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Starched white dress shirt just barely covering his ripped torso?

Tight shorts showing off a bulbous muscle ass? 

A face and a patina of manly stubble that shouted hello even from kitty-corner across the street?

And all that at nine A.M. on an Amelia Island Friday? 

Maybe it was Eran’s lucky day, for a dude like that to just walk into Eran’s Eclairs, six feet of legs and seven acres of ass. Most likely, though, this guy was straight and all he’d do for Eran was providing some unattainable torment. Straight guys were like that. 

“You guys open here?” He smiled like eclairs were something to laugh about. His teeth shone brilliant white. His pink lips would’ve been beautiful wrapped around a nice — a nice chocolate eclair.

“Yup, we sure are.” Eran did his best to answer like a welcoming business owner, not like a lonely gay man with certain long-neglected needs.

Anything, or anybody, would have been open for a customer like that, profit and loss be damned. As long as his aura shone upon the business, rent payments, utility bills, and meeting payroll weren’t a thing. Eran’s Eclairs would stay open somehow for him. 

He was worth it. He was blocky but not overbuilt, stocky but not fat, and his physique screamed masculine perfection. 

He sang out his order: “Chawcla yeeecla.” Pure New York. It was somehow indescribably hot when a youngish stud had that accent, much more so than the usual sour-faced New Yorker snowbirds whined about about their yeeclas. 

Eran relished New-Yorker-bashing as much as any other Floridian did, but he was wet in the mouth and hard in the pants over this slice of the Big Apple. 

The big-city stud lingered a few extra seconds at the ordering counter. That gave Eran a longer view of his face, but unfortunately delayed another good view of his ass.

He finally turned around, ostensibly to look for a table. His back was turned to Eran. And not just his back.

There it was. Damn. 

“Nice place you got here.” He peeked out between window blinds at the sun rising over the ocean, then peeked back over his shoulder at Eran. It was almost as if he’d missed the sight of Eran since a few seconds back. Or so Eran could tell himself.

“Thanks. This bakery is kind of my life’s work.” That was a lot more professionally respectable than replying Nice ass you got there or If you like my bakery, you should see my bedroom! 

Eran’s bakery was struggling for customers, but Eran’s bedroom wasn’t. He took all comers. 

But the same over-groomed or perfectly ungroomed faces were becoming tiresome. And like the filling of a grocery-store eclair, they lacked substance. 

The “straight” ones kicked Eran to the curb after a night or two, sometimes blaming him for having “lured” them with his looks. He’d grown inured to that. Self-proclaimed straight dudes were the most passionate in bed, but weren’t good for anything beyond that.

But this guy. It would almost be almost enjoyable to get kicked to the curb by an ass like that. 

His tight-fitting black fabric shorts shouted his ass-supremacy from the rooftops. It was a billboard for the beautiful rear sections of the heterosexual American male. Eran still hadn’t stopped staring. Wisps of hair peeked out from under the dude’s shorts as if waving hello to Eran.  There must have been even better fuzz on his even better body parts.

Mister Shorts had no idea his legs were sex beacons. To a straight guy, male legs, even long and muscular ones with calves of pure sex, were just legs. A dude’s legs to them were useful only for walking around home-improvement stores or standing in line for Brad Paisley concerts or chasing after women. Utterly boring. 

A gay guy with legs like that would have been working those gams, hard. Eran probably couldn’t even get a glance from a gay dude with those legs. 

A gay guy would be all full of himself and you’d have to show him your recent modeling portfolio to even get the time of day from him. Only a straight guy could have been so oblivious of his own delectability.

“You look tired. Want a coffee with that triple-chocolate eclair? On the house.” Tanya’s familiar voice shook Eran out of his libidinous flight of fancy. 

Her Russian-accented invitation to the shorts dude was clear and high, a voice of reason. The eclair shop was failing as a business, and she knew it. But Tanya was the captain going down with the ship instead of fantasizing about going down on the customer. 

Tanya, her voice as frizzy as her blonde hair, was as well grounded as the steady gaze of her blue eyes. 

