, then reaches around, cock still in Nolan’s ass, and finally jerks him off, hand loose and uncoordinated around his cock, almost like an afterthought. It takes seven, maybe eight strokes tops and Nolan’s busting all over the bed, shuddering and twitching and jerking like he’s been electrocuted.

 

-

 

That usual thing that happens as soon as he nuts, the sudden, vaguely sick let-down followed by the urgent itch to get out, or to get rid of the girl asap, that thing where he doesn’t want anyone talking to him or touching him, just wants to be left alone – that’s not what’s happening here at all.

Instead, every nasty, disrespectful, self-satisfied story he’s ever told his boys about the things he does with girls, every smug, smirky thought he’s ever had about a girl he’s fucked and the effect he had on her: Nolan’s thinking it about himself now.

Dickmatized. Cock drunk. Railed. Come dumb. Dicked-down. Back blown out.

That’s Nolan, right now. That’s his whole fucking essence, broken down to his most basic and primitive state.

And the worst part – and the best part – is he doesn’t even fucking feel ashamed of himself.

He’s flat on his belly again, Travis sweaty and warm on top of him, sucking and licking at his super-sensitized skin, petting his wet hair, nuzzling at his neck with those prickly whiskers, making him flinch and shiver and blush and have to hide his stupid, helpless little smile in the pillow so Travis can’t see.

“See,” Travis whispers, “see how fucking good it can be if you just stop fighting it so fucking hard?”

And it makes perfect sense, in this moment. In this bed in this house over on this side of town, naked under a naked man, Nolan can feel it in the truest, realest part of himself, that Travis is exactly right. What has Nolan been fighting for, and why? What’s the fucking point, always avoiding, resisting, denying, always fucking depriving himself of the things he likes, the things he wants. Depriving himself of this.

“It could be easy, if you’d just let it.”

Travis says it like a promise, like all Nolan has to do is believe it, and it will magically become true.

Nolan feels warm, and sleepy, so sated it’s almost like he’s been drugged, and not in any of his usual ways. This is like some Special-K, Roofie type shit, like he can barely move, can barely make his mind work, but he feels too fucking good to even worry about it right now. He probably, definitely over did it with that second gummy, but whatever. It got him here, didn’t it?

“Hey,” comes from somewhere far away, “Nolan.”

And it’s weird because that’s his name. Like, it definitely is, he knows that. It’s on his birth certificate, his passport, his license. He signs it on legal documents, says it when he introduces himself. But it’s weird because no one ever calls him that, really. His whole life, he’s been Patrick or Patty or Pat, bro or buddy or dude or pal. Even his sisters call him everything but his actual name, even his mom and dad call him son or kid, sometimes boy. Every once in a while, Aimee will throw out Nolie, like they’re still little kids, giggling and fighting in the back seat of the car.

But Nolan, that’s like. It’s almost like that’s not even him, at this point; like it’s someone else entirely.

“Nolan,” Travis says, because Nolan told him that’s his name. Because Travis asked, because he wanted to know.

“Hmmm,” Nolan breathes into the comforter, and he feels the laugh rumble through Travis’s chest and into his back.

“Forget it,” and Travis is smiling, Nolan can tell just by the sound of his voice, “don’t let me keep you up, sleeping beauty,” and he presses a kiss to Nolan’s shoulder blade.

No one ever does that, either.

It’s sweet, he thinks, as Travis is rolling away from him. That’s sweet.

 

-

 

In the morning, so early it’s still dark out, Nolan wakes with a gasp, jerking to a sitting position and coming fully awake just like that – all at once. He’s still naked, still on top of the bedding; his mouth is dry, his head hurts. The room is still hot, air stagnant. The LEDs are off, room dark but for the muted signs of dawn through the covered window.

He has to piss, and his first thought is: he’s not fucking doing it here.

His next thought is: he shouldn’t even still be here.

Should never have been here at all, the voice in his head just has to fucking chime in – but Nolan fucking knew that before he came.

Travis is lying next to him, wearing underwear. He’s face down, arm close but not touching Nolan, and Nolan’s trapped between Travis’s body and the wall, has to slide out the end to get off the bed.

