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Introduction


Lawrence Schimel


Ten years ago, I compiled THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF GAY EROTICA. The relationship between the two books is curious, since while this volume is, in essence, a sequel or companion volume to the previous one, there is in reality little other connection between them, aside from my editorship and the sheer size of both. Some of the authors repeat, it’s true, but reading the previous book is not at all essential to enjoying the stories in this one. The relationship between the two is, more or less, anecdotal or accidental.


Nonetheless, I can’t help feeling as if this introduction isn’t half so much an afterword to that previous book a decade ago, a bridge that’s meant to cover the intervening span of years.


In the earlier volume, I spent much of the introduction justifying the importance (or mere existence) of an anthology of literature about gay sex. Those reasons are still valid, I think, but the world in which this new volume was compiled is a different place.


In the wake of the tremendous success of the movie BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN and the television series QUEER AS FOLK, not to mention the growing popularity of manga comics, especially among women, the mainstream has awoken to the powerful impact of stories of homoerotic desire.


Gay characters are prominent in cinema, novels, the news. Bookstores have shelves of other collections of gay erotica, from both specialty and mainstream publishers. It’s easy to feel quite complacent.


But as much as the publishing world may have changed in the intervening years, becoming more open to – or even actively pursuing – gay themes or work, legal advances have been fewer and far between; as of this writing, there are only five countries in the world where same-sex marriages are legal: Belgium, Canada, the Netherlands, South Africa, and Spain. In numerous states of the USA, sodomy laws still criminalize sexual acts between men.


And we have all, gay men and others, suffered from the past 25 years of the AIDS pandemic, as individuals and as communities.


Much work remains to be done, it’s true, before equality is achieved, although many important things have been accomplished. And in many ways, it is thanks to those people who are on the sexual frontiers of our culture that has made life in the “mainstream” more comfortable for many of us, pushing back the boundaries of the social envelope.


I’m always resistant to using my anthologies to make unilateral statements or claims. One of the things I love about anthologies, as a format, is being able to bring together so many different perspective or points of view under a particular umbrella of theme or genre or subject. And given the sheer size of the volumes in the MAMMOTH series, that’s a pretty large umbrella, under which can fit a lot of diversity.


It makes, I hope, a nice change from the majority of recent gay erotic collections, which seem to be grouped around ever-more-narrow subjects and themes.


At the same time, not every story will turn on every reader. That’s a given. It is my hope that enough of the stories in this book will appeal to each reader, even if they’re not always the same ones, and that for anything that’s not floating your boat you simply advance to the next story.


Although I do also hope that you get sucked in to reading about men exploring desires or relationships you might not have let yourself explore before, on or off the page.


Because there are plenty of fetishes and kinks within these pages, alongside romantic erotic episodes or so-called “vanilla” sex stories. Having them all rub against one another beneath the covers of this book lets the reader have voyeuristic glimpses into familiar worlds or ones he may not yet have explored.


THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF NEW GAY EROTICA is, in many ways, a document of the sexual reality of gay men’s lives as much as fantasies.


This is, perhaps, a contradiction.


Many people turn to erotica as escapism from their reality, sexual or otherwise. In fantasy, the man of your dream is, in fact, attainable.


And lately, many women have been turning to gay male sex for their fantasy material. The internet has seen an explosion of this type of material, primarily written by heterosexual women for an audience of heterosexual women, whose “kinks” are often determined by the “fandom” they follow, referring to pairings of characters drawn from popular television series or films. This subgenre is known as “slash”, metonym for the punctuation that determines the pairing, from the original Kirk/Spock that sparked this phenomenon years ago to numerous Rowling-inspired pairings (Harry Potter/Snape, Harry Potter/Dumbledore, etc.)


Gay men have often complained about slash that the actual mechanical aspects of gay sex are so badly written.


While this is true in many cases, it is important to realize that gay men are usually not the primary audience for this material, despite its gay sexual content. One of the most interesting aspects of slash fiction is its COMMUNAL nature.


The truth is that many women also write traditional gay pornography under male names, in large part because there is both an easily adaptable formula and a ready market for the material. Many of them are able to write this material with the majority of their male readers quite unaware of who lies behind the pen (or the pen name). I’ve worked with many of these female authors over the years while compiling many anthologies, and will happily continue to do so.


But in selecting the stories for this book I’ve restricted myself to male authors. And the majority of the stories, even those that do verge off into fantasy, are very much grounded in the reality of gay male experience, contemporary or otherwise. While most traditional pornography relies on the new encounter, here you’ll find erotic stories about men at all stages of relationships: from first meetings to long-term couples – without losing sight of the desire that lingers even after the relationship is, for whatever reason, over. So the sex that happens as often happens with an ex-lover as with a new acquaintance, and only rarely with the anonymous porn magazine archetype of the pizza delivery boy. And even when searching for anonymous satisfaction, there may be a lover in the background (either literally, at the same sex club, or emotionally).


In the decade between books, many of our sexual subcultures have changed. Subcultures have become mainstreamed, for one thing, and often they’ve been so over exploited as to lose some of their erotic charge.


And many of the writers themselves have changed – and not just the ones who appear in both volumes.


Many of us are a decade older, and what we look for (in sex, in literature, in writing about sex) has changed.


I think that many of us have gotten a bit more sentimental, even if often in a bitter – or, at the least, bittersweet – kind of way.


Although without losing sight of the raw sex that turns us on, in life or in fiction.


THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF NEW GAY EROTICA showcases writing by and about gay men, both original stories commissioned for this volume and reprints of exceptional recent stories. And just as desire often transcends all other boundaries, the diverse and distinguished crop of contributors comes from around the globe. The stories are as varied in subject and tone as they are in length and genre. Variety, they say, is the spice of life, so I hope you find this collection offers plenty of spicy stimulation – for both body and mind.





A History of Noah, or How I Met My Boyfriend


Shaun Levin


To be three is to be in public . . .



