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​Chapter 1 - SNAKES 
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Thomas wanted to give Jared a special gift to celebrate their relationship. He decided on a piece of jewellery from Prices store. To make it unique he decided to have Andy make a customised piece. 

He tried to do it on the computer but found he could not manoeuvre the curser accurately enough and resorted to pencil and paper. He drew a few different versions of what he had in mind. He was no artist or designer, but together with his notes he knew Andy could perfect the design for him. He scanned his drawings of the design for the nipple clips. He emailed them to Andy, who called him back about an hour later. 

“Hey mate! Are you trying to get my job?”

“Why?” asked Thomas.

“This design for the nipple clips is amazing. I’ve never seen anything like it before where did you get the idea?”

“Firstly I wanted to give him a gift to show my love for him. He has prominent nipples, and remember, at Price’s drinks do, he showed interest in the bartender’s nipple jewellery. Well I figured that was a good place to start. Also when we were at Southpine we had an encounter with a snake and I found out he has a phobia about snakes.”

“So you want him to wear snakes on his body?”

“I thought it might help him get over his phobia and besides the shape of a coiled snake just lends itself to the design.” 

“How did you come up with the design to fasten them to the nipples? Anything I’ve previously designed for nipples required piercing.”

“It’s the only way I could think of without piercing.”

“Do you think Jared is averse to piercing?”

“No, it’s not that but I think this design will suit Jared’s fetish . Do you think you can make it?”

“Yeah, the fastening method is something new but I think I can adapt some watch mechanism to suit.”

“Great! How long do you think it will take to make them?”

“Given my current work backlog, because of all the trouble, probably three months.”

“Oh, I was hoping for something sooner.”

“I know, just teasing, I’ll give them priority and assuming I can get the parts quickly, they could be ready in a week.”

“You’re amazing Andy, did I ever tell you that?”

“I’m glad someone thinks so. I better go now as there is a small part I need and I think they may have it in the Melbourne studio; I want them to get it on the overnight courier.”

“OK, I’ll let you go now but can you call me back when you sort out the courier thing, there’s something else we need to talk about”

“Should I be worried?”

“No, it’s nothing like that.”

“Bye for now.”

Since Andy left Price, Thomas and Andy had decided to get a flat together but he called the estate agent and told him to put on hold his request to view apartments as he was not quite ready. He also had unfinished business with Mrs. Price as he had not had the opportunity to talk to her about Mr. Price and Andy parting. He was not sure if she was up to date with the latest. He called her and arranged to have coffee with her on the terrace, her favourite place on the estate. He used the meeting as a general catch up as well as sorting out the Andy issue. 

“I didn’t know about the car,” she said, “he must be really feeling guilty. Good on Andy, he deserves it after all he has done for my husband.”

“Yes, he seems much more relaxed now and I think they will be able to co-exist in the same building.”

“Now tell me dear, is he still at your boyfriend’s place?”

“Yes, he’ll stay there until I get an apartment and then we will share.”

“Ah, that will be nice for the both of you.”

“A top up Mrs. P.?”

“Yes, just a half cup thanks Thomas; don’t want to be up wandering the corridors all night.”

“May I ask how your relationship with Marcel is going?”

“Of course you may ask and it’s going well, he keeps me happy. But as long as you have asked and following on from our discussion about you leaving, I’m now concerned about his happiness. He doesn’t seem to have a life, as far as I can gather, outside the house. You made me aware that I sometimes forget about the emotional needs of the staff. Do you think you could have a chat with him about that and if necessary be his friend and encourage him to go out occasionally?”

“No problem Mrs. P. It will be my pleasure. 

Andy called Thomas while he was munching on a sandwich in his office and browsing apartments for lease on the internet. “Hi Andy, how did you go?”

“Excellently, they have what I want and it’s on the way. I expect it here tomorrow morning. Now what did you want to talk about?”

“Now that Jared has asked you to stay at his place, I don’t want you to think you have to necessarily move in with me when I find an apartment.”

“But that was the plan, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, but that was when you were planning to leave Price and had no other place to go.”

“You mean you don’t want me to share with you.”

“No, I would love it, but what I’m trying to say is that it’s entirely your decision as to where you want to live. I don’t want you to feel obligated one way or the other.”

“I am happy at Jared’s but can I leave the decision until you find a place?”

“Of course.”

“Now I want you to be honest with me. Do you have any problem with me living at Jared’s?”

“Why would I?”

“He is your boyfriend, and I don’t want anything to cause difficulty with your relationship.”

“Like?”

“Like jealousy, or lack of privacy when you two are together.”

“Andy, you are to me, the brother that I didn’t have. I trust you and I know you wouldn’t do anything to come between us or get in the way. Is that honest enough for you?”

“Thanks.”

“I’m glad that’s settled. Now get back to my jewellery piece.” 

“Will I see you tonight?”

“No, I might have overstayed my welcome at Leichhardt so I’ll have this week at Castle Hill. Bye for now”.

True to his word, Andy had Thomas’s jewellery ready by Friday and took it home with him, assuming that Thomas would be at Jared’s for the weekend. When Thomas arrived, Andy quietly told Thomas he had finished the nipple clips and they where in his bedroom, so he could get them when he wanted. 

The three had dinner that night at a local restaurant and returned to the house around 10.00pm. In order to give the other two some privacy, Andy said he was tired and went to his room shortly after they returned to the house. As he was saying goodnight he winked at Thomas as a reminder about the jewellery. Thomas made an excuse to go and see Andy in his room. He examined the nipple clips and told Andy they were just what he wanted and confirmed that he was a genius at jewellery making. He put the small box in his pocket and gave Andy a hug. 

Jared and Thomas sat on the sofa for about an hour, sharing their week’s news with each other before they also went to bed. While Jared was in the bathroom, Thomas put the small box under his pillow and then took his turn in the bathroom. When he returned he jumped into bed beside Jared, who asked “Are you up for it tonight?”

“Up for what?” replied Thomas in a teasing manner.

“Do I really have to spell it out for you?”

“What I want to do is this.” he said as he reached under his pillow.

