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Shy

 

Ashish Rastogi


 

“The man who sees me in all and sees all within me,

I never leave him, and he never leaves me. 

He who in this oneness realizes that I am in every being. 

Wherever this person may live, he lives in me.

When he sees all being as equal in suffering or in joy because they are like himself,

that man has grown perfect.”

—The Bhagavad Gita. Chapter 6: verses 29-32


 

You are the one who gave the sermon of one supreme soul. Are me and Brendon not part of the same supreme soul? Aren’t we part of you? 

—Saaransh ‘Shy’ Mishra


Chapter One

Of bees, Babita, and flights.

SAARANSH:

 

“This is your craziest hare-brained idea. Ever.” Babita gives me another of her epic eye rolls. “I can’t believe what you are about to do.” She shakes her head in disbelief once again, “Saaransh, please tell me this is only a prank.”

Thank god the freaking out has settled. Babita is now speaking in manageable decibels. She launched a vocal assault when I told her my biggest secret, drawing startled stares from passers-by despite the shut car windows. We pushed and pulled at each other in a verbal fencing duel, interrupted by honks from passing cars. Eh, oh, and nah were the only counter-strikes I managed. But I clenched my teeth, stuffed my hands between my thighs, and anchored my feet to the car floor, not ready to be shouted out of my plan.

Babita huffs, waves her hands heavenwards, and stares at the cars parked in front. My cousin is a pint-size drama queen, but since I am an only child, Babita is more of a real sister. The label doesn’t matter, for in this wide world, she is my wall to lean on.

 The thunderstorm of her vocal cords has passed. This brief reprieve is my chance to put together a reasonable sentence. Why did I choose the busiest place to open the door to the deepest part of my soul? In the last few days, ample opportunities were there. We were alone when Babita helped me pack yesterday. She accompanied me to the Krishna temple near my house before our ride here. Even on the drive, we were the only ones.

I kept deferring. Scared. Unsure if the bond with Babita would weather the implications of my words. We have been inseparable from the day in August almost eighteen years ago when she first tied the fancy thread on my wrist on Rakhi with her chubby six-year-old hands. A tether of friendship more robust than the shared genetics in the blood coursing through our veins. Except for my secret. Will this gash bleed our bond to death?

Gosh, the three words. I had worked myself up trying different combinations but found no other way to compose the truth I carry locked and hidden in an airtight iron box in my chest. But once we parked, the truth stared from the windowpane. You must say them now; my silhouette formed by the yellow glow of a lampshade on a pillar nearby screamed. In the dim lights of the parking lot at Terminal 3 of the Delhi International airport surrounded by empty cars, I blurted out, I am gay.

“Yeah, outing myself is a joke.” I scan the surroundings to make sure no one is in the vicinity. 

Babita winces, “Sorry, I am not questioning your sexuality. I love you in any and every way. But, Saaransh, your plan?” She places her hand on my forearm and squeezes.

Before she goes on, I stop her. “I am not changing my mind. This is my only chance.” This is about me. A part of my existence gasping for air, drowning in the swamp of family expectations and social norms.  She cannot bulldoze me.

“Bhai, I am sure Delhi has a decent gay crowd. Use a dating app. If not here, what about Mumbai? You can go on a date while Karan or I are on standby for a rescue,” she pleads.

“And risk everything? No way, B.”

The hum of the parking lot is broken by an airplane taking off. I glance at the time on my shiny new smartphone. Only ten more minutes before I need to walk through Gate 5 to enter the airport for my flight.

Babita taps my arm. “What about being thousands of kilometres’ away? Alone in a foreign city with no one to call for help. You are risking your safety.”

“Nah. Nothing will happen. I will stay out of trouble.”

Babita’s eyebrows shoot up, and her eyes narrow behind the red-rimmed glasses in the ‘I know you’ face she has perfected over the years. “You and staying out of trouble. Hah!”

My lips stay sealed. I am not engaging with Babita on the topic of my flings with trouble.

“Saaransh, I am two years younger than you, and for the eighteen-odd years I can remember, I have seen enough. We have been in so much trouble together right from the first time you pranked me into hitting a beehive.”

This time I cannot hide the smirk. How would an eight-year-old boy know? Okay, in my defense, I had warned her, but B insisted on playing Pooh to my Tigger, Piglet being too small and pink for her. When Pooh craved honey, what was a big brother supposed to do? Hand Pooh a stick and point her to a hive. After escaping with our lives, I never doubted her aim.

