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Only The Lonely

Sir George risked a peek at the young man standing under the next faucet along in the shower, and what he saw made him catch his breath.

So beautiful, he thought…and hung like a donkey.

Sir George stood there rubbing soap over his bulging belly, telling himself he must behave.

After all, I'm a government minister now, he thought. I can't just do what I want.

Besides, he was a happily married man, too.

Or was supposed to be.

Margaret would crucify him if he were to do anything daft.

Not only that but it would break her heart.

The important thing was not to get a stiffy. Sir George was sure the young man next to him was gay, too, but even so there were three other men standing under the faucets on the opposite wall…

Maybe if I wait here until they go, and if the young man stays here, then I'll just play it by ear, he caught himself thinking.

He turned his back to the young man and went back to soaping himself, then turned and risked another peek at the man's manhood, which really was a magnificent piece of work.

As Sir George looked up, he and the young lad made eye contact. There was a knowing smile in the young man's eyes, and an unspoken communication passed between the two men.

Cheeky young buck, Sir George caught himself thinking.

But he was such a hunk, though…

Just then, one of the men on the opposite wall left the shower, and he was quickly followed by one of the other two men…Sir George's heart began to pound in his chest. He was filled with a wild, uncontrollable excitement.

The important thing is not to get a stiffy, he told himself once more.

Not yet, anyway…

To think that less than an hour ago, Sir George had earned the applause of many of the bank benchers who were loyal to him in the House, with a stirring speech on the state of the economy.

It irritated him that he had to keep up the pretence of being someone he wasn't all the time. Act the role of loyal husband, when he hadn't touched his wife in ten years…

Right now, he thought, all I want is this young stud standing a few feet away from me, and I'd give anything to have him.

Anything? he wondered.

That was a big word.

But he was sick of all the hypocrisy. His own, as well as that of the nation…and having to play up to the stupid idea they had in mind of what their leaders should be like.

Sick to the back teeth.

Just then, the man in the corner turned off the faucet he'd been under and left the shower room. That left just Sir George and the young hunk he'd taken a fancy to.

Shall I or shan't I? he asked himself.

He figured he'd wait and see if the young man made the first move.

He glanced at the young man as these thoughts passed through his mind, and the lad turned so that he was facing Sir George. They made eye contact again, and if there had been any last vestige of a doubt before, now it was clear that they understood each other.

The lad took a step forward, then reached out his hand and took Sir George's penis in his hand.

Sir George found himself becoming erect in an instant, and the next thing he knew, he was in the young man's arms…

 

Melanie's mobile began to ring, and she took it out of her imitation Kelly bag and snapped it open. “Hello, Joanne…what do you want?”

“That's a nice way to talk to the girl you once said you loved.”

Melanie said, “That was a long time ago, Jo.”

“It was last fucking week.”

“Exactly…”

“What's changed, though, Mel?”

“How do you mean?”

“Well if you loved me a week ago, then how is it you don't love me now…?”

“Things are different now.”

“How are they…?”

“Well for one thing, you haven't got your tongue five inches up my pussy, and you did when I said I loved you…does that answer your question…?”

“Is that all I am to you, Mel…? Just something to pick up and put down when you fancy?”

“There's plenny a people'd be only too happy for me to use them that way, I'll tell you, Jo…now why don't you stop being such a soppy bitch.”

“But I thought we had something together, Mel…something special…”

“We did, Jo…it's called hot sex, and it was exciting as all hell – which this conversation sure ain't.”

“You're a cruel bitch, Mel, do you know that…?”

“Take it or leave it, Jo… I never made any secret of the fact that I'm am Amazon goddess…”

“Yeah, but I thought you were my Amazon goddess, Mel…”

Melanie could hear the tears in Joanne's voice, and the intensity of her suffering only made Melanie want to hurt her all the more.

“Truth is, I'm in love, Jo.”

“Tell me who the bitch is… I want her address… I'll go to her house and fucking well kill her…”

“It isn't a she it's a he…”

Joanne began to blub down the line.

“Well I never made any secret of the fact that I'm bi, Jo.”