His ass is burning, aching with every move, and he feels wet and loose and disgusting back there. He feels his stomach lurch sickeningly, closes his eyes and swallows past it as he sits on the end of the bed, feet planted firmly on the floor. Now’s not the time to be a little bitch about a tummy ache; he needs to keep it fucking moving.

Now that his eyes have adjusted, he can make out the shapes of his clothes, strewn around on the floor where he left them earlier.

Where Travis left them, when he stripped them off Nolan’s body.

Not that it matters now.

All that matters is that he finds his shirt – which he does – and his jeans. Makes sure his phone and keys are still in the pockets, and thank fuck, they are. He doesn’t bother with his underwear or socks, doesn’t fucking need them, they’re collateral damage. The only other thing he needs are his fucking shoes.

It takes a minute to find the left one, but he finally does, on his knees groping underneath the bed; he jams his feet inside, crushing the backs under his heels as he goes.

He knows his hat is somewhere in the mess of pillows and blankets on Travis’s bed, and it’s his current favorite, but he can’t worry about it now. The light bleeding through the curtains is getting brighter by the minute, and he feels like he’ll combust if he doesn’t get out of here.

He turns the doorknob, but it’s stuck or something, won’t budge. He rattles the door a little, feeling panicky, curses under his breath before he remembers, oh yeah, Travis locked it last night. The roommate, and all that.

He feels for the lever and flips it sideways, and the handle turns, mercifully, in his hand.

“Hey.”

Nolan almost jumps out of his skin, almost screams like a little girl, but he manages to keep it mostly together. When he looks back, Travis is sitting up on the bed.

“Don’t just show up here again without talking to me first. I mean it.”

And the absurdity of it almost makes him laugh, because, like. It’s the last possible thing Nolan can even begin to imagine right now: him ever coming back here.

Of course he’s not doing that, there’s no fucking way. And while he’d love to say that out loud, he can imagine the skeptical look on Travis’s face, those high, disbelieving eyebrows, the unimpressed downward turn to his lips.

The eyes that say Nolan’s full of shit.

So he doesn’t respond, doesn’t move. He just stands there, Travis’s gaze still focused on him, holding him there like a deer frozen in headlights.

“You’ve got my number,” Travis reminds him. “I gave it to you for a reason; fucking use it.”

Then he turns and punches at the stack of pillows until they’re more to his liking, rolls over and shows Nolan his back.

He feels like he’s just been dismissed, feels the frustrated anger well up in him. He has the itchy adolescent urge to point out he was fucking leaving anyway, but – whatever.

He keeps his fucking mouth shut, and turns to creep through the dark, unfamiliar house, slow and careful. He doesn’t know if Camry guy ever came home, if Nolan’s gonna run into him in the hallway and have to explain himself. Or fuck, defend himself.

But there’s no sound, no light, no movement, no signs of life, not even the dog. Everything is quiet and still as he makes it to the front door, turns the lock, pushes it open. He feels a momentary shred of concern, leaving it unlocked when Travis is inside sleeping, but no, fuck that. Travis is a grown fucking man, just like Nolan; he can take care of his own shit.

Nolan pulls the door closed quietly behind him then almost-runs to his truck, the idea that Travis could look out a window and watch him right now making his skin crawl, making him want to duck and cover.

He backs the truck up along the curb like he always does, so his car doesn’t pass in front of the house; pulls a u-turn and heads the other way down the street. He doesn’t stop until he’s back on his side of the river, where he belongs.

He pulls into a Timmy’s, takes a piss and splashes water onto his face, stares at himself in the mirror over the sink while he dries his hands. There’s a mark, high up under his ear. He presses on it, automatic, some sick instinct driving him before his brain can even register what he’s doing, and he feels the dissonant twin flames of arousal and disgust both flare through him.

He walks back out, head down. He could definitely use some coffee, but he can’t stand the thought of having to talk to the bright, friendly girl who called out good morning from behind the counter when he walked in.

At home he stands under the scalding shower and scrubs himself clean all over, then stands there boiling himself for however long, as long as he can, until the water starts to run cold. Then he pulls on some pj pants and a t-shirt , pops an Ambien. He draws his blackout shades and digs out his sleeping mask for good measure, and crawls into bed.