B is right, though. Like those bees years ago, I do attract trouble. No, I am not clumsy. Risk-agreeable is a better label. The risk I am about to take is by far my most ambitious. So damn the hound dogs of danger barking inside my head. Nothing will stop me from galloping down this unfamiliar path.

“B, I need to go. You must promise to keep all this talk a secret. If you tell anyone, it’s over between us.” I extend my pinkie finger to hook with hers and seal our sibling promise.

Babita does not move till I raise my eyebrows. She relents with a sigh and hooks my pinkie finger, pulling in the opposite direction to firm up our understanding. With the truce declared, Babita helps me load my bags on the trolley.

“Okay, wish me luck.” I hug her.

She squeezes. “Please keep sending messages. You don’t want me to lose weight worrying over you.”

“Your losing weight or not worrying has the same probability as us finding any living species in the universe.” I kiss her cheek and walk toward the entry gates to the airport.

“Best of luck and stay safe,” Babita calls as I wave her off.

Safe. Nope. Not in my dictionary. Trouble always finds me. I tap my chest with my fist and inhale. The upcoming two weeks in London will either be an exhilarating adventure or a walk in the fires of hell. Am I ready?


Chapter Two

I did not open the door.

SAARANSH

 

My gaze lingers on the frosted glass door. A young couple exits the pub holding hands. Colored in the hues of the bright red neon sign, the man bends his head and kisses his partner before they walk away unconcerned—arms around each other’s waist. The unabashed laughs and unfiltered banter trigger an itch.

How uncomplicated life is when you are brave enough to be your true self. Free of fear of judgment. Go to parties or meet up. Take a stroll with someone special, hands around the waist, and kiss them at a scenic spot with the auburn sky and setting sun as a backdrop. I can never do these things except by taking this wild shot to sniff this alternate reality while I am in London.

One-two-three, I count to ten, steadying my pounding heart. My eyes absorb  the kaleidoscope of the nightlife on London’s Great Windmill Street, imprinting the adventure tonight into my brain cells. I admire the shades of red, yellow, green, and blue coloring separate sections of the street. A few meters away from my destination, providence sends another warning. A cab turns the corner; I step back to avoid the headlights putting me in the spotlight.

“Hey, watch it,” a man shouts as he leaps to avoid being splattered by the cab passing over the rain-soaked street. The water glimmers under the night lights.

This is so surreal. Will my leap out of the closet leave me cold and drenched in guilt? Or will my wings be unshackled, freeing me to fly and live out the fantasy buried deep inside for so long? 

Oh, crap, I should message Babita. She would be worrying herself silly. She is my safety net. A weak one. From thousands of kilometers away, I wonder what B will be able to manage. Her warnings ricochet inside my head.

If I had not dug in, the opportunity to solve this riddle would slip out of my hands. I hold all the alphabets in my mind but don’t know how to put them together. They were always with me. At least since my early teenage years. Now is my chance to test if they will align the way my heart desires them to, or will the wave of second guesses wipe away my resolve? The window is narrowing as the tsunami of second guesses approaches the shores of my will.

A behemoth in black leather accosts me, adding to the jitters. Braids of dark-blonde hair tied in a bun, ears pierced in multiple places, the man skims his beard with his thick tattooed fingers. The skull rings flash, lit by the lamps around. Up close, the pungent mixture of cigarettes and alcohol makes my eyes water. I step to the side to give myself space.

“Nice arse. What time does it open?” The man nods to the pub across the street.

His leering sets off a wave of shudders down my spine. Can this man harm me on a busy street? The man’s size and vibes remind me of Babita’s words. The urgency to inform her of my whereabouts becomes more apparent. Ignoring him, I busy myself and send the text with my location to Babita. The man takes the hint and moves on. 

Phew. White wisps dance in front of my lips before they merge into the cold air. I chant ‘you are brave’ ten times. The mantra, given by Ma, helped me through the ride on the Tube. A scan of my surroundings ease one more knot in my stomach. The blue-grey tweed coat, over a white shirt and burgundy sweater, matched with the fawn chino for the nerdy look, should suffice to disguise my six-foot frame. I tap my gelled hair to check that they are still behaving. The locks gracing my head had rebeled against my attempt to align them in any one direction. 

This is Mission Critical, so with the help of a few YouTube tutorials and a black eyeliner pencil, I darkened my two-day stubble. The drama classes in high school paid off. The camouflage should work. After making so much effort, I can’t chicken out now. Not when I traveled this far and am standing across the street. So near a host of possibilities.

“Better find cover, mate.” A man rushes past me.

