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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.

The book is divided into two sections, Work and Play, and in both sections the description and the language take us right into the story. Here’s a bit from the first story in the collection, “Landmark Photography,” about discovering a great-grandfather’s trove of erotic male photographs.




One of the earliest prints to catch our attention had been taken near the end of WWII and featured a young sailor in his dress whites leaning against a public restroom sink, his white “Dixie Cup” hat pushed back at a jaunty angle, his highly polished black oxfords reflecting the camera’s flash. The broadfall front of his bell-bottom uniform trousers had been half unbuttoned and his erect cock thrust upward through the opening.

Kneeling before the sailor was an older man in a dark pinstripe suit, his fedora sitting on the sink atop a leather attaché case. A large handkerchief protected his knees from the tile floor, he had one hand on the sailor’s hip away from the camera, and the other hand on the sailor’s knee in front. He had his eyes closed, his mouth open, and was about to wrap his lips around the head of the young man’s erect cock.




Not only do we get a sexy scene, but we’re immediately transported to a different place and time, when “Even possession of my great grandfather’s photographs carried a risk that must have proven quite a turn-on.”

A later excerpt from the same story shows a different time and place.




The hippie wore a loose-fitting, wildly patterned dashiki, a string of beads, and apparently nothing else. Vertically striped bellbottoms had been thrown over one corner of the statue’s base, one belled leg hanging nearly to the ground above a pair of sandals, and the hippie braced himself with one hand against one of the statue’s legs. He wore the police officer’s flat-billed cap and had turned his head to look over his shoulder so we could see his face despite his pale, shoulder-length hair.

The officer behind him had stripped off his uniform slacks and BVDs, leaving them on the ground nearby. He stood in black brogues with his dark socks held in place by garters fastened just below his knees, and he still wore his uniform shirt and his duty belt, complete with baton, handcuffs, magazine pouch, and holstered sidearm hanging from it. With a firm grip on the hippie’s waist, his fat cock was already plunged halfway into the younger man’s ass.




You can’t get language more evocative of time and place than that. Here’s another example, from the story “Young Man’s Game.”




Soon I sat on the tailgate with my jeans and my briefs bunched around my boots, and Carson stood before me. I leaned back on the pickup’s bed, bracing myself with my hands, my erect cock jutting up like a saddle horn from the graying thatch of my pubic hair.

When the photographer bent forward and took the swollen head of my cock in his mouth, I saw the last vestiges of the sun slip behind the horizon, and I moaned with pleasure. He licked away the glistening drop of pre-come, painted the head of my cock with his tongue, and then slowly took my entire length into his oral cavity.




The situations are inventive, from Steve and Marc copying the locations in Steve’s great-grandfather’s photos to the window-washer in “High-Rise Hookup” who spies on two men having sex while he’s strung on his bosun’s chair—and then later using that chair in a sexual encounter with the apartment owner. Then there’s the sexually frustrated Texas mailman in “Total Package” who knows everything about those on his route from what he delivers—including a lot of paper-wrapped magazines to one customer in particular. Then there’s Bob, the fifty-something rehab patient in “Heart On” who has this exchange with his therapist.




When he leaned forward and whispered in my ear, my physical therapist provided a workout incentive that I had not anticipated when I’d shuffled into the rehab center an hour earlier. “I’d fuck you so hard your heart would break the EKG.”

“Is that a promise?”

“Get well,” Trevor said as he straightened, “and we’ll see what happens.”




Readers will certainly be cheering for Bob’s recovery!

The variety of language is one of the delights of the collection and says so much about the characters. The descriptions of sex are great, too, as in this example from “One-Hit Wonder.” “While he kissed me, I untied the leather thong that held his pants closed, and then I forced my hand inside, finding his thick, erect cock and heavy ball sac.”

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.

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.

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.

Aging models, working men, college professors—whatever your interest, you’ll find it within these pages. And I hope you’ll enjoy them.




—Neil S. Plakcy

Hollywood, Florida




WORK




LANDMARK PHOTOGRAPHY







My great grandfather spent much of his life as an amateur photographer and had converted his detached two-car garage into a combination darkroom and studio long before my great grandmother left him following the birth of their only child. He never accepted digital photography, remaining addicted to film until his death in his mid-90s. Though he sent his color work to a professional lab, he developed his own black-and-white photos in the garage and even made his own prints. What none of us knew until my boyfriend and I began cataloguing his extensive collection of photographs and negatives was that my great grandfather wasn’t just the family’s go-to guy for birthdays, graduations, and weddings—he had also created a massive cache of explicit black-and-white man-on-man images.