He wakes up in the mid-afternoon, sweaty and disoriented. He checks his phone, and has 57 texts in the group chat. His mouth is still dry, his head still hurts.

It’s Sunday, and his calendar says he’s got dinner with his mom and dad tonight, but he texts and says he’s feeling under the weather, reschedules for next weekend. He can’t stomach the thought of having to face them, of having to make small talk while he sits at their table, shifting around on his sore ass in his mother’s oak dining chairs.

He eats a few bites of cold leftovers, standing in the open refrigerator door. He downs another Ambien while he shotguns a Gatorade, and takes his ass right back to bed.

 

-

 

Monday he finally drags himself out of the house, works out, but that’s as far as he makes it. He goes home, jerks off in the shower, runs his fingers over the still-sensitive rim of his asshole, and thinks about it.

He keeps fucking thinking about it.

Thinking about Travis, about the other night, about how it felt, about what it means. Thinking about calling, texting. Thinking about going back there, about doing it again, but he just – he fucking can’t.

Like he can’t. He knows that.

He’s let this shit spin out of control, let himself get too caught up in everything that’s been happening, and now he’s feeling all confused by it, overwhelmed.

And he knows he’s not strong enough to go cold-turkey, like how many time does he need to try and fail at that before he stops bullshitting himself? But he can do a better job of making some rules – reasonable, achievable – and staying within those boundaries.

First: he has to maintain a professional relationship with Travis, not let it bleed beyond that into personal and/or recreational. Obviously. That’s the key to making this work, keeping it contained.

That way everything stays simple, uncomplicated. Clear.

He sees Travis once a week at an agreed upon time and receives agreed upon services, and pays Travis for his time accordingly. Nice and neat, no misunderstandings. The last thing he needs is to blur the lines and let things drift any further into some murky gray area, where someone might get the wrong idea.

The last thing he needs is Travis thinking they’re like, about to be boyfriends or some shit, just because maybe Nolan likes to get off with him, sometimes.

And second, but just as important: he has to clean up his act a little, he knows that. He’s got to stop going out all the time, stop getting loaded so much, try to find a chill girl who he actually likes, maybe finally get a girlfriend and stop just hooking up all the time. He’s getting kind of old for that, honestly; that’s probably why it feels so pointless and unsatisfying lately.

So, right. He’ll just go Thursday to his appointment at the spa like nothing ever happened, let Travis take care of him on the massage table and then go home alone, and everything will stay neatly compartmentalized, the way he needs it to be. And that will be enough to keep him sane while he works on the rest of the getting his shit together plan, enough to get him by.

It will have to be.

 

-

 

Thursday, Travis grins at him all hot and dirty when he walks into the room, and Nolan feels the blood rush to his face, and to his cock. Travis chats like usual during the first part of the massage, but once his fingers are in Nolan’s ass, he goes quiet.

Nolan knows they’re both fucking thinking the same things, remembering how the last time they did this wasn’t on the table, and how it didn’t end with fingers. It’s a sick kind of thrill, that same filthy, fucked up, confused arousal spiking through him at the idea that he let Travis see him like that, that Travis knows exactly how much he fucking liked it.

Nolan would kind of want to die from the shame of it, if he wasn’t so fucking turned on.

Otherwise, it’s the same as always – Travis turns him over, works him over, jerks Nolan off then leaves him lying there exposed with his arm over his face while Travis jerks himself off. Then he cleans them both up, taps Nolan’s hip, tells him to take his time and that he’ll see him soon.

And Nolan had kind of wondered, like.

Just – after everything that’s happened.

If maybe his time at the spa would go differently this time, if Travis might. Include some additional services, as a part of the package.

Had been hoping, even, maybe.

But it’s fine – this is fine. This is great. The simpler the better, really. Less complicated, less messy this way.

Less potential for confusion or misunderstandings.

Once Nolan dresses, as he heads for the door to leave, he notices: on the table next to the door is his hat – the one he wore on Saturday night, the one he left in Travis’s bed.

His stomach does a weird, swoopy flip-flop at the sight.

When he picks it up, hidden under it are a neatly-folded, freshly-laundered pair of socks, sitting on top of a pair of underwear.