The line went dead.

 

Linda Houseman craned her neck and looked at her psychotherapist, John Emmet, who was a tall, slim man with handsome chiselled features, dressed in an elegant new blue suit. “My life's turned upside down recently, as you know…”

“Ever since your husband's book became a best seller, you mean?”

“Yes…the money's poured in and I should really be having the time of my life, but I'm not…”

“Perhaps you could tell me why you think that is, Linda…?”

“I wish I knew.”

“How is your relationship with your husband going?”

“It isn't really.”

“Tell me about him.”

“Oh, he's middle-aged, balding, thickening around the waist…” No dress sense, she might have added but didn't.

And not at all handsome and gorgeous like you, she caught herself thinking.

“But as a person, I mean…?”

“He's working most of the time.”

“Perhaps you could tell me a little about your sex life…?”

You sure don't beat about the bush, mister, Linda thought, and said, “What about it?”

 

The press would have a field day if they could see me now, Sir George Parker thought, as he stood there naked and in the arms of this handsome young hunk he didn't know from Adam.

They were French kissing and the young man was holding Sir George's dick and playing with it. Sir George took the young man's dick in his hand, or some of it, anyway, because it was so big… It's a monstrosity, he thought. But it's so beautiful.

The young man pulled away from him and placed his hands on Sir George's shoulders, and Sir George went down on his knees…

 

“Our sex life is nothing much to write home about, if I'm honest,” Linda Houseman said. “And as I say, it doesn't help that Bob's so obsessed with his work all of the time.”

“When was the last time you were…intimate…?”

“Oh, it would've been a few nights ago now.”

“Perhaps you'd care to tell me about it…?”

“I'm really not accustomed to talking about this sort of thing.”

“Well you need to understand that your reason for coming here is to get at what is going on deep down inside you,” Doctor Emmet said. “And that means leaving aside the mask you wear in your day to day social life…leaving aside all the little petty pretences…and talking about the things you would never say to anyone… If you're going to make any progress, then you need to let it all hang out, as it were, and uncover the real you…so that we can see what's really going on in your unconscious mind…”

Wouldn't you like to know, Linda Houseman thought.

 

The posh vixen type, Melanie thought, as she watched Linda Houseman go out. Slim and elegantly dressed in her linen skirt and matching jacket, nice slim legs with neat ankles, and with her blonde hair done in a pretty cool bob, the woman was, Melanie reckoned, just the sort Emmet would go for.

The bitch had better not go near him, though, she said to herself, because I'd scratch her eyes out.

The door opened again, and John – or Doctor Emmet, to give him his professional title – popped his head out. “Anyone called?”

“Your two o'clock's asked if she can rearrange her session for another time.”

“She's just looking for excuses.”

“Excuses for what…?”

“Not to come here…she's terrified of facing up to her phobias.”

“What shall I tell her?”

“I'll call her myself later.”

“You gonna buy me lunch?”

Emmet frowned. “It'll have to be a Chinese.”

“Have I sunk that low in your estimation, John?”

“What…?”

“There was a time when you used to take me to classy places in Mayfair.”

“That's just for special occasions, Melanie.”

“Why is it I get the feeling you're going cold on me?”

 

The young man helped Sir George to his feet, before he gently shoved him against the wall, and the next thing Sir George knew was the agonizing and heart-stopping joy of having the young man enter him.

Sir George groaned and cried with joy as the young man thrust in and out of him, and it wasn't long before Sir George reached a shattering, blissful orgasm, and moments later he felt the young man's sperm shoot up inside him.

 

As Linda Houseman climbed into her Mercedes, her thoughts were full of the session she'd just had with Doctor Emmet.

She felt a little ashamed of herself, talking about her husband the way she had to another man…but she felt as though she'd got a weight off her chest, too.

Talking about her marriage in that way, so honestly and openly, had enabled her to crystallize her thoughts.

Things just can't carry on like this, she said to herself.

She wondered if she and Bob, her husband, were on the slow slide towards a divorce, as she started the engine up and headed off up Harley Street…

 

Joanne Parks stormed into the bathroom and found a packet of twenty paracetamols, and she was about to woof them all down… But then she dropped the packet, and went and got her camera and left the house.