While the rest of the family worked through great grandfather’s house, Marc and I had been tasked with cleaning out his studio because I was the “artistic one,” having had a few poems published in literary journals. Marc and I had come out to our working-class families long before we met and began cohabitating as graduate students, but my great grandfather’s sexual orientation had been one of my family’s best-kept secrets—and until we’d found his collection of photographs, I’d never suspected his personal peccadilloes.

After a brief discussion, Marc and I decided not to tell my family about the explicit black-and-white prints and negatives we’d discovered, of which there seemed to be thousands. Some of them had been taken in the garage studio or other private space, but many more caught pairs of men in flagrante delicto in public places where the participants risked capture by someone or something other than my great grandfather’s camera. During the eras when the men were photographed, they risked social ostracism, incarceration, and physical assault for their sexual activities. Even possession of my great grandfather’s photographs carried a risk back then—a risk that must have proven quite a turn-on.

One of the earliest prints to catch our attention had been taken near the end of WWII and featured a young sailor in his dress whites leaning against a public restroom sink, his white “Dixie Cup” hat pushed back at a jaunty angle, his highly polished black oxfords reflecting the camera’s flash. The broadfall front of his bell-bottom uniform trousers had been half unbuttoned and his erect cock thrust upward through the opening.

Kneeling before the sailor was an older man in a dark pinstripe suit, his fedora sitting on the sink atop a leather attaché case. A large handkerchief protected his knees from the tile floor, he had one hand on the sailor’s hip away from the camera, and the other hand on the sailor’s knee in front. He had his eyes closed, his mouth open, and was about to wrap his lips around the head of the young man’s erect cock.

Marc was sitting on a low stool when he found the photo and called me over to examine it with him. As I stood behind my lover and rested my hands on his shoulders, I was so close that my rapidly inflating erection stretched my jeans and pressed against his spine. He tossed the folder containing the print of the sailor and the businessman onto the counter before him, then spun around and reached for my zipper.

I pushed his hand aside. “My family’s in the house…”

“They won’t come out here,” Marc said as he drew my zipper down. “They’re tearing the house apart looking for the treasure they think your great grandfather hid. Out here it’s just you and me and his ‘stupid hobby.’”

He reached in and unthreaded my thick cock from the Y-front of my briefs. After he freed my erection, Marc bent forward, took my cock head in his mouth, and caught his teeth behind the swollen glans. He painted the head with his tongue while massaging my heavy ball sac. As he slowly took my entire length into his mouth, I stared at the photograph of the businessman and the sailor, wondering what had prompted them to meet in a public restroom and why my great grandfather had been present to photograph their encounter. I imagined myself as that sailor, smirking and gazing directly into the camera lens, perhaps on leave before being shipped overseas, while Marc was the businessman giving his young lover a memorable farewell in the bus station.

I drew back until my swollen glans caught behind Marc’s teeth and then I pushed forward until my entire length once again filled his oral cavity. I did it again and again.

Outside the garage studio, one of my aunts called my name. “Steven!”

I stiffened, my rhythm interrupted for a fraction of a second, but I couldn’t stop. I grabbed the back of Marc’s head, catching my fingers in his blond hair, and quickly finished, erupting in his mouth and sending a thick stream of hot come against the back of his throat as I heard the side door open.

“I’ll be out in a minute!” I called back.

My boyfriend swallowed, wiped come from the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand, and then spun around. He closed the folder of photographic prints we’d just been examining while I shoved my still-spasming cock into my pants and zipped up before pushing through the revolving darkroom door to find my aunt standing in the studio amidst my great grandfather’s camera equipment.

“You two want lunch?” she asked. “We’re sending your cousin to Mickey D’s.”

After that, we concentrated on sorting through the innocuous color prints and negatives whenever my relatives were nearby, often exchanging smiles over the thrill of what we had just done. We worked our way through innumerable family portraits, sunsets, and random photographs of public places until we realized that many of the seemingly random photographs had been taken as a form of pre-planning for the more adventurous black-and-white images. I recognized two pictures of the restroom where the sailor and the businessman had been photographed and Marc found a local landmark—the statue of a revolutionary war hero that graced our town square—where my great grandfather had photographed at least one couple every decade.

As we organized them, we showed the color photographs to my family. Although a few relatives wanted prints in which they or their immediate families were featured, none were interested in the bulk of the collection, so when my great grandfather’s will was probated a few months later, I—with a feigned show of reluctance—took all the prints and negatives in lieu of cash disbursement from the assets of the estate salet.