A drop of water lands on my hand. Oh no. Not again. Two hours ago, all preparations swirled down the drain, mixed with each raindrop splattered against the windowpane of my room in the village. For the half-hour the clouds vented themselves, I sat by the window dolled up, fighting off the tears which threatened to wash away everything. The skies took pity; the rain stopped. The skies cleared. Stars beckoned. I grabbed the last straw of hope and rushed here.

You are ten steps away. Steeling my resolve, I step down from the pavement. Within a few seconds, I shuffle across the street—a breath for each step. I ball my fists, straighten up, and walk to the door dipping into my determination to banish the doubts. My hand hovers over the knob, uncertain and clammy. The neon sign of the pub ‘Tipsy N’ Counters’ now drapes me in a shroud of color. How symbolic? Danger and adventure await me inside.

“Are you getting in or what?”

The gruff voice makes me jump. A group of three men surrounds me. All taller and bulkier. Gosh, what do these guys eat to keep such a body? Even with decent height and fit shape, I am reminded of the ten-year-old skinny me amidst the high-school guys in the kabaddi team.

The one in the middle with the blue puffer jacket and black jeans stares at me. Our eyes meet for a moment. The left eyebrow, with a thin, bald patch from an old cut embellishing his rugged face, rises. It appears the nose has taken a fist at least once, judging from the way the sharp line crooks near the top of the nose. My finger twitches to trace the curve. 

The third man in a brown leather jacket and blue jeans is busy on his phone. My indecision irritates the nearest one. He grunts. I withdraw my hands from the door and shove them into my coat pockets. Another grunt and the blonde dressed in black coat, shirt, and trousers pushes me aside and walks inside followed by his friend. I lose my balance. Before I can take my hands out to brace myself on the wall, a hand grips my elbow.

The man in the blue jacket steadies me. “You all right, mate?”

His thick accent and firm hold set off a tingle in my stomach—a mixture of excitement and panic. The itch to touch him creeps up again.

The one in the brown jacket shakes his head as he pulls the door. Notes from a glitchy remix escape out. The bass notes thump and vibrate in my chest. The wide-open door is my cue. The ginormous pink, gay elephant with its rainbow bowtie, locked in the iron cage inside me, blows its trumpet. Eager and happy to frolic out in the open. Even if only for tonight. I slip inside, before the squeaking frosted glass door closes. At least I can say I did not open the door.

*

“Stop ogling his arse, you perv.”

“Why do yer ave ta be such a twit? Yer wer ogling too!”

The loud, slurred British accent stops me mid-stride, breaking the rhythm my feet had fallen into, matching the disco beats of the remix played by the club DJ. The woman seated in a short black dress with magenta sequins shimmering in the lights puffs out circles of smoke into the face of the bald man sitting next to her. She pats her matching danglers and adjusts the hemline of her skirt. Once settled, she flips the man with a grand wave of her hands before turning toward the three big men in front of me. She licks her glossy black lips at the sight of the thick hunks.

Oh! My. Never seen a drag queen up close. Her piercing gaze falls on me. The trimmed eyebrow arches further up. She winks, sending plan B scampering away. The idea of finding a bar stool near the bear in the blue jacket dies a sudden death. When she bats her shiny black eyelids at me, I panic and turn around in search of plan A. 

Two men sitting at a round table on the side of the bar stand to leave, gathering their stuff. An ideal place where I can sit alone and scout with no one noticing me. Steadying myself, I turn toward the side of the bar and head to the table, take off my coat, and drape it on one seat.

Well, the first threshold is crossed. I sigh and scan the place, taking in the atmosphere and the decor. The ceiling fabricated out of wooden panels adds an old-world charm. Walls are bare, devoid of any paint. The earthy red brings out the rawness of the place. The lingering smell of alcohol with undertones of food aromas adds to the charm.

The decor is rustic. Wooden roofs and beams compliment the use of stone for the bar. The bare brick walls are lined with photographs of people, lending a personal touch. One side is open to the street through a full façade of floor-to-ceiling windows, allowing the red glow from outside to trickle in, coloring the tables by the windows, where patrons are sitting and enjoying their evening. I always take the window seat at restaurants. Not tonight, though. I cannot risk anyone recognizing me. London has a significant Indian population.

While I soak in the vibe of the place, my traitorous eyes return to the blue puffer jacket. Despite the twenty other guys in here, every time I glance up, I itch to sneak a glimpse—the blue beacon summoning me. Our eyes meet. The wolfish grin makes me shiver. I lower my head and fiddle with my phone. My neck prickles: I casually roll my head, swaying clockwise and counter clockwise, faking the tension in my neck. Blue jacket turns his head as my eyes reach the bar. Was he staring at me?