Thomas handed Jared a small box with the Prices diamond logo on it. Jared looked surprised and asked “What’s this?”

“You’ll only find out if you open it.”

“But what is it for?”

“That you will also find out if you open it.”

“I mean why are you giving it to me?”

“Oh you are so frustrating. It’s a gift for no other reason than I love you. Now will you open it?”

Jared slowly opened the box as if something was going to jump out. He looked and gasped as if something had. “Oh snakes, but what are they for?”

“They are for your nipples but you don’t have to get pierced.” 

The jewellery was a pair of silver coiled snakes, with the centre of the coil open. Each piece was about 4 centimetres in diameter.

“They’re beautiful in their own way, but also a bit scary.”

“Í thought they might help you get over your phobia if you wear them regularly.”

“How do I wear them?”

“You place them over your nipples so that the nipple comes through the centre of the piece and the snake appears to be coiled around your nipple. Then if you feel along the outer edge near the snakes head you will feel a small wheel behind the snake. Rotate this wheel and four small pins will come out as you turn the wheel. The four pins will press into your nipples. You can adjust the wheel so that the pins are just tight enough to hold the piece in place; and here’s the best part, you can continue to tighten the pins so that they dig into your nipples causing just the level of pain you want to bear and you can wear them as long as you like. You can even tighten them more during the day if you feel like a pain hit.”

“That’s amazing, where’d you get them, I’ve never seen anything like them before.”

“They were especially designed and made by Andy. Intimate jewellery is his speciality at Prices.”

“You mean they’re a one off just for me?”

“Custom designed and made.”

“Do they come with free fitting?”

“Of course, let me do it for you.”

Thomas attached the nipple jewellery and deliberately over tightened them so that Jared could feel the pain.

“You like me to suffer don’t you?”

“It’s your choice; adjust them to suit yourself.”

“I think I will wear them just as they are. The pain will remind me of you.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“These will be great. I can feel pain all day long but not show it outwardly. That is what I want to achieve.”

“I thought that would please you.”

“Now come into my arms so I can thank you”.
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Chapter 2 - GLAMARAMA 
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When Edward’s drag queen program aired on 2GAYfm it was well received by the community. The listener comments on the station’s website and social media were mostly favourable and this boosted Edward’s confidence about the new project. 

Edward already had two programs recorded for the premier of ‘Edward Listens’, so he started setting dates for further interviews, to ensure he could always be a few weeks ahead. 

While scanning through old copies of the Sydney Star Observer he found this advertisement. ‘Do you like pain? Do you want to share with like- minded men? No Master and Slave roles, just the enjoyment of pain. Email painlover@gmail.com.au’ 

He immediately emailed the pain lover, explaining what he wanted and received a reply a few days later.

The next easiest interview, in Edward’s opinion would be the interview with Romel and Craig. He liked recording his interviews at an appropriate location so that it gave the program an atmosphere of authenticity. He thought the interview with Romel and Craig should be in a drug related place. The safe injecting room in Kings Cross gave him a flat NO, the local police were not keen on him using their station but the local sergeant promised to pass his request up the line and get back to him. 

He heard nothing more so put the pressure on Romel to ask for permission to use the A & E at his hospital. When both Romel and Craig approached the director of emergency medicine and explained the history behind their request, he remembered having nursing students in on Saturday nights when he was an emergency doctor in another hospital. He agreed to their request and asked for Edward to contact him. He and Edward set appropriate protocols so the interview would have authenticity, yet protect the privacy of patients and not interfere with the medical and nursing staff procedures.

The interview was recorded on a Saturday late shift with the appropriate background noises of a busy A & E. 

***
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THE SUMMER HEAT IN Sydney can become quite oppressive when the humidity is high. The harbour really is one of the most beautiful in the world but it does bring high humidity right into the city and nearby suburbs. 

It was on a hot humid Sunday morning that Jared suggested to his house mates that they should all go to the beach for the day. 

Andy said, “Oh thanks for the invitation, but beaches aren’t really my thing. I love my Irish heritage but it has handed down to me this pale skin that turns to crackling at the slightest exposure to sun.”

“We can cover you in sun block, from head to toe.” suggested Thomas.

“Thanks all the same, but you two go and enjoy yourselves.”

They set off for Bondi beach but upon arrival decided it was too crowded with families and drove a little further north to the next beach. Tamarama was a much smaller beach and one so favoured by the gay community that it had earned the nickname ‘Glamarama’. Jared had not been there before but quickly understood why it had been given that name. The park and the paved areas around the beach were populated by ‘paraders’ on a rare day off from the gym, and the beach area covered in near naked bodies displaying either a matching set of pecs and abs or bubble butts barely covered by Speedos that only got wet in the laundry. 

As they reached the water’s edge they both dropped their towels and bags then ran into the bracing water. One of the anomalies of the Australian east coast is that no matter how hot the atmosphere, the southern tides keep the ocean cool. This often comes as a shock to international visitors. 

Thomas was not a strong swimmer, but had grown up with an understanding and respect for the ocean and was aware of his limitations. He kept to a safe depth while Jared, a more accomplished swimmer, went out further, swimming strongly and body surfed back into the shore. 

They returned to their towels and spread them on the sand. Thomas, in his modest boxer style shorts, sat so he could watch the passing parade of bodies while Jared lay on his towel and added to the display of Speedo covered butts. Jared turned his head towards Thomas and said “I had another reply from the ad about pain loving the other day”.

“But that was placed months ago”.

“Yeah, but this isn’t someone wanting to join me in pain loving; it was a guy from that gay radio station. He wants to interview me for a radio program”.

“Are you going to do it?”

“I will at least meet him and talk to him. It could be interesting.”

“So, what does he want to interview you about?”

“Pain loving, what I do and how I got into it. Stuff like that.”

“When are you going to meet him?”

“He wants to come over one evening next week. I just have to confirm with him”.

“At the house?”

“Yes, he thinks the interview will be better if we do it in my studio with my gear around”.

“Does he want a demonstration?”