Marc and I rented a truck and moved my great grandfather’s photography files from his garage studio into the spare bedroom of a little bungalow we’d purchased the previous year. Until then the room had contained only a worktable and a stool where I’d sat to write my mostly unpublished poetry. It was there we spent much of our spare time working through all the prints and negatives, a task became easier when we found several handwritten notebooks that provided clues to the dates, locations, and identities of some of the participants.

Several weeks after moving everything into our place, we found another print that revved our engines. Taken in the mid-1950s, it featured a greaser and what appeared to be a mechanic in the service bay of an auto shop. The mechanic, a square-faced, middle-aged man with a flat-top and a jagged scar on the side of his chin, leaned forward and braced himself with one hand on the front fender of a ’32 Ford 3-window coupe that had been chopped, channeled, and painted with flames extending from the grill all the way down the side to the rear fender.

Though he wore a sweat-stained undershirt, the mechanic’s coveralls and briefs were pooled around his ankles. His thick cock dangled from the nest of dark hair at his crotch, and he thrust his ass toward the man standing behind him, a twenty-something greaser with long, dark hair slicked back into a duck’s ass. The greaser wore a black leather jacket over a white undershirt, jeans with the cuffs rolled up several inches, and black high-top Chuck Taylor All Stars. With one hand on the mechanic’s ass and the other holding the base of his erection, he appeared about to plunge his cock into the mechanic’s tailpipe, and we wondered what the two men had found in the garage to use as lube because the greaser’s cock glistened with reflected light.

We imagined that a love of cars, of customizing and driving souped-up rods, had brought these two men together—something we would never understand as the owners of a factory-stock hybrid—and we wondered how they had known my great grandfather and why they had invited him to one of their assignations in the garage.

As Marc and I examined the photograph and discussed what the two men might have been thinking that night so long ago, we both became aroused. I took Marc’s face between my hands, feeling the rough stubble of his five o’clock shadow against my palms, and kissed him long and deep and hard. Marc was still dressed for work in navy blue chinos and a blue-striped seersucker shirt while I wore the same jeans and black T-shirt I had pulled on that morning. I fumbled open the buttons of his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders before I peeled off my T-shirt.

Marc stepped out of his tassel loafers and our pants hit the floor next. His cock tented silk boxers while mine stood free because I had gone commando that morning, and soon his underwear joined our pants and shirts. He wrapped his fist around my cock and began stroking it, but I wanted more, so I spun him around and bent him over the worktable. Because I couldn’t be bothered to cross the hall to retrieve the lube we kept on the nightstand, I grabbed some hand lotion from the worktable, squirted a huge dollop into my palm, and then slathered it up and down Marc’s ass crack.

I teased his hole with the lotion-slickened tip of my middle finger, pushing it into his ass as he relaxed. Usually I worked slowly, massaging his sphincter until I could ease a second finger into him before replacing my fingers with my cock, but I was too horny and too impatient to wait that long. I withdrew my finger, stepped behind Marc, and pressed my cock head against his ass hole. Then I grabbed his hips and thrust forward, burying the full length of my erection deep inside him.

I pulled back until just the head of my cock remained inside and then I thrust forward again. As I drew back and thrust forward, Marc reached down and wrapped his fist around his own erection. While I fucked his ass, he pistoned his fist up and down the length of his cock, matching me stroke-for-stroke until he couldn’t wait and began fist-fucking himself faster than I was working his ass.

The streetlight in the alley behind our bungalow came on, surprising us, but not stopping us. We had been so aroused by the photograph of the greaser and the mechanic that we had failed to notice that the shades were up and that anyone traveling the alley behind our house could look in and see what we were doing. But we weren’t about to stop—I had a firm grip on Marc’s hips and my cock deep in his ass, and I was driving in and out of him like a hot rod piston.

He came first, luckily firing his thin stream of come into the cup of his hand and not on my great grandfather’s black-and-white prints. And then, with one last, powerful thrust, I came, sending hot come deep inside my lover’s shit chute.

I stood rigid behind him for a moment and then slowly relaxed until I was draped over Marc’s back, my spasming cock slowly shrinking until it finally withdrew itself from the tight grip of his sphincter.

Only then did I draw the shades.




• • •




After several months of effort, we had just about finished examining all the prints when we found one more that we thought was far out. Taken during the late 1960s at the foot of the revolutionary war hero statue in our town square, it featured a beefy police officer and a slender, longhaired hippie flashing a two-fingered peace sign at the camera.

