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The Wild Ones

Joey Jameson


Prologue

The pieces of broken glass on the floor around him caught the rays of the mid-afternoon sun, casting shimmering reflections onto his naked chest and rainbows onto the ivory-painted walls.

The house was silent now. The only sounds filtering in through the floor-to-ceiling picture windows were those of the birds along the seafront and the cars on the street below.

But still he waited.

His ringing ears were on high alert, like a small animal in the wild on the run from a predator. Blue eyes wide, his gaze skidded around the room, the slightest detection of movement causing his whole body to jerk. He willed his thumping heart to slow, forcing deep breaths down into his lungs while trying to unclench and relax his aching jaw.

His left cheek felt warm and swollen as if one whole side of his head had suddenly inflated to twice its actual size, and the ring of fire circling his left eye indicated the all too familiar feeling of the beginning of a black eye.

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been sitting there on the floor.

Where he left me.

He could still feel him here. The anger seemed to linger for longer these days. Even after he was gone, like a bad smell you couldn’t get rid of. He could feel it in the air. Heavy and suffocating.

He swallowed hard and tasted the metallic tang of blood. Probably from when he bit his cheek as he fell.

It wasn’t always like this.

The thought drifted in and out of his mind like a dark cloud moving across the sky.

As the seconds passed, his body began to relax. He surveyed the damage around him, debris littering the room like the aftermath of an earthquake. Furniture turned over and broken glass shimmering like glitter on the stripped and exposed wooden floorboards.

His gaze drifted to the broken photo frame at his feet.

It was a picture from their wedding day.

How happy we looked back then.

All smiles and warm eyes, without a care in the world. The more he allowed himself to stare at the couple in the picture, the less he recognised them.

He studied his own face staring back at him in the photograph, as if he could communicate some sort of warning to his previous self.

Don’t do it.

But that was another time. A younger version of the broken man he was now. Things were different then.

How could he have known…?


Chapter One

Chorus loved this time of day in Brighton, just as the sun was starting to reveal itself in the sky above the Marina. It was his favourite time to walk along the beach.

It was late July, but the air was crisp and cool as it drifted in off the sea, ruffling his long blond hair and brushing softly against his tanned legs. The pebbles beneath his flip-flops crunched as he walked along, savouring the quiet and the spaciousness of his surroundings. The beach was practically bare this early in the morning, with most people favouring the long and winding promenade to jog or walk upon rather than the rocky shoreline. But despite the chilly temperature, Chorus much preferred being as close to the water as possible.

He pulled his oversized, slouchy knit cardigan closer around him for warmth against the morning breeze as he looked out to sea.

Although the cosmopolitan seaside city of Brighton had been his home ever since he could remember, he never tired of looking out at the rolling waves of the ocean. Whether contemplating his problems and worries or sifting through thoughts and memories, it was as if the water held the answers to all of life’s questions and all he had to do was be present and listen.

He paused for a moment to appreciate the beauty of the crystal waters that were just starting to shimmer as the climbing sun’s rays caressed the choppy sea beneath. Seagulls chased each other in the air above his head, crying their endless call in their unfamiliar language before disappearing over the tall buildings lining Marine Parade, their whitewashed fronts also beginning to illuminate as day broke.

Chorus’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of his mobile phone’s alarm going off in his pocket. He reached inside the pocket of his denim cut-off shorts to pull out the phone. He silenced the alarm and spied the time on the display screen.

Six-thirty a.m.

He’ll be up soon.

Chorus sighed as he took in one more big breath of fresh sea air, his eyes drinking in as much of the view as they could, before he turned on his heel and began the short trek back up to his house to prepare His breakfast. He estimated about fifteen minutes before He was showered and dressed and downstairs waiting at the breakfast bar. He sped up as he manoeuvred the pebbly beach in his Havaianas, wishing he had worn trainers instead to help him move quicker.

Chorus knew how much He hated it when he was late.

★

Chorus had been married to Hilton for almost four years, and they lived together in a beautiful three-storey house in Sussex Square overlooking the gardens on one side and the seafront on the other. Chorus had never maintained much of an interest in high-end properties, having grown up in much more modest dwellings than his other half. Hilton, however, would stand for nothing but the best. And in a city like Brighton, where location counted for as much as what you actually filled your house with, theirs was top of the charts. With four bedrooms, three baths, and a lounge with huge bay windows that stretched from floor to ceiling, it was an estate agent’s wet dream.

