
	Martin falls for a younger man only to discover they’ve crossed paths in the past, and he’s forced to make a difficult choice.

	 

	 

	Martin Ogilvy has one task to fulfill: fix everyone else’s problems. As a financial adviser, he gets paid to keep his clients in the black. But when it comes to his personal life, he’s always in the red until he meets the attractive, spirited and tenacious Shawn. From the onset, Martin senses they’ve met somewhere before, although it’s an impossibility due to their age difference. However, the more time they spend together, the more Martin wonders if what he feels is real or déjà vu.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Radioactive

	Copyright © 2018 Blak Rayne

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1573-0

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Radioactive

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Blak Rayne

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my sister-in-law, who loves to read, especially a good MM.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Dog-tired after nine hours of calculating numbers, Martin shuffled into the front foyer, removing his shoes. The spot where his grandmother’s antique credenza normally stood was empty. That’s odd, he thought and wandered into the central living area. Every stick of furniture he’d owned, all the framed art, even bric-a-brac had vanished. He dropped his briefcase, and it hit the hardwood with a hollow echo.

	Once he’d absorbed the initial shock, Martin rushed through the room past a lopsided pile of CDs into a spacious European style kitchen. The kitchen was also devoid of furnishings. His first thought was robbery. But a piece of paper on the counter, white foolscap curled at the bottom, drew his attention. He lifted the mug and read the scrawl of handwriting—remnants of a relationship that had, without forewarning, clearly ended. In seconds, he crumpled the note and whipped it like a baseball. However, it didn’t go near as far as his frustration required, and instead landed in the dust on the bare floor.

	He had been robbed, but the theft was committed purely out of spite—the person behind it motivated by their angst—it was a chain reaction that proved his inability to maintain a healthy relationship or, perhaps, his inability to find a suitable partner. Either way, he’d lost once again.

	He muttered, furiously tapping the screen on his phone then put it to his ear. Moments later, a man answered. “Ian, it’s me.”

	“Hey, Martin. It’s good to hear from you. What’s up?”

	“Two questions.”

	“Shoot.”

	“Can we move the meeting to tomorrow instead of next week?” He started to search the rest of the house, flinging doors open, moving brusquely from one vacant room to the next, his anger flaring more with each step.

	“I don’t see why not, if you’re ready.”

	“That’s great, I appreciate it Ian.” He pushed on the master bedroom door, drew to a pause, and frowned—even his bedroom suite, a handcrafted import from Italy, was gone. The only evidence that the pricey furniture had existed were tiny circular indents in the carpet. And all his clothing and personal items had been dumped into a corner.

	“What’s the second question?” Ian asked a bit louder, “Marty, are you still there?”

	“Sorry. I know it will seem like a strange request... but I need somewhere to stay for a few nights.”

	“No problem. I’ve got a futon in the spare room. Has something happened?”

	“Thanks. I’ll explain when I get there.”

	“Okay. See you shortly.”

	He pressed a fist to the bathroom doorjamb—only his toothbrush remained, balanced perfectly on the edge of the porcelain sink as if on purpose. Fuck! He almost threw the phone into the tub, but on second thought, decided to make another call.

	“Come on, pick up.” He scraped his fingers over his scalp, front to back, spinning in circles like a dog chasing its tail.

	The line continued to ring, then just as he was about to hang up it clicked.

	“Yep,” said Dwayne.

	“Do you have any idea what you’ve done to me?” He caught the lack of remorse in his now ex-lover’s low deadpan voice, and it infuriated him even more. He desperately wanted to reach through the line. Just this once, God, let me throttle the thieving prick.

	“Oh, it’s you.” Dwayne sighed as if it were a strain just to talk. “I know I put a dent in your wallet.”

	“Put a dent, that’s an understatement—you wiped me out, Dwayne!”

	“I guess you still don’t get it, even though I said it like a thousand times... Anyway, I’ll say it again. I’m sick of playing second fiddle to your past.”

	“That doesn’t even make sense!” He pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to stay calm. “I told you I love you. I gave you everything. What more do you want?”

	“You kept the pictures. You were crying for him in the middle of the night.”

	“And I told you: how can I know what I’m doing in my sleep? Huh?”

	“Martin, do me a favour. Don’t call me until you’ve sorted that shit out.”

	“Excellent,” he sniped. “What about my furniture?”

	“Well, we’ll just call it compensation for my broken heart.”

	The line clicked.