A man wearing a black t-shirt with the club’s tumbling wine glass logo blocks my view, bringing my hide-and-seek game to a halt. “John here. What can I get you, Sir?”

My mind is blank. “Ah. Oh!” The server frowns at my dumb expression and points to the drinks menu. The fancy names on the menu card make my head spin. What to do? I don’t drink—another reason for my dysfunctional social life. Should I take a risk? My schedule is free until eleven A.M. tomorrow. What harm will one drink do? A bit of alcohol might help me overcome any remaining inhibitions and smooth my frayed nerves. “Do you have red wines, John?”

John helps me locate the list on the menu. The words mocha, cherry, and cloves catch my eye. A Merlot won’t be too much. Would it?

Once John leaves with my order, I focus on the main reason I am here. Find a man and get laid. Babita’s eye roll flashes in my mind, but I shake the images of bumbling B aside. This must be done. A date or a hook-up with a man in India under Pa’s shadow is out of the question. “Tried and scampered” is etched on the tombstone of my pathetic attempt.

After multiple inner pep-up talks, I downloaded a dating app last year on a month-long trip to Mumbai, secure behind the digital avatars the site creates for each profile. Within a week, I matched with Rahul. But meeting him in real life on Chowpatty Beach shook me to the core. Indian mothers with marriageable daughters would drool at his profile on a matrimonial website. The handsome, six-feet-one, suave, and charming banker turned me into a gooey gay pup on our walk, till ‘your face is familiar’ triggered my alarms.  The panting-for-belly-rubs, dopey-eyed me went scampering away with my wagging tail caught between my legs. I escaped before the recognition exploded on my face. 

Scared, my wait for a hookup continues. The only other option—meet people in clubs or parties. But the spectre of recognition is scarier. I want my face in the news but not for this reason. Even in 2012, India is not out, hanging on to archaic laws. The Britishers moved on, but we are stuck.

At twenty-four, the closet is becoming claustrophobic. I am done getting off flipping the pages of my meagre stash of men’s physique magazines and watching porn on the internet. I crave for real—a man in flesh, blood, and bone. I yearn to sniff the musk of a sweaty body. Sense the rustle of hairs as my fingers glide over his hairy chest and relish the power of his tongue dancing in my mouth.

Relationship? Yeah, I pine for the gooey couple stuff too. I long to be close to someone. To love and be loved. To cuddle and snuggle. Yes, the entire package. Call me a hopeless romantic. Or a hopeful trouble seeker. Sometimes when I float to those dreamy worlds, I pinch myself to return to the reality of life. And in the real world, you take risks sitting in a bar in London, disguised, seeking a random hookup. One night of exploring my physical cravings.

This pub is a conscious choice. I spent a significant amount of time researching this place. Reading the reviews and searching for photos of people visiting this pub. The other options on Old Compton Street would provide a wealth of opportunity, but visiting them would be akin to putting a rainbow beacon on my head. This pub welcomes people of all sexual orientations, so if someone recognizes me after all my precautions, I can fake meeting a straight friend.

A casual, uninhibited conversation will be a starting point. If the stars align, mine will be one happy gay ass. If only you can attract the man in blue? His wholesome butt hangs over the barstool, the thick thighs about to burst out from his jeans. Oh my god.   Behold those calves. He sits with Mr. Right and Mr. Left. Is one of them his boyfriend? No sign of intimacy between any of them. At least no holding hands or kisses so far. The bubbles of hope rise.

Blue sips from his beer mug—a thin line of foam forms on his whiskers. A thick pink tongue sweeps across the cupid’s bow. He winks.  An arrow pierces my chest. Enticed, my tongue swipes right, wanting to play. The eyebrow with the attractive cut rises as the wet lips stretch wide. His tongue gives a repeat performance. He raises his beer mug. Wait. What? Why? I turn to check if anyone is behind me. Holy crap. Caught again.

I shift my gaze to the table next to mine. Where is John with my drink? I need a distraction. Sitting alone, twiddling my fingers does nothing for my nerves. My trouble sensors beep.

“G’day, mate. Can I join you?”

I gape at the handsome man in the blue jacket standing at my table, his lager in his hand. Did my mind will him to come here? His searing gaze reminds me of the floodlights of a stadium, and I am sitting right in the center. Oh boy, the heat. I pull the collar of my shirt to let in some air. The cotton shirt is too small, worn on purpose to entice and not appear slutty at the same time. His eyes move lower. Oops, the collar tug pops open the first button of my shirt.