“He didn’t say so, but that might be a bit boring on radio.”

“Not if you moan and scream a lot.”

“You know I don’t do that.”

***
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EDWARD ARRIVED ON WEDNESDAY evening with his recording equipment and a folder of notes. After the greetings, Jared took Edward to his pain studio, where he had set up two chairs for them. 

dward set up his recording equipment and said to Jared “Before we start the interview we’ll just have a chat and get comfortable talking to each other. Can you tell me what this equipment is and how you use it?”

They chatted for about fifteen minutes about what would be interesting topics to discuss and Edward ran some of his questions past Jared to ensure he would be willing to answer them. Jared was still feeling a bit nervous about the interview, so when Edward asked him if he could do a small demonstration Jared was happy to oblige. He had not done much lately, now that his time was occupied by Thomas. He also thought it might relax him a bit. Edward was thinking the opposite; that it might wind Jared up a bit and enhance the quality of the interview.

“What are you going to do Jared?”

“I’m going to try something I haven’t done before. I don’t know how it will go, but I will need your help. Are you OK with that?”

“Jared, I’ve not had any experience with this sort of stuff.”

“That’s OK, I’ll tell you exactly what to do.”

“All right where do we start?”

Jared went to the shelf and got a set of battery jumper leads. This startled Edward who said “You’re not going to ask me to electrocute you, I hope.”

“No, that’s stage two, but I won’t be doing that today. What I’m attempting today is to use the alligator clips to crush my balls.” 

He handed the clips to Edward who looked at the serrated ends of the clips and suggested, “These are really going to bite into your flesh”. 

“That’s OK, I think that will be minor pain compared to the crushing pressure of the springs”. Then Edward tried to squeeze one of the clips open and realised just how strong they were. “Sweetie these are going to kill you.”

“I don’t plan to go that far, but I expect they will be tight.” Then Jared stepped onto his boxes, one foot on each, and reached for the chin up bar above him. He took a firm grip and then asked Edward, “Please give my balls a good shake and squeeze them with your hands to get me started. I need to build up some pain resistance before the full crush.”

Edward did as asked, but could not believe how Jared showed no signs of discomfort. “Squeeze a bit harder, will you?” asked Jared. 

Edward thought he was squeezing pretty hard, certainly hard enough to bring tears to his eyes, if it was him on the receiving end. He squeezed with all his strength and noticing that there was still no reaction from Jared he asked “How’s that?”  

“Now I can feel it. Hold it for a few minutes at full strength, and then I should be ready for the alligator clips”. 

Edward was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable. Playing with another man’s nuts was one thing, but inflicting extreme pain was another. He was squeezing so hard he was beginning to break out in a sweat and wondered why Jared was not.

After a few minutes Jared asked him to let go and get the alligator clips. Edward picked up one and squeezed it fully open. 

“Now put the open jaws completely over one of my balls and then let it close slowly.”

As he did so, Edward was feeling the pain himself. When the clip was at full pressure he looked up at Jared and noticed his body finally showing a film of sweat. 

“How are you feeling?” he asked Edward.

“Bloody wonderful” he replied through clenched teeth. But that was the only sign of discomfort he displayed. Then he added “I’m swallowing the pain now.” and started to breathe in heavy pants. Feeling worried Edward asked “Are you OK, your breathing is getting worrying?”.

“No problem, with each breath I exhale the pain, and when it’s all gone I will ask you to apply the second clamp.” Edward thought to himself, how can you breath out the pain, this man is insane.

“OK, I’m ready now,” said a red faced Jared, “but before you start, can you find the stopwatch on the shelf behind me. Set it to zero and start it as soon as you let go of the second clamp; now same procedure as before.” 

Edward slowly squeezed open the alligator clamp, put it around Jared’s ball and slowly released until it was completely clamped. The only sign of discomfort from Jared was the sweating and red face. Edward was thinking, this man either has balls of steel or the strongest willpower I have ever encountered. 

With both balls clamped he hung there and still managed to speak to Edward. “I want it timed so that I know what target I have to beat next time.”

“I get it,” replied Edward, “you are just over three minutes now. I will tell you as each minute counts down.”

“Four minutes.”

“Five minutes.”

“OK release one clamp, and stop the clock, then release the second clamp.”

As Jared stepped down, Edward looked around and found a towel for him. He handed it to Jared and asked, “I suppose you want to rest a while before we start the interview?”

“No, not at all, let’s roll with it while I’m still high.” 

A surprised Edward rushed to his recorder, retrieved his notes and started his first question. 
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Chapter 3 - HAVE YOU LOST SOMETHING?
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Thomas’s Friday evening trips to Leichhardt were becoming regular and he was now spending every weekend at Jared’s home. The three friends were getting on well as housemates, but Andy knew his place and made sure to give Jared and Thomas enough space for their intimate times together. As was usual by now, all three would go out for dinner on Friday nights and then return to the house where Andy would go to his room leaving the rest of the house for Jared and Thomas. 

This night the two sat in the lounge room for a catch up on what they each did during the preceding week. Thomas said “My estate agent has arranged for some apartment inspections tomorrow, will you come with me?”

“Yeah...sure” Jared said , but with a little hesitation.

“Good, I‘ll ask Andy in the morning.”

“Did you two have a talk about what he wants to do?”

“We did talk, and I assured him it was entirely his decision and that loyalty should have nothing to do with his decision. He didn’t indicate any preference though.”

“I’m pleased, I like Andy, he’s a really good guy and now a good friend. I’ll miss him if he leaves but understand if he does.”

“Now, I agreed to meet the estate agent at 10.00 in Chatswood so we should probably leave here a bit after 9.00 in the morning”.

“No problem, I’ll go and shower now and then the bathroom’s yours.”

When Thomas finished in the bathroom, he found Jared was sitting naked and cross legged on the bed. “What are you doing, meditating?”

“Sort of, I was sitting here thinking of you.”

“That’s sweet of you.”

“Now, sit on the bed like I am and look into my eyes.” Thomas took up his position and waited for Jared to explain what he wanted to do.

“Thomas.”