Passing out boxes of eclairs to customers or driving to Costco for supplies or making endless promotional Facebook posts, Tanya’s energy kept the shop running, or at least halfway running, even when Eran’s mind or cock took off for parts unknown. Tanya looked directly at Eran, her look of waking him up from whatever he was idly imagining. Then she hurriedly glanced past Eran, out to the white mail Jeep crawling past the shop, rolled her eyes, then looked directly at the mystery customer, as if awaiting an edict from on high about whether this customer wanted a coffee.

The hunky customer’s eyes did radiate exhaustion. Tanya always knew what eclair-eaters wanted. 

With her beaming smile and snap-snap-snap service, the customers, as few as they were, didn’t even have a chance to complain about the high prices. Three bucks for an eclair would’ve been a bargain in New York, but Amelia Island, as upscale as it was, still wasn’t New York. 

Thanks to Tanya, though, the customers seemed to barely even notice that part. They only had time to notice the great service and the amazing taste. 

Tanya was the force behind the business, and she would also be the one out of a badly needed job were the shop to fold. So there was a very sound business reason to encourage Tanya to continue her focus on customer service, regardless of the kind of service Eran would’ve loved to perform on this customer.

After picking up his complimentary — a compliment about his ass, it was — coffee, the mystery man walked around the eclair shop, to and fro, pirouetting in his loafers. Brown loafers. With shorts. 

Only a straight man would have worn loafers with shorts. Adorably heterosexual. 

The fiery sexual glow of his legs and ass almost overshadowed his face, but what a face it was: olive toned, fine featured, chestnut-brown eyes like a soap opera bad boy. He wore his five P.M. stubble eight hours early, because his looks wouldn’t wait for anything: showing it to the world in the bright and early morning, and it accentuated his masculine powers, his unchallenged claim to be that morning’s poster boy for beefy manliness. 

And the muscle: arms, legs, torso, everywhere. And probably then some.

He didn’t have the clothes or the manner of a manual worker, but his arms were the kind you got from heavy lifting, or throwing, or something like that, not from just sauntering around the gym. 

On the flipside of his biceps and triceps, his underarms bore a hint of sweat stains, just a hint, like a retail manager at three P.M.. And his wavy deep dark chestnut brown hair stood up, semi-ruffled. He looked like he’d been up all night. Either that or he used styling products that simulated it. 

What nocturnal job could this guy have had in Amelia Island? Nothing was open at night in Amelia Island, except for one cruisy bathhou—  nothing was open at night in Amelia Island. There was no reason to have such filthy wet thoughts about such a pure man. 

He probably hadn’t been working. He must’ve spent a long, hard night doing whatever it was that straight guys did all night, maybe shopping at Tommy Hilfiger or eating Buffalo wings with his girlfriend named Brandi.

“I usually avoid coffee,” Mister Hunk said to Tanya. Eran hid back in the baking room. Whatever this guy avoided, Eran could make him crave. “But I’ll take a coffee. Thanks.” 

Did Tanya even notice this dude’s perfect heart-shaped mouth, white teeth, and pink gums? Were women really oblivious to the visuals of a brazenly gorgeous man? 

What other one-time exceptions could this guy make in the name of perking up his morning? Take a coffee. He was welcome to take something hot and fragrant. Wouldn’t cost a thing. 

But this man was a customer. Calm your prancing horses, Eran Banks, graduate of Southeastern Bible College of Birmingham, Alabama and The Culinary Institute of America of Hyde Park, New York, owner and sole proprietor of Eran’s Eclairs, benched power forward for the Jacksonville Joggers indoor hockey team, aspiring student pilot. 

Follow Tanya’s lead. Play it cool. Be the voice of cool-headed reason. There’d be other guys to stare at and fantasize about. And about straight guys: straight guys, especially those who “just wanted to experiment,” always led to trouble.

There had been Liam, the “straight” goalie who had repeatedly gotten down on his knees in the locker room showers, where the only goalbox he might’ve been defending would’ve been his heterosexuality.

He’d invited Eran to shoot goal after goal into his mouth and ass, “just to see how it feels.” Then Liam went from “you’re amazing” and “can we do this every day” before orgasm to awkward silence after orgasm—then complaining to the league that Eran had made unsportsmanlike sexual advances at him. That was how it always went.

Liam wasn’t the only straight guy who’d turned tail like that, but perhaps the most painful one. The hockey league had meant something to Eran—unlike the random Grindr “straight” guys whom Eran was ok with seeing only once.

