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​Author’s Note
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Inopinatum contains the first six stories in The Tales of the Unexpected series, which is a series of short unrelated stories with surprising endings. 

Archie and Tom:  After years of tolerating his wife's lies and deceit, Tom finally gives Jess her marching orders. The event coincides with a weekend visit from Archie, Tom's lifelong, gay friend. The weekend takes on a very different complexion as Tom begins to face up to the truth of his sexuality and admit to his feelings for Archie.

The Street With No Name:  Beckett is unhappy; alone, depressed and rudderless. He meets Eddie, who provides sanctuary for a while. However, just as Beckett is finally working out some of the fundamental issues which have plagued him for years, he is abandoned again. His only option ... to cross the river to the city on the other side, where no decent folk go. 

What he finds there is further from the truth than he ever could have imagined ...

Shattered Pieces:  Jasper works in Accident & Emergency, a dedicated nurse. Colin is a policeman and Jasper's lifelong friend. Sometimes they share a kiss but the lake of unfulfilled needs, wants and desires remains uncharted. Jasper gets roped in, as usual, to help Colin with a young man who needs a helping hand getting off the streets. Payback comes in the form of their first true encounter, which ignites a well of love. But the course of true love never did run smooth.

Reading and Writing:  Marshal finally ends up in his dream job of working in a bookstore. There he meets local businessman Hardinge, who is back in the dating game, following a painful breakup. Despite initially hitting it off, for some reason, they can’t seem to get it together. Meantime, Marshal meets Barry, recently dumped, forlorn yet hopeful of finding Mr Right. They forge a strong connection straightaway and Marshal expels thoughts of Hardinge and what could have been, for good. Then a chance discovery leads Marshal down a path which he never expected to tread ...

Delayed Reaction:  In Delayed Reaction, Andrew is waylaid by a snow storm; his flight is cancelled and the only hotel in town is full. An old motel on the edge of town looks to be the only choice. He meets Morgan in the hotel's reception; together they drive to the motel - their worst fears are realised but at least it has vacancies. The blizzard hits and cuts the power and phone lines, trapping the men in the only room which is served by the back-up generator. In the close confines of the room, their attraction is heightened. But come the morning, after the storm has passed, things look very different.

Check In:  Albert returns to the town of his youth after 27 years, looking for a lucky break. He gets one in the form of a front desk job at a small seaside hotel owned by a gay couple. However, he quickly learns that all is not what it seems, and their issues resurrect ghosts of his own past. Patrick, a guest with whom Albert forms a relationship, provides a harbour in troubled storms and helps him put the past to rest. 

Thank you,

Alp Mortal
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Archie and Tom

By

Alp Mortal
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The Truth Will Out
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“Jess; is that you?”

“Hi, hon! Sorry I’m late.”

“Where have you been? Dinner’s ruined!”

“Work crisis ...”

“A text would have helped!”

“Sorry ...”

I know she’s lying; she’s such a poor liar, and always flushes up when she lies.

Why?

The fundamental question a man will ask when his missus starts to play away from home. Is he bigger? Does he have more money? Does he make her cum?

She lies when I ask her if she’s cum. She’s wet enough and making all the right noises but she lies about that.

I should have known; she lied to her mum for a year, telling her that I worked abroad rather than introducing me when we first started getting serious. She told me that her mum was always too busy and never had the time. When we did meet, we looked into each other’s eyes and saw the truth.

I don’t know why I’ve put up with it.

“What do you want then?”

“Just a cup of tea.”

“Go and sit down.”

“I’ll change first.”

She wants to douche and put her knickers at the bottom of the laundry basket so that I don’t see the cum stains. She’ll come down and put the washing machine on despite the fact that it’s nearly ten o’clock.

Yep!

“I’ll pop this on because I’m out early tomorrow for the regional meeting.”

“I’m quite capable of putting it on.”

“Where’s that tea?”

Liars, habitual liars ... it’s like looking into a broken mirror. If you want the truth, look askance; looking directly into that shattered reflection is just going to make you doubt everything.

oOo

She’s sat up, reading in bed as I come in from putting the washing out on the drying rack - it’s a fucking metaphor for something.

