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Construction workers are romantic by the truckload.

Questioning? 

He knows the truth: Kevin is bisexual. He’s had girlfriends and craves experience with men. He'd never tell anyone his sexy or romantic fantasies. And could never imagine coming out to his dad and mates. They are all macho construction workers.

Opposites attract.

Out, loud, and proud: Perry is at a stage in his life when he doesn’t need a boyfriend just casual fun. He avoids hookup apps. There are only so many times a guy can read “no femmes” before it messes with his self-esteem. Luckily, there are plenty of other ways to meet guys. Some of those are not things you’d admit to your coworkers in the supermarket.

Unlikely circumstances keep bringing Kevin and Perry together.

Kevin & Perry's story is (book 4) another low angst, feel-good, gay romance in the Sky High Scaffolders (Our Secret Wedding) series.

Dear Reader,

This book can be read as a standalone.

If you are reading it as part of the Sky High Scaffolds (SHS) series. 

It takes place at the same time as events in Our Secret Wedding and Tread the Boards. 

This book begins shortly after Christmas, therefore, after Our Secret Christmas and before the events begin in Tread the Boards.

The story is largely in British English with American spelling and should be easy to follow for readers of English around the world.
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I HOPE YOU ENJOY!

The author

H J Perry 3rd January 2017
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CHAPTER ONE

KEVIN
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CUPPING AND SQUEEZING, firm, warm hands glided over oiled skin. They traveled up his legs, squeezing and rubbing his quadriceps before the flat palms stroked down toward his knees.

Only the towel prevented Kevin's already hard cock from bobbing freely. It tapped against the fluffy terry fibers as it strained and bounced.

The masseur's hands returned, as Kevin knew they would, working up the inside, then between Kevin's thighs.

Knowing what would come next, it was time for Kevin to open his eyes and watch Michael at work. They both knew how the discussion would go, the same conversation they had every time Kevin visited this therapist, which he had been doing for almost two years.

Michael's voice sounded low and hushed, in harmony with the sounds of nature that streamed through the speakers.

"Is there anything else I can do for you?"

Kevin gave a subtle nod and let his eyes fall on the tenting white linen.

Michael removed the towel and licked his lips. Was he aware that he did that? He took hold with a confident grip, engaging the unselfconscious erection with firm but slow movements. The stretchy fabric of the black tracksuit bottoms did nothing to conceal a growing bulge that wasn't there earlier. He liked earning a little extra money this way, apparently.

Whether the masseur was hard or not made no difference. Like the rest of the massage, the interaction was a one-way street. Michael worked. Kevin lay back, enjoyed, and asked for nothing more.

Michael's hands were big, strong, and totally masculine. Watching them work, wrapped around his dick, Kevin was well aware of the strength in the hands and fingers that previously kneaded the muscles of his back and shoulders with such force.

Kevin could have booked a female masseuse, but every couple of months, he'd see Michael instead. It was the excellent massage that kept Kevin returning to the same therapist, not the happy ending. At least, that was what he told himself. It wasn't because he liked a man touching his dick or seeing the signs of Michael's arousal too.

A hand was just a hand. It was just a handjob. Anyone could do it, and it would feel the same.

That was what he would have told people if it were the sort of thing he talked about, which it wasn't.

Kevin could have imagined it was a woman's hand, although if he wanted to do that, it might have been easier with his eyes shut.

He always watched.

At technique, Michael was an expert. He knew how to handle cocks because he had one of his own—one of his own that was bulging in his work clothes at that moment. Kevin told himself that he liked what men did to him because men knew what they were doing.

Michael had never offered to take his clothes off, and Kevin never asked. Kevin had a limited experience of naturist massage, which he'd never forget and often remembered at times like this. When Michael's hand brought a special kind of pleasure to Kevin's day, he often thought of the nude masseur.

Once he had traveled a long way from home, by train, after finding the place on the internet. A naturist resort not far out of London.

