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WRESTLING FOR TOP

PART FIVE

Wrestling for Top

Jack Stevens




Dedication

For Cymrofight

 

The world’s best wrestler!




Chapter One

 

Terry and Doug spent the best part of the following morning not talking about what had happened in the dungeon. Mark had gone on ahead in his camper van to cross the border into Switzerland and secure their next booking. With Baz, Jonesy, and Eric chatting blithely about everything and nothing as the rest of the posse drove to meet him in their mini coach, the older man and the younger sat in uncomfortable silence. When they stopped at a service station and the guys hopped out, Terry and Doug pointedly remained behind, the moment to talk having obviously arrived. Even so, a couple of minutes passed before either of them could bring himself to speak, and just as Terry had decided it was ridiculous and he was going to open the conversation, Baz leaped back into the bus and the moment was lost. It was only when they came to the second service station after having crossed the border and stopped for lunch that Terry and Doug finally found themselves seated at a small table in a café. Baz had gone in search of the video games he loved, and Eric and Jonesy haunted vainly for what they called a ‘proper English breakfast’.

This time, it was Doug who went first. “You’re a twat!” he said.

Terry opened his mouth to instantly rebuff the comment and closed it again. He had been a twat. “Thanks,” he said at last. It could have been sarcasm; it could have been genuine gratitude for Doug’s having got him out of a messy situation.

“Do you have any idea what those two could have done to you?”

Terry shifted on his seat. Sitting for too long was literally an uncomfortable reminder of Dieter’s handiwork.

“Those two are into some serious deep shit. It’s a nasty scene.”

“You seemed to be enjoying it right enough.” The words were spoken before he had thought them through, and Terry regretted them instantly. But they were out now, and his pride was too stung for him to take Doug’s haranguing without some comeback, deserved though it was.

Doug went very quiet. That was never a good sign. “What do you mean?” he asked eventually.

“We… I… saw you. Afterwards. I thought you might have needed…rescuing.”

Doug sat, staring into the cup of milky coffee in front of him. “It had to be…sorted,” he said finally.

“Yeah, they both looked well and truly ‘sorted’ by the time you’d finished with them. Especially Kurt. Don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone so ‘sorted’ in my life.” Terry leaned in closer to the man he’d thought he’d known so well. “So, are you into that scene? Y’know, dungeons and…”

“Don’t! Just…don’t go there, Terry.” Doug picked up the coffee cup, clasping it as if for warmth, and Terry was astonished to see that his hands were actually shaking. “In the past, I got…involved with things I wish to hell I hadn’t. That’s how I knew what those two last night were like. That’s how I knew what had to be done.”

You could have walked away. You didn’t have to fuck them. Showing unusual wisdom, Terry stayed silent.

“But it’s not me. Not any more. And it’s dangerous.” Doug drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Keep away from it, Terry.”

Something was nagging at the back of Terry’s mind, something he couldn’t ignore. “Involved, you say? Was that like, when you were in Europe before, all those years ago?”

“Leave it, Terry!”

“Was that why you never wanted to go back? Why you didn’t want us to come here?”

“I said…”

An awful suspicion bloomed in Terry’s mind. “Was it… Was my dad ‘involved’, too?”

With a sharp scrape of metal on tile, Doug pushed his chair back and rose from the table. “We’ll be late,” he snapped.

“No wait, tell me. Was Dad…?”

But Doug had left him and was already striding towards the exit. He nearly collided with Eric who was coming back in, proudly carrying a plate piled high with bacon, eggs, and beans. “C’mon,” he snarled.

“But I…” Eric began to protest.

“I said come on!” And Doug was gone, leaving a dismayed Eric looking helplessly at Terry.

* * * * *

“So where the hell were you?” Terry snapped.

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t act dumb, Mark. You know what I mean.”

Terry was already in gear for that night’s wrestling: a burgundy-red tracksuit, top and trunks, and black patent leather boots with a matching red stripe down the side. Jonesy and Eric had opened. Terry was up, next followed by Mark, with Baz to close. Mark, of course, had turned up late in his van. But it wasn’t this latest tardy arrival Terry was referring to. It was the previous night’s near-disastrous no-show.

“I got…held up.”

“Right. And what was his name?”

Mark grinned. “Jealous?”

“Gimme a break. And how come when you did turn up you were with Doug?”

Mark spread his hands. “I was late, yeah? I’m sorry. You know me. I just happened to bump into Doug, and the next thing I knew he’s grilling me about did I know where you were, who you were with, etc., etc. When I told him where we were meeting he got kind of…angry. More angry than normal, I mean. And he just charged over there ahead of me.”

Something about Mark’s story didn’t ring true. Hell, most of it didn’t seem to ring true, and the truth behind it was almost certainly some other guy that Mark had met and just as certainly fucked. But, for the moment at least, that wasn’t Terry’s main concern. Oddly enough, Doug was. “Angry you say? Doug? When you told him where we were going to meet?”
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