He feels his face heat all over again, feels that familiar anger rise up in him. Like, what kind of fucking game is Travis playing with him, and what exactly is he trying to say with this shit?

He leaves mad, hat wrapped around the socks and underwear and folded up, stuffed under his arm.

It’s enough to make him want to go back on his decision not to call or text, enough to make him want to drive over there and look Travis in the eyes while he asks him what the fuck his deal is.

But no – he’s not doing that anymore. He’s not spending his time driving across the city to stake out some rub-and-tug masseuse, and he’s not going out and getting fucked up, and he’s not hooking up with randoms.

He goes home, orders sushi, re-activates his hinge and his tinder that have been dormant for longer than he cares to think about. He takes the dogs for a walk, FaceTimes his sister. He responds to his moms texts that he’s left unanswered all week, assures her he’s feeling much better.

He goes to the gym, he tries to get plenty of sleep. He eats healthy, has some beers on the golf course and smokes some with his sister but otherwise stays clean and sober.

He makes small talk with a handful of women on the apps, plays it all nice and above board; respectable, no dirty texts or hooking up. He goes on three dates with the same girl.

She’s nice, she’s pretty, she’s normal. She’s a few years older, has a boring job and a boring apartment with ikea art on the walls. They make out on her little couch with her fancy designer cat watching from the corner. She rubs his dick over his jeans while they kiss, but she doesn’t want to move too fast. That’s fine with Nolan; he doesn’t give a shit either way.

He goes to the spa on Thursdays, and it’s still the best part of his week. But he doesn’t call, doesn’t text, doesn’t drive by Travis’s house.

He feels good about how good he’s doing, sticking to his rules, getting his life on track.

One Tuesday, while he’s at the gym, he gets a call from an unknown number, watches the real-time voice-to-text translation of the message as the caller leaves a voicemail.

It’s Lindsey, at the spa. She has a question about his appointment on Thursday.

He finishes his workout, waits until he’s back in the car headed home before he calls.

Gives his fake name, says he’s returning her call.

“Oh, hi, thanks for calling back!” She sounds chipper as ever. “Unfortunately, it looks like Travis is no longer available on Thursday, but I can book you in with Adam for that same time slot, if that works?”

Nolan feels a weird, cold feeling in his stomach, like a balloon expanding, filling with ice. It sits there, hard and heavy as a stone. Makes it hard to take a deep breath.

“No,” he says, “that’s okay, I’ll reschedule. Next available is fine, just – whenever he’s got.”

“With – Travis, you mean?” Her tone has slipped into a decidedly less chipper register, he can’t help but notice.

“Yeah.” He feels his own voice going lower, gruffer. Defensive.

“I’m so sorry, but Travis is booked up all week I’m afraid.” And now her voice sounds forced, Nolan’s sure he’s not imagining it. “Adam has some other openings, though, if you’d like to try –”

“Next week then,” Nolan cuts her off with a growl, and that balloon in his belly just keeps getting bigger, heavier and colder, pushing up and compressing his lungs so he can barely even get any air.

“Unfortunately next week won’t work either,” she says, and she stops there for a minute, like she’s not sure what to say next.

“It’s just. Travis is booked up for the foreseeable future, I’m afraid.” Her voice is softer, hushed now. Almost pitying, Nolan thinks, and it makes his skin crawl. “My apologies for any inconvenience, but. Well.”

She stutters to a stop, longer this time, and in the silence, Nolan can almost hear the wheels in her brain turning. He feels like he’s going to be sick.

“It’s just – .” Her voice is barely a whisper now, a little echo-y, and Nolan can almost picture her, head ducked, hand cupped over her mouth as she says, “Travis did say that if you had any questions, you could contact him directly. He said you’d know how to reach him.”

She trails off, and his jaw clenches, his fingers tighten around the steering wheel.

“Are you still there?” Lindsey says, voice weak and unsure.

“Yeah,” Nolan says, too loud and too mad. “That’s fine.”

He swerves into the nearest parking lot, some auto parts store with only a few cars dotting the lot, slams on his brakes.

Fuck Travis, that little fucker. Why can he never just leave fucking well enough alone? Why does he always have to fucking mess with Nolan’s plans, always try to fucking stir shit up somehow?

