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Chapter One


IT WOULD NEVER HAVE happened if I hadn’t told a lie.


Not one of the small personal lies we’ve all come out with at some stage in our life: ‘I completely agree with you,’ or, ‘No, I’ve never had a lover with a bigger cock than yours.’ Those are the lies that grease the wheels of our relationships and keep them running smoothly. Without them, no one would ever get laid.


No, this was a professional lie. Actors’ résumés are full of them. We shave a couple of years off our age, add an inch or so to our height, purport to be fluent in French or able to carry off a number of accents, from upper-class English to downtown Glaswegian. Anything that might give us an advantage over all the other equally accomplished actors going for the same rôle. In my case, I claim I can ride a horse. In truth, I’d trotted along Clacton beach on the back of a donkey a few times when I was a toddler. Since then, nothing.


It never mattered. No film or TV show I appeared in ever required any riding ability on my part. Until I received the script for Grail.


My agent, Keira, sent me two scripts that week. One was for a film about rival football gangs, adapted from his own autobiography by a former hooligan who condemned all the violence he’d been involved in while describing it with lip-smacking relish. I would be reading for the part of the author’s younger brother, who never quite managed to escape the gang’s influence. I knew I could play the rôle in my sleep, but the project had the air of something the audience had seen too many times before. I was looking for a different challenge.


Grail, on the other hand, grabbed my attention like nothing had in a long time. A stripped-down retelling of the legend of King Arthur’s knights and their search for the Holy Grail, the storyline had me gripped from the start. The part I’d been suggested for – Sir Bedivere, one of the knights who remained loyal to Arthur as his band of warriors gradually fell apart – was both meaty and sympathetically written.


It didn’t bother me that there were a couple of nude scenes in the script. I’ve never had a problem with taking my clothes off for the camera, and I wouldn’t quibble even when the part required me to do a full-frontal shot. It helps that I have one of those cocks which looks impressively big when it’s limp, even if it doesn’t grow much larger when it gets hard. We all know size doesn’t really matter, but there is a warm glow of satisfaction that comes from being on the receiving end of envious glances in the showers.


‘I’ve told the casting department you’re pretty handy with a sword,’ Keira said, when I rang and told her how much I loved the script.


That, at least, was true. I’d taken fencing lessons at drama school, and excelled at them. Two summers ago, I’d been part of the repertory company at the Globe Theatre, dying on the point of a sword in an adrenaline-fuelled production of Romeo and Julietfour times a week. Grailwould call for me to handle a heavy broadsword, but I was sure I was equal to the challenge.


‘And you’ve got no problems with horses, eh, Jamie?’


‘Absolutely none.’


‘Great. And from what I can gather, you’ve got the look they’re going for.’


Sometimes, “the look” can be more important than your acting ability. I’m not one of your conventional pretty boy types. My jawline’s too prominent for that, and my nose is crooked from where I broke it playing football at school. Fortunately, it seemed the director of Grailwasn’t in the market for pretty boys.


‘I shall keep my fingers crossed for you,’ Keira promised before she put the phone down. ‘I have a really good feeling about this one.’


The first audition was the following Monday. To help give the impression I was a world-weary knight, I stayed up till the small hours, so when I woke I looked bleary-eyed from lack of sleep, and I didn’t bother to shave that morning. Nervous as I was, the audition went well enough that they called me back for a second reading a week later. By now, I knew I was down to the last three for the part of Bedivere, but the competition was strong. I wasn’t as hopeful about my chances as Keira was, so when the call came to welcome me on board and let me know location filming would begin in the Czech Republic in two weeks’ time, I was speechless. Even more so when the casting director added, ‘You know what swung it for you, Jamie? The fact you were the only one of the final three who can ride a horse.’


I didn’t know whether to break out the champagne or book riding lessons immediately. In the end, I decided I could bluff it. Everyone says when it comes to riding, it’s the horse that does all the hard work anyway. So instead I rang Fin and asked him if he was free for a drink.


Fin was one of the first friends I ever made when I moved down to London and started looking for work. Five foot ten of pure Galway beefcake, with the wickedest laugh you could ever hear, I met him on a building site. He was the foreman, I was doing a spot of hod-carrying to pay the rent while I waited for my first acting break. Not only did we click as friends, but the fact he was openly bisexual meant we also struck up a relationship as fuck buddies, sharing each other’s beds on the most casual but enjoyable basis.


We arranged to meet in one of his regular haunts, Tubby McNulty’s, an old-fashioned Irish pub in Kilburn. You have to be in the right mood for the rundown old place and its raucous clientèle, but that night I most definitely was. While The Pogues blared from the jukebox, Fin and I sat in a dingy corner, knocking back celebratory pints of stout.


‘So tell me more about this film, then,’ Fin said, wiping a foam moustache from his full top lip. ‘Would I know anyone who’s in it? Any Hollywood A-listers slumming it?’


I shook my head. ‘The most famous actor in the cast is the one who used to be the two-timing anaesthetist in Holby City. Remember him?’


‘Mmm. Big green eyes, nice arse.’ Fin’s tone was appreciative.