“Yes.”

“Thomas, I love you”

“And I love you too Jared.”

“Now that we agree on that, I have something to ask you”. Jared paused but Thomas said nothing.

“Thomas, I want you to move in here with me to share my house and share my life.” Again Thomas said nothing.

“Well, what have you got to say?” asked Jared and then noticed Thomas’s eyes were tearing up. 

Still Thomas did not answer; instead he leaned forward and kissed Jared, gently. As Jared responded to the kiss Thomas put his hands on each side of Jared’s head, pulled him tighter and kissed him more passionately. When Thomas sat back, Jared asked “Is that a yes?”

“Of course it is.”

“Excellent, now let’s seal the deal with a fuck.” 

“I think I will give you a back massage first.” replied Thomas, “Now lie down while I get the oil”.

Thomas started on Jared’s shoulders and pressed his thumbs hard into his trapezium muscles. “Oh that feels good.” moaned Thomas.

“You’ve got a lot of tension there.”

As he massaged Thomas gazed at Jared’s back, starting with the broad shoulders, a strong back tapering to narrow hips and bursting out into a firm rounded butt. When his hands reached Jared’s glutes he said “Now live up to your name and flex these muscles for me.” Jared willingly obliged, knowing that Thomas really loved it when he flexed his muscles while he was massaging. 

When Thomas finished his massage, he wiped the massage oil from his hands and spread water-based lube on his hands. He then put one hand between Jared’s butt cheeks and began entry to begin a prostate massage, as a special treat for Jared. But he paused when he felt something foreign in Jared’s hole. “What’s this, how long have you been into putting things up your arse. I thought that was my job.” 

“I don’t know what you mean.” Using his thumb and finger, Thomas managed to extract a small plastic wrapped object. 

“Excuse me sir, but have you lost something?”

“Well how did that get there, I wonder?”

“Why is your key up your arse?”

“Actually it’s your key to your new home, now take it and put it on your key ring.”

“From one ring to another.”

“Sort of.”

“Thank you, but what if I had said no earlier.”

“I didn’t have a plan B.” 

“What! a highly trained, experienced operative like you who must be ready for every possibility.”

“Unfortunately love does not come with a training manual; I’m just learning on the job.”

“Me too, and what a wonderful experience it is, especially learning together.” 

Jared started to laugh, but Thomas failed to see anything funny in the situation. “What are you laughing at?” he asked Jared. 

“At how foolish I was not to have a plan B. What if you had not put your fingers in first, but instead ploughed straight in with your dick? I wonder which one of us would have gotten the biggest surprise/”

“Or injury?”

“OK, now the passage is clear, what are you going to do?”

“Just you wait and see. Or should I say feel.” 

***
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AT BREAKFAST THE NEXT morning Thomas told Andy that Jared had asked him to move in. 

“Wow, that’s great, now we’ll all be house mates full time.”

Then Thomas suddenly remembered his appointment with the estate agent. “Bugger, I forgot about my inspections; excuse me while I ring the estate agent”. 

After the call, Jared asked “So when are you going to move in officially. Shall we go and get your things today?”

“Not so fast, I want to tell Mrs. P, first and talk to the rest of the house staff. I will do that on Monday and bring over some of my stuff on Monday night”.

“Do you need help?”

“No thanks, I only have my clothes and personal items, some books and CD’s & stuff like that. I will be going to work every day so I can just bring some each day.”

***
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IN THE TWO WEEKS LEADING up the premiere of Edward Listens, the station promoted it heavily on all other programs, including Max’s Music Room. 

They say people don’t listen these days. Everyone is too busy pushing their own story and consequently do not listen to others. But here at 2GAYfm there is someone who is different. His name is Edward and coming soon to these airwaves will be the premiere of his brand new program called Edward Listens, all produced by our amazing volunteers . You will hear stories from our friends and we think you will be amazed at the stories to be told. All you have to do is listen.

“I’m certainly looking forward to that listeners and you don’t have long to wait. The premiere interview will follow this program. Now to get you in the mood here is the full sixteen minute version of Ravel’s Bolero. Do you know this started out as a ballet score? Maurice Ravel had agreed to write a Spanish-flavoured ballet score for his friend, the Russian dancer Ida Rubenstein. He had long toyed with the idea of building a composition from a single theme which would grow simply through harmonic and instrumental ingenuity. When he was composing he asked a friend ‘Do you think this has an insistent quality? I’m going to try to repeat it a number of times without any development, gradually increasing the orchestra as best I can.’ Well I think he certainly achieved that. Boléro was given its first performance at the Paris Opéra on November 20, 1928 and although Ravel considered Boléro one of his least important works, it has always been his most popular.”

***
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FOLLOWING MAX’S MUSIC Room, Edward’s program premiered his interview with Juanito, but his real name was not used.

“Hello listeners, I am Edward Williamson. Welcome to our first program that we call Edward Listens. In the weeks to come we will search Sydney and beyond for interesting people to interview. We want to give anyone with an interesting story to tell, access to air time here on 2GAY fm. This is your station, and we want to give you the chance to hear members of your community tell their story, not only in their own words but in their voices.” 

“I will be your interviewer, but prefer to be called the introducer, as you will not hear much of me during the interview. My task is to give our guests the opportunity to tell their story at their own pace.”

“Now, that’s enough from me. Let’s get on with the program by introducing our first guest, 

Tonight we will be listening to a sex worker from Darlinghurst. For this purpose we will call him John.” 

“Thank you for agreeing to talk with us on 2GAYfm”.  

“Thank you for asking me, actually this is my first time on radio. I hope I am interesting enough for your audience”.

“John, how long have you been a sex worker and how did you get started?”

