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INTRODUCTION







A good story is a good story, whether it has erotic content or not. And the pieces included in this collection are good stories.

Of course, I may be prejudiced, because several of them were included in anthologies I edited for Cleis Press. But the experience of putting together those volumes, as well as writing my own gay erotica, has given me a good sense of what makes a story sexy, intriguing, and worth reading.

My first published story, under the pseudonym Dirk Strong, was called “The Cop Who Caught Me” and sold to Mandate, a gay magazine that combined sexy picture layouts with erotic fiction. That was over thirty years ago, and writing that story, and many others, gave me the entrée I needed to begin editing those Cleis anthologies.

A good story needs to be well-written. Michael Bracken writes strong, propulsive sentences with great descriptions that bring the reader right into the characters’ bedrooms—or wherever else they’re getting it on.

Here’s an example from “Mutable Memories,” the story that kicks off the collection.

“Fairchild had the physique of a man who had never lifted a finger in hard labor. Blue-eyed, sandy haired, clean-shaven, pale of skin, and with little body hair save for the nest cradling his cock and balls, he reminded me of a man much younger than his years. I felt my cock stir at the sight of his nudity just as it had the first time I’d seen him in the bathhouse and nearly every time since.”

It not only describes the narrator’s boss but give us some insight into how they met. Then compare that to this exchange, which begins “The Gimp, the Vig and The Ring.”




“I lifted Jimmy the Gimp by the lapels of his shirt and pushed him back against the brick wall. “You don’t have the money,” I said, “you know what I got to do.”

“Give me a break,” the little guy squealed. “I never been late before.”




The description and the language take us right into the story. And then Bracken writes, in “The Gunsel, the Nance, and the Red-Headed Rooster.”

“He ankled his way to the Ameche and dropped a dime. When Bertha, the old broad who ran the rooming house, picked up the other end of the line, the gunsel asked two questions. After he heard the answers, he left a half on the counter for the waitress and returned to his flivver. He reloaded his Tommy gun and then drove downtown.”

You can’t get language more evocative of time and place than that. Another of the delights of this collection is the way it moves so seamlessly from the historical to the contemporary, all the while taking us on an erotic journey rooted in characters so real, they jump off the page.

The descriptions of sex are great, too, as in this example from “The Gimp”:




He grabbed the bath mitt first, lathered it up with lavender-scented antibacterial body wash and began scrubbing my back and my chest. He worked his way down my body until he was kneeling on the tile floor in front of me, the warm water cascading over us from two separate showerheads and my erect cock bobbing in front of his face.

He used the bath mitt to scrub my heavy ball sac as he leaned forward and took the head of my cock into his mouth. He hooked his teeth behind the spongy soft glans and then bathed my cock head with his tongue.




And then there’s this passage, from the college-set “What a Rush.”




“My cock stiffened as he massaged my balls, and the towel tented in my lap. Kyle wrapped his fist around my cock and jerked me off, his strokes hard and fast, and before I could stop myself, I came.”




That’s important to the reader. We want to feel immersed in stories about real people who have great sex—something we might strive for ourselves, if only we meet the right guy who has the right equipment.

Bracken’s characters are so real, like the pickpockets of “The Hitter and the Stall” and the private eye of “Stand by Your Man.”

I’m a fan of a well-developed setting, too. Bracken has the ability to bring you almost anywhere in the world, from a college frat house to a New York City subway to a wealthy man’s country house. The stories range in time, too, and yet you always know where and when you are.

It’s no surprise that Bracken has written and published so many stories in so many venues, and has frequently won awards and been short-listed for others.

One of the things I love about Bracken’s stories is the way his language suits the setting. In “Mutable Memories,” set in 1900, he writes, “Fairchild brought the foul-smelling [carriage] to a halt at the bottom of the steps and climbed out. He peeled off his cloth peaked cap and driving goggles as he bounded up the steps. When I met him halfway, he shoved them into my hands, peeled off his gloves, and quickly unbuttoned his leather storm coat, adding them to my burden.”

The variety of language is one of the delights of the collection and says so much about the characters.