Blue’s lips and tongue do the seductive flamenco again. What should I do? What if he is a jerk? Or a killer? Imagine tomorrow’s headline—seduced to death at the hands of an attractive bear.

Standing this close in the soft white lights, the man is a stunner. He is rugged and handsome. His well-groomed beard hides his sharp, square jawline. My fingers twitch to skim his coifed hair, a darker shade of brown than the rest of the facial hair. The thick eyebrows and dark eyelashes bring out the blue of his eyes. His lips curl upward, firming my decision—time to dive into the deep end of this cup of promise.

This is my chance, and I am taking it. Only the bravest find a way. Who am I to refuse trouble if it comes in one buff and sexy package?


Chapter Three

Shy Guy

BRENDON

 

“What are you trying to do, Bree? Burn the chap or rip his clothes off? By the stretch of your pants, I’d wager on the clothes.” Eddy winks, waving his Budweiser at the object of my attention.

“Since when did you get interested in the stretch of my fly?” I flip him off. Eddy and James are my rugby mates and friends, three Aussie blokes sticking together here in England. We signed up for different clubs based out of London in the English Premiership Rugby. The season ended in late May. After two years, I wanted to return to Australia. A seafarer’s yearning for the shores after surfing the desolate winter seas of my self-imposed exile, to return to the warmth of my family. However, the niggling concern over a dreadful ex-boyfriend persuaded me to agree to James and Eddy’s plan to explore the British Isles before we returned. We took a road trip, making our way over four weeks right up to Inverness in the Scottish Highlands, returning only two days ago.

“You wanted to come here instead of Compton Street. Can’t stop me from ogling men.”

“Hey, mate, Compton is only five minutes’ walk from here. If nothing works out for you here, we hop over,” James chips in, the peacemaker in our group.

“Hmm, but by the way you are devouring the chap with your eyes, you won’t need to. The lad you are undressing is right up your alley.” Eddy smirks before sipping his beer.

Yup, mate. Right up my alley, a sensual, shyness of innocence casting a magnetic halo, pulling me toward his forcefield of attraction. This shy guy ticks off every box on my booty call list. A lithe physique covered under a stretched white shirt with a sleeveless, dark-red sweater hanging snug around the well-developed chest and flat stomach. Perfect against his tawny skin. The V-shape of his upper body merges into a small waist. The best part is how his pants contour to his firm ass, tapering into the toned thighs and calves. Scrumptious.

The coyness, fluttering eyelashes, and dance of his tongue flipped the switches below my belt. Ideal for my night prowl for a quickie. Curiosity never killed, Brendon. I walked up to him to lay the bait.

“Sure,” he squeaks in an uncorrupted Indian accent, avoiding any eye contact with me. At six feet four and over a hundred kilos, most blokes find me intimidating. The shy guy crosses his legs and clutches the right arm with his left, squeezing his bicep. The fingers rub the tattoo circling his arm. He bats those pretty black eyelashes. His eyes dance between my body and the seat next to him.

The subtle invitation is enough for me to slide and sit beside him. He coils further into himself. The long, wavy black hair on his crown increases the itching to run my hands through it and mess Mr. Prim and Proper. Something about this bloke is calling to my baser instincts in a mouthwatering, erotic way. But first, I need to confirm if he is ready to play. 

“Are you traveling through London?” I place my drink on the table.

“Yes.” He stares at his locked fingers, not meeting my eyes. 

“First time?” I try to put him at ease.

“Yes. Not even a kiss.” His hand shoots to cover his mouth. The statement rings the alarm bells. The bloke is still in the closet, and I stay clear of such guys.

Go alert the two blokes who should keep me from driving off the bend. Mr. Common Sense dumps me right at this moment, and Mr. Intuition turns the other way. Both are blindsided by lust. Add the fog of stupidity to the mix, and you get all the ingredients for a crash. Meet you at the emergency room in a bit.

“There is always a first time.” I lick my lips to savor my beer, taking my time to watch his eyes trace the path of my tongue. Interesting. This should be an easy scoop. To test the waters, I extend my hand and place it on his thigh, stilling the bouncing leg. Ah, the firmness. The guy does not skip leg day. Through the stretched fabric, the heat of his body radiates to my palm.

The shy guy bites his lower lip and pets it with his tongue. I squeeze the inner side of his thigh with my fingers and watch a tremor run through his body. I wish to do more but need to give him an out. I move my hand away. He grabs my fingers and places my hand on his leg. I massage his thigh again, and a soft moan escapes his pursed lips.

His eyes close as I continue to make small circles with my thumb on his leg. “Did you order something?”