On arrival, he booked a massage and was asked whether he'd prefer a male or female therapist without any hint from the receptionist that there was a correct answer. She didn't bat an eyelid when he asked for the man, as if it were perfectly usual.

He assumed the male masseuse was straight because it wasn't a gay venue and the guy didn't look gay. As if as any man could look gay when completely naked. He was fit, obviously worked out, and the lack of pale skin indicated he regularly sunbathed nude. He was an older guy, probably late forties, old enough to be Kevin's father.

There was nothing on the website or at the studio to suggest anything other than massage took place, so Kevin assumed that was all there was.

Naked massage.

No towels for modesty.

No clothes or uniform for the therapist.

And Kevin wondered how he'd plucked up the courage to visit this place and why. He had an inkling about why, but he buried that thought extremely deeply.

The back massage was most relaxing while he lay on his stomach. Kevin could've almost dozed off and drooled onto the sheets beneath him.

When the naked masseur worked on Kevin's calves, he lifted the legs and replaced them in a position that left him wide open. When he worked up the back of Kevin's legs, he went right up to the very top, skimming over Kevin's balls.

By the time Kevin turned over, he was half hard. It was a natural, automatic response. It didn't mean anything. There was no hiding it; he hadn't been offered a towel to cover any embarrassment.

Respectfully, the masseur didn't stare, comment, or seem embarrassed in any way.

On that occasion, when lying on his back, Kevin watched with fascination while the masseur worked, his exposed cock growing from flaccid to erect.

When the nude masseur offered to finish him off, Kevin drew on a reservoir of courage to suggest something he didn't think he could say. Being far from home and in a place where he wasn't known allowed Kevin the freedom to boldly experiment. He asked if mutual touching was acceptable.

It was.

Kevin sat up and swung his legs around, so he was perched on the edge of the massage couch. The masseur stood in front of him, between his legs, so close their dicks almost touched. Almost.

A faint hint of coffee expelled from the man's breath as they squared up and reached for each other's dicks. Kevin knew he was as good as done as soon as they started. The entire one hour's massage had been foreplay for that moment.

And...

Stuff Kevin didn't want to think about.

There was no thinking. No drawing this out. No holding back.

Kevin put his left hand behind him for support to stop himself from recoiling backward. He shot his load with force, like a fountain, splattering both of them.

Kevin didn't release the man's cock from the grasp of his right hand. He kept up his part of the bargain, working at a steady pace. White globules of cum clung to the hairs on the masseur's chest. On his own body, Kevin felt it turn cold and start to dribble and stream down his body. Only a minute later, with less force, more of a gushing waterfall than a geyser, the naturist came over Kevin's hand and leg.

Just two horny guys giving each other a hand.

Kevin thought about that handjob frequently, including when he lay on Michael's massage couch.

At the end of the day, it was just a hand.
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CHAPTER TWO

PERRY
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I DON'T WANT A BOYFRIEND. I haven't got time for that.

When he typed those words into the chat room, Perry wasn't literally talking about time. He didn't work sixteen hours a day, seven days a week. There were laws against that sort of thing.

What he meant was that he didn't have the spare cash to invest in going out on speculative dates; he didn't have the spare emotional energy for the ups and downs that came along with boyfriends; he didn't have much spare time to waste on unsatisfactory blind dates or manhunts leading to nowhere.

Perry had a full-time job and took on all the overtime offered in the store where he worked, but not because he desperately needed the money. Perry had plans and ambitions: he wanted to own a home and become part of the senior management at work.

And he wanted to avoid the trauma of embarking on a relationship with a guy who was only almost right for him.

A light flashed on the dashboard. Perry's long time chat partner invited him to PM, and Perry accepted.
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GLITTERGAY: BUT YOU'd like sex right?

FairyCake: I'm a 23-year-old gay man, WDYT?
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[image: ]


OF COURSE, GG HAD STRUCK right at the heart of the problem. Perry wanted sex, with another human person. It was just the baggage that went along with it that didn't appeal.

