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INTRODUCTION

Neil S. Plakcy







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 “Soaring.”

“The door of the honeymoon suite had barely closed behind the bellman when I pulled Scott into my arms and kissed him long and hard. Over the course of our developing relationship, we had kissed many times, but never like this, never as a married couple.”

It’s a wonderful transition from the careful, closeted sex the couple have experienced before their wedding, into their new world as legal spouses.

That’s another of the delights of this collection—the way it moves so seamlessly from casual college encounters through Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell and the legalization of marriage, all the while taking us on an erotic journey rooted in characters who are very real.

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 jump off the page, like the college students of “All-American Male,” many of whom are experiencing their first time with another man. In “Learning Curve,” Carl says, “Dr. Maeyer was older than any man I’d ever been with, but still young enough that I enjoyed his flirtations. His approach was unlike that of guys my age, much more subtle and refined.” And Bjorn Maeyer certainly has much to teach him—which we get to witness.

I’m a fan of a well-developed setting, too. While most of these stories are rooted in Texas, Bracken has the ability to bring you almost anywhere in the world, from the inside of a UHF TV station to a house on the Jersey shore. 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 “Boys of Summer,” Carl, the narrator, says, “That didn’t slow us down none. We just stripped down to our altogether and let our peckers flap in the wind as we waded into the cool, spring-fed creek.”

Then the more sophisticated narrator of “Summer Folk,” a recent college graduate with a degree in English, says, “Bag boy wasn’t on my grandmother’s shopping list so, no matter how appealing I found Tony, he was a seductive treat best left at the grocery store. I said, ‘I have to go.’”

The variety of language is one of the delights of the collection and says so much about the characters. In “Creosote Flats and the Big Spread,” Stephen Chambers says, “I’d spent the previous day at the salon, where I’d had my hair styled and my eyebrows sugared. I looked fabulous, but fabulous wouldn’t last long without air conditioning.” That tells us all we need to know about him, especially after his car breaks down and he stumbles upon a cowboy named Carl Rogers, whose friends call him Buck.

And lest you think the writing isn’t sexy, consider this passage from that story. “Shampoo ran down Buck’s powerful chest, and my gaze followed it over his six-pack abs, through the dark thatch of his public hair, and down the length of his thick phallus. I won’t say he was hung like a horse, but I’m certain more than a few ponies would be jealous of what I saw dangling between Buck’s thighs. I know it took my breath away.”

The repartee is equally sprightly, as in this passage from “What Springs Up.”

“You look like you could use some help,” he said.

The bulge in his shorts seemed to be enlarging, and I wet my lips before answering. “Do you have the right tool?”

He smiled. “There’s only one way to find out.”

We were obviously thinking the same thing. I removed my gloves and reached for his zipper.

“Not out here,” Nicolas said. He took my hand and helped me to my feet. “The tool shed.”

If you aren’t eager to follow them into that shed, then you should check your own tool to make sure it’s working right.

Cowboys, college kids, military men—whatever your interest, you’ll find it within these pages. And I hope you’ll enjoy them.




—Neil S. Plakcy

Hollywood, Florida




LEARNING CURVE







I first met Dr. Bjorn Maeyer at the annual Christmas party he hosted for his creative writing students the last weekend before finals. Not one of Dr. Maeyer’s students, I had been the plus one of my roommate, Bernie, when his girlfriend backed out at the last minute due to a headache and upset stomach likely caused by over-indulgence of alcohol at the previous evening’s multi-fraternity Christmas party.

Dr. Maeyer lived in a three-story Victorian near campus, in a neighborhood where one couldn’t spit without hitting university faculty and their families. Despite biting cold wind and snow flurries, we walked to his home and were greeted at the front door by one of Bernie’s classmates, a self-identified poet whose only hope of success would be to write quatrains for greeting cards, who directed us to the cloakroom where we unburdened ourselves of our overcoats and galoshes.

I parted company with Bernie almost immediately upon stepping into the living room when an excessively endowed brunette noticed Bernie was sans girlfriend and dragged him to an unoccupied window seat that overlooked the side yard. I continued through the living room and into the dining room, where an impressive spread of hors d’oeuvres was being picked over by starving young writers of all genres.