“Umm. Oh.” The shy guy shivers under my hand. “Waiting for my drink.” With hooded eyes, he glances at my hand on his thigh. “First time.” After a second, he adds, “Visiting London.” The coy, curling-into-himself move as he whispers the words is adorable.

“Business?” I flinch. Way to go, this is not the first date. You came to the bar for a root-n-boot, not a boyfriend. The last one is still giving you headaches.

“Business.” After a pause, he adds, “Sports equipment.”

Geez, it’s hard to get a full sentence out of this guy. “What type of sports products?”

“All kinds. We are supplying rackets and shuttlecocks to the games.”

His drink arrives. He stares at it for a while, unsure of himself. I raise my beer. “Cheers to your successful business trip.”

After a gentle tap to my glass, he takes a sip. He scrunches his nose and mouth. Cute. “Too bitter, eh. Another first?”

He doesn’t respond for a while, staring at his wine. “To a night of many firsts.” His grip tightens on the glass. He swirls the wine and gulps down more than half his drink.

Can’t stop the grin flashing on my face. While my hands twitch to play out all the sexual fantasies, my mind keeps the leash tight and ensures I don’t maul the man. “To a wonderful time in London for a sports businessman.” 

“But I am here for a special cock.” Both his hands shoot up to cover his mouth but not tight enough to muffle his voice. “Did I blurt the words out loud?”

Ooh, super fast. I chuckle, “You sure are cocky. Is it the wine, or are you always like this?”

He picks his glass and inspects it, narrowing his eyes to examine if anything is mixed in his wine. He sniffs the top of his drink. “Nope, not the wine. No foul play. Should we send a sample to a forensics lab?”

I laugh out loud. “You are fun. Just my type. Cocky and funny.” I raise my beer mug to acknowledge him and squeeze his thigh. My hand is glued to his leg.

His pupils flare. He opens his mouth to say something but closes it. He admires his red, once again swishing the last bits before gulping the remainder of his drink in one sip. “Yeah, a cock is fun.” He snorts. “Oops, my mind’s volume. Would you have a sticky tape?” He staples his lips closed with his fingers.

Cute as fuck. My body hasn’t hummed with such excitement in a while. The shy guy is a gift waiting to be unwrapped. “I know a better way.”

His eyebrows rise as I rise. And so does the thingy in my pants.

*

SAARANSH

 

Better way. Oh, the images my mind conjures. I shake my head to snap out of the Blue-induced hypnosis.

Hmm, Blue. A perfect nickname for this hunk. Blue eyes, blue jacket. I wonder if he is wearing blue underwear. I slam my fist to my forehead. Has someone drugged me? I am not this way. Tipsy, but not a horndog.

Blue puts his hand over mine. “Fancy a walk?”

My heart skitters, breaking out into a triple jump. Hops up in happiness, skips over the doubts to leap at the offer. Now to ensure I land on my legs and not my ass. The sporty side of me eggs me on—go for it.

“Only a walk?” Thank heavens, this time I manage to restrain the blabbermouth inside my brain. 

Blue leans closer and rubs a finger on my cheek, trailing down my neck to my chest. His finger traces a wavy path down to my abdomen, hovering above my belt. Even through layers of clothes, a tingle chases his finger. He places his palm over my zipper and squeezes it.

“Mmmh.” The moan slips out through my lips as my body shudders. What is happening? I have lost it. We are in a bar, and I should be scared. Damn scared. Freaking out. Instead, I lean forward, craving the friction of his palm.

“No, not the right one. Wrong channel. Too much static.” Blue moves my cock to the right. Another moan leaves my mouth. “Not this way either. I guess we need these out of the way.” Blue tugs the waistband of my pants.

I purse my lips shut in a desperate attempt to control my panting and avoid more moans escaping my mouth. At this rate, I will drown out the peppy nineties anthem emanating from the section of the pub with the dance floor. Blue’s fingers tap-dance inside my waistband, forcing my mouth open. “Umm. Walk.”

He calls for the waiter and pays for both our drinks. I protest, but he holds my hand tight and drags me out of the bar.  Once outside, he turns me toward himself. The swing slams me against his chest. He doesn’t flinch. Blue’s arms wrap around me, pulling me tight against him. I look up and shudder at the predator staring at me. His gaze pierces through my soul.

We both are hungry for the same thing, but will I cross the line? My reflection in his eyes beckons me. The strong scent of wood and dark chocolate wafting around his body tips me over. To hell with it. I always believe in grabbing my dream. This is one wild fantasy I have nurtured for so long. I stand on my toes to close the gap in our heights and go for his lips, banishing the monster of self-doubt to the netherworld.

