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	Wotshisname?

	By Drew Hunt

	Saturday mornings were probably my second favourite time of the week. I could just lie in bed for as long as I wanted. Only two things would drag me out from under the covers, my bladder, or Damien, the demon-spawn cat from hell. Yes, I'd named him after the character in The Omen. It was always a toss-up as to which would get to me first. My bladder was something beyond my control, and, come to think of it, so was Damien. He would as soon hiss at me, scratch me, or try and bite me than look at me. I was sure he only stuck around because of the overpriced, gourmet cat food I fed him. He wouldn't touch the cheaper supermarket's own brands.

	I had a pretty healthy sex life myself, but it was nothing compared to Damien's. Only he preferred to shag the females of his species and I stuck to the males in mine.

	As neither my bladder nor the cat was currently an issue, I snuggled deeper under the covers and thought back on my absolute favourite part of the week--Friday night. After work I'd go through the three S's--shit, shower, and shave--and dress in my tight leather jeans and one of my copping-off silk shirts and trawl the gay bars on Canal Street for a trick. I'd take my time, perusing the night's offerings. Once I'd chosen the lucky lad, I'd buy him a drink or three, then show him some of my moves on the dance floor. Inevitably we'd start rubbing up against each other, there'd be some grab arse, and if the trick was gagging for it, we'd head for the bogs so he could get his hands--and hopefully his mouth, too--on Big Willy. Yeah, I know, not exactly unique, but my name was Will, so why couldn't my cock be called Willy?

	Anyway, after the visit to the gents--where sometimes I needed to empty my bladder as well as my balls--the trick and I would return to the dance floor. Perhaps there'd also be more drinking--although by this point in the evening I'd swapped to soft diet drinks--and once I felt sure the trick was mine for the shagging, I'd take him outside and hail a taxi back to mine...never his. I always called the shots--my place, my rules.

	Because of the loud music in the club, this usually would be the first time the trick du jour and I could talk. Not that I was ever all that interested in what he had to say, unless it was to compliment me on my killer bod or my big dick, or even my deep blue eyes. The latter two were what God had given me, and trust me, I was grateful. However, the former took many hours of work in the gym. Mind you, that place was a great pick up joint, too.

	There was usually a bit of heavy petting in the back of the cab, although I didn't let the situation get too out of hand. Things had gotten really hot and heavy once and I'd been barred from my favourite taxi company. I'd gone round to the offices the day after I'd gotten the text telling me my account had been suspended for leud and lascivious behaviour. I was all steamed up and spoiling for a fight. No one barred Will Marshall from their company. In the end, I'd worked off my anger on the manager's arse, shagging him over his desk. God, the old sod had been a squealer. And a panter, and a dribbler.

	I need to make one thing crystal clear. Will Marshall does not do fat and balding men! Or smelly either. But I broke my rule because it got my account reactivated. The manager--I never bothered remembering the names of my shags; no point as there wouldn't ever be a repeat performance--ran the best black cab company in Manchester, so I told myself it was worth breaking my rule for. The manager had offered me extra credits on my account if I'd agree to make the fucks a regular thing. But, like I said, Will Marshall did not shag the same arse twice...ever!

	So anyway, last night, the trick, Jerry...Jackie, whatever, started rubbing my leg in the back of the taxi. That was okay, it kept Big Willy interested, but when the bloke's hand went for my fly, I remembered Mr Bald and Fat and I told John Boy, Jason, or Jim Bob--damn I'd watched too many old TV shows--to cut it out. Normally I don't kiss, at least not on the mouth, but Wotshisname had a pretty face, plump lips and...Anyway, one kiss had led to several, and the taxi had been pulled up outside my block of flats for a good couple of minutes--meter still running--before I noticed and separated from Jimmy, Jake or...

	The best part of Friday night, after the chase and luring in of my prey in the club, then the fooling around in the taxi, was the fucking. Good thing the walls of my flat were thick and the next door neighbour was as deaf as a post.

	After a good time was had by all--no one had ever accused me of not leaving my tricks unsatisfied--came the awkward goodbye. Funny though, I couldn't remember showing Jerry...Jeremy? Whatever--the door. However, as the other side of my bed was empty, I must have let him out at some point, then, half-asleep, gone back to bed. Letting the trick sleep overnight just increased the awkwardness factor. He'd want to hang around and, no, just no. I stuck to the three F's--find 'em, fuck 'em, then forget 'em. It was easier that way. No mess, no entanglements, and no mornings after.

	As I continued to lie there, I began to get a sense of unease. It wasn't like me not to remember showing the trick out. This wasn't the safest area of Manchester, and I always made sure the deadbolt was on. I should get up and double check. But...I yawned. One look at the clock on the bedside table told me it was 9:26am--way too early to get up. I turned over, thumped my pillow, and snuggled down.

	Jared, Jonathan or...had been one of my more memorable encounters. I'd spotted him almost as soon as I'd entered the club. He'd held my gaze, a good sign. I didn't go for the shy, blushing, retiring kind. My shags had to have a bit of spunk in 'em, and I don't just mean in their balls. If I wanted someone who'd just lie under me and think of England, I could fuck a blow-up doll. Justin or George or whatever was thin, although not to the point of anorexia. I didn't want them to pass out on me mid-fuck because they had run out of steam. Nor did I fuck fatties because, yuck, all that blubber. And there was a chance he might have a heart attack or something while I was porking him. That was another reason why I didn't shag oldies. I mean, who liked looking at wrinkles, sagging bellies and...No, just no! I had a definite set of rules to follow. Call me shallow; I don't give a fuck! These rules had kept me safe these past ten, uh, more like twenty years. My shag couldn't be under twenty--I didn't want to be arrested for child rape or whatever. And, like I said above, over forties need not apply either. So what if I was pushing the big four-O myself? I shuddered. I was still in great shape: the many approving glances I got at the clubs told me that. So what if these glances happened less than they used to. But the youngsters today didn't appreciate what a more mature, wiser, and more practiced top could do for them.
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