I filled a small plastic plate with shrimp and cocktail sauce and continued through to the kitchen where I found an array of soft drinks. I was pouring myself a Dr Pepper when a deep voice behind me said, “I don’t believe we’ve met.”

I turned to find myself looking up at Dr. Maeyer. Broad-shouldered and thick-chested, he stood a good three inches taller than me. His blond hair and Vandyke beard had been recently trimmed, and he wore a tweed jacket with leather elbow patches over a festive green turtleneck, in many ways the cliché of an English professor.

“You’re not in any of my classes,” he said.

“I’m Bernie Schwarz’s roommate,” I said. I left my Dr Pepper on the counter and stuck out my hand. “Carl McGregor.”

When the creative writing professor clasped my hand in both of his I felt an unexpected tingling course throughout my body, something I hadn’t felt since breaking up with David the previous summer. I also felt the front of my jeans begin to tighten.

“Plan to take any of my classes?”

“Sorry,” I said, “but no. I have one semester left before graduation, and I finished all my English requirements last year.”

“Too bad,” he said. His blue eyes twinkled with insinuation. “There’s so much I could teach you.”

A pudgy undergrad with hors d’oeuvre stains on his reindeer tie interrupted us to ask the professor to mediate an argument about the intimacy differences between fiction written in first-person and fiction written in third person.

“We’ll talk later,” Dr. Maeyer said before releasing my hand and turning away to play dutiful host to his students.

I retrieved my drink and returned to the living room in time to see Bernie and his brunette classmate engaging in a little tongue wrestling under a sprig of mistletoe. Though I wondered if the brunette’s tongue had pushed all thoughts of Bernie’s girlfriend from his mind, I didn’t ask. I squeezed past them into the library, where I found several comfortable chairs and floor-to-ceiling shelves filled with paperback mysteries.

After finishing my shrimp, I wiped my fingers with a napkin and began examining the books. Because my uncle had been a fan of private eye novels and had given me several over the years, I recognized the names of some of the authors.

“Surprised?”

I turned to see Dr. Maeyer standing behind me. “Not what I expected. Where’re Chaucer and Dante and Shakespeare?”

“In the university library where they belong,” he said. “Do you like old writers?”

“Some,” I said. “If they’re not too old.”

We were interrupted again, and I was left pondering how I would have responded if we hadn’t been. Dr. Maeyer was older than any man I’d ever been with, but still young enough that I enjoyed his flirtations. His approach was unlike that of guys my age, much more subtle and refined. But despite the way he made me feel, there was nothing I could do right then. I returned my attention to the shelves filled with stories of crime and punishment.

The rest of the evening proceeded along the same lines. The professor and I would find ourselves alone for a moment, he would flirt, and then we would be interrupted. After I had wandered through all the rooms on the main floor and eaten my fill of hors d’oeuvres, I returned to the library. I settled into one of the overstuffed chairs with a full glass of Dr Pepper and a Gold Medal paperback almost three times my age. I intended to just thumb through the book, but I soon found myself engrossed in the story.

I didn’t realize the Christmas party had wound down until Dr. Maeyer stood in the doorway between the living room and the library and said, “The party’s over, my new young friend.”

I looked up from the book. “Already?” I asked. “Where’s Bernie?”

“He left with Sarah Michelle.”

“Then I’d best be leaving, too.”

I closed the paperback—disappointed that I’d not been able to finish it—stood and returned it to the shelf. As I stepped past Dr. Maeyer on my way to the living room, he stopped me with a hand to my arm.

He pointed up and I saw the mistletoe. Then he caught the back of my head in one hand and covered my mouth with his. The Vandyke tickled but I didn’t resist. In fact, I pressed against him, feeling his erect cock pressing against my thigh. My own cock rapidly inflated.

Every relationship goes through a learning curve, and I had the feeling the learning curve was about to begin. I parted my lips and his tongue quickly found mine in a deep, tongue-twisting kiss that took my breath away. When it finally ended, I pulled away and looked up into his eyes. I could see my own desire reflected back at me, and I knew he wanted me as much as I wanted him.