“You back tomorrow or staying over?”

“Not sure, Tom ... I’ll let you know.”

“Archie’s still coming this weekend ...”

“Really? What a lovely surprise.”

“Why do you always say it like that; he’s a good guy.”

“He’s gay.”

“Meaning?”

“I don’t know why you two are friends.”

“We’ve always been friends; ever since we were three.”

“It’s disgusting.”

“How can you say that?”

“He’s gay and I don’t like him; I never have and I never will ... I’ll stay at Judy’s-”

“No way!”

“I just don’t want to be around him ...”

“Don’t be then; I’m sure you can find a bed for a couple of nights.”

“Yes; at Judy’s.”

“Of course, at Judy’s ...”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you really want me to spell it out?”

“I think you’d better.”

“Jess’; we both know.”

“Know what?”

“That you’re fucking someone else ...”

They say to break a mirror will get you seven years of bad luck. I’ve had my seven years of bad lies and bad fucks and now I get the broken mirror. She throws the cup at me. I duck. It breaks against her dressing table mirror. She cries. I say ‘please just go’. She pleads for another chance. I refuse.

“It’s over, Jess.”

oOo

“Who died? Did your mother finally give up the ghost?”

“Archie!”

“Sorry, sweetheart, but you look like someone has 3D printed you out in greyscale; what the fuck?”

“Jess ...”

“I’m not doing one word answers; what about Jess?”

“I finally called time-”

“Jesus!”

“Come in ...”

I’ve known Archie since we were three years of age. We went to the same nursery school together. He wouldn’t take his coat off; cried blue murder if someone tried to take it off. He didn’t have a shirt on; mum was a bit of a lush, dad was absent. Mum is still a bit of lush; he still doesn’t much wear shirts.

“Where is she?”

“Judy’s, she says ...”

“And?”

“I don’t want to know who or why or how or anything else.”

“Give me a proper hug ...”

I love Archie; he’s so the perfect equation. His arms are the safest and most comforting place I could ever imagine being in right now.

“Wipe your eyes and put the kettle on and tell me exactly what happened.”

I spill, sparing no details; even down to the cum stains.

“Disgusting!”

“I should have said something a long time ago.”

“Why didn’t you? And why haven’t you told me?”

“I guess I didn’t want to be on my own. I guess I thought it would get better ... and I guess I didn’t want to admit that I wasn’t good enough.”

“Uhm ... can I be entirely honest?”

“When were you anything else?”

“Despite your many fine qualities, Tom, you’ve never thought of yourself as worthy ... the fact that you didn’t think you’d get anything better than that trollop is really, really sad ... update and get out there, man!”

“I can’t-”

“You must!”

“I just want to relax.”

“Fine! We’ll spend the weekend getting you back on the horse.”

“Please don’t wax my back again!”

“Sweetheart; your back is the least. For now, pop the water on because I need a bath and then we’ll decide where we’re going to eat tonight - my treat!”

“Archie!”

“I got a promotion; area manager.”

“Oh, well done!”

“Yes; and I have the whole kit in the boot of the car. You’re gonna be ‘made over’ whether you like it or not.”

“Oh, God!”

Archie is a beautician; a very good one, and he works for the largest network of salons in the country, doing the in-store training and merchandising.

As usual, I sit on the closed lid of the toilet and listen to Archie’s gossip, not really having a clue about who he’s talking about but it’s the best kind of therapy - his voice is as sweet and camp as any gay man’s yet he has a core of steel forged from years of surviving on a diet of cornflakes, Eastenders and secondhand cigarette smoke.

“How’s your mum, Archie?”

“Same ol’, same ol’ ... finally got her moved to a warden place now; the same place where I do the free blue rinses for the oldies.”

“And Darren?”

“Don’t mention that name in these hallowed walls!”

“You were gonna give him once last chance.”

“I did ... and he fucked me over; took most of the pot plants and left me owing a month’s rent.”

“Oh, Archie ...”

“Looking for a lodger now; everything is going to be just fine ... scrub my back will you?”

