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      Introduction: Welcome to the Sexual Netherlands


      Just what does it take to get into the pants of a straight man?


      There’s a line in Mart Crowley’s play The Boys In the Band in which one of the characters comments on another finally having his way with his straight crush: “With the right wine and the right music,” he says, “there’re damn few that aren’t curious.”


      But while that sentiment may be true for some, it does not reflect the stories in this collection. Sure, there may be alcohol involved—or music—but these characters are “curious” for other reasons.


      Many will say that a man who has sex with another man isn’t, by definition, “straight,” but those making this argument are likely confusing sexual orientation with sexual fantasies and sexual behavior. And these are far disparate concepts. What separates the latter two from the former, say psychologists, is the ability to evolve. While your fantasies and behavior are likely to change over time, your orientation isn’t.


      In my mid-twenties, I was a volunteer for the Southern California HIV/AIDS Hotline, and after counseling each anonymous caller on safer sex methods or helping him or her find a nearby testing center, we were charged with the task of asking them a few statistic-gathering questions. But rather than inquiring if they were gay, straight, or bisexual, we were instructed to word the question this way: “When you have sex, do you have sex with men, women, or both?” For those having gay sex on the down-low, posing it this way was meant to remove the shame from their answer. After all, this was a non-judgment zone: We weren’t asking them to label themselves—we just wanted to know who they fucked.


      While a discussion on the issue of so-called identity politics is far too word-intensive for the introduction to this book, it’s interesting to examine the various reasons a straight-orientated man might turn hetero-flexible and unzip for another man.


      For example, a recently divorced guy could find himself adrift and not knowing which end is up until a benevolent gay man helps him find his way by offering an enjoyable no-strings-attached arrangement. Such is the case for strapping mechanic Frank Bertoli in Ryan Field’s “Things His Wife Never Did” and recently unemployed Vince in Russell Clark’s “The Other Side of the Fence.” Or the scenario could involve two friends—one straight, one gay—who seize a seemingly isolated opportunity to get closer, like the characters in Joe Thompson’s “Rite of Passage” and Adam L. Stuart’s “Flipping Out.”


      Then, of course, there will always be the hetero-leaning married (or coupled) guy who, for whatever reason, chooses to stray from the heterosexual lifestyle (proving, once and for all, that being straight truly is a choice): Perhaps he isn’t getting his rocks sufficiently off at home, as suggested in Vincent Lambert’s “The Man with the Tiger Tattoo” and Mike Hicks’ “Playing It Straight.” Or maybe he’s in an über-evolved relationship with a woman who isn’t threatened by a little dabbling, as evidenced in Rob Rosen’s “As an Arrow” and Pink Rushmore’s “Harry Does Hollywood.”


      And let’s not forget those, like young Spencer the Peeping Tom in Landon Dixon’s “One-Eye Spy,” who are just plain curious about everything relating to sex. Or studs like Connor in Brett Lockhard’s “Lake Montauk,” who are just so empirically hot that it seems no one—straight or gay—is immune from their sexual charms.


      And last but certainly not least, there are those simply curious to find out if it’s true what they say about a man knowing best how to work a man’s equipment. This is likely the case for the horned-up college student in Natty Soltesz’s “Ports in a Storm” and the oft-obsessed-over Ray in Roger Willoughby’s “Rugby,” both men with monstrous endowments who are secure in their heterosexuality but want to know what it feels like to be worshipped by someone who truly loves to worship.


      Whatever the reason—at the end of the day, it’s just sex, plain and simple. Which means that for the men featured on these pages, it doesn’t always have to be about personal gain, power, commitment, or procreation. Because after all, sometimes people have sex just for the fun of it.


      Winston Gieseke, Berlin

    

  


  
    
      Playing it Straight


      Mike Hicks


      The bartender slapped the pair of Rolling Rocks down in front of us so hard they both spit out a wad of foamy head. The thick liquid dripped down the sides of the long-necked bottles just like—


      “Either of you guys need a glass?” he barked.


      “Nah, we’re fine,” Chuck said.


      We clinked bottles and were almost through the first chug when a loud bang coming from the corner by the pinball machine startled us. It was followed immediately by an outburst of profanity that began and ended with “Jesus fucking Christ!” The bar went silent as everyone looked in that direction.


      Woody Cwiklinski was jumping up and down, shaking his fist. Looked like he’d tilted again and forgotten how hard that knotty pine paneling is. The flannel-shirted crowd gathered around the pool table cracked up laughing, and the bar’s atmosphere shifted back to Friday-night normal. Chuck and I went back to our beers.


      “Thanks for coming out for a drink tonight,” he said.


      “No problem.” I resisted saying something like “my pleasure” or anything else that might be taken the wrong way, not being sure yet what the invitation was about.


      This being 2009, I could get away with being the only openly gay steelworker at the Clearfield Mill—but this also being small-town Pennsylvania, the boys from the mill didn’t usually ask me to socialize.


      “I don’t get to go out after work like this too much,” he said.


      “Yeah? How come?”