When they had moved in just after they were married, Hilton had made it very clear the decor was to remain minimalist, with mostly white walls, exposed wooden floors, and modern, tasteful furniture. He had hired interior decorators to kit the house out with the best finishings and luxurious furnishings. Every aspect of the house was fine-tuned to the smallest detailing, and he had hired a cleaning and maintenance team who were available around the clock to guarantee that it stayed that way. Consequently, there were times when Chorus felt their house was more of a showroom than an actual place to lay your head at night.

As he worked at preparing Hilton’s regular breakfast of two fried eggs on toast and searing hot black coffee, he paused for a moment to take in his surroundings. Chorus couldn’t look more out of place in this ivory palace with appealing clean lines and tidy décor that stood all around him. From his long, somewhat tangly mass of blond highlighted hair that stretched halfway down his back to his relaxed, bohemian sense of style and dress, he sometimes thought he looked more like someone who would be hired to work in a place like this, rather than an inhabitant.

Hilton’s heavy footsteps on the stairs jarred Chorus from his thoughts. He quickly poured a cup of coffee from the percolator into Hilton’s favourite mug and placed it on the counter next to a copy of The Times.

“Good morning,” Chorus exclaimed, smiling up at his husband as he reached for the coffee.

“Morning,” Hilton murmured back without making eye contact. He offered his lips quickly to Chorus in a half-arsed attempt at a morning kiss while keeping his eyes focused on the main headlines of The Times.

“How are you? Sleep well?” Chorus’s gaze followed Hilton around the room.

“Mmm,” Hilton took a sip of his coffee. “You?”

“Yeah, really good thanks. It’s a beautiful—”

“Don’t forget we’ve got that dinner tonight,” Hilton interrupted as he walked to the patio doors and stepped out.

“Oh, God… Is that tonight? Shit.”

Hilton stopped in the doorway, his stance stiffening slightly. “What’s that?”

Chorus swallowed, his body becoming overcome with nerves. “Nothing. It’s just…”

“It’s just, what?”

“I’ve…I’ve got a deadline… That’s all.”

“Are you kidding me?” Hilton turned on the patio and lifted his dark eyes up to look towards Chorus for the first time since coming down the stairs. “You knew the dinner was tonight. It’s always been tonight. I told you about this three weeks ago.”

“I know, I know. Sorry, I guess it just slipped my… Yes, don’t worry. I’ll write all day. That’s fine. I’m with you,” Chorus stammered, quickly busying himself in the kitchen with something. “Remind me what time again?”

“Dinner is at eight. Sharp.”

“Eight o’clock. Got it.”

Chorus turned around to load the dishwasher. Hilton stood only a few feet in front of him, making him jump slightly and almost drop the frying pan he was holding.

“Jesus!”

“Don’t fuck around with me tonight, Chorus. I’m serious.”

The brashness of his words caught Chorus off guard as he peered up at Hilton with wide eyes, like a deer caught in headlights. Hilton was at least five inches taller than Chorus and twice as authoritative in his stance. As their eyes met, he felt very minute compared to his towering husband.

“What? Of course not. Don’t worry, eight o’clock. I’ll be ready.” He did his best to pacify Hilton, turning away once more in an attempt to avoid an argument.

He knew how easily Hilton was wound up these days. He was in the middle of landing a new account at work and was, in his own words, under a lot of stress.

As he worked away in the kitchen, he could feel Hilton’s eyes burning into him, the intensity of his glare like the heat from a spotlight.

“Please…” Hilton continued, his tone softening slightly, “I need you there tonight…”

A sudden vulnerableness to his words made Chorus stop what he was doing and turn back around to face him. Chorus’s gaze softened, too, as he took in the sight of his husband standing before him. With his head bowed and shoulders slightly hunched, he resembled a little boy who had become overtaken with nerves standing in the headteacher’s office.

“Hey, don’t worry. It’s going to be great. You’ve got this,” Chorus reassured him, rubbing his muscular arms in an attempt to placate him.