Creativity often came to her at times like this, when she was close to breaking point, or when she'd been thinking of ending it all… She jumped on her Kawasaki and stormed off through the streets of Fulham, then pulled up and got off in the street that runs along the side of Hurlingham Park, and began filming anything that took her fancy.

She saw a sparrow pecking at something on the pavement and filmed it.

A couple of kids who were bunking off school came along, and she filmed them as they went past.

The kids turned and watched her as she did so. Then one of them said, “Oi? What d'you fink yer doin' ya silly bitch? Don't ya know tha's illegal?”

Joanne just kept filming them, and the boy who'd spoken was all for coming and grabbing her camera off her. Or trying to. Not that the prospect worried Joanne too much, what with her being a black belt in Taekwondo, and she was sure she could handle these two. A part of her even welcomed a bit of rough and tumble, given the mood she was in.

After the way Melanie had pissed her off, it might be a good way to let off steam, and sweat out a few negative emotions.

“D'you'ear what I said?” the boy said to her.

From the way he spoke, Melanie could tell the boy must go to one of the local comps.

She just kept filming him as he came towards her.

But then the boy's friend said, “Leave it, Duane…silly bitch ain't worth it.”

The boy who wanted trouble, Duane, stopped and looked back at his friend over his shoulder, apparently in two minds. Then a squad car came crawling around the corner, and the boy turned on his heel and made off down the street like nothing had happened.

Melanie kept filming him all the while.

When he got to the corner, the boy stopped and turned once more. And seeing that Melanie was still filming him, he gave her the middle finger.

Melanie stopped filming and played back the little piece of cinema in miniature she had just created.

It was pretty good, she thought. Real, gritty, full of tension and the threat of violence…just like real life.

That was because it was real life, of course.

Real life on the streets of London, where the people could often be crude or threatening, and at times outright violent.

You can feel the tension in the air at times just walking down the street in this city, she thought.

Any street.

Even in the posh areas.

Maybe even more so in the posh areas, because they reeked of money – real money…and where there was an excess of money, there was always a hint of violence and treachery and deceit in the air. Something that was hard to define in words, Joanne thought, but you could feel it.

“If my work's about anything,” she'd told Melanie one time, “it's about the hum of life and energy and violence that you can feel in the air just walking down the street… It's about living in this crazy, bloody wonderful and fucking awful city.”

Melanie had just shrugged when she'd said that, and then she told her she was a crazy bitch.

Sir George left the gym and climbed in behind the wheel of his Bentley. He was feeling invigorated but his muscles were aching.

That was quite some workout, he thought, and smiled as he set off up New Cavendish Street.

He glanced in his mirror as he took a right, and saw a red Lexus behind him make the turning, too, but thought nothing of it. He took the next left, and then took a right into Wimpole Street, and found that the Lexus was still right behind him.

Glancing in his mirror again, he saw that there were two men in the Lexus, both of them wearing leather jackets and shades.

Fucking paparazzi, Sir George thought.

“Well, you're too late, my friends,” he said, and chuckled. “If only you'd been back there in the shower room, you'd have seen some action…by golly you would.”

He turned into the street where he lived, and the Lexus stayed on his tail and went crawling past as Sir George pulled up outside of his house. He waved and grinned at the two men in the Lexus as they went past, still enjoying the private joke he'd been sharing with himself, then killed the engine and climbed out.

To his surprise, the Lexus pulled up a little way down, and the two men got out.

They weren't carrying cameras, either, Sir George noted.

Oh well, they're not going to get a story out of me, if that's what they think, he thought, as he turned and headed up the steps at the front of his Georgian mansion. And he was just about to put the key in the door, when he felt someone's hand on his shoulder. He turned and found himself looking into a hard thuggish face. Some of the riffraff that work for the newspapers nowadays, Sir George thought. Why, it almost beggars belief.

“We need to talk,” the man said in a rough Cockney accent.

“Wrong…you mean you need to, but I don't.”

The second man was now coming up the steps.