      He chuckled. “Old ball-and-chain back at home.” He started nervously peeling the label from his bottle.


      “Oh, I see.” I took another swig.


      “But this weekend I’m a free man. Cindy and the kids’re spending three days with her mom in Altoona. I’m all by myself.” He cleared his throat and repeated it like maybe I hadn’t heard. “I mean, won’t nobody be at home but me.” He flashed a smile. Only then did it dawn on me.


      I felt like an idiot for not catching on sooner: Chuck was a classic example of what I call a CSG: curious straight guy. He had all the telltale signs. They’re usually married. Check. Unlike the standard heterosexual, they’ll often start getting friendly rather than standoffish as soon as they find out you’re gay. Check. It usually leads to a simple “Hey, let’s go out for a beer” moment that conveniently coincides with the wife’s absence. Check. In a little burg like Clearfield, your usual CSG is a guy who got hitched to his pregnant high-school sweetheart at 18. He’s never had a decent blow job in his life and he’s heard that gay men know how to do it right. Blame it on the Internet.


      “Yeah,” he repeated, like there was some chance I hadn’t gotten it the first two times. “Nobody at home this weekend but yours truly.” He took another gulp. I could guess the next line. “Say, I got a couple six-packs in the fridge.” He said it like it just occurred to him, not like he’d been planning it from the moment he knew Cindy’d be away. “Whataya say we head over to my place and empty a few there.”


      There it was: the Moment. It happens at some point with every CSG. It’s your chance to let him know he’s barking up the wrong tree, that you’re not in the business of servicing horny straight men. All I had to do was say, “Thanks, buddy, but I’m too damned tired tonight,” and he’d back off and never try it again. No mention of sex. No loss of face for him. Conversely, all I had to do was say, “Sure,” and I’d be guaranteed to have his prick down my throat within fifteen minutes. I weighed the pluses and minuses.


      “Sure,” I said.


      He grinned like a kid who’d just found the key to the candy store. A “kid” with a soft, brown beard, fifteen-inch biceps, and a warm smile that would melt pig iron.


      He downed the rest of the bottle in a gulp. “You can follow me in your car,” he said as he hopped off the stool.


      “OK,” I said. Each of us left a fiver on the bar, and we headed outside to the parking lot.


      He climbed into the seat of his pickup. “It’s just about a mile,” he said.


      I got in my car and pulled up behind him. His black Chevy ground out of the gravel lot and headed right on Main Street. I kept him in view as I trailed behind.


      Don’t get the idea that I’m a pushover for CSGs. Fact is, I generally discourage them the second they start getting “friendly.” It’s not that the sex isn’t hot—it’s just that they’re usually consumed with guilt after they cum, which spoils the fun. Then nine times out of ten, they uncomfortably avoid your gaze for the rest of your life. It’s not worth it. Not usually, that is. Chuck was able to break though my CSG resistance for one reason and one reason only: Penis size. I’d seen it flaccid. I wanted to see it hard.


      There’d been a locker room and shower in every steel mill since the union made it happen in the sixties, and most of us took advantage of them before heading home after a shift. For purely cleanliness reasons, of course. In fact, I’d gotten pretty good at keeping my eyes to myself when I soaped up—until the day Chuck and his swingin’ sirloin strolled up to the shower head next to mine.


      I swear to God, it had to be eight inches completely soft. And thick enough to be scary. A single vein began somewhere in the thick pube forest and branched in two about halfway down, at which point it disappeared. The head bulged under the foreskin. A bonus half inch or so of the fleshy sleeve dangled from the tip.


      To be honest, it wasn’t just the cock, either. Chuck was a line machinist. Those guys lift heavy steel parts all day. They’re always buff, but Chuck was the most tightly defined of all of them. A walking anatomy lesson. The cooperation of triceps and biceps was demonstrated every time he soaped up his hairy chest. When he lathered up his hair, you understood about deltoids and what that anterior, middle, and posterior thing was all about. When he bent over to pick up the soap, there was a revelation about the connecting point between glutes and hamstrings. We worked the same shift, so I saw that shit every day. I got good at sneaking peeks while “not looking.” Then I’d go home and jack off thinking about him.


      He pulled up in front of a neatly appointed double-wide mobile home with a cedar deck along the side. A woman’s touch was evident in the potted plants hanging from the awning in their macramé hangers. I pulled in behind Chuck, got out, and followed him up the steps. He pushed a tricycle out of my way and fumbled in his pocket for the key. The aluminum door swung open. He hit the light, then turned the dimmer switch down to the lowest setting. “C’mon in,” he said. I followed and shut the door behind me, wondering how much bullshit posturing we’d have to go through before getting down to business.


      Not much, it turned out.


      He turned to face me, taking my right hand in his and bringing it to his crotch. The son of a bitch was already erect. I let my finger travel up and down the impressive length and girth through his Levi’s. He unbuttoned the first couple buttons, then looked up at me, shyly, like after all the setup he was maybe changing his mind. He cleared his throat. “Sorry, I never done this before, buddy.”