Perry rested his laptop on the bed to plump up his pillows and get more comfortable. They could chat for ages; he usually did with GG.
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GLITTERGAY: WHAT'S the problem? Apps not working? Smartphone broke?

FairyCake: I don't want to post a dick pic, and I haven't got the stomach for gay hookup apps.

––––––––
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EVERYONE WANTED TO see images of washboard abs, dick pics, or best of all: both. Perry knew this because the hookup sites and apps were awash with softcore and hardcore porn images. And Perry liked seeing those pics too.

It wasn't just the question of a photo. Perry considered himself reasonably photogenic. In fact, if he saw a guy who looked like himself, he wouldn't say no. It was the prospect of searching through profiles that said things like 'no blacks, no Asians, and no femmes' that Perry found unpalatable.
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GLITTERGAY: I HEAR you

FairyCake: Same trouble in your area?

GlitterGay: Yep. No Femmes

FairyCake: I know! It's just a shag. Not a marriage proposal. I won't expect you to introduce me in full queer drag with handbag and makeup to your fag-fearing family

GlitterGay: LOL

FairyCake: OK. Rant ALERT! When guys meet the 3D whole me, it's a different story

GlitterGay: U fighting them off?

FairyCake: Exactly. Swatting their little hands away. But I don't have the time to go out cruising

GlitterGay: U could do what I do

FairyCake: Do you have a plan?

GlitterGay: A cunning plan indeed

FairyCake: Share your secret

GlitterGay: Men aren't knocking at my door day and night. But I get a fair amount of NSA through footfall. Is that wat u want?
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TOO YOUNG AND LOVELY to lead a life of celibacy, even if a boyfriend didn't fit in the picture, Perry certainly could do with hookups.

He glanced around the one room that was his home. There was no space to entertain the no strings attached footfall, as GG described it, except on the bed that dominated his so-called studio apartment.
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FAIRYCAKE: STOP THE wind-up and tell

GlitterGay: Obviously we are not alone, loads of guys want a quick BJ, agreed?

FairyCake: : ) O yeah

GlitterGay: So think old skool. Before smartphone and apps

FairyCake: ?

GlitterGay: Newspapers, contact ads.

FairyCake: ?

GlitterGay: U know: Ciara's List, Thursday Ads, Your Local Town News

––––––––
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PERRY HAD SEEN THE contact ads. In the print version of the local paper, there were loads of them. They were wedged between the pages of used cars for sale and the adverts for services, tradesmen, odd-jobbers, dishwasher-repair specialists, and cleaners.

Skeptical, Perry couldn't imagine putting anything in the M4M personal column along the lines of 'Man wanted for casual afternoon frolics at times to suit my shift work. NS & GSOH.'

Not this century.

Not if he were going to meet guys under retirement age or anyone who had heard about the internet.

––––––––
[image: ]


FAIRYCAKE: YEAH?

GlitterGay: I call it Blow & Go

FairyCake: Like it. LOL

––––––––
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PERRY LET OUT AN AUDIBLE laugh that his chatroom friend wouldn't hear. One day he'd like to meet GG and see if he was as crazy in real life as he seemed online. By his own account, he was an outrageous, camp gay guy living in the north of England, and he said the funniest and most outrageous things in the forums of the online community.

Blow and Go. Was he seriously offering a blowjob service? Was that legal? Did it matter, as it certainly wasn't something Perry would ever do? And it probably was legal, once Perry thought about it. He passed through the stages of awareness of what GG had written: from hilarity to shock to wondering.
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GLITTERGAY: SO DO THE guys who come

FairyCake: LOL LITERALLY! U do mean literally?

GlitterGay: O yeah!

GlitterGay: I offer fairy magic to ur dick & no return. I focus on what they want and get what I get

FairyCake: Dick? You must tell me more

GlitterGay: Indeed. I will tell all. Pull up your ears young Padawan

––––––––
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PERRY WASN'T NECESSARILY going to act on advice from an anonymous stranger online. For all Perry knew, GG could have been a charlatan, a butch dude, a straight guy, or even a woman. Anyone just pretending to be young, gay, and camp. But it wouldn't hurt to listen.
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FAIRYCAKE: I AM ALL ears.