“Almost a year now. I came to Australia 18 months ago and found it difficult to get work that paid well. While I was studying accountancy, I used to work in a 7 Eleven store back home and was told that I would have no trouble getting the same work here. That was true, but the long shifts and low wages meant I didn’t really make enough to survive. The management has a scam running where they pay the workers the correct wage and then you have to pay back some of it in cash. That means you get lower wages but the books show you were paid correctly. They told me that’s just how it works here, but I’m not sure. So while still working there I looked for something else. One evening I was walking down Darlinghurst road and noticed all these guys standing by the wall opposite the park. I wasn’t familiar with how guys meet here in Sydney and thought at first they were just waiting to meet guys for sex. I think you call it a beat. But when I approached a guy that looked attractive to me, he made an offer and then told me how much it would cost. That was when I realised he was a rent-boy. When I said I wasn’t really interested in paying for sex, instead of sending me away, he told me that was OK and we continued talking for a while. It was a quiet night so every time a likely client came by, I walked away so I did not spoil his chances; then if the client walked on I went back to talk to him. We got on well and agreed to meet up later for a drink. We talked about his work and he agreed that if I wanted to try it, he would fix it up so that I could have a spot on the wall without being hassled away by the other boys. Apparently it’s a competitive occupation with the best spots fiercely protected. He told me how to protect myself and also fixed me up with a house that has rooms you can rent by the hour. It pays a lot better than 7 Eleven and I can work my own hours. So far I have been lucky and have not been subjected to any violence. I make it clear on the street what my rules are and I don’t deviate from that.  

“Tell me, what are your rules John?”

“I don’t do bareback, I don’t swallow cum. I won’t do it on the streets or in cars. I only have clients at the designated house.”

“So where to you service your clients?”

“I use rooms in a house set up for this purpose. We rent the rooms by the hour from the owner and pay a fee for using the room. The management of the house has no connection with our business as it is illegal in this state to manage prostitutes. They must be free agents.

When I take my client to the house we approach the receptionist who allocates a room according to the needs of the client, and gives me a key. Then the client must pay me in front of the receptionist as a witness so there is no misunderstanding later. I pay for the room and we then proceed to the room and conduct business in private. On the wall of the room is a small panel with three lights to advise me how much time I have left. When the green light comes on I have used 30 minutes of my hour. When the orange light comes on, I have 15 minutes left and when the red light comes on, only five minutes are left. If we don’t vacate the room then I am charged an additional hour. The cost of hiring the room also includes cleaning, linen and security, if needed. I think the presence of a uniformed security guard in the foyer deters clients form misbehaving or becoming violent. There are a number of panic buttons in the room. It works well as many of the boys keep what they do from their families, so they don’t want to take a client home. It also means we have some protection in the house. It is well run and clean but we are all individual operators, we don’t work for anyone other than our client.”

“This all seems very well set up and safe.” 

“Yes, it costs more than using my own place so the net income is less but provides the highest possible safety for both me and the client also.” 

“Is that important to clients?”

“Yes, they can feel safe that they won’t be charged extra or even worse, that they may be attacked or robbed. The security is for the protection of both parties. I make it clear to my clients that I charge a little more for this protection and they are usually happy with that.” 

“How long do you think you will continue to do this work?”

“It’s not my preferred occupation and I will only continue as long as the pay is good and until some better opportunity arises. Some of the boys say you can only do it until you lose your looks and attractiveness. I hope I don’t have to do it for that long.”

“What other work would you like to do?”

“I was studying accountancy before I came here and I hope to continue with that when I can.”

“That’s very different.”

“Well any other job is very different to this. It’s not an occupation that offers a natural progression up the ladder.”

“Thank you John, for being so honest with me and our listeners. I wish you well for the future.”

“Thanks for the opportunity Edward.”

“Thank you listeners, please come next week for another interesting and revealing chat with a man that describes himself as a pain lover. Now it’s good night from Edward Listens.”
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Chapter 4 - DANCE BOY   

[image: ]


Justin continued with his dance lessons because the exercise was good for him and the techniques he learned helped his posture and movement for his special service performances. He now called them performances as he had gone beyond offering a waiter’s service. Also he valued his friendship and time spent with Tristan each week. Justin thought Tristan was a very attractive man as well as being an accomplished dancer and good friend. 

Tristan was not tall, had a slim build with a lightly muscled, but firm body with very low fat ratio that defined his muscles perfectly. Had things been different for both of them Justin felt he could be attracted to Tristan. But he wanted to be faithful to Craig and Tristan did not want a partner because of his sexual preference. 

One day after dance class Tristan was waiting outside the studio for Justin, who said, “What are you doing here, you usually go home first?”

“I have some exciting news and I wanted to share it with you first.”

“Are you going to tell me now or make me wait until we get to your place?”

“Let’s walk through the park and around the harbour and I’ll tell you along the way.”

Justin thought to himself, maybe he has a boyfriend, at last. But decided not ask as he did not want to seem to be pushing him in that direction, given what Tristan had already shared with him about his sexual activities.

Tristan skipped along for a few minutes like a kid with a secret he was really bursting to share. He stopped suddenly, stood there with his hands on his slim tapered hips, looked Justin straight in the eye and said “I’ve joined a snowballing group.”

“You mean snowboarding.”

“No – I mean snowballing.”

“I have no idea what you are talking about, but knowing you, I don’t think it has anything to do with skiing.”

“You are right about that, but are you sure you have no idea what we do. Go on have a guess.”

“I’m really stumped here, so help me. Do you do it indoors or outdoors?”

“Usually indoors but outdoors would be exciting, maybe I’ll suggest that to the guys now you have given me the idea. I’ll tell them you suggested it.”

“Hey, I don’t know if I like that. Anyway, back to the guessing. Is it some kind of drinking game?”

“Oh Justin you are so naive, no silly it’s not a drinking game and you know I don’t drink anyway. But on second thoughts, some kind of drinking is involved.”

“OK here’s the leading question – do you do it with your clothes on.”

“Ah – now you’re getting closer, the answer is NO!” he yelled.

“Sooooo is it something to do with sex?”

“I guess it could be,” Justin looked confused “Well OK yes it is.”

“Do I really want to know about this Tristan ... you know I love you as a friend but you do have some strange ideas and practices in relation to sex.”

“Oh go on you old coupler – have one more wild guess and if you don’t get it I will tell you when we get to my flat.”

“I’d rather you told me here in the open just in case you want to demonstrate.”

