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Author’s Note

JAGGER IS MY ALTER ego and one of the many selves that live within me.  Jagger’s Revolution is a semi-autobiographical book or what one could call ‘faction’.  Some of the scenarios described in the essays in this book are true accounts of my dating, sex and relationship life in the past, while others are exaggerated with thrown in drama.  This book was written in 2004-2005.  It has been available to the public since the end of 2006.  However, in 2014 there were a few lines that were removed from Jagger’s Revolution.  This is due to the new distributor of the book finding the words to be ‘crossing the line’.   What’s been removed is minor and doesn’t take away from the overall point of this story.  There are a great deal of books out there that far exceed the content that exists in this book.  This book is tepid in comparison to what’s out there.  Although Jagger’s Revolution might be considered offensive to some, I’ve only seen this book as a love story and nothing more.  I’m a romantic at heart and a love addict after all.  Sometimes you have to undergo a good deal of poor date prospects before you connect with the lifelong relationship mate.  In a romantic comedy or romantic drama movie, the audience is aware that the two people will end up together, but what is exciting is the buildup along the journey before that happens.  That’s what Jagger’s Revolution is about.  It’s enjoying the rough ride before the pay off connection happens between Jagger and Garth.  This occurs in the final chapters sixteen through nineteen (pgs. 161-219).  I reveal this now for those readers unable to suffer through the buildup wondering if Jagger will ever obtain his crush.  Enduring the journey is necessary to grasp the final impact.  Jagger is one guy’s quest to find a meaningful love connection with one person that lasts a lifetime.  I realize this is no longer the popular view considering that there are now more single people in the United States alone than those who are in a relationship.  This points to an even greater issue that’s taking place with humanity as a whole.

~ Kevin Hunter
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Chapter 1
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The Crush

It’s an unusual heat wave in March in the city of Hermosa Beach, California.  This is home to the surfer’s walk of fame and where the too sexy it should be illegal cascade along the beach playing volleyball or surfing the cosmic Pacific Ocean waves.  A young, rebellious man breathes down its neck pulling out its sexual diversity without so much as a word.  Jagger careens around the corner at lightning speed leaving a trail blazed behind him.  His black pick-up truck dominates a street lined with cactus for a block and a half where the foot of the beach starts.  He is consumed with all sorts of mental breakage while yammering away on the phone.  Lethal and territorial with his crowd and environment, there is an easy vibe about him mixed with a dangerous edge. 

He finds a spot between a parked corolla and a small trashcan on wheels that stands in his way.  He battles with reversing his truck into a small open space available to parallel park.  Feeling destructive and antsy like he can do anything he wants, he attempts to back the truck up into the spot around the trash can.  God forbid he climbs out to move the trash receptor.  That’s not his style.  If something is in his way, then he hits it or runs over it.  There is a rough beauty about him that is aloof and attractive.  He is a loner and a tough guy with a warrior’s edge.  There are cuts and scars on him from running and jumping off high objects to temper his occasional unruly aggression.  He’s crashed down onto the street and pavement more than once.  Thirty-two years old with looks in the mid-20’s, his endless active lifestyle has done him good.  He gets into the occasional fist-fight, but is merely trying to survive standing up for a fair Prince or Princess in a jam.  He doesn’t know why he gives a shit for humankind, as man hasn’t been kind to him or each other.  As a sex columnist and on an intellectual level he hates stereotypes and doesn’t agree with them.  Pigeonholes and labels are both offensive and repetitive in his mind.

He reverses the truck and his back tire hikes up onto the curb.  Accelerating forward abruptly and slamming on the brakes causes a loud echoing screech.  He slams his truck into the trashcan causing it to spin around while an onlooker watches concerned in the distance.  Paying no mind, he backs up banging the tire against the curb. 

“What the fuck.”  He says under his breath.  He hits the steering wheel with his palms in a brash manner.

Slamming on the gas he runs into the trash can once more. 

“Hold on.”  He shouts into his earpiece then, “Let me call you back!” 