‘Well, he’s playing Arthur. There’s a French guy playing Lancelot. Most of the rest ...’ Draining the last of my stout, I reflected that most of the rest of the cast had the kind of face which would have the audience wondering where they’d seen them before. As did I. ‘Can I get you another pint, mate?’


Fin shook his head. ‘No thanks. Why don’t we call it a night here and go back to mine?’


I knew exactly what he had in mind; it was a large part of the reason I’d arranged to meet him here tonight.


He lived over a betting shop on the Kilburn High Road, only a couple of minutes away from where we’d been drinking. Even that short dash through the steadily falling rain stoked my appetite to be in Fin’s bed, stripped and ready for him.


We kissed as he fumbled to unlock the front door; hot, sloppy kisses that showed how much we wanted each other. Laughing, Fin pushed me up against the wall, scrabbling to pull my T-shirt out of my jeans.


‘Slow down,’ I murmured, not really meaning it.


‘Can’t,’ he replied. ‘Got to taste your gorgeous body. Got to have your big hard cock in my mouth.’ When Fin was really turned on, he spoke like someone out of the filthiest porno you’ve ever seen. It was all part of his charm, as far as I was concerned, and my cock pushed at the fly of my jeans, aching to be in his grasp.


Somehow, we made it as far as the bedroom, leaving a trail of hastily discarded clothes in our wake. I didn’t know whether he was sharing his bed with anyone else at the moment, and even if he was, it wouldn’t have stopped me doing what I was about to do. Exclusive wasn’t a word in Fin’s vocabulary, which probably explained why our relationship had never progressed beyond the occasional fuck.


True to his earlier words, Fin pinned me down on the bed, slurping a wet trail the length of my body with his lips and tongue. When his mouth latched on to the head of my cock, engulfing me in warm wetness, I squirmed against the covers. Fin’s blue eyes shone with amusement at the strength of my reaction. ‘Ready for me, were you?’ he chuckled.


I just groaned, wanting him to take me deeper. Nothing, in my experience, compared to the sensation of having my cock buried deep in a sucking, clutching throat. Coupled with clever fingers caressing and tugging on my balls, it was the quickest way I knew of making me come.


I tried to express some of this to Fin, but my words came out as garbled, helpless moans. Fin had taken charge of my pleasure, and it felt so marvellously rude to lie on his unmade bed in that shabby flat, while he brought me ever closer to a bone-shaking climax. I clung on to the threadbare padded headboard, dampening the fabric with the sweat from my palms. Fin had wormed a saliva-slick finger up into the tight recess of my arsehole, and that was all it took to send fierce, hot spasms of orgasm pulsing through me, my come jetting into his greedy mouth.


‘Delicious,’ he murmured as he rose, wiping a stray droplet or two from the corner of his mouth.


His obvious delight at my reaction was coupled with the knowledge it was his turn next. I loved the moment when the rôles reversed and Fin, so aggressive the moment before, rolled passively on to his front, presenting his taut, peach-fuzzed arse to me. Fin’s lubricant of choice was baby lotion. The powdery scent that always brought him to mind whenever I smelt it mingled with the aromas of sweat and come as I uncapped the bottle and poured lotion liberally into my cupped palm. He sighed as I smoothed the lotion around and into his dark pucker. His arsehole seemed to devour my fingers as I pushed first one, then a second inside him.


‘Christ, that’s good.’ He pushed his rump up at me, wanting more, clearly needing to be filled with something thicker than my fingers.


A strip of condoms lay among the clutter of items on his bedside table. I tore one open, surprised by the speed by which I’d got hard again, and smoothed it down over my shaft.


Fin groaned audibly as my cock skewered him. I could feel the heat of his channel even through the latex sheathing me. For a moment I revelled in being so tightly clutched by him then I thrust in to the root. Sweat beaded on his back, matting the ends of his black hair to the nape of his neck. Sometimes we’d fuck when he had come straight off the building site, without time to shower the grime and stink of the day off him. That unwashed scent drove me to almost feral wildness, but tonight I was unbelievably roused just from the faint taste of salt as I nuzzled his freshly washed skin. I was high on the excitement of landing the film rôle and the adrenaline rush of good sex, and I plunged into Fin’s welcoming arse over and over.


‘Fuck me, you big fucking stud,’ Fin begged, voice cracking as his excitement peaked. Beneath me, I felt him hold still, driven beyond movement, beyond words by his climax. His anal ring clenched tight around my cock. Much as I wanted to keep going, keep fucking that hot arse of his, the erotic clamping motion defeated me. For the second time that night, I found myself beached on the shores of pleasure, spunk filling the condom in sharp, draining bursts.


Afterwards, trotting naked to the bathroom to dispose of the used condom and trying to remember exactly where in Fin’s flat I’d kicked off my underwear, I wondered why neither of us ever broached the subject of spending the whole night together. My encounters with Fin were so hot and sweatily exciting, yet they always ended the same way, with me standing on the High Road, waiting for a cab to take me home. Though even that was a step up from the days when I’d been so broke I had to make my way back to Archway on the night bus. The truth was we didn’t have the kind of relationship that led to breakfast the next morning, followed by a long walk in Regent’s Park to dust off the cobwebs. What Fin and I had was fun, but it wasn’t anything romantic, anything permanent. I couldn’t understand why I suddenly felt that might be what I really needed.
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