“Come upstairs,” he said.

I followed him to his bedroom on the second floor. Once there, he shook of his tweed jacket and laid it thoughtfully over the back of a chair. He peeled off the green turtleneck, and it joined the jacket. Shoes, socks, pants, and underwear followed. His thick cock jutted up from a nest of blond pubic hair, one of several generational differences I noticed as the evening progressed.

Dr. Maeyer settled onto the chair, wrapped his fist around his cock, and stroked it slowly as I stripped for him. I didn’t organize my discarded clothing as neatly as he did. Instead, I dropped everything in a heap on the floor.

Unlike the professor, I carefully groomed my pubic area daily, keeping it hair-free. My cock appeared even larger than it was because it had no competition from the underbrush, but even so I could tell I wasn’t quite as well endowed as the professor.

I knelt on the carpet between the professor’s legs and pushed his hand aside. With the tip of my tongue, I drew a wet line from his ball sac up the underside of the shaft. Then I took the swollen purple head of his cock in my mouth at the same time I wrapped my fist around the base. As I pumped my fist up and down his length, a bit of pre-come oozed from the tip and I licked it away.

“That the best you can do?” Dr. Maeyer asked as he rested one hand on the back of my head.

I knew what he wanted so I took another half-inch of cock into my mouth before drawing back and letting my teeth catch against the swollen glans. I did it again, taking only that extra half-inch before drawing back.

The professor applied more pressure against the back of my head, encouraging me to accept more of his length into my oral cavity. I pumped my hand faster, trying to make the professor come before he could make me take the entire length.

When I felt him tighten, I knew he was coming. I tried to pull away, but the professor kept a firm grip on the back of my head as he came in my mouth. I’d never let David come in my mouth—I’d never let any of my lovers do that—but the professor hadn’t given me a choice.

I swallowed and swallowed again, but I couldn’t swallow fast enough and some of the professor’s come leaked from my mouth and oozed down the length of his cock shaft to dampen the blond nest of his pubic hair. When his cock finally stopped spasming in my mouth, Dr. Maeyer released his grip on the back of my head. I pulled away and sat on the carpet, looking up at him.

As I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, he said with a smile, “I do have a lot to teach you.”

“Are you planning to grade me?” I toyed with my erect cock, stroking it slowly as we spoke.

He smiled. “I think you know how you’re doing.”

I returned his smile.

“There’s lube in the top drawer,” he said, pointing to the nightstand.

I crossed the bedroom to the nightstand and returned with the lube. He had me squeeze some on my fingers and slather it on his thick cock. As I did, his tool slowly regained its previous stature. Then I squeezed another glob onto my fingers, reached behind my ball sac, and coated my ass crack with it.

Dr. Maeyer sat up and reached for me. He spun me around and then gripped my hips and pulled me backward into his lap. His lube-coated cock thrust up between my thighs, prodding at the underside of my sac. I reached between my legs and repositioned myself so that the spongy-soft head of his hard member pressed against my sphincter.

Then, as he held my hips and pulled me down, my ass hole opened to him. Soon the professor’s entire cock was buried deep in my ass. He reached around me and took my cock in his fist. As I worked my hips back and forth, he pistoned his hand up and down the length of my shaft.

I couldn’t restrain myself and I came quickly, sending a thin stream of jizz shooting across the room but not quite reaching the bed. As soon as I came, he released my cock and grabbed both my hips, pushing me up and pulling me down. I rode his rod like a cowboy on a bucking bronc, the damp nest of his pubic hair tickling my ass each time I slid down his cock.

He began to pump his hips, thrusting his missile upward to meet my descending ass, and then he came. He fired a thick wad of spunk into my ass. As he did that, he pulled me backward until I was resting against his chest, and he had his arms wrapped around me. He kissed my neck and his Vandyke tickled me again.

I lay back against him until his cock finally softened and slipped free. Then we moved to his bed, where Dr. Maeyer held me, kissed me, and fondled me, but we didn’t have sex again. Before long we both fell asleep.