Elizabeth Bowen, The House in Paris


The Philosopher


We’re about to come in each other’s mouths when his boyfriend Daniel walks in. Noah had warned me he might come home early, but I’m still surprised, and I still feel awkward. Noah waves to him, like you’d wave to the delivery boy from your office chair when he knocks on the door with a parcel, as he holds the back of my head, fucks my face, and shoots his thick come down the back of my throat.


Rule No 1: Don’t let him come in your mouth when you’re not paying attention. I’m coughing so much I don’t even notice Daniel undressing and getting onto the bed with us. By the time I recover, Daniel’s licking the last bits of come off his boyfriend’s cock.


“Stop,” Noah says to him. “We need your help here.”


I’ve never seen skin so pale, every vein visible, so hairless, and hair so red. It’s down past his shoulders, and curly; he brushes it away from his eyes to look at me.


“You must be Shaun,” he says.


“Enough chatting,” Noah says. “Come and chew on his tits.”


His mouth is warm when it lands on my nipple to suckle it. Noah eases me onto my back, so that Daniel’s head is resting on my chest as he nibbles on the tip of my tit and fiddles with the hair on my chest. Noah’s on his knees, holding onto my cock, inspecting it, then leaning forward to lap at the skin of my ball sac. And I think: Oh, fuck.


“I’m there,” I say.


“So quick?” Daniel says.


“I know,” I say. “But I have to.”


And their mouths meet at the head of my cock as I jerk off onto their faces.


And that’s how our threesomes began. I’d take the bus from Tel Aviv to Jerusalem three or four times a month, to the little house Noah and Daniel rented in the German Colony. We’d cook dinner sometimes, especially if it was a Friday and Daniel wasn’t preparing for a lecture at the Hebrew University, or Noah wasn’t in Gaza with some young Palestinian boy, selling dope to his friends after school.


“None of the symposiads,” Daniel says, some weeks later, over dinner, his lecture on Plato’s text imminent. “Not one of them has anything to say about threesomes.”


“What do they have to say?” Noah says, dishing up cream and dill penne with our salmon steaks.


“Which one?” Daniel says.


“How many are there?”


“Seven,” says Daniel.


“Seven?”


“If you count Alcibiades,” says Daniel. “Who wasn’t really there to start with.”


“Who?”


“Alcibiades,” Daniel says


“Say it again,” Noah says.


“Alcibiades,” Daniel says.


“Oh, professor,” Noah says, his eyes on Daniel’s.


Daniel shrugs and smiles at me: “Pass the salad, please,” he says.


Noah’s love for Daniel was a kind of adoration, a playful submission mixed with genuine envy. Noah loved Daniel’s intelligence and his background, he loved him for being what he wanted to be: a nice Ashkenazi boy from a well-educated, well-behaved, musically inclined family; not some farm-boy with a drug-dealer father from Syria and an Egyptian mother who cooked and washed up in silence while her husband was God knows where with his mistresses. That is where the shape of Noah’s love was forged. His love for Daniel was so huge he couldn’t bear to test it for reciprocity, so he diluted it with casual sex, especially with younger boys, like the yeshiva bochers he tells us about over dessert, when the conversation turns to fucking, in preparation for what is about to come.


“There was this kid,” Noah says. “Daniel had to persuade him that I wasn’t worth leaving the yeshiva for.”


“Well,” Daniel says. “You’re not.”


“Yeah,” says Noah. “Especially after having your fat goyishe cock shoved up my arse.”


“How’s that done?” I say.


Because somehow it’s always up to me to make the first move. Like I’m the odd one out, the minority to be respected. The move from dinner-table to futon has yet to be mastered. There is always a cue; in this case: a request for a demonstration.


“Come closer,” Noah says, as he kneels before Daniel, who takes his big pink goyishe dick and shoves it down his boyfriend’s throat.


The thing is, Daniel is actually Jewish. A Lithuanian philosophy professor with a Jewish mother and a Russian painter for a father. He grew up under communism, hadn’t been circumcised, and when he immigrated to Israel in the late eighties and started sleeping with Jewish boys, realised what a novelty he was. He doesn’t like being singled out amongst Jews, the way he’d been singled out amongst the goyim. So Noah and I aren’t that surprised when, six months into our threesomes, and a year after he’d met Daniel, he pulls his cock out of Noah’s mouth, lies down between us, and announces: “I’m going to New York to have it chopped off.”


“Why would you do that?” I say, reaching down to stroke his cock.


“The best circumcision doctors live there,” he says.


“You know what I mean,” I say, pulling his soft foreskin up over the head of his cock and running my finger around inside where it’s moist with spit and sweat and precome, then licking my finger. “This is how Pooh Bear must have felt with his paw in the honey jar,” I say.


“Stop it,” Daniel says.


“Yes,” Noah says. “It’s not kosher.”


Which only makes me jump up and nuzzle in between Daniel’s legs and swallow more of his cock. To be with the man who is loved by my friend; that is the wonder of all this. To be invited into a loving family: to be so content that every exaggeration is credible. Moments like this – Noah at Daniel’s side, kissing him, both of them peering across Daniel’s flat hairless stomach at me on my knees. The shabbes candles our only light – sustained me while I was back in Tel Aviv cooking at Skizza Bar till three in the morning, drinking vodka gimlets after midnight, then trying to write stories during the day.


Two weeks after Daniel left for New York, Noah called to say he had a letter from him: Daniel had been offered a job at Hunter College and he wasn’t coming home again.


“He asked me to join him,” Noah said.


“So, why don’t you?” I said.


“What about you?” he said. “I’d miss you.”


But we both knew that wasn’t the reason. And whatever I thought then, I think differently now. It did have something to do with me, but more with me as a witness, a companion, someone to help contain Noah’s overwhelming love for a man who’d never be his. And the knowledge was there from the beginning; I had been groomed for this moment of abandonment.


And then there were others.



The Married Man


I’m flat on my back with Noah sitting on my face.


“Careful you don’t stick your tongue in too deep,” Guy says. “He’s got piles again.”