“Oh that’s unkind, given that I have shared with you my most private thoughts and practices. You did not seem unimpressed when I demonstrated for you in the past.”

“That’s true.”

“....and did I make you feel uncomfortable?”

“No.”

“Well then I will tell you now, and anyway I could not demonstrate snowballing on my own.”

‘So it’s a group thing.”

“Yes”

“Well go on spit it out”

“Oh you are a naughty boy....and I think you do really know.”

“Honest to god, I have no idea but if you don’t tell me immediately, there will be consequences.”

“...and will I like the consequences?”

“You probably would.”

“Well as tempting as it is, I will live in ignorance of what you might do to me. Look we’re nearly home, just a couple more minutes. I want you sitting down when I tell you.”

A few minutes later they arrived at Tristan’s flat. While Tristan made smoothies, with fresh juice for them, Justin waited patiently on the sofa for all to be revealed. Tristan returned with the drinks and sat down with Justin who said questioningly, “Well?” 

“What?”

“Tell me for god’s take what you and your fellow snowballers do.”

“Well we get together at someone’s house, usually in a group of about 4 to 6 guys, and strip down. Then most of the guys will suck each other off. As you know I like to do myself and besides not many guys can do that anyway.”

“So it’s a group blow job?”

“Well kinda, but there’s more. When each guy has a mouthful of cum the first in the line passes his to the mouth of the next guy. He mixes the two lots of juice in his mouth, savours the flavour and when he is ready passes his load to the next guy and so on till the last guy has all the blended cum in his mouth. He then pushes it to the edge of his tongue and display it, looking like a snowball. He is allowed to savour it for as long as he likes but is not allowed to swallow, because not everybody has tasted each other’s cum.”

“Oh, I think I see where this going now.”

“Yep, the guy with the mouthful passes it back down the line until man number one finishes up with the full load – and he is allowed to swallow the lot. I really like being man number one so I can get everybody else’s cum and ingest the lot. A few guys don’t like to swallow they just enjoy passing it along. That’s good for me because I get more chances of getting the final load.”

“...and you enjoy this because...”

“First it’s a really good feeling to share with the other guys your personal juices, it’s fun swapping with each other and for me the best part is -  for the next few days I have such high energy levels. I breeze through my rehearsals or performance and just seem to float around the dance floor. It feels like my feet don’t touch the ground. Not only do I have the energy from my on recycled juice, but the combined force of other men’s juices almost gets me high.”

“Tristan you are a strange man with unusual tastes, but still lovable. Thank you for sharing that with me ... I think. However, that’s all I want you to share with me. If you take my meaning.”

“Yeah, I know it’s not for everyone, but I love it.”

“Good on you.”

“..and some of the guys want to learn how to suck themselves. Wouldn’t that be a sight to see, a row of guys sucking themselves and then sharing their loads.”

“If you say so.”

“How’s the smoothie, it’s got a special ingredient in this one?”

“Not...you know...”

“What?...oh no, nothing like that.”

“There is nothing like that. There’s just that.”

“Well, it’s not that, it’s Acai.”

“And what the fuck’s that. Is it legal?”

“It’s a berry, but I use the powered form. It’s a really good antioxidant that’s good for your brain, heart and overall health.”

“Yeah, it’s ok, thanks.” replied Justin absentmindedly.

“Don’t be too over enthusiastic.”

“Sorry, I was thinking of something else.”

“Are you going to share?” 

“You know something Tristan, I’m surprised you haven’t worked your self-sucking or snowballing into a ballet.”

“Hey, that’s such an amazing idea; why didn’t I think of that.”

“I was just joking Tristan. You wouldn’t really, would you?”

“It’s certainly something to think about.”

“I’m not sure I want to think about it, Tristan; men performing fellatio on stage. How would you do it anyway?” 

“It would only be interpretative. They wouldn’t be dancing around with their dicks flopping about. But then again!”

“Stop right there, Tristan.”

“It’s just a thought, and anyway why are you being so prudish. The man who bared all in the name of art.”

“You’re right, perhaps I am being a bit precious, it’s just that your talk of snowballing threw me off centre. Just the same, I can’t see how you can do that on stage, get the message across and still not be shut down by the censors.”

“That’s the beauty of dance. It doesn’t have to be a literal interpretation. Subtle moves and steps suggest the story and the rest is created in the mind of the audience.” 

“I hadn’t thought of dance being like that, but I suppose you’re right. I heard someone once say, it’s what’s not seen that is most important. I wasn’t sure what they meant at the time, but now I get it.”

“Precisely! What’s more exciting, seeing a man’s bulge in speedos or his dick hanging out?”

“Hey, do you think I overdue the nudity sometimes. Maybe I should be more subtle about it.”

“But you don’t go nude all the time. The performance you did for the Arts Society was totally appropriate. All those sculptures were nude. Fig-leafing would have spoiled the spirit of the art.”

“Thanks Tristan, that makes me feel good.”

“You’re welcome, you are a good man Justin and a good friend. If circumstances were different....”

“What were you saying Tristan?”

“Oh nothing, just thinking out loud; I shouldn’t do that.”

“Whatever. Now you’ve got me interested.”

“In what?” Tristan asked nervously.

“In your idea about this ballet.”

“Oh that, well it was originally your idea.”

“Ok, our idea. So do you think it’s worth pursuing?”

“I’ll give it a lot of thought. You know my long term aim is to do choreography, so maybe a project like this could be my launch platform. Thank you for the suggestion.”

“So if it goes ahead would I get a credit?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know how on TV shows, they sometimes have created by, or from an idea suggested by.”

“Yes.”

“I was just imagining your dance program showing title, Fellatio Follies, Choreographed by Tristan Coyle, from an idea created by Justin Haynes.”

“Justin, I love the way you think.”
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Chapter 5 - Out Sourcing 
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At dinner Jared was very quiet and Thomas had to carry the conversation. But, Jared seemed disinterested in Thomas’s conversation and was pre-occupied. Finally Thomas asked “Is there something bothering you or have you just lost interest in me?”