We’re three years old, at nursery school and it’s hot. The assistants put the paddling pool out in the garden for us to splash in. Archie refuses to take off his coat and sits in the pool fully dressed. One of the assistants pulls him out and tells him off, insisting that he gets out of his wet clothes. He hollers like a stuck pig. Turns out that he didn’t have a shirt nor any pants on under his shorts and no socks - his mum had cut the feet off of the socks because they were so worn out; all he had was the bit left which covered his ankles.

The assistant pulls his clothes off and leaves him standing there, naked and shivering. I don’t know why it affected me so much - it did though. I pull off my shorts and hand them to him. He snatches them and runs off to the naughty corner.

When the mums came to pick us up, there was a hell of hullabaloo and the manager type takes his mum to one side and threatens to call Social Services - so said my mum to dad over tea that night. She bundles me in the car, saying that Archie can keep the shorts until he gets home - I never did get them back. After that there was a little bit of an improvement but all too often, he sat in the corner and refused to play with us, preferring to brush the hair of the Barbie Doll which only had one arm, and fill his pockets with earthworms.

Even now, I can remember looking at Archie standing there beside the pool, naked and shivering, wanting to wrap him up in a big fluffy towel and dry his hair with a hair dryer - just like my mum did me after a bath.

Kneeling beside the tub, I scrub his back, wincing at the scars - succession of stepfathers - which have never quite faded.

“Will you get a divorce?”

“Suppose ... I really don’t want to think about that right now.”

“Don’t let her take the initiative; get yourself down to the Law Centre pronto - free surgery on a Thursday - and get some advice.”

“I will ... where shall we eat?”

“Not too many carbs ‘cos I’m back on the pull and no one wants to date a fat, sad ol’ queen.”

“Archie! You’re thirty-nine and weigh less than me, and I’m only ten and a half stone.”

“I swear, I only have to look at an almond croissant and my waist balloons an inch.”

“We need to exercise.”

“I am not going to the gym!”

“I don’t want to either; we’ll get bikes ...”

“We could ... Do you want this water?”

“Did you piss in it?”

“I’ll wax your crack while you’re asleep if you insult me.”

“Get out ...”

I’ve seen Archie’s genitals more times than I’ve had a hot dinner - there’s no mystery or fascination - anymore. That is not to say that when we hit puberty, I did not find them both mysterious and fascinating - and I probably wanked over the image more than once ... a day. Archie hit puberty like a train hitting the buffers. If he stayed over - which he often did - I’d hear him wank off three or four times a night. He started shaving before anyone else - and he shaved everywhere - this may have had something to do with an episode of pubic lice, following an encounter with various men in the public toilet over a three week period, during our last summer before 6th form started.

As teens, getting ready in my room for the regular hop at the working man’s club - his mum cleaned there and got us in despite being under age - we’d show and tell. I was always too embarrassed to talk to my dad; Archie knew more of the facts anyway. We’d preen for a good hour and then stand in front of the mirror, admiring the results. He’d always say I needed a bit of padding, and insisted on ramming a sock down my pants. I think he’s touched my cock and inspected my piles more times than Yvonne, Sadie and Jess combined, ever did.

“You need a trim, sweetheart,” he trills as I get undressed for the bath.

“The last time you did a back, crack and sack, I was off for three days with a bag of frozen peas stuffed between my legs ... no thank you!”

“Girls don’t want a mouthful of wire wool when they suck you off, do they? Nothing more embarrassing than having to pull a pube out from between your teeth.”

“Can we just go and eat, please.”

“Just saying ...”

We preen and stand in front of the mirror and admire the result. I get a sock rammed down my y-fronts and my face powdered with something to take off the sheen.

“I’m selling more and more of this stuff. If it wasn’t for the likes of David Beckham, I’d be struggling to make my monthly sales target. In fact, I think there’s a market for selling a lot of male grooming products on a party-plan basis ... gonna suggest it at the next monthly meeting.”

“Men won’t go to parties to buy grooming products.”

“Set up right they would; you’ll see.”