So I push my face in further and spit into his arse, just to prove how well I know Noah, how deep my trust is. True friends aren’t fazed by the body’s disloyalties. Noah has the tips of my nipples between his fingers, and pulls on them while he pushes his arsehole down onto my tongue. One hand’s pinching Noah’s nipple, the other’s playing with Guy’s cock, and my feet are wide apart for Guy to stick a finger up my arse. He tries for more, as he leans forward – the bed a prayer mat – to suck on my cock. Guy is the greatest cocksucker; his wife taught him everything.


“My legs are getting stiff,” Noah says.


So he turns around and plugs his cock into my mouth, gently, the way a friend would, the way you’d slide a pacifier between a baby’s lips, without the brutality and anger so common in fucking between strangers. Noah’s is the perfect cock for sucking: reassuringly pudgy and not too long. He pulls Guy’s arse towards him and buries his face in it. Yes, this is Guy: IT expert, ex-gymnast, adulterer. This was all his idea; his wife knows nothing – she thinks he’s on reserve duty in Nablus.


I put my hands on Guy’s head and dig my fingers into his thick black hair. I pull hard and his mouth goes loose around my cock; I can feel the back of his throat, the vibrations of the drowning noises he makes while Noah rims him. From above, we’re a triangle.


“Can we stop for a bit?” I say. “I need to pee.”


We’ve been at it for almost an hour. We’d come once already, smoking our first bong and jerking off to Nazi Youth, a cheap pirate porn flick with skinny doe-eyed Czech boys doing callisthenics in the woods. My legs are so wobbly I have to sit down to piss. I tuck my erection under the seat and fart loudly, a wet fart, then check with toilet paper. Clean.


“Bring us something to eat,” Noah calls as I flush. “I’ve got the munchies.”


I should never have got up. I could have peed in the bottle by the side of the bed. Standing naked in the kitchen preparing a tray of strawberries and melon for two men while my lover is away – don’t ask me where – I’m beginning to regret the whole thing. We haven’t even negotiated sleeping around. I hadn’t planned to, but then Noah called, and he’s not the kind of friend I say no to. Sex with him doesn’t feel like infidelity; it’s an emotional attachment. He’s just not very good with words; sex is his way of communicating. And mine, too, I guess, for when my lover and I are together we’re more likely to fuck than to have a conversation.


When I get back to the bedroom, Guy is on a chair by the side of the bed with his feet on the edge of the mattress. His feet are wide and smooth, his nails thick and in need of clipping, and all I want to do is lick between his toes, those healthy, big-boned, reassuring toes. And I realise then that when a subject kneels before his king, a pilgrim on the steps of the cathedral, it is not an act of submission, but a desire to rest. It is an appeal for protection. So I lay the tray of fruit and Greek yoghurt on the bed, go down on my knees, and lick between the toes of the opulent 6ft 4in broad and muscled IT god.


“I love getting fucked,” Guy says.


Noah guzzles the flesh of a melon while his finger goes in and out of Guy’s arse.


“Try some of the yoghurt,” I say.


“Are you really a writer?” Guy says.


“What else has he told you about me?” I say, eating the yoghurt with my fingers.


“That you’re wild,” Guy says.


“Shut up,” Noah says.


I lie back on the bed and watch them kissing, Guy’s lips bright red as he licks the smell of his arse off Noah’s face. I dip strawberries into yoghurt and eat them whole. I shut my eyes and fondle my cock; the sound could be anything: ripples, cunt, the wellspring of life.


“Stop drifting off,” Noah says. “Come closer.”


He takes some yoghurt with his fingertips and rubs it onto my lips.


“Stop frowning,” he says. “Kiss me.”


“Now?” I say, moving closer to him.


For we so rarely kiss. So rare are the moments of gentle intimacy between us. They were there in the beginning when we met in the army, both of us stationed in Lebanon, until the RPG missile exploded near our foxholes and blasted shrapnel and gravel into the back of Noah’s legs. For those weeks he was in hospital I’d go and lick phlegm onto his wounds. We were lovers during that war in Lebanon, before AIDS came to Israel, before I knew about Daniel, whom Noah had fallen in love with in a way he and I never would. We enjoyed each other, trusted each other too much, so the mad-making, addictive kind of love we believed in back then never happened between us.


“He’s loosening up,” Noah says.


“I need to be on the bed for this,” Guy said.


So I move the tray off the bed and onto the chair to make room for Guy on the mattress, which he crawls across, his rib-cage pressing against tight skin, the veins visible in his arms, scribbles of black hairs pasted round his arsehole, as he stretches out for Noah to fuck him.


“You’re dripping on me,” Guy says. “Lick it off.”


“Ssh,” Noah said.


They’ve known each other for years, since high school, I think. Noah organizes these little parties whenever Guy’s in the mood. They call me when their regular guys aren’t available and I agree because I miss what Noah and Daniel and I used to have and I think that somehow we’ll be able to recreate something of that. But at the moment all I want is to get fucked; I don’t care about anything else. I’ve had enough. I spit into my palm and start jerking my cock. If I ignore them, they’ll go away. Guy takes a condom and KY jelly from the bedside table. He holds onto my hips and slides into me. It’s that easy. From behind I can feel Noah finger-fucking Guy. I’m jerking myself off and trying to let go. Guy’s cock is too comfortable to be exciting. Facing the wall, eyes wide open, I can hear Noah saying: “Fuck him, Guy. Don’t be so gentle.”


And I think: as long as I don’t touch Guy’s skin I won’t have to remember him. I won’t have to turn him into another man who will not love me. I jerk my cock and push my other fingers into my arse and scrape at the soft flesh inside me. I wish someone would tell me to stop. Someone tell me I don’t have to do this. That my lover is ready to cradle me. That I do not have to dig my nails in deeper to tear at the walls of my arse. I am not going to say anything; it’s up to Guy if he wants to bring up the subject of blood. He does, eventually, but by then I’ve come and my face is in the pillow, and I don’t care if I’m unloved, and he’s walking away, saying: Shit, shit, fuck, fuck, on his way to the bathroom. Noah’s mouth is at my ear and he’s combing my hair between his fingers and saying: “Hey, Honey Pie,” he’s saying. “Shh,” he’s saying. “Is this what he did to you?”