      He recoiled slightly when I put my mouth to his ear, but then relaxed. “Leave it to me, then,” I said.


      I dropped to my knees and finished undoing his fly, then worked the pants down to his thighs. The boner was packed left in calico boxer shorts, with a wet spot already happening at the business end. I thought about working the monster out of the slit in his shorts but decided it’d be too much effort with a dick that big. I stuck an index finger in each side of the elastic band and yanked it down. The prick hit me in the eye.


      “Sorry, bud,” he said.


      “Not a problem,” I replied and rocked back onto my haunches for a better view. I don’t think I’ve ever seen one that big that was also so beautifully proportioned when erect. Thick as a baseball bat. Head like a Prussian helmet. The foreskin still covered about half of it. I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around the shaft and pulled back to expose the glans. It glistened with his juice.


      I planted my lips right on the tip of the head, then kissed my way gently down the top of the wide shaft all the way to his pubes. Straight guys sometimes don’t like that—they’d rather you just got right to sucking—but he didn’t seem to mind at all. If anything,


      it seemed to make him surge. His bush smelled of Brut. He’d thoughtfully splashed a bit on in anticipation of his “date.”


      I then lifted the turgid organ and sloppily licked my way up the tender underside all the way back to the enormous tip.


      He husked out an “Oh my God,” and put a hand on either side of my head. I strained my lips over the bulging head of his cock and tasted salt.


      Applying suction, I started going down, getting a gentle shove of assistance from him when it was time to get it past my gag point. The intense pressure of the huge dick down my throat quickly morphed from discomfort to pleasure and then to extreme pleasure, intensified by the knowledge that I’d really gotten him all down. Before I knew it, my nostrils were stuffed with wiry crotch hairs fragrant with cheap cologne.


      I started blowing him in earnest, moving rhythmically up and down the bone with my lips tight, deep-throating every few strokes and in between stroking the excess of his shaft with my hand.


      “Oh … sweet … Jesus,” he whispered. I have a theory that CSGs invoke the Lord’s name when they’re getting blown more than they ever do in church.


      I didn’t want him to cum standing. I let the cock slip from my lips. “You wanna sit down for this, Chuck? Might be a little more comfortable.”


      “Huh? Oh, yeah, sure.” He walked over to the sofa and flopped down on it, the saliva-glazed beef stick remaining at full attention. He kicked off his shoes and pants as I got up from my knees, then slipped off his shirt to reveal the full glory of his upper body. I stopped in my tracks to take it in. After this, I wouldn’t have to look away in the shower.


      I pulled off my shirt and quickly whipped open my fly to free my own erection. Chuck pulled his foreskin up and down over the tip as I came slowly toward the place right between his splayed thighs. I figured it wouldn’t take long to finish him. It was just as I started to squat to get back to work that he did something that took me completely by surprise: He grabbed my cock.


      He regarded it with a look of fascination. There was, of course, a good chance he’d never seen another man erect, and the size may have surprised him (I’m a grower). Figured I’d let him explore. He took his free hand and put a finger in the drop hanging from my slit, then rubbed the slime around the head. He looked up at me. I arched an eyebrow.


      He whispered, as though that were necessary. “Would you mind if I gave it a try myself, buddy? Just for the hell of it? I’m curious what it’d be like, that’s all. Maybe I won’t like it.” This wasn’t really standard CSG behavior.


      “You sure you wanna do that, Chuck?”


      His tongue was already on it as he nodded assent. He licked every bit of sap off my plum, then sucked it into his mouth and swallowed me, gurgling and slurping as he went. The suction of his soft lips was perfect. He took hold of my nut bag just firmly enough to stimulate it but not hard enough to hurt. He massaged it as he worked the entire length of my dick down his gullet and held it there, swallowing.


      He’d done this before.


      It’s true that some guys have a natural talent, but not like that. Chuck was a seasoned cocksucker—one who wanted me to think he was an oral virgin.


      I decided to play along. “Good job, Chuck,” I moaned. “You’re doing it great, buddy. Just be sure to watch the teeth.” Like he needed any instruction.


      His lips stayed tight around my wrench as it disappeared and then emerged from his trap. He gave it a sloppy tongue-flourish each time he reached the head, re-lubricating his whiskered lips with the cocktail of his spit and my pre-cum. He squeezed one nut and then the other, back and forth as he chowed down. He was getting me close surprisingly fast, but I wanted it to last longer.


      I yanked out with a pop and got down on my knees between his legs. His drip was running down the underside of his cock like syrup. I licked it off while he squirmed and moaned. He seemed to like it, so I kept it up, treating his organ like a monster popsicle, starting at the head and not missing a spot on my way down to his nuts. When I got to the bottom I decided to keep going. I let my tongue rove over the thick-skinned sac, stroking him softly with my hand as I sucked the left nut into my mouth and savored it.


      “Jesus fuck!” he observed breathlessly.


      I popped it out and took the other one. Taking both at once wasn’t an option. His breathing got heavier yet. I let number two slip out in the hopes of refocusing my attention on his cock, but he didn’t let me. I felt his hand pressing on the top of my head. He was pushing me down further. I gulped in disbelief. No straight guy ever wants that. No truly straight guy.