“How could I lose interest in you my love? You’re what keeps me going these days.”

“Then tell me what’s bothering you. If it’s not me what is it that has you so distracted?”

“It’s work issues.”

“And you can’t talk about it because it’s secret army business?”

“No, it’s nothing like that. As you know I work in the training unit, designing courses and occasionally running courses to evaluate their effectiveness.”

“So, are they not happy with your work?”

“My work is fine and they do like what I do, but the top brass has been pressured by our ‘sell it or out-source it’ Liberal government to out-source the training design unit.”

“That sounds crazy; the army is supposed to protect our country and therefore should be wholly run by army personnel as well as being owned by the people.”

“That’s how I see it too, but they have succumbed to the Liberal’s pressure.”

“So what happens to you, will you lose your job?”

“It’s not that bad, they’ve given me options. How I work at present, I’m almost a civilian employee, basically working nine to five. If I want to stay on I will have to go back to being a regular army officer, and that means signing on for a fixed time. I don’t really want that, I like the current arrangements. There are also two other options; one is retrenchment the other is to either find a job with the company that wins the tender or set up my own company and tender for the contract. So I guess I have four options.”

“Which do you prefer?”

“I definitely don’t want to go back to the regular army, so I’m tossing up between taking retrenchment, or setting up my own company.”

“Either of those seems reasonable. If you took retrenchment would you get a good payout?”

“Yes, it could be lucrative. Given my years of service, the unit that I served in and my rank I would likely get about a year’s salary, and that’s plenty of time to find alternative work.”

“What about setting up your own company, have you given that much thought?”

“A bit, while I can do the basic job, standing on my head, I’m not sure how to prepare a tender, estimate expenses or run a business.”

“I can help you with some of that. I have a degree in business management, although I don’t get to use much of that training in my job.”

“Maybe you are a bit over-qualified to be a secretary and a pimp.”

“Hey! Hang on there.”

“Sorry, I guess you are more than a secretary.”

“It’s not that, but you said pimp!”

“By your own admission that is effectively what you do for Mrs Price, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so, but let’s get back to your problem. If you were to set up your own company and tender for the job, would you need much capital?” 

“Initially, I don’t think so; I would just be a one-man band.”

“It’s not that simple. Even if, as you say, you’re a one man band, you still need legal advice, contracts drawn up, insurance, some sort of office set-up, taxation and other accounting advice as well as bookkeeping, auditing, business registration, phones, computers and training aids, manuals to be printed and so on, depending on the terms of the tender.”

“Fuck! I would need all that, just to do what I do now?” 

“Yes, running a small business can mean just as much paperwork and accountability as a larger business. But I can help you if you want to go down that path.”

“I thought it would be easier than that. I thought I would just do what I do now plus provide some training materials but get paid more to do it. I think you just talked me out of it.”

“That wasn’t my intention, but I don’t want to see you get into something you don’t fully understand and find out when it’s too late.”

“Thanks for that, and I mean it. I could’ve charged into that project and been an epic fail, without your advice.”

“Why don’t you think about it a bit longer and don’t automatically discount your other options either. When will this happen?”

“They will call for tenders in three months and hope to sign contracts in a further three months.”

“So that gives you six months to make a plan. Would you have to stay the six months to get your retrenchment package, or could you leave sooner and still get the payout?”

“I don’t know, I thought I could just leave anytime.”

“Probably not, these packages often come with conditions and the army could take advantage of you if you indicate you want to leave. They could insist you stay will the end or lose the retrenchment offer.”

“The bastards!” yelled Jared.

“Yep.”

“How about we change the subject for now, I’m getting a bit low.”

“OK, let’s talk about fucking. No, better still, let’s do it.”

“You’re on.” 

“I’ll take the wine and the glasses to the bedroom and can you find some candles. I feel like some gentle romance tonight. I just love to see your body in the soft glow of candlelight.”

“I can show you some tricks with melting candle wax, if you want.”

“Not tonight, maybe another time” concluded Thomas.

***
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OVER BREAKFAST THE next morning Jared remembered, “With all the talk about my future in the job, I forgot to tell you last night that I have to go away for a week. Remember I said I might occasionally have to go on a training course to evaluate the procedures?”

“Yes, but you have not done that since we met.”

“Yeah, well now is that time.”

“When are you going and where.”

“I will be going in two weeks time and will be away for a week, but I can’t tell you where, that is confidential. And further, you won’t be able to contact me directly; we are not allowed to take our phones.”. 

“What if there’s an emergency?”

“If it’s a genuine emergency, not just you are missing me, then you contact the command office where I work and if they determine it’s a genuine emergency, they will contact me. I will leave the number for you.”

“Well, I’ll miss you. What a bummer. Firstly you get news that you might lose your job and now you are going away”.

***
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ABOUT A WEEK LATER Jared and Thomas were having a quiet evening at home when Thomas said to Jared. “Hey, remember a few months ago when I was telling you about Mrs P’s French lover and you asked me to let you know how I go about finding a replacement?”

“Yes” said Jared excitedly.

“That time has come. Marcel’s work visa is expiring soon, so Mrs P has asked me to find a replacement.”

“So where do we start?”

“What’s this ‘we’ business?”

“Oh, I thought I could help.”

“How?”

“Just tell me what to do. Will we place an ad on the internet, or put up notices in some swanky bars. Maybe call for tenders; that seems to be the way things are done these days.”

“What a good idea, I can just see it now: Wanted, hot stud to service rich frustrated woman, previous experience desirable. Good remuneration. All applications considered.”

“Are you rubbishing my suggestions?”

“What do you think?”

“All right, Mr expert pimp, what do we...no make that...what do you do?”

“I have a few contacts in the sex worker community. I will talk to them first; they have helped me in the past.”  

“You’re going to get her a rent boy?”

“No, these people work in the high class end of the business, where they are called ‘escorts’. Some of them do only that, escort ladies to dinners and parties etc. Not all, but some of the escorts provide additional services, these are the guys I want to talk to. They are not guys who rent by the hour. They work at a contract rate, agreed to before the service starts.”