• • •




I woke first the next morning. I gathered my clothes, crept downstairs, and dressed in the library. I quickly finished reading the paperback I had started the night before and then retrieved my overcoat and galoshes for the trek across campus to my apartment.

Bernie was already up when I arrived. “Where have you been?” he asked.

“I met someone last night.”

“You, too?”

I didn’t tell him it was his creative writing professor.

“What’d you think of the party?” he asked. “Dr. Maeyer throws one every Christmas. It’s the highlight of the year for some of his students.”

I wondered if it was the professor’s present to himself, a way to entice fresh meat to his house without seeming creepy. At the same time, he’d been quite careful to ensure that I had never been and would never be one of his students before he put the moves on me, the only way he could ensure not to run afoul of the university’s prohibition about instructors having relations with their students.

Without much prompting, Bernie told me a little more about Dr. Maeyer while I made toaster waffles for breakfast. According to my roommate, the professor claimed to be writing his second novel—the first had been published by a small press shortly before the university hired him twenty years earlier—but no one had ever seen even the roughest draft or faintest inklings of an outline.

“But he’s a good teacher,” Bernie concluded. With Dr. Maeyer’s encouragement, he’d had two short stories published in the university’s literary magazine and had another rejected by the New Yorker. “We’ve all learned a lot from him.”

Dr. Maeyer had certainly taught me a few things during the one night I had known him. I wondered if there was more he could teach me, so I returned to his home that evening. When he answered the door, I said, “I left without saying good-bye and without leaving my number in case you wanted to contact me.”

He clasped my arm, pulled me inside and into his arms. We didn’t need mistletoe to jump-start our amorous activities started that evening, or any subsequent evening.

Campus emptied quickly a few days later, after finals ended and students left for Christmas break. I packed as if I were leaving town to join my parents in Aspen—so Bernie wouldn’t be suspicious—and then spent the break holed up in Dr. Maeyer’s Victorian. By the time the new semester began and I’d returned to my apartment, the professor and I had fucked at least once in every room in his house. We had also fucked several times in his third-floor office, where he showed me pages from his stalled novel, the story of a young man’s coming out in the fifties.

The professor and I kept our relationship on the down-low for the first half of the semester, but spring break provided another opportunity to spend an extended amount of time together. Bjorn—I’d stopped calling him Dr. Maeyer by then—rented a beachfront condo and we drove down to the coast in his Volvo. The one-bedroom twelfth-floor unit had a private balcony facing the Gulf of Mexico. After we unpacked, we stood on the balcony and watched the sun slide down the evening sky.

Before long I turned to Bjorn, unfastened his pants, and let them fall to his ankles. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down as I dropped to my knees. He had changed his grooming habits during the months we’d been together and no longer had an unruly nest of blond hair at the juncture of his thighs. Though he didn’t manscape the hair into oblivion the way I did, he now kept it neatly trimmed. I appreciated his new grooming habits because by then I had learned to take his entire length into my mouth without gagging and I didn’t have to worry about his pubic hair tickling my nose and making me sneeze the way it had the first time I’d swallowed his entire rod.

As his cock rose to attention, I wrapped my fist around the shaft and pulled back his foreskin to reveal the swollen purple head. I took it in my mouth, hooked my teeth behind the spongy soft glans, and painted it with saliva. Then I slowly took his entire length into my oral cavity before I drew back and did it again.

Before I could make him come, the professor pulled his cock from my mouth and pushed my face away from his crotch. “You’re missing the sunset.”

After he pulled me to my feet, he kicked off his deck shoes and stepped out of his slacks and boxers so that all he wore was a pale-yellow polo shirt. I took the hint and slipped out of my clothes as well.

Apparently, Bjorn’d had the same idea I’d had because he reached into one pocket of his discarded slacks and pulled out the butt-end of a tube of lube. He spun me around so that we both faced the Gulf of Mexico, and I was pressed against the metal railing while he slathered lube into the crack of my ass and into my sphincter. He eased one finger into me, then drew back and pressed the head of his tumescent cock against my well-lubed ass hole. He eased the full length of his cock into me, and then he grabbed the railing on either side of me and began fucking me.