      I resisted for a bit, just to make sure he was serious. He raised his legs, and his hairy crack split open to display the pinkest of little puckers. A smooth little clearing in the forest. It looked almost wet. I dove on in.


      The skin of his asshole was silky and hot. It quivered when I ran the point of my tongue around the rim.


      “Yeah-h-h. Yeah, buddy,” he cooed as I ate out his asshole. I plunged my tongue in deep. He squealed, and his hole clenched down so tight it forced me out.


      I raised my head to get a look at him. From the vantage point of his crotch, his abs and pecs were foreshortened in a way that turned them into sweaty mountain ranges of muscle.


      He smiled, still shyly, and spoke again: “Would you …”


      “Would I what?”


      “I just wondered what it’d be like …” He stopped, unable to bring himself to say it out loud. “I mean, maybe it’d be OK to try it just this once.”


      I put my thumb on his hole. I wanted him to say it. “What?”


      He mouthed the words “Fuck me,” then looked away. His asshole pulsed against my finger.


      I found my pants and got the condom out of my wallet. He grabbed the back of each thigh and pulled hard enough to make his butt open wider. I bit the rubber out of its packet, rolled it on, and spat in my hand for lube, slathering it all over my sheathed erection. He closed his eyes when I touched the top to his hole. His lips parted as I entered him.


      He was tight, but he didn’t fight that first, slow thrust. If it was painful, it was a pain he wanted. His expression read more like ecstasy than discomfort; his lips curled to a grin as I started rocking in and out. It was clear he was getting his bliss-gland tickled with every plunge I made up his chute. He rode the fucks like a skilled navigator rides the rapids, like butter rides the churn, like … hell, like a man who knows how to take a hard dick and love every bloody second of it.


      It seems my buddy Chuck was no virgin down there, either.


      I shot my wad unexpectedly when his hole clamped down on me on an inward thrust, filling the rubber inside him. I held myself hard in him, reaching for his nips as he stroked his pole. Just the lightest touch to his tits did it. His abs clamped into a meaty eight-pack, and a gusher of hot semen blasted out of him, leaving a creamy trail all the way from his pubes to his chin.


      I gave him a minute to process before pulling out and yanking off the loaded condom. I tied a knot in it, spinning it around a couple times before dropping onto his belly. “I’ll let you throw that away,” I said. I pulled on my shirt and pants and sat in the chair opposite him to put on my shoes. His legs were still raised, his asshole still exposed, still wide open from the pounding it’d taken.


      I toyed with the idea of busting him right then and there, demanding he tell me how many men down his throat and up his ass it had taken for him to get that good. But I decided against it. If he wanted to play the virgin straight guy, what the hell. “How’d you like it?” I asked.


      He let go of his thighs and relaxed back into his seat. The shy expression came over his face again, but wasn’t fooling me anymore. “That was really fun,” he said. “I kinda liked it.”


      “Yeah. Fun,” I said with a smirk. I finished tying my shoes and rose to go. “Thanks, Chuck,” I said and headed out.


      “Hey, wait a sec,” he called after me. “Y-you wouldn’t want to do this again sometime, would you? Cindy’s away about once a month … could I call you sometime again, when I’m home alone?”


      I paused at the door. Chuck was no CSG after all. He was nothing but a Pennsylvania closet case. Sure, the sex was ball-blisteringly hot, but I didn’t feel like being added to the list of men (and I knew he had one) who service him when the wife’s away. Not my style. It was gonna have to be, “No, thanks.” I turned to get a last look at him.


      He lay sprawled there across the sofa, his hands locked behind his head so that the debilitating aroma of his hairy pits wafted my way. His nuts hung low. The monumental dick lay semi-flaccid across his thigh, its head now engulfed in the skin wrapping. It swelled a bit as he smiled.


      “Sure,” I said. “Call me.”

    

  


  
    
      Rite of Passage


      Joe Thompson


      Graduation day. This was one of the biggest moments of my twenty-two years, with my mom and sister flying out from Austin to see me in my black robe, receiving my diploma from UCLA. But as I sat listening to one of my old English professors give an awesome speech that had my fellow classmates moving between laughter and sentimental tears, I thought one thing to myself: Is this it?


      Don’t get me wrong, I was thrilled to be graduating, to be going through what I knew to be a major rite of passage. Yet it still felt a little empty. And I couldn’t explain why. Even as we ceremoniously turned the tassels on our graduation caps from one side to the other in a gesture symbolizing our changed status, as I screamed and cheered along with the other graduates, I knew I was just going through the motions.


      I’d graduated with honors after a great college experience, and even had a potential job lined up, but for some reason I didn’t feel like I’d done anything special.


      As graduates dispersed to find our families, I went over the last couple of years in my head, trying to take stock. And that’s when I ran into Steve.


      “Hey! Buddy!” he yelled, pulling me into that handshake hug straight men do.