Criminals, college kids, demanding bosses—whatever your interest, you’ll find it within these pages. And I hope you’ll enjoy them.




—Neil S. Plakcy

Hollywood, Florida




MUTABLE MEMORIES







At the turn of the century, I worked for Michael Fairchild, a confirmed bachelor living off inherited money. In 1900, the day after Christmas, he sent me from the city by train to open up the Connecticut house, to stock the kitchen and bar, and to prepare for the year-end celebration, when he would host several dozen of his equally spoiled friends in a night of drunken debauchery in order to welcome the Twentieth Century.

The housekeeper—an elderly woman who lived with her groundskeeper husband in a cottage on the eastern edge of the property—helped remove and store the sheets that covered and protected the furniture several months of each year. She also gave the entire house a thorough cleaning in preparation for guests, while her husband tidied up the grounds following a Christmas Day storm that scattered several broken branches across the lawn. The entire estate—a furnished eight-bedroom home, several outbuildings that included a water tower to gravity-feed the indoor plumbing, and the elderly couple who cared for it all—had been inherited from Fairchild’s grandfather when the old man died during a visit to a bathhouse in the city.

Much of the hard liquor that would be served during the celebration traveled with me by train, and Fairchild’s cook, a stout woman who brooked no dissent, gave me a long list of foodstuffs to acquire locally prior to her arrival the Sunday before the grand affair. As per my instructions, I ensured that all was in order when my employer arrived mid-morning New Year’s Eve. I stood waiting on the porch as soon as I heard his horseless carriage sputtering up the long drive.

Fairchild brought the foul-smelling thing to a halt at the bottom of the steps and climbed out. He peeled off his cloth peaked cap and driving goggles as he bounded up the steps. When I met him halfway, he shoved them into my hands, peeled off his gloves, and quickly unbuttoned his leather storm coat, adding them to my burden. “Get my bags and take them to my room, Stevens. I need to bathe and change clothes before the guests arrive.”

I had a first name, but Fairchild never used it. I replied, “Yes, sir. Right away, sir.”

My employer had disappeared into the house by then and I doubt if he heard my response. I shifted my load of discarded driving clothes and grabbed both the valise and the suit bag from the passenger seat of his horseless carriage. Then I followed him inside, past the grandfather clock in the foyer, and carried everything up the stairs to the master bedroom at the far end of the hall. I then hung his storm coat in the wardrobe along with most of the contents of the suit bag and unpacked the valise before putting its contents in the dresser. When I finished, I returned to the main floor and found the housekeeper in a tizzy, as Fairchild had tracked something greasy across the hardwood floor.

After listening to her laud Fairchild’s grandfather for his obsessive fastidiousness, and after assuring her that Fairchild would return to the city by week’s end, I went in search of her husband.

In the city, people would gather at City Hall Park that night to hear John Philip Sousa’s band perform while they watched the century count down on the big clock, but Fairchild had other plans. He had me hire a quintet of musicians from the city to perform lively dance music, and I sent the groundskeeper to the train station to greet their arrival and transport them back to the house.

Once Fairchild was satisfied with the liquor selection, that the cook had things well under control in the kitchen, and that the musicians would soon arrive, I followed him upstairs. While I drew his bath, he stripped off the clothes he’d worn during his drive from the city and tossed them in a heap for me to care for later.

Though he had yet to go to fat, as he would later in life, Fairchild had the physique of a man who had never lifted a finger in hard labor. Blue-eyed, sandy haired, clean-shaven, pale of skin, and with little body hair save for the nest cradling his cock and balls, he reminded me of a man much younger than his years. I felt my cock stir at the sight of his nudity just as it had the first time I’d seen him in the bathhouse and nearly every time since.

“How do I look, Stevens?”

I wet my lips with the tip of my tongue and replied, “Delicious.”

My employer smiled and then stepped into the bath. After I scrubbed his back, I left him to finish bathing alone while I laid out his clothing for the evening: a dark blue lounge coat with matching trousers that were cuffed and creased, a white shirt, a dark tie, and two-toned spectators.