Hilton was the chief financial officer of Cartago, one of London’s most famous companies in the financial sector. They provided a diversified portfolio of financial services to a variety of different companies and operated in around fourteen countries outside of the UK. Hilton had been at the forefront of developmental strategies for the past six years, helping the company to become the largest broker on the London Stock Exchange, grossing more than £4 billion in customer accounts. But these days things weren’t going so well for Cartago. The company was seriously in debt and losing accounts faster than it could gain them. Chorus didn’t often listen in on Hilton’s work calls, but recently he had heard whisperings that the company might be heading toward bankruptcy. Tonight, Hilton and Chorus had been invited to dinner with a new potential client who was interested in what Cartago could offer him. The added business could be exactly what the company needed to stay afloat and the pressure to land this new account was proving incredibly heavy on Hilton.

As much as Chorus couldn’t truly wrap his head around what his husband actually did for a living, he knew when he was needed and tried to support Hilton in any way he could, knowing how grave the consequences would be otherwise.

“You’re going to do fine,” he continued, his soft blue eyes wide with encouragement.

His touch began to work its magic as Hilton visibly relaxed, reaching around with both hands to cup Chorus’s arse and give each cheek an affectionate squeeze. The moment Hilton’s hands touched his body, he tensed in a knee-jerk reaction to his husband’s touch. He quickly forced himself to relax, hoping Hilton didn’t notice his withdrawal. Chorus pulled his head back slightly to see a sly smile tug at the corners of Hilton’s lips.

“Mmm,” he cooed, bending his head down until his lips gently caressed Chorus’s right ear, making his knees quiver. “You always know just what to say to chill me out…”

“Do I now?” Chorus tilted his head back mechanically at the sensation of Hilton’s breath on his neck. Inside, he was quivering in disgust, but he tried desperately to outwardly convey the suitable reaction of feeling seduced.

“Mm-hmm, if I didn’t have to go to work, I might just throw you down on the couch right now and show you my appreciation for your support.”

“I wouldn’t want you to be late for work, now.”

“I’m sure I could spare a couple of minutes…”

But before Chorus could respond, he noticed Hilton lift his eyes to peer at the clock on the wall behind his head.

“Fuck! Is that the time? Jesus!”

Hilton withdrew himself completely, dropping his hands and leaving Chorus standing there feeling relieved.

“But your breakfast…” Chorus began.

“No time. Jesus… Fuck, I’m going to be late as it is. I’ll ring you later. Be downstairs at seven-thirty, sharp.”

And with that he was out of the door, leaving Chorus to catch his breath, alone in their perfect, expensive three-storey house.


Chapter Two

Despite Hilton bringing in a large enough income to comfortably support a family of five let alone the two of them, Chorus was not at all reliant on his husband’s finances.

Chorus was a writer. And a damn good one. A successful one at that, having established himself as one of this generation’s key writers of popular gay fiction novels shortly after he and Hilton had first met. Chorus’s first novel, an erotic tale of obsession and revenge, which was published when he was only twenty-eight years old, made the New York Times bestsellers list. It rose to insane popularity when a major pop star tweeted to his eighteen million followers about the “steamy new author” he had just discovered. His endorsement catapulted Chorus to social media stardom and jumpstarted his career in a way he could never have dreamed of.

When he and Hilton were married, Hilton had pushed for Chorus to take his last name. But Chorus had resisted for fear of confusing his fans.

Nevertheless, despite Hilton’s disapproval, four years later, Chorus was working on his third novel, a story set on the fabulous island of Ibiza about a holiday romance that turns deadly.

Writing was what Chorus did best. It was all he knew how to do. After graduating from the University of Warwick with a Master’s in creative writing, he worried that he would never make it as a writer when up against a literal sea of equally talented authors, each vying for the chance to be noticed. He was one of thousands of fresh new voices emerging every day, each one crying to be heard above the other. But Chorus had something that set him apart from the other authors in his field.

He had experience.

Chorus was a gay man who wrote about other gay men. He knew what they wanted. He knew what they fantasised about and knew how to give it to them in spades. Each word Chorus wrote came from some personal experience he had had, which made him relatable to his audience. There was nothing untouchable about Chorus as a literary voice. He was the everyman’s author, and his fans adored him for it.

But despite the fame and attention he had received when that infamous tweet had gone viral, Chorus had never let it go to his head. To be honest, most days he woke up and expected it all to have been a dream. He never took one second of it for granted; instead, he just kept doing what he did best. Day after day. He understood how lucky he was, and his recognition of that allowed him to continue churning out book after book until the dark day came when people no longer wanted what he had to give.