      Steve was a big guy, broad, an Irish blond UCLA football player with blue eyes and the kind of big smile that lights up a room. He and I had been roommates during our summer abroad in London, studying Shakespeare in the day and seeing performances by the Royal Shakespeare Company at night.


      Ninety students, eighty of them girls, and of the ten guys, I’d lucked out with the hottest as my roommate.


      And we’d fucked.


      Here’s how I’d imagined it happening.


      I’m in the shower, trying to wash away the mental exhaustion from a long day of classes. I’m horny as hell, my balls feel thick and full from lack of action. As the hot water sprays over my face and chest, I reach down, cup them in my hand, and pull.


      My shaft, already thickening from the water hitting it, slaps against my slick wet thigh and springs completely erect. I take the hardening rod and squeeze at the base of the head, a little harder than I should, and tingling excitement dances through it.


      I look down at the head, hoping to spy some glistening pre-cum—I even dab my finger against it for a small sample to taste—but nothing can be seen or felt through the steaming water.


      “Sorry, gotta piss …” Steve says as he bounds into the bathroom like it’s a regular gym locker. I spin around so he can’t see my cock through the opaque shower curtain, inadvertently giving him a good shot of my ass instead.


      “Knock much?” I snap, annoyed. But if I’d thought about it, I shouldn’t have been surprised. This guy grew up in locker rooms, playing football since he was in elementary school. For him, smelling the sour scent of gym clothes while taking a piss next to someone showering isn’t odd. Hell, the only odd thing right now is that there’s actually a shower curtain, since most school locker rooms are open and exposed to the world.


      “Dude, when you gotta go, you gotta go.” He’s in his boxers, shirtless, ready for bed. I stare at his wide back, spot the thick blond hair covering the side of his pecs, the natural abs showing through his muscle-bound body. “I was drinking a shit ton of beer tonight.” I hear his piss hitting the water, strong and steady, but the noise is interrupted by his chuckle. “Why the hell you hiding? I’ve seen guys in the shower before.”


      I say nothing, grabbing the soap so that I’ll look like I’m busy doing something rather than hiding my cock. I turn back just as he finishes, but it’s his light chuckle that gets my attention this time.


      “Come on, I said I was sorry about bustin’ in. It’s not like you’re hiding a boner or anything …”


      I slowly turn and show Steve that I am—and now my dick is pointing straight out at him. He locks onto it, surprised but not nervous. He seems fascinated and draws closer, pulling the curtain aside so he can see my wet, dripping rod. And then, as if pulled by an urge he never knew he had, Steve takes my dick in his hand.


      “I’ve never touched another dude’s junk,” he whispers, and his hand starts slowly stroking me.


      “It’s cool,” I say back. Steve looks up, and instead of his usual big smile, his icy blue eyes are intensely serious. He gently presses on my rod, pushing me back into the shower. He steps in, letting the stream soak him, and his broad body leans into mine.


      My back and ass press into the cold shower tiles, but Steve’s warm chest and stomach press against me, warming my body from the opposite side. He’s so big, so muscular, that it feels like the pressure of his body might suffocate and crush me. And yet it doesn’t—it just holds me there, locked in place, unable to move or resist.


      Steve’s cock pushes through his boxers and against my own rod. I reach down, take it out, and feel the shaft. It curves slightly to the right, thick and rigid in my hand. I want it in my mouth.


      “Can I taste it?” I ask, and Steve simply nods, putting his hands on my shoulder as he pushes me down. The hot water flows over my head and back, streaming between my ass cheeks, over my puckered hole, down my taint and off my nuts. It’s a fantastic, purifying sensation.


      I stare at that curved cock for a moment, run my hand over the shaft, then look up into Steve’s eyes. He nods his consent and I take it into my mouth.


      At first I only accept half, wanting to see how it will fit, but after a few strokes of my lips I turn my head slightly so that it glides down the back of my tongue and throat. Steve moans, his hands hold my head in place, and I can feel his big, brutish body arching back.


      My hands cup his muscular ass, and I can’t believe how tight it is—a rock of flesh and muscle flexed in pure pleasure because my mouth is on his cock. I want more, I want to find his hole, to tap the edge with my finger and see if I can sneak something inside, to touch his soft spot and show him something no UCLA cheerleader could ever hope to show him. Instead, he gives me a new command.


      “Play with your dick,” he whispers. “I want to see you cum.”


      I nod, keeping my left hand on his dick while my right hand begins stroking my own to the rhythm set by my mouth. In and out, faster and faster.


      “That’s it, buddy. Show me you like suckin’ my dick.” His breathing increases along with my own stroking. “Yeah, man, show me your fuckin’ seed. I want to see you shoot …”


      With those words I imagine pulling my mouth off his cock and letting my cum fly.


      And in reality, while in the shower in Steve’s and my shared hotel room in London, that fantasy did make my cum fly. It shot out from my swollen nuts, though my desperate shaft, and down onto the shower floor. I grunted and moaned like I’d never done before, probably because this was the longest I’d ever gone without jacking off since hitting puberty.