The Ambassador’s Son


“The biggest ever,” Noah says. “Long and fat and loads of pubes.”


“I said no.”


“But it’s huge,” he says. “I can only get about this much into my mouth.”


We’re on the balcony, Noah and I, naked and sweating, having both just come on my chest. We haven’t seen each other in almost a year – he’s been on his family’s farm near the Gaza Strip; I’ve been trying to leave the investment banker – but we’ve spoken on the phone, Noah and I, filled each other in, complained about the scarcity of brave and honest men (me), and about the desire of all men to be looked after (Noah). Now he’s trying to convince me to have another threesome; this time with a guy who arrived in Israel a couple of weeks ago.


“He wants to meet other writers,” Noah says. “I told him about you.”


“Like what?” I say. “What did you tell him?”


As the morning sun’s warmth fills the balcony.


“He’s dying to meet you,” Noah says. “Get rid of the banker.”


Noah had caught me at a vulnerable time – the investment banker kept saying he’d leave his boyfriend, then he’d ask me to fuck him in the sauna with everyone watching; those were the kinds of gifts he was offering – and now Noah was dangling this fellow writer in front of me like bait, tempting me with a man who’d been a journalist in Cambodia and Bogota, who’d spent his early twenties fighting corruption in South Africa.


“He’s reading Anna Karenina at the moment,” Noah says, on his way to the kitchen for something to eat. “If that’s any help to you.”


“What did you say his name was?”


All I can say is this: never mind huge, I can barely get the head of Brian’s cock past my lips. Three times the width of mine. A phallic god in itself. We are impressed.


“See,” says Noah.


“See what?” Brian says.


“I’d like to see him piss,” I say.


“Piss?” Noah says. “You should see him come.”


“Excuse me,” the guy says. “It’s not like I’m not in the room or something.”


“He’s young,” says Noah.


And like all the men Noah reels in for himself or to share with others, Brian is beautiful, too. So we kiss. Just our lips at first, still dry, brushing against each other. And he smiles, and I smile, and I purr like a cat from the back of my throat. I stroke his back and kiss him until his lips give way and he swallows my tongue. It is spring again, a warm April evening, almost midnight, and the windows are wide open. The duvet on the floor and the bed a raft afloat. We face each other, Brian and I, still kneeling, too afraid to touch with more than our lips.


“So, what are you doing here?” I say.


“Where?” he says, his breath a warm wind.


“In this country,” I say.


“Didn’t Noah tell you?” he says.


“All he told me about was this,” I say.


“Yours is nice, too,” he says.


“Thank you,” I say.


“Thank you,” he says.


He takes the KY jelly from the side of the bed and spreads lube between his arse-cheeks. I kiss his nipples. He tears a condom packet open and lies back on the bed. I kiss the cleft in the centre of his chest. He lifts his torso to rest on his elbows. I lick my way to his belly-button. He rolls a condom down my cock. I stroke the insides of his thighs. He lies back down. I skim his dense pubes with my open palm. He lifts his legs to rest them on my shoulders. I put lube on my cock and more on his crack. He closes his eyes. I put the head of my cock at the entrance to his hole. He reaches up to pinch my nipples. I lean forward to kiss his mouth. He says please fuck me. I say I’ll see what I can do.


“Well, well, well.” The words come when we do. “I might as well be holding the candle,” Noah says, smiling, watching us from the carpet at the foot of the bed, his eyes peering over the edge of the mattress.


We smile, this Brian person and I, delighting in our own pleasure, my come in the condom, his on his chest, and we giggle as our joy bubbles over. What a miracle, to be plodding along, and then this. To see how a thing that began in reluctance ended in love.


“That was so beautiful,” Noah says, getting up from the floor, the duvet wrapped around him like a cloak.


“Come lie between us,” I say.


Merlin the matchmaker, our fairy godmother.


I didn’t see much of Noah after that. The last I heard was that he’d gone off to New York to work in one of his cousin’s flashy clothes stores on the Upper East Side. And Brian and I? Well, Brian doesn’t really like it when I talk about him. Whenever I try to write about our love, he reminds me that Proust only wrote about his lovers when he was tired of them, or when the pain they caused him became unbearable. Proust’s way was to write his lovers out of his life. And I know that. I know that the distance you need to write about anything means that part of you is always on the way out, even if your engagement with the other is absolute. So let’s just leave it there, at the point where my boyfriend and I begin.





Privacy, Please!


Michael Lassell


“Lawrence,” I said into the cordless, “I am looking at him right now!”


“What’s he wearing?” Lawrence asked, cutting as usual to the chase without so much as a hem or a haw. The young are so refreshingly direct.


“Nothing, of course. That’s what he’s always wearing. If he’s home, he’s naked. It’s the best thing about him.”


“Well, if your bedroom has to face an air shaft, it’s nice that the landlord provides visual aids.”


“It’s not an air shaft,” I said, truly offended. “It’s an interior courtyard with street access, and he doesn’t actually live in this building. And my landlord does not supply humpy eye candy. My landlord supplies cockroaches and the occasional rodent we all hope is a large mouse.”


Lawrence said something into his cordless that sounded like “I have to take a bowel movement,” so it was probably “Why don’t you move,” because if Lawrence did indeed need to move his bowels, he would be unlikely to say so, thanks to WASP potty training and Ivy League schooling – and if he was going to mention it at all, he most certainly would have said, “I have to take a shit.” Anyway, whatever it was, I couldn’t hear it because there was a hideous explosion at his end of the line.


“What the fuck was that?” I asked, wondering if I should be alarmed.