The driver door swings open and a huge beach breeze rushes past the truck.  Jagger’s hiking boot hits the street pavement hard.  With combative movements he climbs out of the car into plain view.  He is about medium height, not ultra short or tall, but to some it’s known as the fun height.  He’s got a classically young looking face and body, a short dark military hair cut and huge killer brown eyes.  Testosterone radiates off of his body which is strong and confident.  Although a regular guy he permeates heavy doses of mystery and superiority.   He sports khaki shorts and a camouflage tank top with the words “ARMY” on the front and “FUCK” on the back.

His shorts hang casually over his ass, which is full and round.  His ass makes some heterosexual guys drool and secretly fantasize what it would be like if they experimented once.  They would never go through with it with another guy, but they can’t control their imagination.  Instead they direct their focus for a second at the smoky dude and wonder.  They attempt to wipe away the fantasy so as not to grow a hard on and have to explain it to their girlfriends, friends or themselves.  Only when he’s a largely evolved hetero guy who is sure of himself will it rarely bother him.

Jagger marches like a sergeant with frenetic energy grabbing onto the handle of the trash can.  He drags it away onto the sidewalk.  It makes a deathly echo into the air of the neighborhood.  He is here and making himself known.  A tone about him is intimidating.  Some beach folks walk by uncomfortable rushing past him quickly.

He hikes back to the truck and stares face forward horrified.  Butterflies swarm around in his stomach and his heart pounds faster in a rare vulnerability.  He wants to be shot dead right there on the street like a mountain lion that shouldn’t be roaming around the city.  Everything stops around him and nothing else matters.  Mesmerized by the new guy in his town he’s had a crush on since he first saw him.  Getting Jagger to feel any crushing feelings on anyone is impossible, but he feels an uncontrollable connection to this one.  It isn’t difficult to know why when you cross paths with the sweetest guy on the planet.

Garth stands half a block away in his own tracks eyeing Jagger.  Garth’s mouth moves half open in fear and wonderment.  His messy dirty blonde hair blows a little in the wind.  His deep green eyes pierce into Jagger’s heart.  Every shade of Jagger’s face becomes etched into Garth’s mind.  He has red lifeguard shorts on and shirt while holding a surfboard under his arm.  He’s a different wild animal than Jagger, but untamed and unruly nonetheless.

Both dudes stand in stillness unable to move in the city jungle wondering if the other is a friend or threat they would need to fight to the death.  There’s no greater feeling than having a hot crush on someone, but there’s no worse feeling when the one you’re crushing on has no idea.  Neither are aware that they’re both thinking the same thing about the other.

Jagger’s breath leaves him and the guy’s cavernous eyes pound all over his body.  It’s as if an unknown entity is reaching down his throat with strong fingers and drawing the air out of his shaking soul.  Jagger has a soft spot for this guy, amidst his own menacing aura that people first see.

They both look away and at each other and then away.  It’s the typical shy school boy stance when crossing paths with a crush.

Garth continues on his walk down the slight slope knowing he will pass Jagger from across the street.

Jagger wants to die.  ‘Fuck me.  I have to complicate things by falling for someone.’ 

Garth senses Jagger’s eyes burning deep into him as he gets close enough to plant the grenade.  He works up the courage to be neighborly.  “Hey.”  His voice is gritty and rough, but he lights up like an angel.  He could talk a man into turning himself into the law and starting his life over in a better way.  Garth’s voice sounds like he is hanging onto what’s left of his teenage puberty, but he’s twenty-four years old and this is his voice.  Pushing six feet, he towers Jagger by just enough to overpower him if he wanted to.  Garth has a noticeable Aussie accent and is the most stunning creature Jagger has ever seen.  Jagger no longer has to worry about trying to write about love he has when he doesn’t have any.  He’s found his muse and damn inspiration.

Jagger remains cool, low and raspy when he responds, “Hello.”  His voice soothes Garth’s world and cradles it.   Garth trembles slightly with a nod as he passes him and continues on down to the crowded beach.  The white sands and blue sea up ahead is the spot that Garth would make love to Jagger every day all day and night if he could.  Having a crush on someone hurts because it often feels like it’s not shared.  This is why it’s a crush, because it crushes you.  You feel vulnerable and stupid as if you are alone in the equation.  Turning the feelings off is near impossible as you have no idea why you feel this way so intensely.  You wish you could turn it off so that you can relax and be cool.  Your crush might notice you more when they see your strong poise, instead of the disappointment, all thumbs aura and pain that rises whenever that person is in your vicinity.