      Suddenly, there was no more imagining Steve and me sexing it up. Instead of having my first hookup with him, I was taking advantage of his absence. Steve was out drinking with some of the other students like I’d imagined, but that was as far as my fantasy met reality.


      Until there was a knock on the bathroom door.


      “Dude, you done?” Steve shouted through the door. “Sorry, but I gotta piss.”


      “One sec,” I shouted, scrambling to grab my blue gym shorts and shove them over my wet, naked body.


      “Sorry, man,” he repeated, “but when you gotta go you gotta go.”


      “Drinking a shit ton tonight?” I asked as I opened the door.


      Steve nodded as he shoved himself past me and raced to the toilet. And that’s when I smelled it. As the fresh air from the bedroom hit the steam-filled bath, I could smell my own musky cum. It was rich, heavy, and it sent a ripping fear through my chest because I knew Steve could smell it, too. Because, gay or not, he had to know what cum smelled like.


      “You should’ve come with us,” Steve said over his shoulder. He looked at me, his eyes dropped, and he quickly turned back to pissing. “We ran into your asshole Gator boyfriend, but the girls he was with liked me, so it was all good …”


      I zoned him out, immediately feeling what Steve had seen before looking away: my wet cock head had left a shiny cum stain on the silky blue fabric. I quickly darted into the bedroom to throw some flannel pajama bottoms on.


      “I didn’t piss you off, did I?” he asked, entering the room as he zipped up his jeans. “I was just kidding about the boyfriend thing.”


      “I just needed to get some clothes on,” I said. “And Mike is an asshole. And totally gay.”


      After Steve and I became roommates, we realized we both liked working out. He’d said he needed to stay in shape for when he got back to football in the fall, and I told him I did it to get laid—which made him laugh. That’s how I came out to Steve, because even though I wasn’t planning on hooking up with anyone in our hotel room, I didn’t want there to be any secrets about it. It was a vow I’d made to myself after leaving Austin to attend UCLA, and I wasn’t going to back down now.


      Fortunately, Steve was cool with it. I never thought he was gay or bi, but he was curious about things. He’d sometimes ask about how often I’d have sex in L.A., how easy it was to hook up, and on one occasion he asked how much butt sex hurt.


      I told him it didn’t—if the guy knew what he was doing.


      However, the guy Steve was talking about at that moment, Mike, was in London with a group from the University of Florida. Steve and I had seen him at the gym, where he made crazy eye contact with me. So much so that even Steve noticed.


      “Is that dude checking you out?” he asked while spotting me on the bench press. I’d looked up over my chest and abs to see Mike—short, black buzz-cut hair wearing a T-shirt with the sides cut out so you could see his sculpted chest and abs. He was facing the gym mirror, but stealing fast glances at me. “Dude, I think he’s looking at your junk.”


      So did I. But when we ran into Mike and some of his classmates at a pub a week later, he ignored us. It was strange because when you meet other Americans in a foreign country, you usually start some kind of conversation. But Mike acted like we’d interrupted a funeral. His girlfriends were cool, explaining that they were all there studying Urban Planning, but all we got from Mike was his name and a lot of attitude.


      We saw him again after that, and I’d still catch him looking from time to time, checking out my ass or arms. But even then, whenever we’d make eye contact he’d look away. Strange.


      “Well, I told him you loved him,” Steve said, flopping down on his bed, obviously exhausted. “You’re welcome.”


      I laughed, and relief washed over me as Steve kicked off his shoes. I’m sure he knew what I’d been doing—he had to know—but it looked like he’d ignore it.


      I don’t know for certain if Steve interrupting my fantasy jack-off session put ideas into his head, but when it finally came down to us hooking up I can say this: Both Mike and Steve’s girlfriend had something to do with it—and the reality was much better than I’d imagined.


      • • •


      “Fuck!” Steve said, pained, but in the lowest whisper I’d ever heard. I knew it was serious.


      “What?” I asked. It was late and we’d been in our room reading Coriolanus when he took a break to check his Facebook.


      “Gracie cheated on me,” he said, his eyes wide in disbelief. “She made me promise that when I was away I wouldn’t hit on other girls. She thought I was getting bored or something.”


      I got off my bed and looked over his shoulder. She’d told him via Facebook message—saying with the time change and his schedule she couldn’t get a hold of him any other way. Seeing Gracie’s picture made me suddenly understand a bit more about Steve. She was beautiful and hot, the kind of girl you could introduce to your parents before fucking her in a car.


      “Were you bored?” I asked.


      “No!” he snapped. “I fucking adore her. And she … What the fuck?”


      He started crying, and the instant it began, he bent over so I wouldn’t see. I slid to the edge of the bed and put my hand on his shoulder.


      “Did she know that?”


      Steve paused and looked up at me, confused.


      “I’ve had a lot of tricks. I’ve done a lot,” I said to him gently. “Then I met a guy I really liked. A guy I really pictured I could be with for a long time. But I never said anything about it to him. Then when he hooked up with someone else, what could I do? I was hurt, but it was my fault, you know?”