“I do have one question for you, though,” Sir George said. “If you paparazzi chappies are so keen on peering into other people's private lives, why is it you wear shades when it's not even sunny…? You got such a bad conscience you're frightened of people looking into your eyes?”

The man brought out a handgun, and held it in front of his belly. “I don't fink you heard me,” the man said. “We need to talk to you.”

“What is this…?”

“It's a gun and it's loaded.”

“But what do you want…?”

“We can talk in the car.”

The man jerked the hand he had the gun in, and Sir George put his keys in his pocket and went back down the steps

 

Joanne was riding along Wimpole Street, on her way to have it out face to face with Melanie, when she decided to get off her Kawasaki and continue on foot, since the practice in Harley Street was only a short walk away. She figured she'd do a little more filming as she went along, as a prologue to the main event.

The main event being the showdown she was going to have with Melanie, which she also intended to film.

She figured she'd build up a little dramatic tension doing it like this, the way the best directors do…instead of plunging straight into the main scene at the beginning…

So she padlocked her Kawasaki and set about filming anything that took her fancy as she walked along.

She filmed a couple of businessmen as they went by in their smart pinstripes.

She filmed a woman who went by with a frown on her face and muttering under her breath.

And then she saw just the image she was looking for.

It was perfect.

This is it, Joanne thought.

This is just so what I've been after…

This just sums up what life is like in this city…

And she began to film what she saw.

What she filmed was a man who must have been well into his fifties walking along the pavement flanked by two younger men. What made the image so spectacular was the fact that the older man could have been no more than five foot six, so that he barely came up to the shoulders of the men on either side of him.

And then there was the way they were dressed. The little man was wearing an elegant navy blue suit that looked pure Savile Row, a pink shirt, and black shoes (probably from Church's), while the guys who flanked him were both wearing jeans, Nike trainers, leather jackets and shades. One of the men had his head shaved and the other had his brown hair cut short.

This was…she struggled to think of how to describe it…

It was Danny DeVito, only dressed more like Fred Astaire, meets Vinnie Jones and his brother.

If Vinnie Jones had a brother.

Yeah, Joanne thought, something along those lines…

Classic…

See it in a film and you wouldn't believe it, but here it was, right before her eyes…just one of the many crazy scenes that the streets of London threw at the unsuspecting eye…

This was why London was such a great city to live and create art in.

London's just where everything's at, Joanne thought, as she continued to film the three men, walking behind them now as they headed down the pavement…

 

They stopped when they got to the red Lexus. “In the back,” said the one with the gun, and Sir George tried to make a dash for it.

But the two men blocked his path and bundled him into the back of the car.

“What the fuck is this?” Sir George barked.

“Shut up.”

 

And Joanne saw everything…

Not only did she see it all, but she'd got it down on film.

They're kidnapping him, she thought.

Her heart was pumping like a lunatic as she continued to film the scene.

Anyone else would have realized the thing to do was stop filming and get away…but Joanne wasn't anyone else.

The artist in her overrode the ordinary citizen.

It overrode the nice well brought-up young woman with all of her insecurities…

And then, as she continued to watch through the viewfinder, she saw that one of the kidnappers was looking at her from the back seat of the car…and she knew that it was now time to stop filming and make herself scarce, as the man jumped out of the car and came running up the pavement towards her.

Joanne was shaking like a leaf and filled with adrenaline, as she put her camera back into the pannier. The man was only a few feet from her now, and she was praying that the engine would start up first time, as she turned the key in the ignition.

One more stride and the man would grab her…but the engine fired, and Joanne pulled away and went speeding up the street. As she approached the corner she saw the Lexus coming after her in her mirror, and she zigzagged her way through the back streets with the car right behind her… Then she turned into New Cavendish Street, which was chock-a-block with traffic, and she was able to weave her way through and make her getaway…

 

Linda Houseman went for her next session with her psychotherapist two days later, and Doctor Emmet kicked off by asking her what she had been up to since he'd last seen her. “I dunno,” she said, “the usual, you know.”

“Shopping…?”

