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Chapter One

 


April 4, 2015

“Fuck, that's good.” Brad
Talbott could barely speak for the sensations pulsing through his
body from head to toe, starting at his groin.

Jake Cross looked up, his sparkling brown
eyes meeting Brad’s. “You like that?”

“Hell yeah.” He put a hand
to Jake’s buzzed head. The guy was four years younger than Brad and
could do amazing things with his tongue. The heat of Jake’s mouth
was an incredible contrast to the cool air seeping through the
slightly opened window, and his tongue worked as he moved his head.
He licked one spot, and Brad lost the ability to think as pleasure
threatened to overwhelm him.

“Oh, God—Jake—gonna—” His
impending orgasm was rendering complete sentences impossible, and
he exploded into Jake’s mouth. Through it all, Jake kept his lips
clamped around Brad. The feel of his throat working as he swallowed
sent a renewed thrill through Brad.

Jake wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand before pulling away with a grunt. “See what you do to me?” he
asked, gesturing to the erection straining his jeans.

Brad shook his head, a look of concern on
his face. “We’ll have to take care of that,” he said, running a
finger up Jake’s denim-covered cock first on the material, then
over the zipper before undoing it to set him free.

Jake sighed in relief, then hissed in a
breath as Brad clasped his cock and started massaging it. As he
shoved his jeans and boxers to the floor, Brad pumped some lube
into his palm. They came together again, and Jake’s hips bucked
into Brad’s touch.

Brad wasn’t about to just let Jake fuck his
hand, though. He pulled him closer with his free hand, nipped his
earlobe, and traced his lips down to a spot on his neck that he’d
learned drove Jake wild. Sure enough, Jake’s breath and motions
sped up.

Brad traced his hand down Jake’s back and
started to tease his hole. The very thought of penetration seemed
to send Jake over the edge, because he roared in ecstasy before
coming in Brad’s hand. He pulled Brad’s mouth to his for a deep
kiss, then drew back with a dazed smile.

“Aw yeah.” Brad reached
for a tissue. The light below the blinds illuminated Jake’s
flushed, blissed-out face, and he smiled at the knowledge that he’d
put that expression on it.

This pleasing vision also sent a shiver
below the waist. “Damn. Seeing you like that makes me want…”

“I’m gonna need some
time,” Jake said. “What time is it now?”

Brad checked his phone on the bedside table.
“6:48. Why?”

At those words, Jake’s haze seemed to
dissipate right before Brad’s eyes. He grabbed a tissue and turned
away before pulling his jeans back up. “Because I’m going to be
late if I don’t get going. Not that I don’t wish I could stay,
though.”

“We’ll just have to do
this again sometime. I’ll text you, or you text me…” That had been
their arrangement since January.

“Definitely.” A quick peck
to Brad’s cheek, and Jake was out the door and down the
stairs.

Brad watched him go with the memories of
giving and receiving pleasure washing over him. When he agreed to
fill in for that firefighter over the holidays, it never occurred
to him to imagine that anything like this could have come out of
the experience.


Chapter Two

 


Jake rushed up Tenth Avenue as fast as he
could without breaking a sweat that would give him a hard time
getting ready for tonight. It was lucky for him that Brad lived in
the heart of Hell’s Kitchen—it would’ve been impossible to meet up
and get to the club from his apartment on the east side.

Not that bringing Brad to his place was an
option. True, some guys he knew had started using a little
concealer or a dash of eyeliner, and it wasn’t unusual for Kelsey’s
boyfriend to go out with a full face of makeup. But everyone knew
it was part of Jason’s modeling gigs, and Jake couldn’t explain his
huge MAC collection without going into other details he had yet to
share with anyone in the firefighting community.

Finally, Sessions came into view. There was
a line to get in, but Jake had no intention of joining it. He
headed down the block to the nondescript door that marked the
performers’ entrance, flashed his ID for entry, and made his way to
his spot in the dressing room. All the while, his time with Brad
hung about him like a fine fragrance.

Even if it had left a mark—Brad’s stubble
had scraped his skin while he’d kissed his neck. But it had been
worth it, and that was nothing a little concealer wouldn’t fix. For
the next several minutes, time fell away as he put on his face,
styled his wig, tucked, padded, and dressed, not overlooking a
single detail.

“Zip me up the back?” a
friendly voice asked.

Jake smiled at the speaker. “Gladly.”

Queen Sateen held her flowing red tresses
out of the way, and Jake zipped up the sequined gown. She turned to
face him, and he smiled at the sight of her dress, makeup, and
jewelry. “Spectacular as ever.”

“I could say the same for
you.” The two had been friends ever since Jake had come onto this
scene. “Nice do.”

Jake turned his head carefully to admire his
updo from all angles. “I figured it was a good time to try
something new, what with spring and everything.”

“Spring is right!” Lady
Lucinda declared. The emcee hadn’t performed regularly since the
late nineties, yet hadn’t lost her knack for making a dramatic
entrance. “Glad to see you taking the initiative to try something
new, Bree. That’s especially important at a time like
this.”

“Like what?” Jake asked,
powdering his freshly enhanced cleavage.

“Like when we have a crowd
on spring break in the audience. I don’t know what these kids are
expecting to see tonight, but I’m
expecting you to give them a performance they’ll
never forget.”

She looked around the dressing room. “That
goes for all of you!”

Some might have been intimated by Lady
Lucinda’s regal pose and demanding tone, but Jake was used to it by
now. Not to mention that between his recent orgasm and the
accomplishment that came from completely ungluing Brad—he wouldn’t
have taken Tim’s minion for a decent person or suspected he was
into guys, but life was full of surprises—he felt ready to take on
anything. “You got this,” he said, joining the chorus of
affirmative answers.

“Good. Now go out there
and be your fabulous selves!”

That was Lady Lucinda’s traditional closing
remark before she left to warm up the audience. Some people
remembered her from her heyday, others were seeing her for the
first time, and everyone sounded excited to be there.

For the first forty-five minutes, Jake
listened with enjoyment from his spot in the wings. He’d been doing
some version of this on weekends for over a year now, so he knew
how the show went. At the same time, because of the reactions of
the audience, he couldn’t say he’d ever seen the same performance
twice.

“Wasn’t she wonderful?”
Lady Lucinda announced as Charisma blew kisses to the audience.
“Now, everybody give a warm welcome to the luscious Bree
Encroute!”

That was Jake’s cue. He stood tall in his
heels, all wobbles having been worked out long ago, and stepped
into the spotlight.


Chapter Three

 


April 6, 2015

On Monday morning, Brad double-checked the
email he’d gotten from the fire department to see where he’d be
filling in this week. He programmed the directions into his phone,
picked up the gym bag he’d packed, and headed for the subway. At
this early hour, he joined a crowd of construction workers and
people dressed for the office.

A few stops later, he got off the train into
the spring morning and walked the few blocks to the firehouse,
where he checked in with the front desk. The chief introduced him
in the morning briefing, and he gave a small wave as everyone’s
eyes turned to meet him. A siren went off with the first call of
the day, and everyone dealt with the apartment fire as a team.

Back at the house, though, no one made any
real attempt to approach him or left room for him to chime in on
conversations. It was clear that these guys had established their
own friendships, and there was no room for anyone new. He pulled
out his phone and looked over social media, all the while
reflecting that this was like being back in the high school
cafeteria.

This was his life ever since he’d become a
floater with the fire department. He’d taken a pay cut and was
living the life of a nomad, but it was still better than staying at
his old house. After he’d come out at work, half
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