“Oh, nothing,” Lawrence said wearily. “They’re shooting another movie in the vacant lot behind my apartment. Apparently it’s an action movie and they’re using explosives instead of a script.”


“It’s one o’clock in the morning,” I noted.


“I know, I know. It’s been going on for three nights.”


“Who’s in it?”


“I don’t know. Some over-the-hill heterosexual. Chuck van Schwarzenwillis or something.”


“Mel Gibson?” I asked.


“He’s the homophobic one who used to be cute, right?”


“Right.”


“No, it’s not him. It’s somebody even older than that, and the girl is about thirty seconds past early puberty. I think Hollywood should be arrested for child pornography.”


“I didn’t realize you had limits with respect to pornography,” I said.


“Well,” Lawrence answered with a trace of hauteur in his well-modulated contralto voice, “I do: I hate action movies.”


“Well, come over here, then, and I’ll show you an action movie you’ll like. It’s triple-X rated and stars my very own new neighbor, and it is truly up front and personal.”


“What’s he doing?” Lawrence asked.


“Working out,” I replied, but I was drowned out by the Con Ed crew digging to China at the street-access moment of my alley – er, interior courtyard. Which they had been doing for over a year that I knew about.


“What?” asked Lawrence.


“Working out,” I shouted, but the cordless started squawking – his or mine, who knows? – and we hung up. We were used to it. No matter how many frequencies there are on the airwaves, there are at least ten people in any New York neighborhood with the same one, and they’re all on the phone.


My new neighbor was what I would have to call hot. Steamy. Sizzlin’. He was tall, dark, and drop-dead gorgeous. Latino or Italian was clear to my ethnic I.D. antenna – although some might have guessed Greek, and had he been a little less bulky, one might even be forgiven for thinking him Persian. But he was bulky. Gym-bunny bulky. His shoulders swelled out about six inches on each side past his actual skeleton, and one of them sported a goofy KEEP ON TRUCKIN’ tattoo just like Tony Danza used to have (or maybe still does). This made me think he had probably lived in San Francisco, since he was way too young to have lived through the 70s, and San Francisco is the one city on earth where the 70s have never died. San Francisco plus Latino, of course, meant Mexican.


He had ski-jump pecs capped by a pair of redwood-dark nipples you could use for shelter in a storm. His knotted torso made him look like he was wearing that leather armor they always have on in those Roman bible epics in the 50s (an effect heightened by his skin color, which was some unique tint comprised of caramel, camel, coffee, coconut shell, tropical sunlight about an hour before dusk, and rare gilt-edged volumes of the 16th century). Unsurprisingly, he had the legs of a seasoned soccer player. Which meant, of course, that he had one of those asses so beautifully defined and perfectly rounded that it was actually two loaflike masses of fuck-me flesh.


He was relatively hairless, which is a turn-on for me if it’s natural and a total barfer if it’s not. He had a patch of dark hair on his chest, nestled between his tits like a little goatee that had fallen off an idolatrous trick, and it kind of trickled over the bricks of his abs, split around his deeply sunken navel like a brook around a boulder, and came to a slightly curlicued tail, so to speak, about one kiss north of his abundant, jet-black pubic hair. He shaved his legs, from the knees down, and he did it in his bedroom – not in the shower – which is how I knew, because when he was in the shower, I could only see him from the solar plexus up.


And did I mention that he had a dick?


It’s not that it was so huge, although it was definitely more dinner kielbasa than breakfast link. Or perhaps chorizo is more appropriate to the object at hand (so to speak). It was classic in shape, if you like cut sausage, and I do – maybe because I have one of my own, but also because they’re less work (which is why I like summer more than winter: all those layers of clothing getting tangled up with each other every time you enter or exit a room). Which meant, I quickly clocked, that wherever his parents were from, he was probably born (a) in a hospital and (b) in the US of A, a country as irrationally infatuated with circumcision as it is with psychiatry, which may, of course, be related.


Everyone’s idea of a perfect dick, is, of course, different. His was mine. Long enough to dangle and sway when he walked, but not enough to scuff his knees, and rather thick, with a slight (and I mean slight) taper before flaring into a rather more pointed than not glans. Erect, it points almost straight up along his torso as if following the path mapped out by the hair that grows along his axis of symmetry. There’s an appealing curve to it that suggests the outside arc of rhinoceros horn.


Didn’t I mention that I’d seen his dick in copulatory action?


Oh, yes. My new neighbor, who is probably in his mid- to late-twenties, has no shame. He not only walks around naked, but he frequently walks around hard, his usually loose-hanging balls tucking up below that divinely bouncing divining rod. And he’s not always alone. I’ve seen a United Nations of calendar boys pass through that bedroom. I’ve seen his dick buried to the mustache in the greedy mouths of admiring lads. I’ve seen him service a procession of well-lubed assholes, pushing in until his pubes start to gleam like the raven tresses of an Andalusian starlet finding her key light, then pulling out again so the puckered scarlet tip of it cleared the welcoming butthole before he jammed back in again.


And I have seen dicks of all description, some of them larger than life, pounding his own glory hallelujah, him screaming in English and Spanish and that language of animal sounds spoken only by men in the climax moments of butt-fucking ecstasy. I’ve seen him knees-over-head with a family-sized dildo up his butt, and watched him wedge all his fingers into his asshole, not to mention carrots, cucumbers, zucchinis, and even a phallic lube pot. He is as erotically adroit as linguistically versatile.


Apparently he didn’t realize that turning off the lights would have made it more difficult to watch him. He also did not seem to understand the principle of shades, blinds, or blackout curtains. And he certainly didn’t know every spasm was being appreciated and sometimes – often – accompanied just ten or twelve feet away across an air shaft, by an admiring neighbor who – okay, I admit it – sometimes related the whole scene while it was happening to friends on the phone who were also jerking off just hearing how hot the whole fucking business was.


Or maybe he knew just what he was doing.


“That was so fucking hot,” Lawrence said once when we were done.


“I shot over my head,” I said into my cordless.


“No shit,” he said. “I’d like to see that some time.”