I had been with Fairchild since shortly after his grandfather’s death, and I attended to his every need, from delivering his breakfast in bed to organizing the orgiastic parties he hosted. He had no particular skill with numbers, leaving me in charge of all his household accounts. Suffice it to say, with his predilections, Fairchild was unlikely to ever produce an heir, and so, with no incentive to safeguard his grandfather’s fortune, he spared no expense in his efforts to impress and outspend the wealthy young malingerers with whom he fraternized.

He walked naked into the master bedroom, a towel in one hand. I took it from him and vigorously dried his back, his buttocks, and the nest of his pubic hair, causing his balls to tighten and his cock to stir.

Fairchild pushed the towel away. “Save it for later,” he told me. “Guests should be here any moment.”

I helped my employer dress and then followed him downstairs to the living room, where I prepared his first drink of the evening. He’d barely finished it before the first guest arrived, a longtime friend of Fairchild’s named Winston Carnegie.

All of Fairchild’s guests arrived, just as he had earlier, in horseless carriages, parking the damnable things willy-nilly on the lawn. This gave the groundskeeper apoplectic fits until I convinced him and his wife to return to their cottage and ignore what was happening at the house, and I spent much of the early evening greeting young men at the front door and attending to their driving clothes. Once I felt certain everyone had arrived, I moved about the house, refreshing drinks, collecting empty plates, and appreciating the youthful exuberance of nearly three-dozen young men who valued hedonism above all else and who financed their excesses with the blood and sweat of previous generations.

With pendent lights ablaze in every room, lighting the house up like a Broadway theatre, I was able to examine each of the guests in turn. The young men were mostly clean-shaven, though a few sported moustaches or sideburns. All had hair cut short in the fashion of the day and were dressed much the same as Fairchild. They were of various heights and weights and body shapes, but all shared the pale skin of carefree men who spent far more time in the dark than in the light.

When these men weren’t eating, drinking, smoking, and dancing, they were talking. They debated the issues of the day, and they laughed about Mark Twain’s “A Greeting from the 19th Century to the 20th Century,” published in the New York Herald the previous day, and about the predictions of the future published in the New York World’s supplement “New York as It Will Be in 1999,” also published that Sunday. Did anyone really believe that the city would someday be filled with elevated sidewalks that connected skyscrapers with flat roofs designed for airship landings?

As midnight approached, the guests began to pair off, disappearing into one of the seven guest bedrooms and returning to the party a bit later with disheveled clothing and satiated grins. After alcohol diminished their inhibitions and lowered the social barrier between the spoiled wealthy and the help who attended to their needs, I was propositioned half a dozen times and repeatedly had my ass pinched and my crotch fondled. I smiled through it all, knowing full well that my reward would come later.

After I replaced Winston Carnegie’s drink for the second time, he grabbed my arm and said, “You’re a godsend, Stevens. How did Michael ever find you?”

“Fate,” I replied without elaboration.

After an anomaly in household accounting that a previous employer attributed to my negligence cost me my position, I had been forced to take part-time employment as a towel boy in the bathhouse where I first encountered Fairchild and his grandfather. Invisible to them, I was able to observe their dynamic each time they visited. The allowance Fairchild’s grandfather provided wasn’t sufficient to maintain the lifestyle Fairchild desired, and the friction between them led to a fatal confrontation.

“Fate?” Carnegie repeated. “I wish fate had dropped you on my doorstep. I’m stuck with a stuffy old codger who’s been with the family since my father was a gleam in his father’s eye.”

“I’m certain your man is quite proficient at his job, sir.”

“Oh, Alistair’s good enough, but he isn’t you,” Carnegie said with a wink. “I could have fun with you.”

“You still might,” I retorted, returning his wink, because I was at all times courteous and accommodating to my employer’s friends.

The musicians kept a watchful eye on the clock, silencing the music for a few minutes shortly before midnight. Fairchild led his guests into the foyer for the countdown to the new century, and everyone let out a cheer when the grandfather clock struck the twelfth chime. Then the band played, and the guests sang “Auld Lang Syne” while I opened several bottles of champagne.