	Dwayne had his youth and good looks—it wouldn’t take him long to find another sugar daddy if he didn’t already have one. Martin grimaced. The sparseness of his surroundings had siphoned him dry of emotion. He hated to think he could be so shallow, but he was angrier over the loss of his furniture than his lover. Great. My grandmother’s credenza.

	Photos were strewn near his feet, and a small shoebox lay on its side with a crushed lid, as if someone had trampled it. He crouched and touched the pictures, swishing them apart—there were images of people and places—friends and family he hadn’t thought of in years. Then he ran his fingertip down a faded photograph of himself seated beside a young boy. The boy was all freckles, beaming from ear to ear, his soft reddish-brown hair, windblown. He could still hear the child’s giddy laughter, a fragment of a happier time he wished he could return to.

	But the past was the past, and he was in the present. He gathered the photos into the box, put the lid on, and shoved it deep inside the walk-in closet on a wire shelf, behind his housecoat. The same place he’d kept it for over a decade, safe and sound and out of sight.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	“You’ve got to be kidding,” Ian said. “Everything’s gone?”

	“God as my witness, he wiped me out—hell, even my sake set from Kyoto.”

	“I remember when you bought it. We had a great time in Japan.” Ian’s once bleach-blond cropped hair had turned dingy throughout their lengthy acquaintance, almost the shade of dirty dishwater. But his eyes were still a brilliant green, sparkling and impossible to ignore. And he had a great lopsided smile—movie star quality.

	“If my mother finds out she’s going to kill me. She fought my sisters tooth and nail to make sure I got my grandma’s credenza and china when she passed.”

	Ian handed him a glass of bourbon on the rocks before sinking into an ultra-modern chair, an “S” shape of chrome strung with strips of scarlet leather, tight as guitar strings. “Try the auction sites. If you can replace it all before her next visit, you’re laughing.”

	“It isn’t that simple. The china was marked with gold estate numbers.”

	“You’re right, that doesn’t make it simple. No warning, huh?”

	“None. The only items he left behind were my clothes, a pair of lamps and my CD collection... oh, and my dishes.” Martin had a sip and sighed egregiously. “But I suppose Barry Manilow and AC/DC just weren’t up his alley.”

	“You’ve always had a distinctive taste in music.” Ian chuckled. “What happened before this?”

	Martin put his drink on the coffee table, glass and chrome like the “S” chair, and squished a cushion under his elbow. “Nothing out of the ordinary. We went out for dinner... talked like normal and the day after I flew to Toronto on business. I returned early this morning jet-lagged, hoping to catch up on sleep, but I had nothing to sleep on.”

	“Nobody just walks away after three years without an explanation. He must’ve said something, Marty.”

	Martin’s attention strayed to the front window, a panoramic view of more condos with sunlight pouring through. He didn’t want anyone to know he was still stuck in the past, and another relationship had failed thanks to his mediocre effort. “It’s my fault for choosing an immature partner,” he said in an absentminded tone as his lover, who’d hung him out to dry, consumed his thoughts. “I always repeat the same mistake. You’d think I’d learn. But I’m like a scratched record... I just play the same song over and over.” He downed what remained of his bourbon and then examined the glass. “Someone closer to my own age would be better.”

	“Whatever happened, it’s over with, and we can talk more about it later. You look wiped out.” Ian got up. “Come on, I’ll show you to your room.”

	Martin refocused on his host. “Thanks.”

	The spare room wasn’t much bigger than a broom closet, but it was clean, and the futon prepared. Soon as Ian shut the door, he instantly fell into a deep dreamless sleep.

	 

	Hours later, he woke to the aroma of beef stuffed with garlic. Stomach grumbling, he turned his head to the side and examined the entire room. It took a moment to figure out where he was and the circumstances.

	He got up and wandered into the hallway, where he found his jacket draping both his carry-on and suitcase. In the kitchen, a radio played soft rock, and the small rectangular table was set. Oven mitts on and roaster in hand, Ian kicked the oven door shut. Ian, in his gaudy lime-green apron with the words “master chef” plastered across his chest, brought back fond memories. Memories of Christmas parties and family get-togethers—great food and good laughs—everything Martin desperately missed. There were moments when he wished he’d taken Ian’s marriage proposal more seriously.

	“Hey, I was just about to wake you.”

	“Something smells good,” he said, dragging out a chair.

	“You’ve got perfect timing.” Ian set the roaster on the kitchen table, then lifted the lid with gusto. “Viola! My pièce de résistance! Roast beef with golden nugget potatoes, carrots, peas and gravy.”

	“It does look delicious.”

	“Who knows, it could kill us in the end.” Ian removed the mitts and sat across from him.