      He looked at me, and another lone tear fell from his eyes.


      “I’m not saying that’s what happened with you, but people fuck up. They do. But they can make things right again if they want.”


      Steve looked at me, looked away, then stood up.


      “Want to get a drink?” he asked. I nodded, and we took off for the pub.


      Here’s the thing you need to know if you’re ever drinking outside the United States: foreign beers often have more alcohol in them than ours do here, so it’s easier to accidentally get drunk. That’s why, when Mike and some of his girlfriends from UF came into the pub, I decided we’d chat them up.


      “Mike, are you single?” I asked. Needless to say, I was a little tipsy. Mike looked at the girls with him but said nothing. “I’m not hitting on you, I’m trying to help all these hot women out.” They cheered with that “Woooo-oooo!” straight girl siren sound they make whenever they’ve had too many cocktails. “But if you were single and into guys, I’d totally be free to have you buy me a drink.”


      Everyone laughed. Everyone—except Mike.


      “I’ll let your boyfriend do that,” he said, rolling his eyes at Steve.


      “Did he just snarl?” I laughed, which got his classmates to join in.


      Steve leaned in to Mike. “Dude, I’m straight, but I’d totally go gay for him.” He put his arm around my shoulder. “This is the best roommate ever!”


      He planted a kiss on my cheek as Mike’s UF group cheered.


      “Fucking leave …” Mike muttered. I stopped, serious, and looked at him. “You guys want to do that shit,” he continued, “get the fuck out. No one needs to see your faggot shit.”


      I snapped, lurching forward and shoving Mike against the wall.


      “Who’s a fucking faggot, asshole?” I shoved him again. Steve grabbed me from behind, but I screamed at Mike, “I’ll rip your fucking nuts off …”


      Smack! Mike hit me in the face. With his hand. Yeah, he slapped me.


      “Seriously?” I yelled. “You slapped me? Who’s the fucking faggot now?”


      Steve pulled me out of the pub before the bartenders could react. Once we were a block away, he started laughing.


      “Dude! You were like a frat guy. What’s up?”


      I stood on the sidewalk, next to an old stone building that now housed a Laundromat, and started shaking. “I was pushed into lockers and beat up in junior high and high school because I was gay. I’ve been called a fag. I’ve known people who’ve been gay bashed. I will never put up with it. Never …” It was my turn to start crying.


      Steve brushed his thumb on my cheek to wipe away a tear. Our eyes locked. We stared at one another. Then Steve leaned in and kissed me. It happened so quickly I pulled back in surprise.


      “You don’t want this,” I said, worried this could jack up our friendship. “You’re drunk.”


      “I’m not,” he said. He kissed me again. “And I do.”


      The kisses were soft, delicate, like he was worried he’d hurt me. But as the realization hit me that Steve’s big hands had wrapped themselves around my waist and his strong, square, stubbled jaw was rubbing against mine, I let my instincts take over. I pressed my tongue into his mouth, showing him how to be both tender and tough in one simple, subtle kiss.


      Steve’s big arms whipped me around and against the Laundromat wall. He pressed his weight into my body, making it tough but amazing to breathe, like each breath was bringing desperate, glorious life into my entire body.


      “We need to go,” I said, realizing that though we weren’t in a busy area we also weren’t in Soho or Vauxhall, where guys kissing on the street was more common. “You OK with this?”


      Steve nodded, took my hand, and we rushed back to the hotel.


      As soon as we were inside our room, Steve gripped his shirt at the shoulders and yanked it over his head. I stared at his large, furry chest, taking it all in. I’d seen it plenty of times but now it was mine to admire. I ran the back of my hand up his chiseled stomach, over his pec, coming to his nipple where my finger lightly teased the tip.


      “This OK?” he asked me, suddenly nervous. “You good?”


      “Fuck yeah,” I said, bringing my head down to take his nipple into my mouth. I sucked on it lightly and felt Steve tense up, his body arching back as his hand came up and held my mouth in place.


      “God …” He exhaled, letting me know he loved it. I flicked my tongue rapidly, feeling the nipple harden in my mouth. I bit down lightly to see how he’d take it, and once more he squirmed with pleasure.


      The second I took my mouth off he picked me up, his round, veiny biceps bulging under my weight. Even though I’m not a light guy—160 pounds of stocky muscle—he easily tossed me onto his bed. I immediately reached up, grabbed his shoulders and pulled him down on top of me. I let his tongue explore my mouth, neck, and ears, enjoying the chills that ran from my jaw and neck around to the back of my head.


      That moment was amazing, but I wanted Steve to see what it was like, so with a quick turn I pushed him onto his back.


      Steve’s football player build was magnificent, a wall of muscle and flesh covered in a thin layer of blond hair. I pushed his arm above his head, leaned in, and slowly ran my tongue up his furry pit. He smelled sweet and sweaty, a combination of man and boy scents mingling together.


      “Fuckkkk …” he laughed, like he’d never felt this sensation before. He relaxed, letting my lips and tongue explore the muscles hidden under the hair. I felt Steve’s abs tense up as he squirmed underneath me. “Man …” he exhaled, relaxing more.