Jagger climbs back into his truck to absorb Garth’s energy.  He sits for a moment exhaling and glancing up without lifting his head.  Garth is in the distance heading down to the beach and Jagger feels guilty for looking.  He places both hands on the steering wheel and leans his head over exhaling again. “Fuck.”

Garth is one of the hottest lifeguards on the beach.  Jagger uses every free second available to be consumed with thoughts of him.  He wonders about this guy to help him sleep throughout the night with sweet images of the two of them together.  Daydreaming of what it would be like to have him as part of his life.  This could be the Father of his kids!  The way Garth moves and the discipline he conveys inside and out that very few guys have in Jagger’s eyes lures him in even more.

Sometimes Garth goes for a run and his well-built body, his tight and toned legs, chest and arms seep through his shorts and his shirt if he has one on.  Jagger’s eyes make out every inch and shape of it all in hot eroticism.   His arms.  His ass.  He wonders what his cock would look like and what he would look like naked.  He wants to run his fingers through the little dark blonde hairs on his legs and let all of them stand up and take notice of him.

Jagger goes running too and every now and then the guys near pass each other while on their walk or jog, but those moments are far and few between.   It is all set up on divine timing when they’ll bump into one another next.  They already have a common ground.  They both like to take care of themselves.  Jagger doesn’t have to worry about some dude who enjoys getting sloshed all night at a club or bar on a regular basis destroying his health, looks, whole aura and being.  He can’t handle the instability and neurosis associated with someone who cannot make it a week without having a drink.

Garth watches Jagger with his mouth open ready to take his lips in.  He stands there in heat holding a fork and knife ready to go to town.  Sometimes Garth catches Jagger when he is outside or on his balcony on the street that commands the neighborhood as if he secretly owns it, but tells no one.  Garth gazes at him gaping in heavy teen love angst as if they are both fifteen, horny and in love.  He searches for the push to make his voice heard in his direction.  If he weren’t so damn good looking, he would be blended into the wall, an observer, a solid, quiet one with an active spirit.

Jagger knows Garth is the fucking ultimate babe, but tries desperately to get back to planet earth and snap out of it.  He’s tired of hallucinating as if he has a shot with him.  There is a nasty twinge in his side that convinces him that Garth doesn’t know he exists.  He’s left with feeling like the daily idiot he’s perfected so well whenever around him.  He wants to be hosed down with cold water and maybe it’ll go away.  Alleviate it off his body the way a car’s radiator steams out of the sides of the hood when it’s used every ounce of liquid it has.  Yet, he loves the way Garth watches him.  It seems like he’s in love with him.   He wants to believe that the guy is attracted to him.  Garth stares at him as if he’s never seen anyone like him before.  He sees him and sees who his soul truly is.  Jagger sometimes catches Garth watching him.  It drives him nuts and he coyly looks anywhere else, but at him.  He masturbates to thoughts of him with the Summer night breeze rushing into the living room of his home enveloping his body that drips with beads of sweat. Garth’s hands grabbing hold of Jagger’s body and kissing down it methodically.

Jagger jolts back to reality and hops out of his truck bummed out that it isn’t real. 

Cars and trucks pull onto the street to park.  They are crammed with surfboards sticking out of their trunks or strapped onto the top of the cars.  Hot beach dudes and the occasional hot beach chick pull their surfboards out of their vehicles.  One by one they catch a glimpse of Jagger and smile.  They wave captivated knowing this is his home too.  They all assume a friendship on that tidbit alone.  Jagger slams the door to his truck closed and smiles at one of his local surf buds he recognizes in the bunch.  Trezner smiles back and heads over to Jagger.  

Jagger hi-fives Trezner with a fist bump, “Hey man, you know they don’t let faggots surf here.” 

Trezner wraps his arm tight around Jagger, “What’s up bitch?  I’m taking a break from the Malibu swells.  How have they been here this week?”