Chorus’s office was the polar opposite to the rest of the house. Located on the top floor with a south-facing view of the sea, his workroom was an explosion of colour. When they had moved in, Hilton had “given” Chorus this space to decorate as he wished. With walls painted sky-blue and quirky furniture and lighting, it was Chorus’s brightly lit haven in an otherwise barren and emotionless house.

As he sat down at his desk and brought up his manuscript on the Apple MacBook, he was once again filled with the same feeling of calm and serenity that had come over him at the beach this morning. His eyes drifted over yesterday’s words, and his heart rate slowed and his breathing returned to normal. Feeling anxious and apprehensive had become part of his morning routine, along with brewing coffee and preparing Hilton’s breakfast. But when Hilton had left for the day, and he was alone once more with his computer, only then was he was truly able to be himself.

Chorus had begun to take solace in the four walls of his office, for writing had always given him a sense of control in what had become an otherwise unruly life.


Chapter Three

At exactly 1:00 p.m. his mobile phone pinged with a text message. The same text message that arrived at precisely the same time every afternoon.

The message he waited for every day. The one he looked forward to.

A shy smile crept up on Chorus’s lips, and his cheeks reddened with anticipation of the words that would appear on the screen when he allowed himself to look at them. The butterflies in his stomach lurched and fluttered as his fingers tapped away at the keys on his computer in a vain attempt to finish the paragraph he was working on. But the more he tried to focus and ignore the text the more his concentration wavered; his screen splattered with an increasing number of red lines indicating the careless spelling mistakes he was now making in his haste.

When he could wait no longer, he grabbed his phone and unlocked the screen with the pressing of his thumb.

Try again appeared at the top as he realised he’d used the wrong finger. Chorus was constantly changing his pass code and fingerprint on his phone. His index finger one day, thumb print the next. Diligently deleting messages and closing browser windows had become part of his workday, like he was some sort of spy for a covert military operation where the tiniest slip-up could cost someone their life.

Over the years, he had learned to check and recheck his phone countless times before Hilton got home in case he had been careless and left something open. A text. A picture. An email. A receipt. Even the smallest detail could arouse suspicion, and he didn’t like to take chances.

His smile widened as he read the message before quickly deleting it.

I’m downstairs x

Those two words were like an electric charge, and Chorus began to stiffen in his shorts as his mind instantly flooded with all sorts of sordid images of what was to come.

He saved his novel, his face exploding into a huge grin, stood, and checked himself in the full-length mirror that stood propped up against the pale-blue wall.

Not bad, he thought as he smoothed down his unruly hair.

Chorus grabbed his oversized knit cardigan from earlier that now lay draped across a bright patchwork armchair in the corner of the room. He skipped down the stairs and out of the front door.

The early afternoon sun was beating down on his front porch now, causing him to squint as he scanned the parked cars on the street for the familiar blue one.

There it was. The indigo-blue Mazda MX-5. Unmistakable as it sat parked among an array of other less impressive cars that skirted the square of whitewashed houses, like a protective shield against intruders from the outside world.

Chorus could just about make out the shape of the driver from where he stood. Forearm dangling nonchalantly out of the driver’s side window, an expensive looking silver watch at the wrist catching the sunlight. Chorus caught himself smiling as he approached the car, twisting his head around and spying for any nosy onlookers.

Without missing a beat, he opened the passenger side door and slipped into the deep seat, his eyes settling on the driver behind the wheel.

The sight of him was something he would never tire of.

Jules.

“Hiya, handsome,” Chorus cooed, a massive smile emblazoned across his face.

Jules only cocked his head to the side slightly in his sexy, debonair way that drove Chorus mad. He returned Chorus’s enormous smile and leaned his head in. Chorus met him halfway and gently touched his lips with his own. A few seconds passed, and he let himself linger there, throwing caution to the wind as the thrill of the moment coursed through his veins like he was daring the fates to catch him with his hand in the cookie jar.

They pulled away simultaneously and quickly inspected their surroundings like seasoned professionals before Jules turned the key in the ignition and pulled out onto the road.

“Let’s go.”


Chapter Four

Chorus had been seeing Jules for the past year. Ever since things in his marriage had started…changing.