The hippie wore a loose-fitting, wildly patterned dashiki, a string of beads, and apparently nothing else. Vertically striped bellbottoms had been thrown over one corner of the statue’s base, one belled leg hanging nearly to the ground above a pair of sandals, and the hippie braced himself with one hand against one of the statue’s legs. He wore the police officer’s flat-billed cap and had turned his head to look over his shoulder so we could see his face despite his pale, shoulder-length hair.

The officer behind him had stripped off his uniform slacks and BVDs, leaving them on the ground nearby. He stood in black brogues with his dark socks held in place by garters fastened just below his knees, and he still wore his uniform shirt and his duty belt, complete with baton, handcuffs, magazine pouch, and holstered sidearm hanging from it. With a firm grip on the hippie’s waist, his fat cock was already plunged halfway into the younger man’s ass, making it one of the few prints that showed penetration of any kind.

Staring at the photograph of the cop fucking the hippie’s ass gave me a rock-hard erection that strained the crotch of my jeans. When Marc noticed, he reached for my zipper.

I shoved his hand away. “Not here.”

“Then where?”

I stabbed my finger at the photograph in front of us. “There.”

Marc stared at me for a moment and then a smile slowly spread across his face.




• • •




Since Marc and I had never had sex in a public place, we weren’t entirely certain how to prepare. We changed into running shoes, T-shirts, and loose-fitting sweatpants that would be easy to slip off and slip back on. We looked like joggers. We were so excited about what we were about to do that our pants remained tented during the drive downtown.

Midnight was only minutes away when we arrived, and we parked near the plaque that identified the town square as some sort of historic location. The town’s shopping district had long ago moved to the mall by the highway, and many of the buildings surrounding the square were empty. The remaining businesses had been closed for hours. Still, downtown was not completely abandoned. A few blocks in every direction were homes and apartment buildings, and traffic did occasionally pass by.

We left everything in the hybrid except my car keys, iPhone, and a tube of lube, and headed toward the statue. An overcast sky blocked most of the reflected light from the waning moon, and trees still grasping their fall foliage prevented the streetlights at the corners of the square from illuminating the center. Once we reached the statue, we looked around until we were satisfied that we were alone.

We started slow, kissing with closed mouths. Then we stopped, looked around, and kissed again. Before long Marc’s lips parted and I slipped my tongue between his teeth. Our kisses grew harder and deeper.

The more turned on we got, the less attention we paid to our surroundings, and soon Marc dropped to his knees in front of me, hooking his thumbs in the waistband of my sweatpants and pulling them to my ankles as he lowered himself. He cupped my heavy ball sac in one hand and wrapped his other fist around the base of my massive hard-on. Then he took the head of my cock in his mouth and spanked it with his tongue.

As he kneaded my nut sac, he slowly took the first few inches of my cock into his mouth, stopping when his lips reached his fist, and then drawing back. He did that several times, and soon I was trying to push his fist aside so that I could sink the entire length of my cock into his mouth, but he wouldn’t let me.

When I thought I couldn’t stand any more of his teasing, Marc released his oral grip on my cock and stood. He dropped his sweatpants to his ankles, handed me the lube, and turned to face the statue.

As he bent forward and grabbed the statue’s leg the way the hippie had in the photo we’d been aroused by less than an hour earlier, I squirted a glob of lube on my fingers, covered my erection with it and then worked more of it into Marc’s ass crack. I inserted first one finger and then two.

“Quit teasing me,” he ordered huskily as he looked back over his shoulder.

I quickly replaced my fingers with my cock. The mushroom cap of my lube-slickened erection slipped into him with minimal resistance, and then I drove my entire shaft into his ass. I drew back and plunged forward again and again.

As we fucked in front of the statute, I held my iPhone at arm’s length and took pictures of us until my impending orgasm changed the focus of my attention. I already had hold of one of Marc’s hips, and I grabbed the other, capturing my iPhone between his skin and my palm. I slammed my cock into him again and again and again, faster and harder, and when I could no longer hold back, I came. I came hard into his ass.

We didn’t have much time to enjoy a post-coital moment because we saw headlights flicker through the surrounding trees as a car approached the square from Main Street and then turned onto First Avenue to circumnavigate the square. As we quickly pulled up our sweatpants and hurried to the car, I did my best to ignore the come still oozing from my half-deflating cock.