We head out to the new sushi bar - low carb - and sip jasmine tea all night while filling our faces with wafer-thin slices of raw tuna and steamed broccoli.

“Isn’t that your boss over there, Tom?”

“It is. Should I say hello?”

“Is that the wife? God! Give her one of the salon’s flyers.”

“A-r-c-h-i-e ... I’ll just say hello to be polite.”

“Do that while I powder my nose ...”

My boss is the top salesman for the company - a whiskey-drinking, golf-playing, tits and bum, overweight, loud, uncouth, serial philandering, male chauvinist pig.

“Tom!”

“Hello, Gerald ... Marjorie. Enjoying your meal?”

It always feels slightly odd saying ‘Gerald’ when we’re out of the office - he insists; to make himself appear chummy, I suppose.

“Her idea; my cholesterol ...”

His wife - the mouse - smiles kindly and hammers another nail into the coffin lid. Within that casket, the hopes and dreams of a young and pretty, vivacious blonde with wit and intelligence who could have been a journalist - but who, for the sake of a condom, got herself knocked up and consigned to the fragrant, coiffured scrapheap. A faded, dusty rose, long forgotten; now the sad skeletal petals of the bloom she once was.

“By the way, Gerald, the arrangements for the conference are all confirmed and everything is in the folder on your desk.”

“Thanks, Tom. Who’s that with you?”

“Archie, an old friend of mine.”

“Where’s that lovely Jess of yours tonight?”

“Staying with a pal for the weekend - you know, Judy, don’t you?”

“Yes, we do; Judy comes to our Bridge Club,” replies Marjorie and I wonder if she already knows the score.

“Right; have a good evening, See you on Monday, Gerald. Goodnight, Marjorie.”

“Goodnight, Tom ...”

By the time I get back to the table, Archie has returned from the toilet and is applying lip gloss to the lips of one of the waiters.

“There! Lips are so important and almost all men let them get soooo dry! Who wants to kiss a couple of flaps of flaky skin?”

“Archie ...”

“Sorry, sweetheart; dehydration emergency ... do you want any pudding?”

“Something I can chew, please.”

“Sean, my love; two of the lemon sorbets and go easy on the kumquat drizzle; there’s a dear.”

“What am I gonna do, Archie?”

“About Jess?”

“About everything.”

“We’ll have a think; got to redecorate.”

“And the fact that I’m thirty-nine and single again?”

“Dating websites - they’re the new singles’ bars ... why is your boss staring at us?”

“He asked after Jess. Her friend Judy goes to their Bridge Club ...”

“First thing you need to do is put the truth out there; she’ll be telling everyone it was you. I don’t know a trollop who isn’t skilled in the art of propaganda ... mark my words.”

“Can we talk about something else?”

“Monobrow, darling; you might think it’s cute but believe me it’s had its day and that day was a thousand years ago ... let me make you over; I promise, after I’ve done my magic, you’ll feel like a new man.”

“That may be beyond even your superpowers.”

“Sweetheart; you are the sweetest, most adorable, cutest, hung-”

“Archie!”

“... hung like a pony, piece of Heaven I know. Don’t let Jess destroy who you are - you were always way too good for her ... and she used you. That sucks but don’t let it turn you sour ...”

“Thanks, Archie; I love you.”

“I love you too ...”

When we walk through the front door after the end of the evening, it hits me, like a truck.

When we turned eighteen - and legally able to buy a drink - we celebrated by taking ourselves off to Soho for the evening. I wore jeans and a plaid shirt and Archie wore a pair of skin tight gold leggings and a pink halter top. Let’s just say that we cut a dash.

Slightly drunk and stupid with it, we staggered into a club - I forget which, but it was a quiet, cabaret-style place - and we slipped into one of the booths, and ordered a bottle of champagne. The waitress made us pay in advance - which we did - and Archie, who always felt the sting of the put down more than me, sashays over to the pianist and asks if he can sing a song. The guy did not dare say no. He played ‘I Love Paris’ and Archie sang it in French.

When Archie had finished, the owner came over to the booth and gave us back the money for the champagne. I was so proud of him; it always brings tears to my eyes when I recall the scene.