GlitterGay: In that case, don't post any head pics. At least, not that head

––––––––
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GG WENT ON TO EXPLAIN that he didn't advertise a service requiring payment but posted in the personal contact section. The wording of his ad was as explicit as the media would allow, but sometimes he'd have to be creative. His ad was upfront: gay guy available to meet construction worker-types, builders, scaffolders, carpenters during their lunch breaks for a quickie blowjob. Stating 'straight guys welcome,' GG explained, was an important part of the wording because it implied quick and discreet, and that the action didn't have to be reciprocal.

Perry was broadminded enough to understand this could work well for some guys, but it didn't sound like his thing at all.
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FAIRYCAKE: I'M NOT into BDSM.

GlitterGay: It's not like that. Most guys want to do something in return, but a lot of the guys don't think of themselves as gay. They like a bit of cock now and again, but perhaps they want girls too. And they aren't bothered by Masc or Femme labels or how much fat covers your abs.

––––––––
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GG HAD NEVER SAID ANYTHING about his weight before. The slim and gym culture was so dominant in their age group that anything less than a flat stomach was unthinkable.

GG went on to explain that he targeted builders at work because their job often meant they were on the road and could work a visit to him into their schedule, and because that was how he liked guys to look.
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GLITTERGAY: I LIKE seeing their hairy legs

FairyCake: You're crazy. All the guys I've slept with have hairy legs

GlitterGay: Builders' legs are different, in shorts, with big boots and thick socks

FairyCake: It's January. No one's wearing shorts

GlitterGay: They've still got the boots and socks

FairyCake: Are you only into straight acting builder types?

GlitterGay: Hell no, FC. I'd blow U 2 if U were ever in my area. Leaving U with that thought, I gotta go. Catch up next time.
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WITH GG GONE, PERRY pulled up some of the local personal ads in various online lists. Sure enough, there appeared to be another way to meet guys that Perry hadn't investigated before. While he could never envisage replying to such an advert himself, he had nothing to lose by trying.

As GG said, he couldn't focus on what he was. A femme gay guy with a low paid, low-status job living in a bedsit would win nothing. He had to focus on what they wanted: instant action. Enthusiastic and experienced cocksucker seeks guys for adult fun.

No strings attached.
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CHAPTER THREE

KEVIN
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KEVIN WAS THE FIRST through the door, and the rise in air temperature knocked the breath from him. "Bloody hell, it's like a greenhouse in here."

Even with a sharp bite to the January breeze, the fabric of the temporary cabin soaked up the sunlight of the bright day. And the guys who'd used it earlier had left the heater on.

Following him in, Ben pulled off his hat and gloves and dropped them on a table.

Third through the door, Connor strode across the cabin and swung open the windows at the far end. "We could do with letting in some air. It's lovely in here, except I'm wearing new thermals."

Turning, Connor lifted up his jacket and rifled through layers of clothing to flash a baby blue patch of cotton fabric. "And I'm wearing matching long johns. I'm lovely and toasty."

"Very sexy, Connor. Now put your underwear away." Holding his packed lunch and a can of Diet Coke, Frank walked around the table and sat down opposite Ben.

A few more scaffolders trailed in. It was their allotted time to use the portacabin for a tea break. The main contractor had decided to offer the luxury of a cabin with an electric hot water dispenser and a few chairs and tables, in addition to the toilet facilities that were a legal requirement on site. The cabin was always too hot or too cold, and too noisy when the rain pounded on the roof.

"Kev, can you prop the door open, mate?" Connor asked. "I'll get your tea."

After leaving his hat on the chair next to Ben, Kevin did so without question. It was roasting in the room, the boss did more than his fair share, and Kev was the most junior scaffolder in the room; that was how it worked.

While Kevin propped open the door using the pile of bricks dumped outside for this very purpose, more scaffolders arrived for their break.