Discretion disappeared once the new century began. Jackets came off, ties were loosened, and before long I found one of the guests giving hand jobs to two other guests in the sitting room. Moments later I found a slender brunet bent over the dining room table while a thick-dicked young blond rogered him in the ass.

Of course, I couldn’t help myself. Seeing all the naked male flesh—young and seemingly unaffected by the mass quantities of alcohol consumed throughout the evening—made my cock tent the front of my trousers.

Before she had a chance to witness any of the debauchery, I sent the cookout the back door and across the estate grounds to spend the night with the groundskeeper and the housekeeper. I considered dismissing the band as well but had nowhere to send them at that time of night, and so they continued playing as if nothing unusual was happening around them.

Another trip through the house, switching off some of the pendant lights as I went, brought me back to the foyer, where I found my employer sitting on the staircase, his trousers around his ankles and his cock in the mouth of an unfamiliar blond. Fairchild held an empty whiskey glass in one hand and had the other hand resting on the back of the fellating young man’s bobbing head.

“Stevens!” my employer called when he spotted me watching. He held up the empty glass. “Refill this.”

“Yes, sir,” I said as I took the glass.

Once his hand was empty, Fairchild pressed it against the back of the blond’s head and began bucking his hips up and down, face-fucking the young man.

I’d stepped behind the bar in the living room before my employer came, so I didn’t see him ejaculate in the blond’s mouth, but I certainly heard him shout the name of a popular deity when he did.

When I returned with Fairchild’s whiskey, the blond was nowhere to be seen, nor were my employer’s trousers and spectators. Fairchild wore his jacket, shirt, and loosened tie, but nothing below that save for his stockings and garters. His saliva-and-come-covered cock was stuck to his thigh, and he unstuck it before standing. He took the drink from my outstretched hand and asked, “Things are going rather well, don’t you think, Stevens?”

“Quite well, Mr. Fairchild.”

Two naked young men came running from the library, their erections preceding them, and headed up the stairs. Fairchild’s gaze followed them. “I think I ought to find out what that’s all about.”

“Yes, sir.”

After my employer also headed up the stairs, I continued patrolling the house, turning off pendent lights as I went. Once most of the downstairs was dark as the night outside, I led the musicians into the kitchen.

A few minutes later, Carnegie found me standing with the band as they wolfed down leftover food. He placed one hand on my back and leaned close to whisper in my ear. “Everyone else has gone upstairs.”

“Yes, sir?”

He whispered, “I still think I can have fun with you, Stevens. You’re more of a man than any of the boys here tonight.”

I certainly was older than Fairchild or any of his guests. “There’s only one way to find out, Mr. Carnegie.”

He smiled.

I told the band they could sleep on the living room floor if they wished, and that someone would see them to the train station in the morning.

Carnegie had a half-empty glass of whiskey in one hand. After I dipped a cloth napkin in greasy roast beef drippings, I took his other hand and led him to my room in the servant’s quarters accessible only through the kitchen. As I closed the door behind us, Carnegie took the greasy napkin from my hand and placed it and his whiskey glass on the nightstand. Then he undressed. When he had removed his trousers and underthings, my cock, already half-erect from several hours spent watching naked young men in various stages of flagrante delicto, immediately stood at rapt attention.

My employer’s guest finished undressing and he helped me do the same, quickly revealing my turgid erection and the wild nest of dark pubic hair surrounding it.

“You’ve been serving us all evening, Stevens,” Carnegie said as he dropped to his knees in front of me. “It’s about time someone served you.”

He wrapped his fist around my cock and held the shaft tight as he took the mushroom cap of my cock head into his mouth. He licked all the way around, covering it with his saliva, and then he slowly drew in my entire length. As soon as his warm breath tickled my pubic hair, he drew back, catching his teeth on the swollen glans before doing it again.

I wrapped my hand around the back of Carnegie’s head and held it as his face moved up and down the length of my stiff shaft, lubricating my cock with so much saliva that it dampened my pubic hair and dripped from my balls. As he fellated me, he grabbed my wet balls with his free hand and used the tip of his finger to stroke the sensitive spot behind them.