	“You were a superb cook. Unless something’s changed since we were together.”

	“A lot has changed. For starters, I’ve got no one to cook for anymore, so I live off delivery most of the time. Pizza. Chinese.” Ian wiggled his fork and a slab of beef hit his plate. “But you could change that.”

	Although Martin was grateful for the brief recollection of fond memories, he didn’t want to rehash their ancient history—not that they’d shared a horrible relationship. However, arguments over finances and Ian’s gambling had left a sour taste in his mouth. “Not to sound rude, but can we talk about work?”

	“Sure.”

	“How many managers do you have at present?” He wiped his mouth with a serviette, getting up. “Actually, wait a second. I need my notebook.”

	“Meticulous as ever.” Ian poured gravy over his meat, a greasy brown river that carried away a few peas. “Don’t worry, I’ll wait.”

	Martin knelt in the hallway, unzipped the carryon bag, found a pen and pad and returned to his seat. “So, how many?”

	“There are eight.”

	“What’s the gross salary you pay out every month?”

	“Is this necessary right now? I’m trying to eat, and I thought you were prepared for tomorrow’s meeting.”

	He examined Ian’s resentful expression, and then gave in, setting the pad and pen aside. “We’ll talk after dinner.”

	“Thanks.”

	They did talk business for several hours after the meal, until Ian complained of a headache. Martin knew his line of work didn’t appeal to most people. In fact, the average person found his occupation mind-numbingly tedious. Being a financial adviser required a high level of tolerance and an aptitude to find creative solutions. By the time most of his clients called, they were already up to their necks in trouble, either facing personal bankruptcy or with their company was on the verge of receivership.

	“Have you ever considered doing something else?” Ian asked while nursing another glass of bourbon.

	“Never.”

	“It’s enough to make anyone suicidal. Look at me,” Ian held his thumb and index finger an inch apart, “I’m this close to offering a murder-slash-suicide pact.”

	“Okay. You win.” Martin laughed, tossing the pad on the coffee table—they’d wound up in the living room again, encased by a dull expulsion of light from the setting sun that separated the upper portion of the room from the lower with a razor-sharp greyscale. “I know it’s boring. Sorry, my bad.” The clock on the mantle struck nine. It was no wonder Ian had a headache—Martin had been pressuring him with questions for over three and half hours. “I just want to make sure I’ve got all the details correct. I don’t need a room full of your employees going berserk.”

	“Everyone was forewarned.”

	“Layoffs might become an unavoidable option.”

	“Whatever the verdict, I’ll deal with it.”

	Martin slouched deeper into the couch, jaw propped on the heel of his palm, wearily eyeing his ex with growing apprehension. He wondered if Ian truly understood the consequences of a cutback. “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

	“I’m sure it won’t. Besides, the management already went through a restructure back in April. Thanks to that the company has already saved almost two hundred thousand in wages. So I sure it won’t need to be done again.”

	“You never mentioned that before,” Martin said with mild reproach. He hated it when clients withheld pertinent information.

	“I told you I made changes.”

	“I don’t remember anything that drastic.”

	“Relax, would ya?” Ian scowled, looking away, and Martin knew he was annoyed. “I built the company up from nothing, remember. I’m not a complete idiot when it comes to running things.”

	“But you did get carried away when the big bucks started to roll in. That’s why I’m here.”

	“Give me a break, Marty. Not every mistake I made was intentional. I am human.”

	He yawned behind a hand and nodded. “You’re right. I’m over-tired and irritable. I think I’d better get to bed.”

	“So soon?” Ian straightened with a slim silver remote in his grasp. “I was just going to search for a late movie.”

	“I appreciate it, but I’m going to have to pass. The jet lag has finally caught up with me.”

	They each said goodnight, parting company to the roar of the TV and flicker of colour on the white walls. Martin also took note of Ian’s solemn expression before closing the guest room door.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Shawn parked curbside on a busy street in the old heart of the city. He locked his truck and stepped onto the sidewalk to the rush of traffic that carried the warm scent of vehicle exhaust-infused air. It was a balmy summer evening. Trendy eateries and a late-night pharmacy were open nearby. He pressed the buzzer outside a photography studio and then peered through the front window, cupping his hands to the glass. The place was sunk in darkness except for the faint glow emitting from a hallway at the rear of the store. A rough-looking brunet in his late forties with a bent nose, square jaw, five o’clock shadow and a ponytail let him in, then relocked the door.