      My mouth worked my way down, appreciating every muscular line until I reached his pants. I slipped his jeans and boxers off, revealing that long cut cock. It was curved like I imagined, smooth, with a tight furry sac at the base.


      I ran my nose over his tool, taking in that sweet musky scent. My tongue slowly tasted his balls, his taint, his thighs, teasing him as I inched closer and closer to his shaft. Then, finally, unable to control myself, I took Steve into my mouth, angling my head as I’d imagined I’d need to in order to swallow the whole thing.


      “Holy shit …” Steve gasped as his hard cock cap rested on the back of my throat. I swallowed so he’d feel the pressure on the tip, and as I did his big hands came down onto my head. His hips rose up, so I relaxed my mouth and throat to let him fuck my face.


      I gagged, but as I lifted my mouth off his cock, my hand went in to stroke it, taking all that stringy throat spit to slick it up.


      “You OK?” he asked. I laughed and went back to sucking his dick. After a minute, he pulled me off him. “Dude, you’ve got me close.” His breathing and blue eyes were intense with excitement. He pulled my shirt off me. “Let me try.”


      I stood up and pulled my jeans and briefs down as Steve sat up on the bed. He stared at my dick, fascinated, then opened his mouth and took it in. He couldn’t do it as deeply as me, but he moved with a strong and steady beat, up and down as his big hands cupped my ass. And as good as my dick felt in that moment, my mind was focused on his hands working my cheeks open, exposing and hiding my hole with each move.


      There were things I wanted to do with Steve—like eat his ass or swallow his cum—but I worried they would freak him out. However, there was one thing I knew a straight dude would want more than anything: a tight asshole to fuck.


      “Fuck me,” I said, reaching for my toiletry bag. Steve stared at me as I pulled out lube and rubbers, stunned by my control. I pushed him down onto his back.


      “You sure?”


      I nodded, very sure indeed.


      I gave him a quick suck to keep him hard, then slid the rubber over that curving cock. I then straddled his body, slathered his dick with lube and put more onto my hungry hole. I held him in place, angled myself above it, and gently put the tip against me.


      That’s when Steve thrust his hips up and banged me with his boner. I let out a painful cry and fell over him.


      “Oh my God, I’m sorry!” he said. “Are you OK?”


      “It’s not a pussy,” I gasped through gritted teeth.


      “Sorry, man, I’ve never fucked a guy before.”


      I rolled onto my back and nodded, took a deep breath, and pulled Steve on top of me. “Let me show you.”


      I lifted my legs and straddled him as he rose up onto his knees. My hand stroked his lubed dick and I pulled it to me, letting it rest against my hole. The pain had gone but my ass was nervous, so I gently pressed myself into his dick head. Slowly, thoughtfully, the tip made its way inside, then the whole head, and then the shaft. I pressed one of my legs against his meaty ass to hold him there.


      “Feel how tight I am?” He nodded. “You move slowly at first …” He did. “Yeah, like that. Think about how tight I’m holding you. And when you feel me loosening up, you can speed up. And if we can keep going, you’ll be able to bang the hell out of me. Got it?”


      Steve nodded, leaned in, and kissed me gently. My hole instantly relaxed. So he kept kissing me, his tongue moving deeply into my mouth as his speed increased, his curving cock quickly nailing my spot.


      “God, fuck yeah,” I groaned, lost in the euphoria. “Harder, man.”


      He rose up, bringing his dick nearly out and then plunging it deeply back in. I threw my head back, feeling the tingles race through my chest with every thrust. I instinctively grabbed his pecs, then punched his chest, looking in his eyes as I said, “Yes!” over and over.


      Steve arched up, trying to keep pace with my needs, so I reached around with my lubed right finger and tapped it on his hole. He slowed and shook his head.


      “I don’t know, man …”


      “Trust me,” I said, nodding assurance. Steve was wary at first, but then started his rhythm up again. With each move away from my hole, he pressed his pucker against my index finger. First the tip entered, then my finger slid in.


      Steve moaned and started fucking me harder again, and when he did my entire finger slid smoothly in and out of his fuzzy hole. I turned my hand, found his soft spot, and tapped it.


      “Fuck!” he cried out in disbelief. “Fuck … Fuck … Fuck!”


      He came, pushing his package deep in me with each orgasmic thrust, harder and harder, hitting my sweet spot with each move.


      I wanted to cum with a dick inside me, so I took my left hand and grabbed hold of my hard rock, slick with spit and dripping in pre-cum. With a few quick strokes, my wad flew free, spurting onto Steve’s stomach before splattering back down onto mine.


      He pulled out gently and laid his body down on top of mine. And then, for some unknown reason, we both started laughing.


      That was the memory flashing through my head as I met Steve’s mom and dad—and Gracie, who he’d made up with when we got back from London a month later. Steve and I never hooked up again, never talked about it, and didn’t even friend one another on Facebook like we said we would. I’m not sure why things happened that way, but they did.
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