He had teased me long enough. I grasped his head and held it as I thrust the entire length of my cock into his mouth. Then I drew back and did it again, fucking his face hard and fast. Just when I was about to come, he slipped his saliva-slickened finger back just a little bit further and pressed it against the tight pucker of my ass hole, which immediately opened to him.

I came and came hard, firing thick wads of hot come against the back of Carnegie’s throat. He swallowed every drop and held my cock in his mouth until it stopped spasming.

He stood, washed down my load with the last of his whiskey, and turned to face me again. He then picked up the greasy napkin and wrapped it around my semi-flaccid cock, quickly bringing it back to life as he slathered it with natural lubricant. After my cock was covered with roast beef grease, he used the napkin to wipe behind his balls, lubricating his ass hole as best he could before he turned and bent over the bed.

I stepped behind him, grabbed his hips, and pressed the head of my grease-slickened cock against his tight little hole. As I pressed forward, Carnegie pressed backward, slowly opening to me. Soon I had the entire length of my cock buried in his ass. I drew back until only my cock head remained inside him before I pushed forward yet again.

Carnegie was soft but not doughy, his pale skin bruising easily as I gripped him and drilled into his ass. I drew back and slammed my hips forward again and again, fucking him hard and fast until I couldn’t hold back any longer. Again, I came, rapturously filling his ass with a second load of come.

I stood holding him for the longest time, until my cock finally quit spasming and began to deflate. I then pulled out of him, sat on the side of the bed, and watched as he masturbated in front of me.

When he finished, I pulled him into my narrow bed and we fell asleep wrapped tightly around one another—servant and employer’s guest—remaining entwined until the cook returned to the house shortly before sunrise, New Year’s Day, and woke us with the clanking of pans.

She fed the musicians breakfast before the groundskeeper took them to the train station and, over the next several hours, prepared dozens of eggs, many rashers of bacon, and several loaves of toast, while I in turn offered aspirin, coffee, and hair of the dog to the hungover young men who requested it. Carnegie departed first, and the other guests vacated the house in twos and threes, just as they had come. By midday all horseless carriages but Fairchild’s were gone from the property, much to relief of the groundskeeper. The housekeeper was far less relived at the disappearance of Fairchild’s guests when she saw the condition of the furnishings, especially when she saw all the stains of unknown origin that would require days of effort to eliminate.

I took Fairchild’s breakfast to his room after the last of his guests had driven away, and I settled a short-legged tray over his lap so that he could eat in bed.

“They’ll not top last night any time soon,” he proclaimed. Outlandish parties and over-the-top affairs were a form of competition among Fairchild’s social set, and he seemed confident that he had bested the others with his turn-of-the-century orgy.

“I’m not certain many of them will even remember last night, Mr. Fairchild,” I said. We both well knew that memories were mutable things. “Their drink set you back a good bit.”

With a wave of his hand, my employer dismissed my concern about the evening’s expense, much as I knew he would. What he did not know was that I had paid for alcohol I’d not received, and the money kicked back from the liquor wholesaler had found its way into one of my private accounts. I’d not done as well with the foodstuffs—limited as I was by the cook’s detailed shopping list and the necessity of having to shop in Connecticut rather than in the city, where I had an extensive network of like-minded suppliers—but I still managed to pocket a few dollars thanks to a heavy-thumbed butcher.

I left Fairchild to finish his breakfast alone, wondering as I walked out of his bedroom if the copious amounts of alcohol and the celebratory sex heralding the arrival of the new century had pushed from his memory the one event that had made it all possible.




• • •




Though I remained in Fairchild’s employ for two more decades and through several dozen more parties, I finally left him in the early 1920s after I had milked hundreds of thousands of dollars from the household accounts and saw that his remaining bank balance could not much longer sustain his lifestyle. Soon after leaving his employ, I headed west to Hollywoodland and the booming film industry, where I thought a man of my ambition, predilections, and skills could easily find opportunities.