“In Hermosa baby, there are never any disappointments.  The waves have been blowin’ up the last couple days.”  Jagger’s eyes drift out to sea on the sidewalk in the distance where Garth was not long before.  The sidewalk path sparkles with light where his earth angel had passed.  Trezner smirks smitten by Jagger who is oblivious by the attention.

Jagger trips, stumbles and falls flat on his face with his dating tribulations.  He gets paid to do it.  He writes essay pieces of his trek on the rocky road to finding love for a hip and cool pop cultural magazine.  It’s geared mostly towards 20’s and 30’s single folks who are in the dating game hoping to pounce on a mate like an animal, but all ages are welcome.  He has his own relationship column or the less conservative terminology: Sex Column. 

He’s jumped off a ten story building and survived with what he drags himself through on a weekly basis.  It’s worth it to gain experience and knowledge about human behavior in his line of work.  You learn things not through classes, but through life’s practice.

The thing is the other people he meets on his dating excursions are troubled in many ways.  Some have their never ending quest for sex and others are perpetually ruined over their past dating experiences.  They take those bad incidents with them on every potential conquest meeting.  This gets them nowhere, but results in additional wounds and heartache.

This is Los Angeles after all and if you haven’t heard, L.A. has turned into an overdeveloped, overpopulated haven of starry-eyed babes hoping to be discovered.  We’re creatures of chemistry and are attracted to the physical and beauty, but that fades quicker than the film on the screen.   You have the night of the living zombies roaming blind alone like robots in a futuristic war cartoon.  They have all fallen into the cracks of the glitter. L.A. is a place of sandwiched in traffic with bad drivers polluted with foreigners and the occasional mousy woman slinking at a snail rate without any care or observation of those around them.  It’s the place of the Hollywood mogul fakes and phonies hideous on the outside, but living in gold.  If any of them have anything in common with one another, it’s there’s nothing between their ears except air and madness with a tone of anger built up full of resentment.  L.A. is a place of relationship fiction and friction ending abruptly without warning.  Here you have a city that is about looks and about attractiveness, but when you look deeper, all you have is uncertainty.  In L.A. if you’ve lasted in a relationship for four years and it ends you say, “Oh, we had a good run.”, like its ‘The O.C.’ or ‘C.S.I.’
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TROY
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Jagger met up with his buddy Troy and they headed down to the music store on foot.  Troy is a preppy guy wearing his buttoned up dark pressed shirt, with the fancy tie dangling loosely around his neck by just enough so that his shirt can stay open at the top.  Looking hot and dapper at twenty-two with blonde hair and brown eyes.  He has very high ideals about commitment for a younger person.  Troy views Jagger as his big brother, even though Jagger doesn’t always feel grown up. 

Jagger and Troy carouse up and down the music aisles scouring through the assortment CD compilations.  Jagger wants to stock up on his chill out set to take him to a different place of inspiration to get his sex columns in order.  He finds a love song CD box set that he pulls out to examine.  He tells Troy, “Its three-discs and forty songs.  I’m going to buy this, a bottle of wine and a razor blade.  I’m buying shit.  That’s what people do when they’re trying to push their emotions down.  They drink, do drugs or buy crap they don’t need.”

Troy laughs reaching over to look at it.

Love is a complicated substance.  If all we want is to get close, then why does one person pull away when the other person reveals any sign of interest?  The second you stop showing interest they fly up your nose suddenly wanting your attention. 

People are passionate when they are sexually stimulated.  When they enter a relationship they slowly begin to lose the passion because they were only interested in the new experience.  It’s the fantasy of obtaining that object of desire.  We are objects to many now aren’t we?  Once the object of your craving is in your hands you become fed up after a few rides and need an e-ticket to ride an entirely different roller coaster.

Jagger and Troy walk through one of the department stores to get back onto the promenade.  On their excursion they pass the bedroom section where an enormous array of pillows adorn the aisles.  Troy eyes the body pillows picking one up and holding it to his body, “I need to get me one of these.”

Jagger eyes the pillows, “Bed feeling a little empty these days?”