"It's nice to get out of the cold, even if it is too hot in here," said a laborer. "Never had anything as nice as this when I worked for the O'Donnells."

"There's more hot air comes out your mouth than in this room," Terry, another scaffolder, replied, and some of the crowd chuckled. "And it's not down to the scaffold company, SHS or the O'Donnells. This is provided by the main builder, isn't that right?"

And the banter started inside. As men pulled out their plastic containers of food and premade sandwiches wrapped in foil, some queued to pour hot water on their instant coffee, instant soup, or tea bags.

"Matching vest and long underpants; that's posh, Connor."

Kevin re-entered the hut in time to see Connor tucking away his thermal underwear, again.

"You normally stick with a pair of your wife's tights under your work-wear, don't you, Baz?" Ben said.

"That I do, and sometimes two pairs," Baz retorted.

Kevin laughed, along with a few of the other guys. They all knew women's tights were a convenient, cheap, and readily available extra layer of underwear against the cold. It wouldn't be a surprise if half the men on the site that day were wearing tights through January and February.

"Sometimes, I have to cut the feet off as they're not long enough for my legs," Baz added.

"No problem in the crotch area then? Hey, Baz," Terry called out from the other side of the small cabin.

"Oh, you're fast. But there's plenty of space in that department as my wife buys them crotchless."

"Ew."

Hollers, cat calls, and wolf whistles went up around the guys. Baz had this round in his pocket.

"I don't care if you wear tights; it's when you start turning up to the site in stockings and suspenders that I'll worry." John nudged Terry in the ribs as he spoke and laughed at his own joke.

"So, Connor, did you get those new thermals for your trip to Lapland?" asked Ben.

Kevin stared across the table at Connor, wondering if Ben was pulling his leg.

"What, wait. You went to Lapland?" Kev hadn't worked with Connor since the last working day before Christmas and Connor hadn't mentioned his plans for the holiday back then, not as far as Kevin could remember.

"Where've you been, Kev? I think we've had Arctic Circle references in every conversation since Christmas." Frank slowly peeled the lid off his plastic lunch box.

They had been back at work for more than a week, but as Sky High Scaffolds employed sixty men, Kevin hadn't worked in the same crew as Connor since before the Christmas break.

Ben turned to angle himself toward Kevin. "Didn't you hear? He went with Lee."

"Really?" asked Kevin, surprised.

Connor nodded with the biggest grin on his face. "You might not know that Lee is an orphan."

Kevin knew very little about Lee at all, having hardly worked with him.

Ben butted in. "His parents died a few years ago, while he was a grown man. He wasn't brought up by wolves."

"He's an orphan, so he has no parents to visit at Christmas," Connor continued, ignoring Ben's interruption. "As for me, you've met my family, so you'll understand why I volunteered to take Lee to visit Santa instead of visiting my family for Christmas. To answer your question, Ben, I got us matching new long thermal underwear for Lapland, and we looked the bee's business when we danced around the snow cabin in our underwear."

A few of the guys chuckled. Whatever each man thought of their relatives, they all knew Connor Lisk's siblings and parents because together they owned and managed the family-run SHS company. His father was the CEO.

"I must admit, I've got my thermals on as well. Though mine are just plain old white," Kevin said.

"I thought Father Christmas came from the North Pole. Where the fuck is Lapland?" asked Terry.

"Ah, well, there's just water at the North Pole, so Santa would have to live in a submarine, and in the winter it freezes over," said Connor. "He'd be iced in and may have difficulty getting out to deliver the presents."

"It's all true," Ben agreed. "I've been there too. The north pole is in the middle of the Arctic Circle and Lapland is also in the Arctic Circle. It's land."

"I guess the clue is in the name. Lap-land," Kevin said.

"What you guys need isn't women's tights, but a real woman to keep you warm." Bored by the geography lessons, Terry waved his newspaper in the air to indicate he was moving on to the usual Monday morning topic of conversation. He placed the paper on the table and began turning the pages. His partner in this venture propped up his iPad, and all the men in the room knew what was coming.