Drunk and seduced by the music, we kissed. When we both realised what we were doing, we broke off and pretended to be very interested in the posters on the wall and the amazing selection of spirits that were being offered behind the bar.

Staggering home, having just made the night bus, we finally got back to his house. At the gate, he kissed me again ... and I liked it, just as much as I liked kissing the girls who stood on the sidelines every Saturday afternoon and cheered on the football team for which I used to play. Then he threw up and the moment was lost and it was never discussed again. Armed with our one A level, Archie went to beauty therapy school and I learned how to sell snap on tools.

Tonight, the tears are for all of the wrong reasons ... my wife of seven years has been cheating on me and I knew it but never said anything. I try - tried - so hard to make her happy. Every month, she’d say that her period was late and maybe that thing was going to happen and everything was going to work out. I decorated the nursery - lemon and lime, not wishing to express my hopes for either a girl or a boy ... just wishing for a healthy child who would heal all of the wounds and make us happy.

Archie says it’s too weird to sleep on the airbed in that room - he feels like Alice in Wonderland after she’s tumbled down the rabbit hole. He shares my bed, which will have not been for the first or the hundredth and first or the thousandth and first time.

I clean my teeth and slip into bed very quickly, turning out the light to hide my tear-stained and blotchy face. When he slips in beside me, I desperately want to hold him ... but I’m afraid.

“Night, Tom ...”

“Night, Archie ... sweet dreams.”

Everything is so fucking confusing. I’m thirty-nine and still trying to work it out. I wanna be one of those dads in the park, pushing their little ‘un on the swings. I still want to be ranch hand in Texas, roping steer. I still want to be a professional footballer. I still want to be kissing pretty girls in the back row of the cinema. I still want to design the perfect ‘direct pull V brake’ assembly for a racing bike. I still want to love someone and know that they truly love me.

Accustomed as we are to sharing sleeping bags on hiking trips to see pathetic lumps of rock which ancient Britons danced around, when Archie snuggles up and lays his arm across my chest, gripping my leg which is nearest to him between his thighs - he has a limpet like hold - I automatically put my arm around him. And never before has Major Tom stood to attention and held a salute for quite as long.

“Jesus Christ!”

His breath escapes from between his slightly parted lips like a slow puncture. It’s warm and cool at the same time, tickles my nipple and plants the seed of a squirm at the base of my spine which I am struggling to ignore.

“Go to sleep, Tom,” Archie mumbles.

He licks his lips and inadvertently plants a kiss on my side, making me shudder, but at least that deals with the urge to squirm ... for now.

“Sorry ...”

“’K ...”

Jess just wanted to be pounded. I guess she’d had all the lovin’ she needed and just wanted our sex to be over as quickly as possible. She would always roll over and fall asleep, and not me. Pathetic.

I like pussy; I like pushing my cock in between her tight folds and rubbing her clitoris with my thumb as I’m sliding in and out until she’s so wet that our thighs are slick. But, honestly, I fantasize about sliding my cock into his tight ring just as much. I dream of having my mouth full of his cock and his bitter-sweet jizz slipping down my throat.

Sixteen, and we go camping on Hayling Island, spending the evening at the funfair. I chat to the guy who works the dodgem cars. He gives me free rides. Later on, when the place is closing down, he drags me behind one of the trailers and I suck him off until he cums. It frightens me to death. I scuttle back to the tent and find Archie taking it up the arse from one of the guys he’d been eyeing up all night. I slip away and curl up under one of the trailers. When I go back to the tent in the morning, he assumes that I spent the night with the girl who was selling the candy-floss - I didn’t deny it.

Resigned to letting the dreams float on by, I turn my head slightly and kiss his brow, clenching my eyes tight shut to expel the stinging tears, hoping tomorrow makes a bit more sense.

In that final second, before removing my lips and watching the final credits roll, he stirs and lifts his face, planting a kiss on my mouth ... and ... and he doesn’t move away. The entire Universe is held in stasis.