The kiss is soft and tentative at first. Our lips brushing each other. The wetness leaves icy sensations in the London air, broken by the warm mists of our breaths. The ruff of his beard rubs my chin, setting off tiny sensual signals inside my brain.

He grabs my head with both his hands and deepens the kiss. I gasp into his mouth. He uses the opening to send his tongue exploring inside. I let him in and relish the sweet malt flavor his mouth presents to me. Crisp and mellow entwined. Heat surges through me. “Mmmh,” I cry out for him to swallow me whole. One of my legs rises as I press my hip against his.

Where is this boldness coming from? My senses are on fire. Ah! Liquid courage. Can fifteen percent of alcohol do all this? The suction of his lips triggers every nerve ending in my body. Every part of me is ready to unravel in his arms. Thank god he is a sturdy bull. He holds us together. We would fall to the ground the way I climb him. I am desperate for more. Much, much more.

He growls. I open my eyes and panic. What am I doing? We are outside, on a busy street. His hold tightens when I wriggle to move away. The blue of his irises forms a corona around the blown pupils, which glimmer in the night lights, mesmerizing me. Hypnotized, I forget where we are and allow him to kiss me again. His tongue prods me to open, to suck deeper, as he devours me. My hands struggle between conflicting signals of pulling him closer or breaking this luscious lip lock. The push team wins.

“My place.” Blue squeezes my arms. I bob my head. We rush into the nearest cab. He rattles off the address to the cabbie, and we are off on my adventure, heart-pounding, mind-blowing experience.

He moves closer and goes to kiss me. I stop him and motion at the driver. “Let’s wait to get to your place.” Blue agrees but is disappointed. Did I lose my chance? I scoot nearer to him and place his hand on my thigh. His thumb massage keeps my body buzzing.

The ride takes an eternity. Blue winds one arm around my waist, holding me tight. His hold helps. I might jump out of the car if the suitcase inside my skull opens. In my head, the lust is pressing the lid down to keep my timidness from escaping, allowing the devil genies to take over my actions.

Blue’s other hand pulls my thigh on his lap and squeezes. I squirm when his fingers fondle my crotch. The act zaps my mind, waking the squeamish voice of reason. Am I doing the right thing? Blue is a total stranger. Where is he taking me? “Are you sure you gave him the right address?”

“What? Hm, oh. Yes, around the corner?” Blue glances out of the window but doesn’t move his hands. The cab stops, and we stumble out. This time I pay, not allowing Blue any say in the matter. Whatever happens between us happens on an equal footing.

Blue grabs my hand and presses me against the white wall, locking our lips. “Inside,” I squeak in the one second his lips leave mine. Blue fumbles to unlock the door. The latch clicks, and he pushes me inside, flicking the lights on as we enter. The interiors ease my nerves.

The place is classy. We enter a pristine lounge with a L-shaped sofa. Its dark blue upholstery is in sharp contrast to the white walls. The central rug and the cushions are a shade deeper than blood, lending a touch of vibrancy. Blue throws his jacket on the wooden chair alongside the dining table placed next to a well-ordained fireplace. He walks to the refrigerator in the open kitchen. “A beer, mate?”

I shake my head to refuse. The memories are all I will carry from tonight. I don’t want anything to smudge them. The floor lined with dark wood panels squeaks under Blue’s heavy feet as he walks to me.

“Is the dungeon as tasteful as this?” Yup. Confirmation received. Alcohol removes all filters between the brain and the lips. “I mean, don’t these old British houses always have one?”

Blue laughs. “Not this one. We can find one if you’re into those kinds of kinks, but it’s a bit early for bondage and spankings.” He winks, but, sensing my unease, Blue moves closer. “Give me your phone.” I hand it to him. Blue types and hands the phone to me. “Here, I put in my address. Send the location to someone you trust.”

He watches me. I send the message to Babita, adding a line. Bouncy, pouncy, chancy me is off to an adventure wearing my new stripes.

Blue tugs my pinkie finger. “We will not do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

The touch and gesture fill me with warmth. I turn to grab Blue’s waist, but he hoists me over his shoulder and pushes a door. Once inside, he shoves me onto the bed and shuts the door. In one sweep, he takes his T-shirt off, revealing a body carved in stone. Holy hell! Does this guy lift weight with his abs? The man’s bulky, well-endowed appearance covered by the puffer jacket had a magnetic lure. But this? My arousal shoots through the red zone.