“Yeah, and because it’s been so hot out the last couple nights I’ve had to sleep on top of my covers naked.   Luther, that dog I’ve been watching for a couple days climbed on top of me the other night when I was asleep.”

“Okay, you know what?  We need to get you a man and fast.”  Jagger pulls one of the pillows out, “I don’t know if I could buy one of these out in the open.  It would feel as shameful as renting a porno film.  Can you imagine going up to the counter with one of these?  ‘Uh yeah, hi, it’s for my friend, I mean my brother.”

Troy laughs, “I have a question.  In your dating rules, what date do you have the first good night kiss?”

“The first kiss should be short and sweet, no tongue and maybe have it at the opening of the date, that way at the end of the date it will be natural and longer.”

“What do you mean natural?  What date would this be on?”

“If it’s on the first date, then by this point you better have not only had a conversation with him, but you’ve also already met him.  If you are meeting him for the first time in person, then that is not a date.  The kiss should be natural, easy and confident.  Your lips are warm, relaxed, and for fuck sake keep your mouth closed. A classy kiss hello should not be out of the question.”

How Jagger met Troy was an event in itself.  It was a couple of hours outside of Los Angeles in a desert city.  Jagger went to visit the city and stay there for a few days to attend a big weekend concert event that raised money for children in need of medical care.  It was the first night of the concert where he met Troy who was seventeen at the time and enduring sick abuse at his parent’s house. Jagger’s seat was next to Troy’s at the concert and the two of them hit it off talking for hours.  Troy was enamored with Jagger’s visible strength and wished he could be that confident.  Troy showed him around the desert town the next day.  He gave him a little tour while they got to know each other.  Jagger was the first person he could trust in a long time.  He didn’t want him to go back to L.A.  He felt safe while he was around.  By the mid-afternoon, he told him about his life and how trapped he felt.  Jagger was in horror listening to the stories.  Anger oozed through him, but he remained serene like an immovable rock.

Troy came out and announced his sexuality in his early teens.  His parents thought maybe they could beat it out of him.  The beatings had already been persisting on, but they grew after the announcement.  Whenever anything would go wrong he would be told it was his fault.  He lost friends and support.  People talked in smaller towns.  He had to undergo the ridicule and harassment.  He was a straight-A student and his grades began to waver.  Feeling useless led him to have suicidal thoughts as a way out of his personal Hell. 

Jagger and Troy decided to have dinner, but stopped by Troy’s parent’s house so that he could grab some extra things.  Jagger waited in the car for what felt like an hour.  He hopped out and paced back and forth in front of it.

In the house was another set up going on.  “You’re pathetic.”  His father said knocking Troy down not realizing Jagger had appeared on the porch.  Jagger’s head lowered with red in his eyes.

Everyone in the house jumped when the glass from the door made a loud crashing sound breaking into a million pieces all over the living room floor.  One boot slammed onto the glass.  Jagger was untouched and excessively fast for anyone to see what had broken in.

Troy’s father charged over to Jagger, but it was too late Jagger’s fist hit his face, “You fight him.  You fight me first.”  The father was knocked to the floor.  The mom grabbed the doorframe from the kitchen to the living room, “Please!”

Jagger was unresponsive by the pain he caused.  “You should be ashamed of yourselves.”  His blood pressure barely rose when he spoke.  He lowered to the floor like a terminator machine.  He was swift, yet delicate when he grabbed Troy’s hand to pull him up.  Troy’s body was wounded and he was unsure of what hit him.  The mother was afraid to move.  The father slowly tried to get up, but felt the sting of the attack. 

Jagger said, “Say your goodbye’s.  He’s coming with me.  At least he’ll be safe.”

Troy looked up at Jagger and a smile formed.  A real angel had swooped in to bring him to salvation.

“Let’s get out of here.”

In the car, Troy kept looking at Jagger idolizing him, fearing him, loving him and respecting him.  He was scared not knowing where his life was headed, but at least he felt in protected hands and loved.  A new sense of freedom and immense possibility overtook him.

“You can stay with me as long as you want.”  Jagger said with a relaxing voice.

“What if I can’t find a place?”