“Well, you can’t see it unless you get naked over here,” I said, following a flirtatious road that had so far led nowhere.


“What’s happening with José?” Lawrence asked, for that is what we called him.


“Well, the black guy’s head is kind of below the window sill at the moment, so I can’t really tell if he’s lapping up the come, but that certainly is what I’m guessing from the movements of those dreadlocks.”


“Maybe I should come over,” Lawrence said.


“I don’t think so,” I said, since it seemed that José was shifting himself into “Fuck me NOW!” position, a lovely profile view in doggy style that allowed me an excellent vantage point for round two. “I’m going to have to come again, and I don’t think I can wait for you.”


“I’m definitely coming over tomorrow night,” Lawrence said.


“He doesn’t do it every night,” I said.


“I’ll take my chance,” Lawrence said, and a huge explosion went off on his end of the line.


“Are they still making that fucking movie?” I asked.


“No – I mean, yeah, they are, but I think that was a bomb,” Lawrence answered. “I’ll call you back if something interesting is going on.”


Having both hands free was, of course, an advantage because I could work my dick and at least one nipple at the same time. I was on my knees in the dark watching José get hosed when it happened.


I was staring at him taking his “date’s” dick up his ass, when José looked straight across the gaping gulf between our buildings and right into my eyes. And then . . . he winked. Winked! I swear. I blinked my eyes, as if this could not possibly be the case, as if there were no way he could be watching me while I was watching him. But, as if reading my confusion, he picked one hand off the mattress and waved. God knows what else he would have done if his top-at-the-moment hadn’t pulled his head around for a near kiss.


Now, New York is a funny place. There are way too many people living in way too small a place, and we’ve developed a kind of privacy by agreement. We have no privacy so we agree to pretend we have it. Of course we all walk around in underwear or less, but we never, never “notice” each other through our windows. We would rather be guillotined than mention to a neighbor we routinely see muff diving that she has a nice butt when we see her walking her bulldog.


Watching José get hard while he curled his barbells naked in the window, watching him jerk off after toweling the sweat from his bushy underarms, watching him suck and fuck and get sucked and fucked was all sexier than shit. But none of it was shocking. The wink and the wave was unprecedented. How could I go on living here if people actually acknowledged that we were all watching each other all the time?


Now, I am a quantity shooter, and a distance shooter, too – although my second and third fusillades are usually paltry compared to the first. But something opened up in me when he winked. I crawled across my bed, closer to the window. I was yanking like a madman when the black guy who was fucking José let out a roar that José joined with a scream and that I turned into a trio with a guttural groan loud enough to make my ribs resonate, and I shot straight through the open window and past the fire escape.


José turned and looked. I wondered if I’d hit his window with my come, but that would have been unlikely for a second shot. I vowed to see if I could make it, though – sometime. Maybe if I stood on the fire escape . . .


“Hi,” José said from behind me in the Korean deli at the corner. I was trying to choose three perfect bosc pears from the rotting pile on the fruit stand: Big, hard, sweet, un-bruised.


I was taken, as they say, totally aback.


“Oh, hi,” I said.


“I’m José,” he said.


“I know,” I said.


“You know my work?” he asked.


“Oh . . . ,” I said, “. . . your name is José, I mean, it’s really José.”


He looked at me as if I were acting strangely in some way.


“Yeah,” he said. “It’s not that unusual a name.”


“Oh, nonono,” I said, trying to cover. “It’s a great name. Spanish.”


“Right,” he said. “José Esteban.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing, my usual mistake when my dick begins to tingle itself awake in its auburn nest.


Some ancient lesson of civilization came bubbling out of my genes to my conscious mind and I stuck out my hand and said my name.


“I thought maybe you recognized me,” he said, oddly earnest.


“Oh,” I said, “I do.”


“No, no, not from the window.” He smiled unselfconsciously, as if that were a forgone conclusion. “From my movies.”


“You’re an actor?” I asked.


I mean, really, when I am around a man I want to fuck I might as well be a tourist from Oklahoma who has never seen a city in his life. My blasé Native New York attitude goes gurgling down the nearest sewer drain, and I become a shuffle-footed teenager with acne and unsupportive parents. Oh, right – that was me.


“No,” he said. “I do porn.”


“Ohhhhhhh,” I said. And I meant it.


“Yeah, you’ve probably seen me.”


“Right. Well, actually, um, no . . . sorry. I don’t actually watch it. I mean, I’ve seen it, of course . . .” Christ, now I was insulting his profession.


“It’s okay,” he said. “It’s not for everyone.”


“No, no. It’s me,” I said, although I have no idea what I meant by that.


So of course then there was the first awful empty silence. My years on the streets of Manhattan have at least taught me this fact of life: get past the first awkward silence, and anything is possible; lose the moment, and you’ll never get it back.


“Well,” he said . . .


“No, don’t go,” I said . . . “Um, I mean, unless you have to.”


“No. I’m just on my way home. I just saw you looking at the fruit . . .”


“Right,” I said. “I’m a big fan of fruit.”


He grinned, which kicked off the second horrible empty pause, because I was now mesmerized by him. Happily, the second embarrassing pause is never as bad as the first (you already have empirical evidence you can survive silence).


“So that explains it,” I managed, just because I was wondering if he could tell I couldn’t keep my eyes off his nipples, which were bulging through a bright red, skin-tight T-shirt.


“Explains what?” he said, jumping on his cue.


“Why you’re so . . . Um, uninhibited.”


“I’m not all that uninhibited,” he said, almost shyly, “except sexually.”


“Right,” I said.


“I like it when you watch me,” he said, looking directly into my eyes with eyes that I had not quite noticed before, or at least had not appreciated. They were the kind of blue that seems to exist only in children’s books, not in nature: bright, light, liquid, sharp, intelligent, wild, incongruously northern in his Mediterranean face, but warm as a hearthstone. The kind of aquamarine or turquoise associated with swimming pools and parakeet feathers.