“You wanna make the coffee for our customer?” Tanya asked Eran with a slightly raised voice and knowing smile. That was a wake-up call from Earth Station Tanya to Starship Eran. She was used to that.

Yes, a gorgeous man had walked into the shop. Yes, this was a man never before seen in small-town Amelia Island. Yes, there was coffee to make. And yes, Tanya knew all of it perfectly well, including Eran’s thoughts on the topic of gorgeous men.

Eran stepped over to his Italian-imported espresso press and started preparing a shot. He’d be a good little barista and at least calmly ask this dude how he liked to swallow a load. 

“Would you like a cappuccino? Latte? Americano?” Eran cleared his throat and coughed a little bit and added a “Me?”

The choices were many. Of Eran, there was only one.

“That’s fancy,” the gorgeous ass with a man attached to it said. He took a shop business card, the one with Eran’s cellphone number. His number was embossed in an eight-point font: big enough to be available but not big enough to be slutty.

“If you want fancy coffee, have you been to Crema?” Tanya asked. She not only promoted Eran’s shop, but even Eran’s friends’ shop. 

“No, what’s that?”

“High-end coffee shop down the street, owned by our friends Clark and Zeke. They taught us how to make coffee. Coffee-wise, we kind of live in their shadow.” That was good. Tanya could talk about Crema in terms of coffee, not in terms of the two unavailable hunks who ran it.

“She’s right, you know,” Eran said, trying to squeeze every last bit of charm from his mouth when addressing this probably-straight hunk. “We’re not as fancy as Crema. We can still be pretty fancy with your coffee though. So how do you want your morning load?” Just when Eran thought he’d gotten his libidinous impulses under control, his tongue did its own thing.

“Plain espresso. Thanks.”  The man nodded.

“You just finished work?” Eran asked, valiantly holding back Did you just get off? 

“Something like that.” And the mysterious man left it at that. Secrets were sexy. Let them stay secrets. 

Bakery guys had a reputation for being nosy, and that was one stereotype Eran didn’t want to live up to. He’d already used up his bakery-owner stereotype allowance by being wide-openly gay.

Legs Up To Here sat down at a table between the front door and the display case. He gripped the eclair in his two hands and took it up to his mouth. He held it before his lips and sniffed the line of chocolate that ran along its length. He brushed the tip of his tongue on the cream at the tip, then wrapped his lips around it. 

Eran almost jizzed.

Eclair pushed deep into his mouth, the man glanced Eran’s way. 

Eran looked away, at the suddenly fascinating wall clock. He couldn’t trust himself to behave. 

Then Adonis With The Ass Shorts finally broke down his false veneer of heterosexuality and admitted his fiery lust for Eran. 

A Donna Summer song blared from the island’s emergency public address system. Glitter confetti rained from the skies. Ass Adonis jumped up on the pastry case and gyrated like a hula dancer. 

He ripped off his white shirt. His rippled six-pack and huge chest beckoned to all the world. His nipples were the color of Merlot. 

He flamboyantly threw away his shirt. Then he slid his triple-chocolate eclair up and down between his muscled pecs, rubbed it on his nipples. A dollop of cream oozed out.

He leaned his head back and slowly slid the heaving, throbbing eclair in and out of his mouth. 

Finally he shoved it all the way down his throat while sending a desperately lascivious wink Eran’s way. 

If Eran’s fantasies could be trusted. 

Reality was more like the customer was quietly eating his eclair, still holding it to his mouth calmly in both hands, exactly the way Eran would have wanted his own eclair held.

“This is great. This eclair is great. I didn’t know there’d be something like this in a bumfuck Florida island town,” the guy said from way over at his table, between happy licks and sucks. 

Eran’s fantasy faded away like morning fog. The guy wasn’t shirtless, and he wasn’t gyrating, but at least he was enjoying the pastry. His tongue and mouth made quick work of the crust, the glazing, and the filling.

“Oh! Thank you!” Eran beamed his winning and seductive smile together with his gratitude. At least the guy really was sliding an eclair into his hungry mouth; at least that part wasn’t make-believe-land.

“You can watch if you want.”

“I can watch?”

“Gay dudes in New York always stare at me when I’m eating eclairs.” The mystery man cracked a cocky smile. “Out here I’m probably even more of a spectacle.”