They had met one morning at a local farmer’s market when they both had reached for the same butternut squash. They’d exchanged pleasantries and continued with their shopping. Chorus had thought nothing of it until out in the carpark when his carrier bag split and Jules had come to his aid, appearing from out of nowhere and helping to rescue all his wayward produce. They had laughed about it, making silly jokes about the vegetables fleeing for their lives. But when their eyes had met, there was nothing funny about it.

They had got talking as they stood there in the carpark, the hot sun beating down on their heads, and before they knew it, they were having coffee and sharing favourite recipes and talking about their love of Kylie Minogue’s earlier work.

There was something about the ease Chorus felt as he spoke with Jules that day. Something he hadn’t felt in all the years he’d known Hilton, as if Jules wasn’t a stranger at all but a lifelong buddy he’d only recently reconnected with. He had warm hazel eyes and a floppy mop of auburn hair, and there was something oddly comforting about being in his presence. Chorus hadn’t thought much about it at the time, but, looking back, he knew he was only kidding himself to deny the flirtatious nature of their first meeting.

It turned out Jules also worked from home as a distributor for a well-known health and wellness company. They had exchanged numbers after coffee that day and agreed to meet for a drink later in the week to carry on their conversation about which album truly showcased Kylie’s real talent as an artist.

They were sleeping together within a week.

Now, a year into their affair, nothing showed signs of slowing down.

Chorus knew it was wrong. He wasn’t raised to ever consider adultery as something acceptable, and there were times over the past twelve months when he had thought about breaking it off. But it only took one look into those mesmerising, almost copper-coloured eyes for Chorus to lose his nerve.

But it wasn’t only Jules’s sexual appeal that kept Chorus coming back, despite his handsome good looks playing a huge part. Rather, it was the simple fact that Chorus was less than happy in his marriage to Hilton.

In the months before Chorus and Jules first met, it had become clear that Hilton was no longer the man Chorus had married. Perhaps he hadn’t been for some while. He was different now. Distant. Moody. Verbally abusive. Hilton could become so easily aggravated at the drop of a hat that some days there was nothing Chorus could do to pacify his foul moods but to keep out of his way. He worked long hours, leaving the house by seven in the morning and not returning some nights till after ten, leaving Chorus at home alone to fend for himself.

Chorus grew lonely. Stagnant. Afraid, with nothing and no one but the characters he had created for company. And despite the solace he had always found in his work, nothing could compare to the touch and affection he had begun to yearn for from another.

As their marriage aged, things only got worse. Hilton’s drinking got heavier as his career began to nosedive. He’d stay out after work every night and saunter home well after midnight stinking of booze and cigars. Some nights, he’d crawl into bed and take advantage of Chorus, forcing himself on him like he was a plaything to be used and then tossed aside. Hilton’s business was falling apart, and apparently, it was Chorus who was going to suffer for it. Those days, they barely spoke except when Hilton would order him to do something. He treated him less and less like a partner, and more and more like a servant.

One night, when Hilton had actually come home before midnight for once, he blew up at Chorus for not ironing the shirt and tie he needed for his morning meeting, screaming and yelling at him and calling him every four-letter word in the book.

All because Chorus had forgotten to iron his shirt.

The argument had escalated quickly, intensified no doubt by the stench of whiskey that hung in the air around Hilton. Chorus had tried to calm him, but it only seemed to upset him further, his jaw flexing and his eyes bulging with rage. For a moment, he thought he could sense Hilton losing steam and thought the argument would quickly blow over.

But then Hilton hit him.

Just a slap. But a slap, nonetheless. Hard and with intent, right across his left cheek. Up until that point, Hilton’s abuse had been only verbal, which somehow in Chorus’s mind had made it seem more acceptable. He had known friends in abusive relationships before. Hell, he had written about them. But he and Hilton were never as bad as the ones he had researched. At least their arguments had never come to blows. At least things never got as bad as they could have, he would tell himself when things started going sour. At least Hilton only shouted at him.

Until that night.

Chorus had been so shocked at the time that he had said nothing, instead carrying on with his night as if nothing had happened. There was never an apology, nor even a simple recognition of what Hilton had done. Hilton had simply gone off to bed, leaving Chorus in the same position as he had left him, face in hands and shoulders hunched.