She glanced sideways at him from where she lay on the couch and grinned. “How did you guess…?”

“Retail therapy is the term, I believe – and with good reason I often think.” Doctor Emmet smiled and waited for her to go on.

“I bought myself a pair of Lee jeans…the ones I've got on now, actually, and some Jimmy Choo shoes, and a couple of silk tops from a nice little shop on Bond Street, and then I bought some underwear from Agent Provocateur…” She broke off, telling herself he could make of that what he would.

Doctor Emmet said nothing and silence filled the room, diluted only by the distant rumble of traffic from over on Marylebone Road.

“I like to buy things…is that so abnormal?”

“No, not at all.”

“Tell me about the underwear…”

“What about it?”

“It's sexy underwear, I take it?”

“That's the general idea.”

“Who are you trying to excite?”

She looked at him, surprised. “Bob, I guess…”

“Did you succeed?”

Cheeky bastard, she thought, and said, “Wouldn't you like to know…”

She wasn't going to tell him about how Bob had tried to make love to her the night before but had been unable to, and how she'd ended up masturbating herself. She knew that he was dying to hear all the juicy details. She could feel those intelligent blue eyes of his boring into her mind, searching for secrets…

It's as if he knows it all anyway, without my telling him, she caught herself thinking.

Then dismissed the idea from her mind as nonsensical.

 

Linda Houseman was trembling all over as she stepped into the street, and she had no idea why.

She realized that she was feeling angry with her psychotherapist…almost as if she felt he'd got one over on her.

It was a game of cat and mouse they were playing, and she would be damned if she was going to let him win…

Except that she was paying for the pleasure of coming and lying on his couch once a week and talking about herself.

She entered a café and ordered a large latte, then smoked three cigarettes, one after another, while she drank it.

That ruined her plans to pack up.

She'd gone six days without smoking until now.

Six days – and here she was messing it all up.

She felt guilty and full of self-loathing, so she smoked another, just to spite herself.

Then she paid the bill and drove over to New Bond Street, where she figured she'd do a little window shopping, just to get her nerves under control.

She saw a dress she liked, a delightful little pink number.

So she went in and said she'd like to try it on…

And ended up buying it.

For a mere £248.

A bargain at that price, she thought, as she walked back to her car.

 

The Housemans were both at home that evening. Linda was sitting alone on the sofa reading, while her husband worked on his new book in his study.

Linda found herself reading the same paragraph three times, because her thoughts kept drifting off…

I'm in love with him, she thought.

She set her book aside, her mind full of thoughts of Emmet. She pictured herself in his arms…imagined him kissing her, and then taking her on the couch at his practice… Her passion for her psychotherapist had swept over her like some huge tsunami, carrying everything in its path.

Just then, her husband, Bob, a balding man of forty-five with big sorrowful brown eyes and an expanding waistline, came into the living room. “What's for dinner?”

“There's some pasta in the kitchen.”

“I saw it…it's cold.”

“D'you want me to heat it up?”

“No…I'll make myself a sandwich.”

The phone rang, and Linda made to get up but her husband got it. “Hello?”

No answer.

“Hello?”

He hung up. “Fucking nuisance caller.”

Linda wondered if it was John that called.

John…there I go using his first name when I think about him, she thought, even though I've never actually used it in talking to him.

Bob Houseman went out into the kitchen, and came back in minutes later with a tuna sandwich.

“How's your book going?”

“I can't seem to make any headway with it.”

Later in bed, he ran his hand down her back and Linda stiffened to his touch.

She figured if she didn't turn to face him, he'd get the message.

He got it all right.

She fell asleep and woke in the night to find him lying on his back next to her, masturbating.

She feigned sleep, as she lay there thinking about John Emmet.

John…

Burning for him…

 

Joanne had been keeping a low profile ever since she'd filmed the kidnapping. At first she figured she ought to go to the police and show them the film.

But then she figured that might not be such a good idea.

The kidnappers looked like they were pretty serious types…and they'd probably come after her, and maybe they'd kill her, if she testified against them.

On the other hand, she thought, if I do nothing, what'll happen to the man who was kidnapped?
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