“Then I guess you’ll have to stay with me forever then.”  Jagger formed a rare smile that was full of warmth.  This was another side of him Troy loves.  He knows that Jagger is not all bad. 

“My place is average sized, but it’s comfortable and near the beach.  There is a tiny studio guest home out back.  You can stay there.  Take all the time you need to figure things out.”

Troy finished his remaining months at the high school near Jagger and enrolled in college.  He’s majoring in business with a minor in art history.

Troy spent the following year growing into his body, working out, and becoming quite a looker.  His obsession grows a little too much on the exterior, thumbing through hot fashion magazines and sports magazines.  He became privy to reading up on the gossip and nearly basing his existence on it.  This is what happens to people that come from a smaller town or outskirt and move to Los Angeles.  They focus in on the showiness becoming attracted to it.  Luckily, he has Jagger around who makes sure he doesn’t fall too deep into superficiality.
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SLADE
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Jagger lies in bed asleep when his eyes shoot open as if possessed.  His body rises abruptly as if he is a wolf.  He moves into a crouched position like a cobra before planting both feet on the floor.  Ready to attack from the moment his eyes open.  Climbing out of bed he stretches his near bare-naked body.  His tan toned shape forms into muscle as he reaches his hands up clasping them together.  His boxers hang over his ass comfortably.  They are pulled down slightly with reveal when he extends in a cat like stretch. 

He shuffles around the room slow as if wounded.  His feet kick up some torn blue jeans off the floor and he puts them on.  This is followed by a tattered old T-shirt and then some flip-flops.  He grabs his keys by the front door and picks up the pace outside.  All in his way will be crushed if they don’t jump aside.  He doesn’t care and it shows.  He moves with purpose and discipline down the street to the local coffee and tea house on the corner of the block.  Inside he picks up some Green tea and skims a nearby paper when one of those model-looking boys walks in hoping to be seen.  When the model boy makes a move he poses while sucking in his cheeks and pursing his lips.  Lucky for Jagger the guy decided to pick him to sit next to and expound on himself.  The model boy’s whole life story is put there on a platter for Jagger to savor.  The guy grew up outside of Pittsburgh and went to college to study vocal performance in Iowa.  This of course led him to move to overcrowded and pointless Hollywood to accomplish his dreams of stardom that will ultimately end in disappointment. 

Jagger nodded attempting to be respectful even though his eyes were pasted to his paper.  He cut in and out of what the guy was saying while catching himself from yawning out of boredom.  Drifting off to a faraway place as the model boy’s story grew fainter fading into the background.  Jagger jolted back to reality in the middle of the guy’s story and his mind tried to fill in quick what had happened.  He knew he didn’t miss much anyway.  The model does whatever it takes morally to get his face seen and remembered.

“I’m always on model shoots, casting calls and meetings with Producers.”  He explained this to the wall with his head up high.  Jagger could swear he had a light base of make-up on ready for his close up. 

“Fame as your only goal is pretty hollow, but good luck.”  Jagger explains as his phone beeps with a voice mail.  He checks it as the model continues to ramble on. 

It’s his buddy Slade on his voicemail:

“Jagger!  It’s eleven o’clock, take that fucking cock out of your tight ass and call me back.  You’re not home and I’m on your street.  Where the hell are you?” 

Jagger sends him a text message letting him know where he is.

Slade struts into the coffee shop sporting his signature wide smile.  Men and women look up in awe from their newspapers, magazines and laptops undressing him with their eyes.  He’s damn hot and he knows it eating it up.  His body is amazing and supple.  He’s a six-foot one muscular Adonis at twenty-eight.  Slade is Jagger’s sex-crazed fiend of a friend who eats and breathes sex and nothing else.  He loves sex with many people and many at the same time.  Sometimes he brags about some of the amateur porn he did for money he didn’t need in his early twenties.  As the counter opposite of Jagger, it’s amazing that they connected at all.  Jagger has high standards when it comes to relationships while Slade lives with a severe distaste for being tied down to anyone.

“Man!”  Slade shouts with exuberance.  He struts over to Jagger putting his arm around him. 

“Thank God you’re here.”  Jagger says low feeling saved. 