Unfortunately, as Chorus would soon learn, that was only the beginning of what was to come.

What he had hoped would be an isolated incident only intensified as days turned into weeks, and weeks into months.

Hilton continued his drinking and partying and staying out into the morning hours. His acknowledgement of his husband grew fainter and fainter until they were like ships passing in the night.

But Chorus wasn’t an idiot. He knew where they were headed. He wasn’t blind to the truth behind their crumbling marriage, and he wasn’t fooled by Hilton’s empty words promising to change that inevitably came the morning after a drunken night out. He knew he couldn’t go on living like this.

It wasn’t long before Chorus got up the courage to secretly see a divorce lawyer to counsel him on his options. He researched, spoke to friends, and learned as much as he could about UK divorce laws. He even joined a support group for victims of domestic violence. Two months after the night Hilton hit him, Chorus finally gathered up the strength he needed to confront Hilton with his decision.

He was leaving him, and that was that.

It was a Monday night. He had texted Hilton and asked him to meet him at home straight after work because he had something he needed to discuss with him. That evening, Chorus was sitting at the dining room table as Hilton arrived home, the papers from the lawyer all laid out, his speech prepared in his head.

When Hilton walked through the door, he took one look at the setup that Chorus had prepared and without muttering a single word, sideswiped Chorus across the face so hard he knocked him off his chair and to the ground, fracturing his cheekbone and dislocating his jaw.

Chorus had never felt pain like it in his entire life.

He had crumpled to the floor in a heap, feeling like his whole face had been dislodged. The pain was so excruciating he couldn’t even cry out. All he could do was lie there at Hilton’s feet and pray for it to be over. But Hilton didn’t move for a minute, although Chorus could feel his eyes bearing down on him. And then he took a few steps closer to where Chorus lay and knelt so that his head was a mere few inches from his face.

“If you ever try to leave me…I’ll track you down. And I’ll kill you.”

Chorus would never forget those words. Each and every time he closed his eyes, or laid his head down to sleep, those sentences replayed on a loop inside his head.

And so, Chorus stayed. He stayed out of fear. From that moment on, his life no longer seemed to belong to him. He had given up. Their house quickly transformed into an institution, where Hilton came and went as he pleased, and Chorus became a member of his staff. He cooked and cleaned for him on top of what the professional cleaning team already did, and he quickly adapted to a schedule. One where Hilton’s meals were prepared for him. On time. Every day. His ironing was done when he requested it. And Chorus played the role of happy husband, doing his best not to set Hilton off.

All in all, Chorus learned to do as he was told.

On top of all that, he became a plaything for Hilton when he so desired, which, thankfully, wasn’t all that often. Chorus suspected that Hilton, too, saw other men on the side. But on the occasional morning when he was particularly horny and on the odd day when he would actually acknowledge Chorus’s presence for something other than his chores, Hilton would force himself upon Chorus, and Chorus would oblige.

Chorus learned how to not engage with Hilton so as not to anger or aggravate him. And in doing so, kept out of his way and safely out of danger. So long as Chorus obeyed, then the violence seemed to come to a halt. He wasn’t sure why Hilton stayed with him. Perhaps it was yet another power move on his part. Chorus was a belonging to him now, something over which he could exert some sort of masochistic power that made him appear to be in control.

But whatever the reason, Hilton didn’t divorce him. There was no getting out.

And so, their marriage continued. Like a transaction of sorts between two reluctant participants.

Until Chorus met the man who would change the course of his life and rescue him from this self-induced nightmare he was living.

Jules.

When Jules appeared that very first morning in the market, Chorus found himself fighting feelings of lust and longing for the touch of a man, feelings he had all but forgotten thanks to the state of his marriage and his life with Hilton. He tried to resist the attraction he felt towards Jules and the desire he had begun to believe he might never feel again.

Not out of respect for his husband. Oh God no, he had none of that left for the man he shared a bed with.

He hesitated out of the primal and all-too-real fear of getting caught.

But it turned out his will wasn’t as strong as he thought it was, and the need to once again feel safe and loved in the arms of another overthrew the blind fear of getting caught.

And so, he strayed.

He gave in to his urges and began a lengthy and passionate affair with a man who would soon begin to provide him with all the distraction, love, and nurturing he needed to simply get through each day he remained married to the enemy.