“So these people who run the high end escort business will just hand over their top men to you?”

“No, of course not; if I choose one of their boys then I pay them a finder’s fee, just like an employment agency.”

“What if you don’t find a guy there, where else do you try?”

“In some ways I prefer the professional boys, as they don’t need any training. They just get on with the job immediately. But, if I can’t find one that way then word of mouth often works. That way I usually get an amateur, who has to learn on the job, but that’s not all bad as their innocence can be an attractive advantage. Mrs P likes variety, so I try to mix it up a bit. Marcel was an amateur but the guy before that was from an agency.”

“You say ‘word of mouth’ who do you ask?”

“My close friends, business associates and Prices staff. They all know what goes on in the household. Trying to keep the Prices’ activities secret within the company and household is not a good way to manage the situation. If you try to do that, it eventually leaks out and you get gossip that takes on a life of its own. This way everybody knows but they of course keep it in-house. No secrets, no problems.”

“Do the Prices know their private lives are the worse kept secret in town?”

“It was Mr P’s idea some years back, as he got tired of hearing the staff gossip about things that he had not actually done. This way it’s out in the open but not gossiped about.”

“And that works well?”

“So far it has.”

“Well, I’ll be fucked both ways.”

“Wishful thinking?”

“Just saying.”

“I’ll make a few calls from the office tomorrow and get the word out: should not be long before I get some guys to interview.”
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Chapter 6 - AFTERNOON DELIGHT
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As well as finding a replacement for Marcel, Thomas also had to get planning started for Mrs. Price’s Musical Society party. He called ‘Catering, with Benefits’ and spoke to Justin who promised to call him back after speaking to Craig. 

Justin suggested to Craig, “Let’s make it a working lunch here at home. I can call him back to confirm the meeting and invite him for lunch so that he leaves enough time in his diary.”

“Great idea, let’s do it.”

Thomas arrived with a couple of bottles of very expensive looking wine and handed them to Justin with an extended smile. Justin smiled back thinking it was just Thomas’s friendly way. Craig had prepared a light lunch of salads and cold meats that was served buffet style so they could eat while they conducted their meeting at the same time.

“Well boys your reputation certainly is spreading throughout various social circles around Sydney.”

“I’m pleased to hear that.” replied Craig

“Craig, people just love your food and Justin the talk about you is that you are the darling of middle aged women everywhere.”

“I don’t know if I’m flattered or not.”

“They not only flatter you, they are willing to pay well to have you at their parties. So, that brings me to the reason for my visit. Mrs. Price as asked me to organise a party on behalf of her ladies group. They call themselves ‘The Diamond Music Society’. In truth it’s just a group of frustrated rich women whose husbands are too busy making money to pay them attention and they have nothing else to do but spend their husband’s money.”

“Oh that sounds a bit unkind Thomas.” said Craig.

“As may be, but if I were you guys I’d cash in on it. I do, the wine’s from the Price’s cellar. They will never miss it.” With that said, Thomas raised his glass, “Here’s to rich women and parting them from their money”. 

Craig and Justin looked at each other and back at Thomas.

“So, what is the proposed format of the party?” asked Craig.

“It’s going to be women only and it will be at the Price’s house while Mr. Price is overseas. The format will be a cocktail party in the banquet room but the big table will be removed and replaced with smaller tables, like you did at the arts party they are still talking about. Oh one other thing. As these women pretend they are a musical society, to justify this there will be a grand piano and a string quartet. I am also instructed to tell you the women want full nudity and there are no limits.”

“I can’t wait to start planning this.” said Justin, all excited about going nude for an appreciative audience. 

“That’s about it boys, except for one more thing. I will be the MC for the night as there actually will be music.” 

Then Thomas asked, “Is there any dessert Craig?” 

What started out as a working lunch went on well into the evening. When they had finished the Price’s wine Craig opened a bottle of his own and all three forgot about business and just relaxed in each other’s company. Thomas said he had heard from Andy about the special gift Mrs. Price had given Justin. 

“Do you want to see it?” asked Justin.

“Of course.”

So Justin went to the bedroom to put on his diamond studded jewellery and returned shirtless.

Looking closely at Justin, Thomas said, “They’re great!... and so is the jewellery. You know they are actually worth a lot more than Andy told old man Price. He would explode if he knew how much they really cost the company. Neither of the Prices has actually seen them you know.” 

“Will Andre get into trouble?” asked Justin.

“No, the old man trusts him and besides we have lots of dirt on him. That gives us a lot of protection.”

“What do you mean by that?” enquired Craig.

“While it might seem all happy families at the Price’s it’s not a normal marriage. But, it may well be normal for rich people with secrets to hide.”

“Tell us more Thomas.”

“I don’t think it’s appropriate, to betray my employer, having only just met you guys”

“Fair enough.”

The two were beginning to wonder if Thomas was ever going to leave and Craig was thinking of suggesting it when he realised Thomas had drunk far too much to drive, so he asked Thomas if he would like him to call a cab.

“Are you trying to throw me out?” he questioned. 

“No, not at all.” Craig lied.

“I thought we might... as friends. We are friends aren’t we?”

“Of course Thomas.”

“Then as friends I thought we might enjoy a little afternoon delight as they call it”. 

Craig and Justin looked a bit surprised, as they had never had a threesome offer before, at least not since they had been a couple. Each one was not sure of the other’s past. Justin was the first to show interest in the offer and asked Craig, “How about it?” 

Craig had drunk just enough to mellow him and lower his inhibitions, so he replied, “Why not?”

“Well now that’s settled, let’s have another drink while we all get naked.” suggested Thomas. 

Justin disappeared into the kitchen and came back carrying a tray with a bottle of tequila, a bowl of salt, a bowl of lemon wedges and three shot glasses. He had been for some time trying to work up an interesting way of serving liquor in his own special way. As all their inhibitions had been lowered by the free flowing alcohol all afternoon he thought he would give it a try.

When he lowered the tray onto the coffee table Thomas exclaimed, “Wow!” at Justin’s
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