“You knew I was watching?” I said, held by those eyes like a baby chimp by its mother.


“Yeah,” he said.


My mind was racing faster than slot machine wheels before they settle on bells, bars, or cherries. I was desperately trying to think of something to say.


“Don’t think so hard,” he laughed. “I think you’re hot.”


“You think I’m hot?” I said or asked or whatever.


“Absolutely,” he replied. “Way. You wanna come up?”


I put my bosc pears back on the pile.


“He’s really sweet, Lawrence,” I said.


“You slept with him?” Lawrence said for the fourth or fifth time, the amazement in his voice growing with each repetition.


“Yes,” I said. “Is that so odd?”


“Oh, no,” he lied. “You sleep with dog food all the time,” which was our term for those overly beefy Chelsea boys who all want more than anything to look like a meat meal. We have also been known to call them frozen dinners.


“Eat me,” I said.


“Was it hot?”


“He’s Chicano,” I said, not by way of explanation, but to change the subject. “His father was, is Mexican,” I continued. “His mother is half Mexican, half French – which is where the blue eyes come from, or at least that’s what he says. He was born in Stockton, went to Diablo Valley Junior College and San Francisco State, has six brothers and sisters, including a lesbian, he’s a few credits short of a degree in something business-y, and he’s very, very sweet.”


“And?” said Lawrence, who knows me better than anyone.


“And he’s a porn star.”


There was a silence even the bomb going off in the parking lot next to Lawrence’s apartment couldn’t drown out.


I started counting off the seconds, waiting for Lawrence’s response, but I hadn’t started right at the beginning, so I gave up counting and broke the silence for him.”


“Well, not a star, exactly, which is a word used way too often. I mean, everybody who’s ever been in a film calls themselves a star – superstar, even – but he’s on the way up. And he’s very—”


“Sweet?”


“Well, yes, he is very sweet.”


“And how was the, you know, sex?” Lawrence asked, his voice rising at the end while drawing out the x-sound of sex rather longer than I would have thought humanly possible.


“Well, oddly enough,” I said, because that’s the kind of relationship we have, “he likes getting fucked the best, which is not what I would guess if I just saw him walking down the street, but that was fine because it is, of course, my favorite thing in the whole world to do. Sexually.”


“Maybe I should come over there,” Lawrence said.


“Well, it was very nice . . . you know, sweet and all. He’s almost shy. I liked touching him. He has the stupidest tattoo that ever came out of a needle. He was a big stoner in San Francisco, although he says he’s actually in AA now and totally clean and sober, and he got the tattoo one night when he was loaded over in North Beach somewhere. Actually,” I continued, “I liked the kissing more than the fucking.”
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I had undressed him, of course. I love undressing men.


We walked through the door. He clicked a lock or two behind him, and went to pull off his T-shirt.


“Uh-uh,” I said, “let me.”


He dropped his arms and looked at me, eye to eye again. My dick was inching up the inside of my Jockeys. He smiled, sweetly. His gave his head a coltish toss to clear his unfashionably long hair out of his eyes.


I put one hand on each side of his waist and moved in so close I could feel the heat from his nostrils on my face. He was maybe an inch shorter than me, so he was a bit under six feet. I ran my hands up the side of his T-shirt, along the seams.


He breathed deeply, exhaling into my face.


I raised one hand and touched his lips with one finger. They were full and fleshy and parted slightly. I moved my lips as close as I could to his without touching. We were both breathing harder. I grabbed his T-shirt in two hands and pulled it roughly up and over his head. Before he brought his arms back down, I put my hands back on him, rubbing his dark-haired underarms with my thumbs, while my fingers put some pressure on his shoulder blades.


I pulled him in closer and his face moved in toward mine. Before our lips touched, I blew slightly over them and he opened his a bit more and licked them with the tip of his tongue. I ran the tip of my tongue as gently as I could on the underside of his upper lip, then moved my fingers down to his nipples.


He emitted a loud whew and gasped on the inhale when I pinched slightly on each one. I flicked each one with the back of my thumbnail and blew a trail of smoke down his body until I was kneeling in front of him, breathing through the denim of his Levis into his bulging basket.


“Put one of your feet here,” I said, touching my chest.


He did.


I untied the laces of his boot, slowly, and then pulled it off. Then the sock. His toes were long and straight.


“The other one,” I said.


When he was barefoot, I stood up again and put my fingers lightly on each side of his face, barely touching the beard stubble there. I pulled his face forward again and when his lips and mine touched, I dropped one hand to his crotch and barely touched his dick, which was already hard. I opened his belt and the top button, slid down the zipper, peeled back the fabric and let it slip over his hips.


The pants dropped to the floor and he stepped out of them. His dick sprung to flagpole position and he shuddered. He was covered in goose flesh. I slipped one hand behind him, to his upper thigh, and stroked the front of his body with the other. When I got near his crotch, I slipped past his dick and drew my fingertips under his tightening balls. Then I grabbed his balls and pushed my mouth onto his mouth at the same time.


Now, not everyone knows how to kiss. And not every mouth is made for contact. José was born oral. His hot, wet lips nearly melted away and we went at each other’s mouths with our mouths until all the flesh was indistinguishable and we seemed more like kiss than kissing.


The kissing got him going and he started pulling at my clothes. I helped him all I could, because I could not think of anything I wanted more right then than to be naked and inside him.


As soon as I was as naked as he was, he dropped to his knees and took my cock into his mouth up to the hilt. God bless the gay man’s gag-free throat, I thought as I started to rock my hips into a righteous face fuck. He was working me up so fast that I had to pull away before I shot in his mouth. No way I was leaving here without my dick up his ass, and I wanted that particular ejaculation first.


He was totally amenable as I maneuvered him onto his back. He reached across his bed to the windowsill without looking and got a condom in his hand, opened it with his teeth in a single gesture, and started working it onto my dick. I worked his ass with my fingers a while before slipping my dick into him. I pumped hard and fast, but not long. He was pulling on his own dick with a two-handed grip I’d only seen once before. I wondered if he knew my friend Rob.