Chapter Five

Chorus’s relationship with Jules was blissfully uncomplicated. They met almost every day, had sex, went on dates (albeit discreet ones). In other words, they had a fairly normal relationship.

Well, normal apart from the small fact that one of them was married.

Jules was fully aware of Hilton and the abuse he showed towards Chorus. Not a day went by that he didn’t beg his lover to leave his abusive husband—run away with him and never look back, like the plot of some cheesy romance film. But Chorus knew that would never be the case. At least, not right now.

Jules seemed to understand, despite his pleading otherwise, and was content with what they had. He knew he was the main man in Chorus’s life and that if things were different, they would be together.

That morning, as Jules drove them in his sleek, indigo-blue, two-door Mazda MX-5 to his bungalow in Peacehaven, he placed his hand on Chorus’s leg as a sign of his affection. Chorus couldn’t help but crane his head to check for any familiar cars around them before placing his own hand on Jules’s.

“Don’t worry. He’s at work, right?” Jules reassured in his rough, masculine voice.

“I know. Just…making sure.”

“You all right today?”

“Yeah. I’m good. Better now that I’m with you.” Chorus smiled, turning in his seat to take in Jules’s gorgeous side-profile.

Jules turned his head for a moment to flash him a wide-mouthed smile, running his tongue along his top lip. “Are you now?” he murmured, lowering his tone even deeper if that were possible.

Chorus could feel Jules’s baritone voice resonate in his crotch, and he uncrossed his legs to make room for his growing erection. Jules twigged what was happening and slid his hand further up Chorus’s leg until it brushed against his hard-on.

Chorus tilted his head back against the seat behind him, savouring the delicious feeling of Jules’s fingertips gently caressing the outline of his dick through his denim shorts.

Jules could sense how turned on Chorus was already and pressed his foot down harder on the accelerator.

“I need to have you. Right. Now,” he breathed through a set jaw.

Chorus could only smile as he floated away in the moment, the wind flowing through his long hair and his eyes pressed towards the sky.

★

When Jules put the car in park, Chorus was already halfway up the front steps to his bungalow. Once through the door, there was a moment where both men paused and looked at one another. Each drinking in the sight of the other, as it was surely the last time they’d see each other this fully dressed for hours.

Chorus’s gaze worked its way up Jules’s body, from his juvenile high-top Converse he loved to the sexy, hipster-esque white tube socks that he wore pulled up, encasing his muscular calves. His eyes lingered over the washed-out denim shorts that could barely conceal Jules’s now bulging erection before continuing up to his tight, tiny waist.

Chorus loved the tease. He found it exquisite. It was what he wrote about. That moment just before the grand reveal, where both parties were fully aware of what was about to go down, the sexual tension so thick you could almost taste it. It was his favourite part of writing adult fiction. This moment right now.

Jules hooked his thumbs in the pockets of his shorts and let his head roll back slightly. He knew the drill. When Chorus was writing, every move in his real life was an opportunity for artistic impression, and Jules could tell when Chorus was imagining how a scenario might unfold in one of his books. Each time with Chorus was a different experience, as if he were playing a different character every time they had sex. He waited to see how today’s scene would play out.

When Chorus’s gaze refocused and landed upon Jules’s strong, stubbled jaw, Jules moved towards him. But Chorus was quick to thwart his advances, shaking a finger in his direction as if to say down, boy. Using the same finger, he pointed to the ottoman in front of Jules’s La-Z-Boy recliner chair.

Jules obeyed his silent instruction and sat down as Chorus turned to the sound system in the corner of the room and picked a Lana Del Rey album on vinyl. He laid the needle down randomly once the record was in place and the sultry sound of Lana purring along to “Cola” began to leak out of the speakers.

Chorus’s hips quickly came to life, swaying back and forth to the beat, his back to Jules. He let his cardigan slip off his shoulders and fall to the floor at his feet. Underneath he wore only an oversized vest that displayed his tattooed back and shoulders perfectly. He knew Jules loved his tattoos and he showed them off as often as possible. All across his shoulder blades and halfway down his back Chorus had tattoos of wildflowers, beautifully arranged and resembling some sort of rainbow-coloured meadow. Jules loved running his fingers over them and relished every opportunity to worship the strong muscles in Chorus’s back.
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