As I’d imagined would happen, Fairchild burned through the remains of his inheritance long before Black Friday and the Great Depression erased the wealth of his former social circle. The last I heard anything about him, he was trying to explain away an anonymous letter to the police that implicated him in the untimely death of his grandfather a great many years earlier, an event easily misremembered by at least one of the two living witnesses.

I had been the invisible hired help in the bathhouse’s steam room, silent witness to the accident that killed Fairchild’s grandfather. The two men had been arguing yet again about Fairchild’s demand for an increased allowance, and the young man had pushed his grandfather backward. The old man lost his footing on the slick floor and hit his head on the corner of the wooden bench as he fell. I thought Fairchild would call for help, but he hesitated and knelt beside the old man, seemingly checking for vital signs. Once certain that his grandfather was dead, Fairchild slipped out of the steam room only a few steps ahead of me and was found in the communal bath fifteen minutes later when one of the other members found his grandfather’s lifeless body.

The police interviewed all the bathhouse’s members but didn’t get around to the employees until the following day, after I’d already had time to speak with Fairchild, mention my years of experience running the households of the well-to-do, and describe for him the mutability of my memory.

The police ruled his grandfather’s death an accident, Fairchild inherited the old man’s entire estate, and shortly thereafter he hired me at a salary well above the going rate for someone of my experience. As soon as I realized how little Fairchild understood about money and how much he had inherited, I began to supplement that income.

But what of the parties teeming with young men of a certain predilection?

I never could have predicted how much I would enjoy them, even after I moved to Hollywoodland and financed them myself.




THE GIMP, THE VIG, AND THE RING







I lifted Jimmy the Gimp by the lapels of his shirt and pushed him back against the brick wall. “You don’t have the money,” I said, “you know what I got to do.”

“Give me a break,” the little guy squealed. “I never been late before.”

“I need the vig.” The vig. The vigorish. The weekly interest due on the money Jimmy had borrowed to bet on a horse that suffered a coronary three strides from the starting gate.

He kicked his good shoe and his corrective shoe with the built-up sole against the brick wall, scuffing the heels. “I ain’t got the money, but I can get it.”

“How?”

“My momma’s engagement ring. I can hock my momma’s engagement ring.”

“She’s not going to like that.”

“She won’t know nothin’. She’s got the Alzheimer’s. I’ll tell her she lost it.”

I liked Jimmy—everybody liked Jimmy—but I had a job to do. I lowered him to the pavement and followed him to the third-floor walk-up he shared with his mother. The hallway outside smelled of curry, cat piss and vomit. I waited while he went inside. I killed time by thinking about Chuck and wondering what he had planned for our dinner. I was relieved when Jimmy slipped out of the apartment a few minutes later and opened his fist to reveal the diamond solitaire his father had given his mother many years earlier.

We walked down the block to Salvatore’s and the old man behind the counter gave Jimmy a fair price for the ring. Jimmy shoved the pawnshop ticket in his wallet and the cash in my hands. It was more than enough to cover the week’s vig.

“Give it all to Big Tony,” he said. “I want to bet the trifecta.”

“You sure you want to do that?”

After Jimmy nodded, I folded the stack of Hamiltons in half and slipped them into my inside jacket pocket next to my iPhone. Then we went our separate ways.

I made two more stops that afternoon—at a convent and at a bakery—before I returned to Big Tony’s office at the used-bookstore. I gave my boss all the money I had collected and added a hundred of my own to cover Chuck’s vig. I told him what to do with the extra Jimmy the Gimp had given me.

Big Tony separated Jimmy’s betting money from the collected vig and pushed it to the side of his desk. “Gimp’s already called. Thinks he has inside information on a trifecta.”

“You take the bet?”

“Damn right I took the bet.”

If my boss had ever had a heart, it had long ago turned to stone. Maybe the last decent thing he’d ever done was give me a job when no one else wanted anything to do with me. I’d been a big, dumb jock, just smart enough to play defensive tackle in high school and junior college but caught with steroids in my possession after a couple of Big Twelve coaches started eyeballing me. Even though I repeatedly tested negative, nobody believed I’d been set up, and I left college without finishing the season or my degree.
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