This heterospecimen actually knew when he was attracting the wandering eyes of a certain ten percent of men? 

He was a genius, as far as straight men’s knowledge of cock-gobblers went. He knew his gay. 

That was good and bad. Eran’s interest would be acknowledged instead of being a gay tree falling in the heterosexual forest with nobody to hear it. But if this guy knew what was up—Eran’s dick among things that were up—Eran could no longer pretend that their playing was unintentional.

“How did you know I’m—” Eran asked, to his customer’s mischievous grin. 

Eran could have sworn: this guy’s eyes roamed all the way down from Eran’s face to his crotch and back up again. This was serious visual groping, not the usual hetero man’s touch-and-go quickie scan.

“Pink highlights in your hair. And you’re a fan of Norse mythology.” 

The mystery man pointed up at the monitor above the counter. Eran speed-walked around the eclair case. He’d forgotten to switch the video source on the sixty-inch LED screen. 

Travis Fimmel was still mooning the world, a Viking helmet Photoshopped onto his butt crack. Eran sometimes used the bakery computer for personal research. At night. Especially when he wanted to find out which male celebrities had their nude photos leaked. So he could feel sorry for them, of course.

“Don’t worry, man. I’m from New York, not the swamp boonies.” The mystery man enunciated clearly just in case anyone misheard New York as Nude Dork or Dude Pork. “It’s fine, it’s cool if you like Vikings. I’m not homophobic.”

“Vike, vayc—are you vacationing here?” Eran clicked the remote control to turn off the screen. 

Norsemen could wait. There was someone hunkier in the bakery. 

This guy was probably another vacationing New Yorker. 

They’d cast their ships into Miami, then conquered Fort Lauderdale. They must have been sending their ships into Amelia Island, the most handsome and callipygian of their kind scouting out for fertile land. 

In Viking mode this guy would be wearing a leather hide, a bull-horned helmet, maybe some Timberlands, swashbuckling through Okefenokee Swamp, rippling muscle, pumping glutes, pouring sweat under the sun— 

“Are you ok?” The swashbuckler lay his scratchy, mottled but very warm palm on Eran’s arm. 

That was the last straw. Eran couldn’t hold it anymore. He’d just ship himself with this guy. Forever.

“Sorry. Lost in thought.” He’d just been thinking about vikings. He didn’t mention the bald-headed viking standing in his pants.

“I was just saying.” He smiled. He smiled. “I’m not homophobic. I like your shop and your eclairs. I’ll be back.”

“Not on vacation here?” Wasn’t it normal to ask any gorgeous man the details of his itinerary?

“Business trip,” he said after a few seconds of uncomfortable hesitation. “Gotta go now.” 

He tilted his head back and swallowed the espresso in one gulp. He knew how to drink espresso. New York City style, it must’ve been. Eran could only imagine what else the city had taught him. 

The ass and the legs and the rest of the mystery man walked outside, and stopped momentarily to look at the white Jeep idling at the curb. The mystery New Yorker only glanced inside the Jeep and walked on, to wherever perfect men came from or went to.

Tanya called out from the kitchen as soon as the customer was gone: “At least you covered Travis’s butt with a helmet.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Two

[image: ]




That little eclair had been spectacularly delicious, an amazingly great eclair, full of substance and flavor. It was full-on, no-holds-barred pastry, rich cream, dark chocolate: no half-assed anything. 

Jake could eat eclairs like that every day. Crispy, buttery, flaky exterior crust. Real chocolate, deep and musky and bitter. Heavy, solid choux cream inside, thick like butter.

Where was anything like that in New York? Maybe nowhere. New York had everything, was the center of the world, but for eclairs—it was definitely Eran’s Eclairs in bumfuck-nowhere Amelia Island. He’d have to remember that place. Eran’s Eclairs.

Maybe that gay dude who’d served him was Eran? He was genial enough. And he’d obviously been staring with his gay eyes of cock-lust when Jake was licking the eclair and slowly sliding it into his mouth. 

It was hilarious how the gay dude’s calm big head battled with his impulsive little head. He’d turn to look at Jake fellating the eclair, then make himself look away. It was like watching Herman’s Head, that guy doing battle with himself. Fun to watch.
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