“You’re going to have to get used to this bud!”  Slade shouts with mass extroversion wrapping his arm tight around Jagger as they leave the place.

Slade rubs Jagger’s shoulder with one hand while they walk, “What’s up with that man you call Heaven?”

“Hmm, Garth?  You mean that guy that I follow around like a fucking idiot who wouldn’t be caught dead anywhere near me?” 

Slade smirks, “That would be the one.”

“He doesn’t know I exist and I can’t find a way to say anything to him.  You should see the way he watches me though.  It reminds me of those old classic movies where the girl would gaze on at the guy in the distance.  It’s hot.  No one does that anymore.  I wish I could touch him and know what that feels like.  I want to know what it’s like to sit next to him and feel his breath, to have the opportunity to gaze into his eyes and watch his smile.  I want to feel what it’s like to wrap my arm around him and grab his hand.  Fuck man!”  Jagger says smiling totally smitten in dreamland.

“Aww.”  Slade’s lips move into hit Jagger’s forehead.  The wind blows through Slade’s beautiful slightly spiked black hair.  “If you talk like that I’m going to have to tackle you to the ground and take advantage.”

“I’ll win.  We both know that.”

Slade grabs Jagger’s side with his hands giving it a tender squeeze.

Jagger brushes it off unaffected. “Garth seems like the type that would be happy to settle down with someone and have a family.  Man, I’m crushing on him.  Even if it doesn’t happen I’m going to do it one day.  I’m going to have a couple of kids.  I don’t know when, maybe in ten years who knows.  I’ll do it myself with or without someone.”

“You’re serious?  You want kids?”  Slade asks with revulsion.  “Why?”  This is unimaginable to him.  His longest relationship with someone these days lasts four hours and that’s more than fine with him.

“If I can save a child or two by adopting, and give them a loving place to grow up in then that is one soul I’ve helped on this planet in this lifetime.  When you have a child your focus is on them and the people they’re going to be when they grow up.  It takes you away from your extreme narcissistic existence.  Why not create an even bigger family.  I have you, Troy and Russell.  And that’s all awesome, but why not expand this unit more?”

Slade smiles grabbing a leaf that falls through the air over them, “You’d make a great Dad!  You’d be one of those hot Dad’s I’d like to fuck.”

Jagger knows he can count on him to be the voice of reasoning.

“There are some positives to being in a relationship, you know.”  Jagger pokes at Slade’s sudden disdain over the idea of companionship.  “I want to be part of my own self-created family unit.  It’s lonely having to make all the decisions in my life alone.  I want to share myself and my life with another person in a committed relationship.”

“You can make decisions with me.”  Slade offers.

“I want to be able to sleep with the person I’m making those decisions with.”  Jagger adds.

“We can do that too!”  Slade jumps gleefully.

Two men walk past them with two boys trailing behind them.  The two boys are each walking a dog.  Slade leans into Jagger’s ear.  “Noah’s Ark.”

Jagger cracks a rare smile.  “They can hear you.”

“Good!”  Slade laughs.

Slade is a non-deceitful honest player.  The player in him began as a teenager.  He knew he could get his fair share of whatever he wanted.  His friend’s mothers and even some of their fathers would see this kid and say, “Fuck this guy’s hot and if we fucked just once, my universe would be rocked for eternity.”  Others would catch his eye and mumble, “Hang on to that one until he’s eighteen, then let him nail me.”

When Slade was twenty, he became a male stripper.  He certainly didn’t do it for the money.  He was born into money and doesn’t have to work a day in his life if he doesn’t want to.  The stripping was done for the excitement and rush of it.  It was an adventure that satisfied his need to be worshipped and adored.  Sometimes after the show he and some of the guys and girls would all get wild and have rowdy orgy sessions late into the night.

Slade did have a relationship at one point, but he had to end it.  He suffocated and got strangled within it knowing quickly that it wasn’t for him.  There was no interest in ever going back into it again.  He moved on up in the stripper world and started his own private business where he offered private party dancing sessions on call.  You could book him for the right price.  He loved being able to explore this naughty and thrill-seeking side of himself. 
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