“So,” Lindsey tries again, after the silence drags. “Did you want to re-book with someone else, or…?”

“No need,” Nolan grits out from between his clenched teeth, holding on to the steering wheel with a death grip – the only thing keeping him from punching it, instead. The idea of someone else, some other guy touching him makes him feel queasy, like he wants to puke.

“It’s fine,” he says again, lip curling at the thought of that skinny blond dude in the purple scrubs he saw coming out of the spa with the girls that one time. “I don’t want – I mean, no.”

He closes his eyes, blows out a breath.

“Just cancel it,” is what he says finally, and then he ends the call.

He thinks about driving right to Travis’s house, asking him what the fuck kind of game he’s playing – but it’s Tuesday, Nolan already knows he’s at the spa, probably standing there watching Lindsey make that fucking call, sending a girl to do his dirty work like a fucking pussy.

And anyway, Travis seemed pretty serious when he told Nolan not to show up over there again, unannounced.

I gave you my number for a reason, that’s what he said. Nolan wishes he could understand exactly what that fucking reason was.

He’s already home, heading upstairs to shower, when it occurs to him, belatedly – this probably would have been the time to finally ask for the female masseuse that he went there for in the first place, almost a year ago now.

The thought doesn’t disgust him, doesn’t make him feel nauseated and clammy like the idea of a different male masseuse did.

It just leaves him cold.

He gets to his room, empties his pockets like always: phone, wallet, Zyn, some loose change.

The crumpled card with Travis’s number on it still sits on the corner of Nolan’s dresser, lying among all the other detritus he digs out of his pockets at the end of the day – right where it’s been for months now.

Just like he’s been doing for months now, he looks at it, picks it up.

He fingers the thick edges, studies the careless scrawl of numbers across the back.

He thinks about it.

He keeps fucking thinking about it.


Notes for the Chapter:
Are we happy now?! Has anything actually ended?! I don’t know!

I couldn’t bring myself to give this guy a full-on redemption arc, but I want to invite you to imagine one if it sparks joy for you. Or to imagine him miserable and fucked up for forever, if that’s more to your liking. Choose your own adventure! Is that a cop out? You decide!

I assume anyone reading this is probably already steeped in the lore of the alleged burner drama (and if not, honestly good for you!). I obviously have no way to know if it’s real, and frankly as far as my future plans for writing np as a character, it doesn’t really matter to me. Still, it sure was a wild and generally unpleasant thing to ponder!

Not to make it That Serious, but it has had me thinking about my personal view of rpf in general, and how we function as a fandom in hrpf, specifically. I like to think that we, as a fun sort of fandom-wide group project/crowd-sourced enrichment activity, take the name, likeness, and select publicly known facts about Some Guy, and create a character who we then collectively own the creative rights to, in perpetuity. And I don’t think what Some Guy does or does not do beyond that point changes anything, at least not for me. He belongs to me now! I can make him a werewolf, I can make him a ghost, I can make him a rock star, I can make him a barista, I can make him a decent human being!

As I was writing I was also pondering the phrase “happy ending” and its various applications, meanings and uses.

I found the Atwood quote I used at the beginning, which felt apropos to this specific situation (with regards to the attitudes of the Nolan in this fic, but also with regards to a lesson I think we, as a fandom, could stand to learn a little better.)

But I also found this one, which is honestly much more applicable to my general approach to fandom and fic:

“A happy ending was imperative. I shouldn’t have bothered to write otherwise. I was determined that in fiction anyway two men should fall in love and remain in it for the ever and ever that fiction allows…” – E.M. Forster (regarding Maurice)

Like, what are we even here for, if not to indulge in the fairytales and happily-ever-afters that are really only ever possible in fiction?

So anyway! Now that I got that out of my system, I’ll be right back to my regularly scheduled brand of happy endings, of the two hockeys fall in love again, some more variety.

After I make them suffer a little, obviously.

Thanks so much for reading! And thanks to everybody who held my hand and helped convince me to keep writing this, and then to actually publish it when I wasn’t sure about it - donderwolk, linsky, and justtoarguewithyou, especially. 🤍


Author’s Note:Come find me on tumblr and yell at me about this! If you feel like it!