Blue is an ethereal work of art. On the right side, a dragon tattoo winds its way over pale skin carved with muscle. The head drops from his well-rounded shoulder to unleash an orange flame on to his chest. But the fierce red dragon eye is not what sent my arousal to the roof. When Blue bent over, struggling to remove his jeans, I caught a brief glimpse of the dragon tail wound into an infinity loop around his butt dimples with the end dipping in between ass cheeks. On the left side, a grizzly bear stands on its haunches, the front paws around the nipple, mouth open teeth bared in a roar on the left pectoral muscle. Not enough adjectives to describe. Even if I had the vocabulary, why waste time?

A magnetic force field pulls me to those slabs of muscles. My tongue knocks on my lips, pleading them to open to savor him. Eyes feast and mouth waters at the treat before me. The scary blackbirds of doubt scatter at the sight of this ravishing man.

Blue cocks his head to the side. “Shy, I hope you want this?”

Hmm, Shy. The name is adorable. Might never correct him. I do have a false name ready if Blue ever asks. ‘Sameer’ from the movie ‘Dil Chahta Hai.’ Babita would deride me on this, but the identity does suit my mission today. The fake Sameer, i.e., me, is here to fulfil his ‘heart’s desire,’ and I’ve carried a crush on Saif’s clueless romantic role since my teens. Pray I end up sitting on a pillow with a sore bum for the right reasons and not for hitchhiking a bumpy ride on a truck to India, like Sameer in the movie.

“Are you still with me?”

Oops. Blue catches me zoning out.

Truck ride or a sore bum, who am I to refuse this Adonis? I am getting laid tonight. The moment I nod, Blue crashes on me, pinning me to the bed, and puts those tightly knotted forearms to proper use.

Over the years, all these fantasies had built up in my mind. When you live in the closet, what else can you do? Scour magazines, steal glances at men you find hot, or stalk people on social media. There were so many scenarios stuffed away on the top shelf of my closet. My twisted mind conjured up an image of the man I hankered after. At home, I did not dare to unwrap those impulses. Here in London, I took my chance. Now my fantasy has a face, a real person, and, yes, a body made of flesh and muscle.

“What do you do for a living? How did you build all this?” I run the tips of my fingers over the tattoos while Blue’s lips shower me with attention. The inked lines are a story I am hungry to decipher with my tongue.

“Let’s say I am also a sports businessman, but I deal in balls.”

“Oh, what a business power couple we make. Cocks and balls.” I giggle and admire his face, all lit up with his wolfish grin. 

Blue pushes my hands above my head and crushes me against the bed with his weight. “Can your mouth match the dirty talk?”

“You are the one entrusted with finding the mute button.” I wiggle my eyebrows.

Blue growls, “Get these off.” He lifts my shirt along with the sweater and throws them to the side. My body heats up at his gaze. The usual raucous banter inside my head turns to the absolute stillness of a mountain lake in the early hours of the morn. A forcefield crackles between us, and he lunges to devour me. His kisses move from my neck to the chest. He fondles my right nipple and bites the left; my body arches into his. He moves down to the navel and licks above my waistband. 

“More” The word echoes in the room. “Yes, lots more.”

Blue raises his head and stares into my eyes. “Are you clean? I can show you my negative report.” His question doesn’t register at first. He repeats it again. 

I realize what he is asking. “Yes, never been with anyone.”

Blue growls and smashes his lips on mine, sucking them. He plants kisses all over, sating his hunger. The sensory overload makes me moan out loud without inhibition. “Maybe I am not using the right tool.” Blue rises, leaving me shivering with need. He stands on the bedside and takes off his jeans. I lick my lips—jackpot. He is wearing blue briefs stretched to the max. The head of his member peeks from above the shiny silver waistband, teasing me. Beckoning me.

Blue points me to where he wants me. “Down here, snappy mouth.” I scramble to my feet and tackle him. Blue crashes to the wall. With my tongue, I trace a path from his chest to below his waist, pulling down his briefs, and go to work—my La-La land.


Chapter Four

IRL

SAARANSH

 

I stumble into my room and shut the door; returning to my real life. The train running in my chest screeches to halt as I pull the brake. Close your eyes, Saaransh, inhale. Exhale and repeat.

“Were you out for a night-time run?” My roomie Sunil gives me a onceover from his bed, bent over tying his shoelaces. He straightens and points to me. “What’s with this oversized blue jacket? You resemble a stuffed doll.”

His eyes track my movement to the refrigerator. I grab a water bottle and gulp down half a bottle, using the time to come up with an alibi. “Yeah, I was out for a jog at the stadium.”
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