By then my cock was fully erect and straining for attention. I used one hand to brace myself against the railing and keep the professor from crushing me against it with his powerful thrusts. At the same time, I reached down and took my cock in my hand. As the professor drilled me from behind, I matched his rhythm with my fist. The faster he pumped, the faster I jerked.

I’m not certain who came first—the difference couldn’t have been more than a fraction of a second—but as Bjorn slammed into my ass one last time and pressed me tight against the railing, I fired a stream of jizz at the sunset. I watched as the wind caught it and flung it back at the building several floors below us, and then the last rays of daylight disappeared as the sun finally slipped behind the horizon.

A few minutes later we gathered our discarded clothing and went inside. We prepared a late-evening snack, and then headed to bed, tired after the long drive.




• • •




I woke midmorning to find Bjorn sitting at the little table on the balcony wearing nothing but a pair of board shorts and a T-shirt emblazoned with the university logo. He’d brought a hardcopy of his novel manuscript with us, and he was making notes in the margin when I joined him.

He’d begun writing again—he called me his inspiration—and had finally finished the first draft of his second novel. Now he was going through it line-by-line. He was making so many changes that the red pencil he used made the pages look like they were bleeding words.

“There’s coffee,” he said without looking up.

I refilled his cup and poured one for myself. He’d let me bring several of his mystery paperbacks, so I cracked one open to read until he finished work half an hour later. Then we showered and went in search of somewhere to eat lunch.

The rest of spring break was much the same. During the day we visited the beach or did some sightseeing or went shopping. We dined at local restaurants. Each evening we returned to the condo for energetic sex. Despite having more than twenty years on me, the professor always woke first, and he spent the quiet hours of the morning working his way through his novel manuscript while I slept in.

By the time spring break ended, Bjorn had finished editing his manuscript. Once home, he began inputting the changes onto his computer. He let me read bits and pieces of the novel as he worked through the editing process. Sometimes I think he was trying to impress me and other times I think he was seeking my advice because the novel’s protagonist was far closer to my age than to his.

Though we continued to keep our relationship on the down-low through the rest of the semester, we both knew it would soon end. I had several job offers pending, none of them within any reasonable distance of the university.

My parents didn’t bother attending graduation, having forgotten to schedule time out from their Caribbean vacation, so my post-graduation celebration was limited to some quick handshakes, high-fives, and backslaps with my friends before they ventured off with their families. I found Dr. Maeyer surrounded by his latest batch of just-graduated creative writing students, many of whom would never again write anything more creative than texts, tweets, and Facebook posts. I had hope for Bernie, though, as he had been admitted to an MFA program whose graduates regularly filled the pages of non-paying literary journals and taught English at universities and community colleges throughout the US.

I didn’t interrupt the professor’s assurances to the recent graduates’ parents that their children were oh-so-creative and oh-so-talented and had oh-such-bright futures ahead of them. Instead, I went directly to Bjorn’s house and let myself in.

I still wore my cap and gown when the professor arrived more than an hour later, but I had nothing beneath it. My clothes were folded neatly on the chair where he’d sat the first time we’d made love, and I was waiting on the bed.

When I heard him open the back door, I reached under the robe and lubed myself up. He climbed the stairs and a moment later stepped into the bedroom.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t get away any sooner,” Bjorn said. “Being sociable with all those parents is part of my job.”

As he stripped off his cap, robe, and the suit beneath it, I assured him that I didn’t mind. He soon joined me on the bed and quickly realized I was naked beneath my robe. He must have had an unspoken fantasy because his cock hardened up immediately when he realized I wasn’t planning to remove the gown.

He pushed it up to my waist, revealing my own erection. He kneaded my balls and teased the sensitive spot behind my ball sac. When he realized I had already lubed myself, he tried to roll me over so that he could take me from behind just like he had every time before.

I resisted and said, “I want to watch your eyes.”

I spread my legs and Bjorn knelt between them. Then I brought my knees up to my chest and he pressed his tumescent cock against the slick pucker of my sphincter. I grabbed the cheeks of his ass and pulled, forcing his cock deep inside me.
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