"I'll find a woman to get you out of your thermals, lad."

Kevin wasn't sure at what age John would stop calling him lad, and he wondered if the other guys found the weekly rundown of ladies advertising in the local paper as tedious as he did.

Always the same guys looking at the women in the paper wherever they worked.

The perks of working for a busy scaffolding company included traveling all over the south-east, where they could meet new women in every town. Whether they were ladies who offered the company that a man had to pay for, or lonely housewives seeking romance, John, Terry, and a couple of the others scoured the newspaper and local online adverts. They gave a running commentary each week, wherever they worked.

Undoubtedly, some of the guys did sneak off to see these women on their lunch break, but that was something they rarely talked about, whereas they discussed the adverts at great length.

Even though he didn't work with them every week and he was only young, Kevin already had years of experience working with these guys. He knew what they were like. Understood this bonding ritual for what it was.

They perused the personals, women seeking men, and women seeking women. They sometimes even decided to poke fun and laugh at the men seeking men.

They'd read aloud the adverts for massage parlors and adverts about women offering services for payment, the more upfront the better, as far as Terry and John were concerned.

The online adverts were more plentiful, explicit, and sometimes included photos, but Terry still seemed to prefer the old fashioned feel of crinkling newspaper under his fingers. He always bought one or maybe two of the local newspapers, even though the print editions carried far fewer of that kind of advert.

Most of the guys didn't actively join in the hunt for pussy in every town, but listened in to the conversation. It was impossible to avoid, whether you wanted to or not.

Kevin suspected most of what he heard was banter and bravado. Indeed, sometimes the guys disappeared for extended lunch breaks. Mostly, there was an entirely innocent explanation. They tried to make it sound more exciting, and sometimes they'd come back with stories.

"Quite a few men-for-men in this week's collection. If anyone wants to be massaged by a man." Terry didn't look up from his newspaper to gauge the responses to his observation.

On their table, Frank, Ben, Connor, and Kevin sipped their tea in silence.

Eugene piped up. "There's a male masseur who comes to our Sunday football. In fact, there are a couple of them, and I know they're not gay. Bloody hurts when they dig their fingers into you."

"Gay massage? Must mean he does it like a woman." The scaffold laborer elicited a round of giggles. "I would have said nice and soft, but I guess he'd be hard too."

More chuckles.

"I wouldn't want a gay man massaging me. And why does he says gay in the advert if it's just a massage?" said Eugene.

John rolled his eyes, put down his laptop, and said, "Are you for real? Obviously, it's not just a massage he's offering. That's why he's telling you; it's a man-to-man service, and he's gay. It's a massage and more. After all this time, haven't you got the hang of reading between the lines?"

Terry shook his head and continued staring at his newspaper.

Eugene was always a bit of a loose cannon. "I'm not reading, you two guys are. I'm sitting here, minding my own business, and listening to you two experts."

Kevin certainly had the hang of reading between the lines. He knew when an advert hinted at the possibility of sex for sale without stating such. He'd listened to these conversations for seven years, his entire career as a scaffolder.

They'd take the piss when he was younger.

They took the piss out of all the young guys, sixteen-year-olds who might still be virgins and eighteen-year-olds who had no right to retain their virginity.

Kevin wondered if he were the only man who'd visited male masseurs. He glanced around the room. All eyes were on that group of men. Only Connor looked away, staring out of the window as if something going on on site was more interesting than the topic of discussion in the room.

From years of these conversations, Kevin knew what the blokes thought about men who were into men. They were harmless, so long as they didn't get too close. And there was no danger of that. Limp-wristed gay guys spent their daytimes cutting hair and their evenings voguing to Madonna songs, and were so obsessed with sex they'd do it with any man.

The irony.

Some of these guys were indiscriminate about what women they'd fuck; they'd go with any and every woman who'd entertain them. And then they'd talk about them like they were dogs.

Most blokes weren't like that, but a few were; they spoke about women and gay men in a rude, unpleasant way.

The men were completely
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