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Simon is young and handsome. To the people around him, he looks like he’s got it all—money, looks, a future with a wife…


  All mapped out by his parents.


  But Simon is gay.


  And Simon is high.


  And when Simon sees his fake girlfriend Jess alongside a boy called Taz, suddenly all the choices explode.


  Will Simon follow his orders?


  Or will he follow his heart?


  * * * * *


  A fully stand-alone short story – part of Hiding Behind The Couch. For readers of the series, this coincides with Ruminations.


  Part of Take a Chance Anthology.


  * * * * *


  WARNING: includes descriptions of illegal drug use and moderately explicit scenes of intimacy between consenting young adult males.
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  Music vibrated the fabric of the building, vodka ran riot in his veins, the coke snaked into his brain, his brain, his brain… His head was going to explode. The bass beat repeat, repeat, over, and over, and over, swell bending the corridor, floor curling before him, walls falling away, away…


  Simon pressed his palm to the wall and stopped, waiting for the world to level out. He’d been high before, been hammered before, been both together many times over, hoping, believing it would feel different. He’d get the buzz, the thrill, the ride of his life, but it never came. All he felt was numb, and a little amused he was as hard as rock and could have shagged for hours without getting anywhere. He’d done that a few times, too.


  Set off again, swagger…stagger…up that impossible hill. He kept his eyes focused on the doorway ahead, the kitchen-makeshift-bar-source-of-light-and-life, a dazzling rectangle non-existent in the dim-yellow crowded crazy mass of people and empty bottles that refused to roll.


  “You OK, mate?”


  “Huh?” Fatal error, turning his head to see who’d asked. Concerned? No, standard greeting. He compensated, over-compensated—or hadn’t moved at all—and stumbled sideways into the soft wall. Soft wall?


  Simon fell against him, merged with him. They kissed, lips, tongues, unable to breathe, hands under shirts, in pants grasping and tugging, too hard, too futile. What am I—oh, fuck it. Air, he needed air, and threw his head back, a hot mouth clamping to his neck, sucking so hard he’d swear to fucking God his jugular was about to burst.


  Yet the pain, sharp and exquisite, barely registered through the fog of too-much-shit.


  “You got a room?” asked the vampire courier who’d brought the coke and stayed to share it. He gazed into Simon’s soul, all helter-skelter shiny eyes and fellatio-velvet lips.


  “’s wrong with here?” No answer required, Simon devoured the too-willing mouth of his date-for-the-moment, gorging unfulfilled. Blow job, hand job, no job, no-blow-go-go. He giggle-murmured, hungry and insatiable, against lightly stubbled skin. “You’re gonna suck me off, yah?”


  The guy laughed in his face. “How much?”


  Simon replayed the question and snarled. “Fuck you.”


  A shrug of agreement. “I’m game. Hundred quid.”


  “I don’t pay for sex.” Before the bastard could squeeze in another insult, Simon kissed him again, taking what was his, payback for insolence.


  “…fuck are you doing?”


  Shit. Shit. Shit. He peeled their lips apart and ran his finger over his tongue, capturing a smear of saliva with which to brand his accomplice. “One sec.” He swivelled on the spot into a full-force slap.


  “You cheat! You bastard! How could you do this to me? How could you?” Slap pummel thump thump blam blam blam. “You!” Thadum. “You!” Thadum. “You think you’re better than me? Well, you’re not!” Ooh, growly girl, hot-horny angry in my face-space. She concluded her assault with a sneer at them both, backing off, eyes blazing. Is she high, too?


  For a moment, Simon thought she would spit on him, but she was too dignified and he was too wrong. She turned and marched left-right-along the curvy corridor, shoving people aside as she took flight.


  “Shit.” Quick fuck, or fix things? He needed her. Or someone. No, it had to be her. He shrugged helplessly at the guy wet-lipped and wanting, and went after Jess.


  ***


  “Why didn’t you tell me?” She threw the door open with so much force it bounced off the wall and came back at him.


  He shook off the bashed knuckles and followed her into her room but kept his distance. “Tell you?”


  She spun to face him, her straight blonde locks splayed like a translucent merry-go-round-round-round. “That you’re gay.”


  “You shut your mouth!” He jabbed the air between them. She time-travelled to his location, or had he moved to her? They’d switched positions somewhere along the line. The line. It absorbed the straightness from the world, made everything bend—corridors, walls, floors—even he bent to its whim.


  “Don’t you dare!” Her hand slammed into his solar plexus, and he toppled backwards, sprawling on her bed. “Don’t you ever speak to me like that!”


  “I’m not fucking gay!”


  “Bullshit.”


  “It’s not what you think.”


  “What I think?” She laughed bitterly. “I saw you with Taz.”


  “Who?”


  “And don’t even try to pass it off as a misunderstanding.” He opened his mouth to deny it. She raised her hand, to stop this time, not slap. “I know, I know, I know.”


  Tell me what you know, sweet girl.


  “I know, OK? We aren’t an item…officially, but giving another boy a hand job in the corridor? What the hell were you thinking?”


  “We weren’t—”


  “Cut the crap, Simon.” She was out of breath from yelling and crying. He didn’t want her to cry.


  “I’m sorry.” His mouth made soundless words. Wordless sounds.


  “You’re off your face.” Before he had time to reply—refute—she clarified, “It’s no excuse.”


  He shook his head. No excuse. No. The rules of engagement. It always came back to the rules. “Will you marry me, Jess?”


  “What the…? Are you…?”


  He couldn’t look at her, though he could imagine the indignation, the hate he would see if he did. He closed his eyes and primed himself for another slap. The silence pounded with the sickening beat of his heart and the god-awful music from upstairs: the scene of his crime. He was coming down, down, and he was bringing her with him. It wasn’t fair. But nothing ever was. What privilege was there to this life? His life. Money poured through his fingers, running thinner than water, all of it weightless, without substance.
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