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Warning

This e-book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language, and may be considered offensive to some readers. Alex Pendragon's e-books are for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please store your files wisely, where they cannot be accessed by under-aged readers.

* * * *

DISCLAIMER: Please do not try any new sexual practice without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. Alex Pendragon will not be be responsible for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from use of the information contained in this e-book. 

If you play, play safe. Fictional characters can get sick - and be cured - with a few presses of the keyboard. Real people aren't quite so lucky. 
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“Hard left!” Jez shouted. 

I yanked the wheel to the left.

“No, the other left!”

“What do you mean, the oth-” I started to yell, only it was too late. I could feel the change under the car, the wheels leaving asphalt and onto gravel, then grass. 

“Brake, then!”

I stomped my right foot down

It didn't really matter either way, not with the cut-out line all around the track. Like an invisible fence for dogs, the guys from the course had explained it, only for the fuel pump on each car. Unaided, momentum would only take you so far; a coasting slide into the wall of tires. 

Still, I had some vestiges of pride to consider. 

“You're so bad at this.” Jez was already laughing. 

“Me?” I rapped the opaque visor of the helmet with my knuckles. “I’m the one who's blind, here, remember!”

I shoved the visor up, to see his entertained face. That big, goofy grin that’d been my downfall from day one. 

“I thought you said you were a good driver?”

“Didn’t you say you were good at giving instructions?” I snapped back. 

Jez smirked. “Anna certainly thinks so, yeah.”

I rolled my eyes, and considered slapping down the visor again. Jez’s girlfriend was a perfectly nice woman, even if I thought she was laying it on a little too thick that she expected a proposal sooner rather than later. That, I knew, would mean the end for my work husband.

It’d been the girls in HR who’d jokingly called him that, first. Seeing us practically joined at the hip, almost from the day he’d walked into the office as a new recruit. I’d not known whether to be more relieved that there was finally another guy in his mid-twenties on the payroll - everyone else was nice, but a 2+ decade delta on average meant work friendships weren’t exactly easy to form - or annoyed that the universe had decided to taunt me with a hot guy. 

Jez was - frustratingly, gallingly, and with one very important proviso - exactly my type. Tall, but not gangly; lean, but not weak. A shock of messy black hair, loose curls that laughed in the face of his attempts to restrain them, and blue eyes. Not that piercing, cold blue, but a darker shade: like staring into deep water. 

Handsome, with it. So fucking cute, it could make you spit. Only, just when you decided he’d have to be this arrogant, stuck-up pain-in-the-ass, he pulled that big, wide, toothy and goofy grin on you, and that was it. Game over.

Frustrating, certainly, but then there was the proviso. Jez was straight.

Modern straight, of course. The sort which doesn’t even raise an eyebrow when they find out you’re into men; the sort that doesn’t feel any need to dial back on throwing their arm around your shoulders, or making kissy faces in meetings when you’re trying to give a presentation, or generally treating you like they’re perfectly indifferent to your sexuality. 

Which is what you want, no question of that. Not like I was complaining about acceptance. Just that it’s a problem, when every time that arm gets thrown around you, you have to start picturing trench warfare and trigonometry problems to keep from getting hard. 

It was ridiculous, how into him I was. 

The radio on the dashboard crackled. “Car eight, clear to move back onto the track.” There was a pause, and then a distorted chuckle. “Maybe stay on there, the next lap, eh?”

I glared at the little speaker grille, trying to ignore the amusement radiating off Jez alongside me, as I nosed the battered old sedan back toward the course.

It was ridiculous, really: I didn’t care whether we were top of the leaderboard for the best lap times, or at the very bottom. This whole “company team-building exercise” had seemed pointless when the first emails had circulated about it, and it still felt that way now. A waste of a weekend, frankly, and if Jez hadn’t promised he was coming then I’d probably have cried off, feigning sickness or something. 

Anyway, it wasn’t competitiveness that was making me want to nail the next lap, more the urge to wipe that smug smile off Jez’s face. And if I couldn’t do that by kissing it, I’d settle for a racing line Ayrton Senna would’ve been proud of.

He, though, hadn’t had the same challenges I faced. I had all the car’s controls, but with the faceplate down I was blind to the track ahead. Whereas Jez could see what turns were coming, but the only way he could react to them was by issuing me instructions. 

The battered state of the car suggested we certainly weren’t the first pairing to struggle, but it was still frustrating. 

“Do you think you could remember which is left and which is right, this time?” 

Jez snorted. “Could you hold the wheel in straight line, rather than weaving all over the place, when we finally have a chance to pick up some speed?”

It was tempting to reach over and thump him in the arm, only the four-point safety harness had me trussed to the bucket seat like a baby in a stroller. I settled on a withering look, instead, though it wasn’t the same.

“If you think you could do any better...”

He held his hands up, placatory. “Fine, fine. No. You’re doing great, and this is all my fault.”

“Too fucking right, it is,” I muttered, chewing back my grin. 

Jez was, he insisted, a record-besting driver in video games. Unfortunately, he’d never bothered translating that self-claimed talent to the real road: he didn’t even have his learners’ permit. 

I teased him about it, and about his almost encyclopedic love of the “Fast & Furious” movies, and in return he grimaced theatrically when tasting whatever I brought in from my cookery class, and asked me if I wanted him to copyedit my Grindr profile. A generous offer I always declined, not least because he might see a little too much of himself in the “looking for” section. 

That was the sort of embarrassment I could do without, even if my treacherous brain also ached to inch the topic of conversation there, too. Give myself the opportunity to look him over with a gaze that was less than fraternal; imagine peeling off his shirt, and his pants, and dropping to my knees in the wide spread of his runners’ thighs to put any thought of Anna out of his head, once and for all. 

I wasn’t stupid, not entirely so. I hadn’t been “saving myself” for him, in some ridiculous and misguided fantasy that one day Jez would admit that yes, he was into me in the same way that I was into him, and yes, it was high time we acted on that. I'd gone on dates, and hooked up, and if I felt a twinge of guilt at telling him some scant details - when needled, when he insisted on hearing about my “exploits” as he grinningly described them - then it paled compared to the thrill of recounting even the bare minimum with the guy I invariably pictured when another man was inside me.

“You’re getting off on this,” I’d accused him, the first time, when he’d demanded I get more specific. 

Jez had winked. “Just wanna make sure my friend is getting what he needs.”

What I ‘needed,’ I’d felt like telling him then, was for him to drop his pants and fuck my throat already. Now, though, I’d have settled for him remembering which was his left hand, and which was his right.

I pulled the car up to the starting line, and grudgingly tugged down the visor. It’d been painted over crudely, scratches letting through scant slashes of light though no detail. I could hear my breathing, louder suddenly, in the confines of the helmet. 

“You got this, dude,” Jez said, alongside me.

The radio buzzed, and I jabbed my foot on the gas. 

“Five, four, three, two, one... brake, quarter left!” Jez sounded focused, more so than on the last couple of laps. Counting down the straight just like we’d been told to; a grunt, as the deceleration pressed us against the harnesses. “Nice!”

I grinned, in the darkness, feeling a flush of adrenaline. 

“Straighten up... three, two, one... brake again, just a little, then quarter turn right.”

It was a game, the one you played when you were kids, whispering some message into your neighbor’s ear and then laughing as it grew mangled and hilarious by the end. From Jez’s eyes, to his mouth, to my ears, and then my hands and feet. 

“Brake. Brake! Slight left, then right
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