We had just opened the hybrid’s doors when a patrol car slid to a halt behind it and the police officer inside rolled down his window.

“Evening,” he said with a nod.

“Evening, Officer,” Marc responded.

“You two doing all right tonight?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied. I kept my open car door between us so he couldn’t see the throbbing bulge in my sweatpants or the rapidly spreading wet spot at my crotch.

“Nice evening for a jog,” he said. “But you two might want to be careful. Downtown isn’t a safe place at night. You never know what kind of people you’ll run into in the square.”

After we assured him that we had been careful and that we were about to leave, he drove away.

We tumbled into bed as soon as we were home, laughing as we flipped through the photos I’d taken. They were poorly framed, poorly lit, out-of-focus, and the only record we had of what we’d just done.

“Your great grandfather would be so proud,” Marc teased.

“Of my photography?”

“Of your sense of adventure,” he said. “I never knew you had it in you.”




• • •




We framed our three favorite prints from my great grandfather’s collection and hung them in our bedroom where they would provide us with repeated visual stimulation. We didn’t think much more about them until we hosted a holiday party for several of our friends, most of whom requested a tour of the place.

One of Marc’s friends, a gallery owner named Felix, seemed blasé about the tour until we reached the bedroom and he spied my great grandfather’s photographs on the wall. He stopped to stare at the image of the greaser and the mechanic before carefully examining all three prints. After he finished, he turned to me and asked, “Where did you get these?”

I told the story. He asked if I had more, so I walked him across the hall to the other bedroom, opened the door, and revealed a room packed wall-to-wall and floor-to-ceiling with filing cabinets and storage boxes filled with my great grandfather’s life’s work.

“May I look through these?”

“Help yourself,” I told him. “I have to get back to the party.”

We didn’t see Felix again until most of the other guests had bid adieu, and we might not have seen him then if I hadn’t gone looking.

He sat on a stool poring over a dozen prints he had arranged on the worktable. When he spun around, I saw his erect cock bulging in his chinos.

He peppered me with questions, asking if any of the photographs had ever been posted on the Internet, had ever been published, or had ever been displayed in a museum, gallery, or other public setting. I told him that as best I knew they never had been. Then he wanted assurance that I owned not only the physical prints and negatives but the copyrights as well.

I was able to assure him that I did. “Why?”

“Your great grandfather is the undiscovered Ansel Adams of gay porn,” he said. “He chronicled decades of gay encounters, and his photography is impeccable.”

Felix insisted that we display my great grandfather’s work in his gallery, and, with his guidance during the coming weeks, we found a company to produce high-quality, large-format prints. The gallery opening that spring proved so successful I gave up writing poetry and concentrated on managing my great grandfather’s posthumous photography career.

That initial gallery showing in Felix’s gallery led to bigger exhibitions showings in other cities across the country and then to a coffee table book released as Landmark Photography: A Pictorial History of Gay Sex in the 20th Century, featuring text I had written.

Not only did my great grandfather’s photographs provide Marc and me with a steadily growing income, but they also inspired us to continue experiencing sex outside the comfort and safety of our own home.

We fucked in a service station while on a trip across state, we fucked in the confessional before his sister’s wedding, we fucked in the dugout of our town’s minor league baseball team, as well as in dozens of other public locations where we tempted discovery. The possibility that we might get caught acted like a psychological Viagra, making my cock stiffer than ever, and our sex was always hard, fast, sweaty, and captured in pixels.

We started using a high-quality digital camera mounted on a tripod to capture our public misadventures. Our photographs weren’t ever as good as my great grandfather’s, but we quickly gained an appreciation for the art of stealth during semi-public sex and looking through the photos later always turned us on.

In our own way, we carried on my great grandfather’s secret hobby by posing for our own indecent exposures.




HIGH-RISE HOOK-UP







Joe Nelson sat in a bosun’s chair thirty-two stories above the street, cleaning the windows of a high-rise condominium. Using a figure-eight motion, he slid a soapy brush over the glass pane before him. Then he repeated the motion with a squeegee, flicked soapy water from the squeegee, and moved to the next window. Two sixty-pound ropes attached to permanent tiebacks on the roof prevented him from plummeting to his death. The main rope was attached to the bosun’s chair upon which he sat, and the other rope was affixed to the safety harness strapped around his torso. In addition to the brush and the squeegee, hanging from the bosun’s chair or from his utility belt were a ten-gallon bucket filled with soapy water, a spray bottle of cleaning solution, and a scraper to clear away bird shit and other sticky substances.
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