	He’d started modelling for the studio owner, Bryan, at eighteen. Bryan had spotted him at a coffee shop one night shortly after his graduation. At the time, he needed the money—post-secondary education didn’t come cheap. Bryan shot for a number of magazines, catalogues and periodicals, which included corresponding websites, producing a variety of work. He also filmed porn, but Shawn steered clear of that part of his business.

	“Couldn’t stay away, huh.” Bryan grinned.

	“The money’s too good to pass up.”

	“The money would be even better if you’d sign a contract.”

	“Then I’d be forced to do whatever you want.” He followed the photographer into a back room where his lover and business partner Vance was preparing the prop—a tall, lanky blond who emphasized his flamboyance by wearing brightly coloured, hippie clothes. They nodded to one another.

	“It isn’t like I’d let anything disrespectful happen to you.”

	“It’s porn.” Shawn sighed.

	“I know it makes you uncomfortable,” Bryan continued, “but I’d seriously be willing to negotiate it out of the deal if you’d agree to do the sex photos instead.”

	“The shit I do now is bad enough.”

	“I resent that. My work is highly praised for its artistic nuance. I’m not a back alley peeping Tom. With you, I’d keep it tame.”

	“Some people prefer a bit left to the imagination.” He sternly eyed Bryan, retorting, “Like my parents.”

	“Thousands of requests have already come in and more every day. You’re very popular, especially the last shoot with Frazer. The readers think you’re an actual couple. They want to see you doing more together.”

	“But we aren’t anything.”

	“Who cares? It’s called charisma, Shawn. And you and Frazer are oozing with it. Anyway, go get ready.” Bryan signalled, and Vance moved a spotlight closer to the back wall, a black matte screen. “Where are those scarlet sheets?”

	“They’re at the dry cleaners,” Vance replied, fiddling with the angle of the spotlight.

	Shawn slipped out of their way into the fitting room across from the tiny bathroom in the adjacent hallway. Frazer, a well-known model from Montreal wearing black briefs, was leaning against the wall, talking on his phone. Shawn opened a locker and began to undress. He understood just enough French to know there was a man on the other end of the line.

	Frazer said goodbye and set the phone inside his locker on a pile of folded clothes. “You seem like you’re in a bad mood.”

	“I’m fine.” Shawn smirked to himself then asked with a drawl of sarcasm. “How’s the new boyfriend?”

	“Jealous?”

	“Not in the least.”

	Frazer touched his hair, lifting it, and kissed his shoulder. “I wish you would get jealous.”

	The guy was too touchy-feely, and it made for an uncomfortable working environment. But then, Shawn had brought the problem upon himself, even though they’d agreed to keep the relationship strictly sexual. At the time, he’d just gone through a rough breakup and was desperate for attention. He wanted someone to lick his wounds, and the model seemed the perfect candidate—single and attractive, coupled with experience—just the ego booster he had needed. But now he sensed the dynamics were slowly changing between them, and it made him nervous.

	Shawn shut the locker—grey, similar in shade to the four walls—and turned to look him in the face. “Let’s just get this over with, okay.”

	“There’s no reason to worry.” Frazer smoothed his cheek with the back of his curled fingers. “I am a professional. I won’t do anything to hurt you.”

	“That’s not what I meant.” He gently pushed his arm away. “It’s getting late.”

	Shawn entered the studio first. Bryan explained what he wanted to see and where their positions would be.

	Frazer held the sides of Shawn’s head and kissed him deeply to multiple flashes. As their tongues mingled, he gradually gave in to the calming effect it had. He was always on edge just before a shoot, and the older man seemed to sense it.

	“That’s perfect. Now Shawn, lay on top and hug him.”

	Shawn quickly woke from his stupor, got into position, and settled on top, resting his head on the model’s chest. Frazer lightly touched his hair and his cheek. The warmth of his flesh and the hard curves of his pecs were enticing, impossible to ignore. Frazer had a fantastic body, and he was blindingly attractive, but his personality sucked. He was petulant and demanding, and challenging to please even when in good spirits.

	“Great!” Bryan encouraged, flicking his hand. “Now both of you look at me.”

	More white flashes blinded his vision. An hour later it was over. Bryan thanked them both. Shawn took the lead, shuffling into the fitting room.

	“Come over tonight.” Frazer zipped his jeans.

	Shawn pulled an aqua tie-dyed T-shirt down over his head and tucked the hem inside his jeans. “I can’t.”

	“Don’t tell me you’re too busy again.”

	“I do have a full-time job, and I’ve got to work tomorrow.” He cinched his belt.

	“Always the same
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