Here and now, him and me, the chasm, the ocean, the decades before, the decades to come, the tears, the laughter, the spats, the hugs, the secrets, the hopes, the fears, the longing, the fullness, the emptiness, the touch, the scent, the ticking of the clock, the urgency, the lethargy; the sprinter and the marathon runner tied together for the three-legged race.

“To-”

“Shush ...”

No words. How could I bare to hear him say the things that she used to say, here and now, in this bed? Last rites and rites of passage forced into the same pestle to be ground up like peppercorns.

Her kisses, like sucking walnut shells; his kisses, like marshmallows. Her fingertips, like claws ready to rip out my heart; his fingertips, like American hard gums - hard, then soft, melt in my mouth, leaving sugary footprints on my tongue. Her scent, a heady, clagging shroud, hiding the traces of her sin; his scent, like lemon bons bons in small brown bags for five pence - Saturday, pocket money, Dalton’s in the precinct. Her tongue, forked, sour and dry; his tongue, flat, wide, thick, hot, minty and moist. Her breasts, hard and cold; his chest, flat yet proud, nipple-pierced - I held his hand as the needle went through - peach-soft, sweet, apricot tang.

Hands cupping, stroking, gripping, fingering, squeezing; hanging fruit, nectar dripping, swollen skin - reach out, one tug and it’s in your hand - the bough springs back, rottenness falls to the ground. Seeping, salted-caramel, apple firm - chew five wads of bubble gum and blow a bubble the size of a football - bursts; sticky pink-painted lips. Mouths pressed to soft moss covered stones; a frenzied gorging, an orange at half-time, a split bagel with everything. The final place, the secret place, that place; crinkle cut potato chips, quince and bergamot, clenching, unclenching fist - tattoo sting, grip hand, laugh through tears, A&T within the scroll, dab the buttock with alcohol, proud yet secret, inked, indelible mark, could have been, should have been on my heart. Pressing on, cries crucified, groans logged jammed, eased in on sweat and spit - swing the mallet, hit the bell, press the button, press the button. Stars in my eyes, stomach rolling dice, hammer and tong, hot ingot forged in fire, plunge and watch the waters bubble and hiss. Cum erupting, pearls and moonstones, showered in jewels, ransom paid - coin slot, fifty pence, tell my fortune Madam Zin - the lithomancy’s thirteen glinting eyes look askance.

Deflate, sublime death throes, rebirth in the shallow end - hold the float, kick your legs, I’ll save you from drowning my friend.

oOo

Saturday morning. The smell of coffee, toasted bagels and sizzling rashers in the pan, drag me from my pit to the kitchen where Archie is sat at the kitchen table, ticking off stock sheets.

“Morning ...”

“Coffee, sweetheart?”

“Uhm ... yes, please ... Arch-”

“Sit!”

He’s wearing his silk pyjamas - iridescent, wild sild, covered in pearly pink peonies - and the red, babouche-style slippers I bought him while I was on honeymoon in Morocco.

I obediently comply and accept a cup of the steaming brew - Bolivian blend, weekends only - and search out his eyes, hoping to find the meaning of life in three, easy to remember syllables.

“I’ve got a surprise for us-”

I choke on my coffee, spluttering, “What? Another one?”

“We’re off to the spa; Jenny gave me vouchers ...”

“Archie ... we need to talk.”

“Avocado face mask for your classic, slightly greasy T-bar and a cucumber spritzer.”

“Archie ...”

“What, Tom?”

“You don’t want to talk?”

“I was hoping we could ignore Pandora stood in the corner of the room until after we’ve had our treat.”

“Pandora?”

“Only hope remains in the box.”

“What only hope?”

“We survive ... Eat! We can’t be late.”

He’s right to put the mask back on and pretend. God knows I need to think. We did it and it’s done. It was fucking amazing and everything that I ever dreamed it could be, hoped it would be.

He serves the food and I eat, relaxing by degrees, sensing my smile thawing out, conscious of my nakedness less and less, grateful that the smells of coffee, bagels and bacon are masking the reek of sex, which is wafting up from my groin.

“Your car or mine?”

“Mine, Tom ... Without sounding too much like a princess, I don’t want
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