“I’m gonna shoot,” he said, and he started before he was even finished. I pulled out of him and the rubber nearly simultaneously and shot my first beautiful load of the day onto his face and shoulder and the wall behind him and onto the foothills of his mountainous midriff.


“Oh . . . My . . . God . . .!” he shouted. “You fucking shoot!”


It was the least I could do.


When I came out of the shower, José was sitting on his bed, naked of course. Behind him was his bedroom window and fire escape and the air shaft and my fire escape and my window and my bed, which was perfectly visible from here. The desk on the side of the room opposite the bed was even visible. I wondered if he could read what I was writing from here as well as I could read his body from there.


He had one leg crossed over the other, one foot almost in his lap, which reminded me of the lotus position, and he was leaning against the headboard.


“I’m sorry,” he said.


“What for?” I asked.


“I wasn’t very good,” he said.


“You were fabulous,” I said, but the truth is, I was disappointed, and wondered if he was picking up on the unspoken. It had been much hotter in my mind than it was in fact, despite the obvious pleasure every cell in my body had taken in the encounter: I was as depleted after a single ejaculation as I’ve ever been. It was like numbers two and three had pushed up their schedule to rendezvous with the early bird for a serious worm hunt.


“Something was missing,” he said, rolling his head toward his window, toward my window, then quickly back. “I know sex, and I know we’ve got more in us.”


“You have sex a lot,” I said, sitting next to him on the bed.


“Do I?” he asked. “What’s a lot?”


“Well, most days and sometimes more than once a day, sometimes with more than one partner.”


“Well, it won’t last forever,” he said. “I know that. I think it’s my duty to my body to use it for sex when it’s still in great sexual shape, you know? I mean, it’s not the only thing I do. And I’ll do other things later when people stop wanting my body. I’ll develop my mind. I’ll join a monastery or study Buddhism.”


He dropped his head to his chest like a little boy who has done something wrong.


“You’re really good at sex,” I said. “Really open. Undefended. It’s unusual. It’s . . . wonderful.”


“I hope we can do it again,” he said.


“Can and will,” I said. “I want to.” It was no lie.


“So what was wrong with it?” Lawrence was asking.


“Well, nothing was wrong with it,” I was answering. “I mean, it was better than most of the sex I’ve had in my life. And he is absolutely the most beautiful man I’ve ever fucked – ever. But it did not rise to my expectations.”


“But he wants to get together again.”


“Oh, yeah. We actually went out for coffee after and had a long talk. He’s not stupid. He’s got a lot of ambitions for his life and career. He wants to get out of the sex business after he makes a bundle from his booty. He’s actually a great conversationalist. I mean, he doesn’t wax eloquent about the Jacobean Shakespeare, but he doesn’t go on and on about himself, either. He’s informed, interested. And there is definitely more there than meets the eye, even though what meets the eye is more than enough.”


“The first time is never the best,” Lawrence said with his ordinary extraordinary insight and the kind of intelligence even the Ivy League couldn’t ruin.


“He’s dancing at the Gaiety this week,” I said.


“Yeeww,” Lawrence responded acidly, seeming to forget once again that he was non-judgmental in all things sexual. “Is he fucking the clients behind the movie screen, too?” he asked.


“Lawrence,” I said, with mock impatience, “you can’t actually have sex with the dancers at the Gaiety any more. You have to take them to a hotel.”


“Oh,” said Lawrence, with that plaintive note in his voice that signals his conviction he was born too late for all the fun stuff. “Are you going?”


“He wants me to.”


“Well, then go.”


“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve sort of given up the Gaiety. It just seems depressing and desperate lately.”


“Since you can’t have sex with the dancers on the premises. You never were any good at postponed gratification.”


Did I mention I had a huge crush on Lawrence when we met and ruined any chance for us making a go of life together by pushing too hard when he said he was ambivalent?


“Thanks for sharing,” I said, “but I already have one therapist, capisce?”


He capisced.


“But it was fun back there behind the movie screen,” I continued, “getting it on with some fantasy stud while a bunch of other couples were doing the same thing all around you, and the dancers were kind of working up their hard-ons and strutting around naked. And all for forty bucks. Now it’s just . . . I don’t know . . . It’s like shopping for lettuce. You go in, they dance around naked, you pick one, you make a deal, you go to a hotel, they do less than you want for the money, they do more than they want to for their heterosexual self-image. Yaddah yaddah yaddah. I don’t know. Maybe.”


Even these days, as millennium approaches, the Gaiety Burlesk is a zoo on Friday and Saturday night, when they’ve got a dozen or more dancers carrying on all night long. The place is packed, humid with lust and cash, and you have to assert yourself to get what you want.


Tuesday afternoon, on the other hand – and just for an example – is an altogether different story. There are six dancers usually. They dance. There’s a scene from a porn movie. Another dancer comes out. In between they sit in the smoking lounge hoping to snag a john from the five or six geriatric tourists in the place. But Tuesday afternoon is when I had off that week, so that’s when I climbed the stairs under the new canvas awning on Forth-sixth Street. Titanic was playing at the theater next door. The phrase “going down” kept repeating itself in my mind. And the word “disaster”.


I paid my money to a young man sitting in a booth behind glass and entered a familiar dark world full of rock music.


There was a very well-put-together Asian dancer on the runway, gyrating his hips and pointing his hard-on off the stage and into the house. I counted four men in the audience. There is a no-sex policy here, thanks to an asshole named Rudy Giuliani, who managed to get himself elected mayor of New York – twice – but at least two of the old geezers were jerking off, which was kind of comforting.


I went into the lounge. A couple of men were sitting there smoking, watching one of the dancers at the ancient video game by the stage door, on which a prominent sign hung that said: PRIVATE – NO PATRONS PAST THIS POINT.


The door swung open, and José appeared, wearing sweat pants, Keds, and a sweatshirt with the sleeves ripped off. It was love at first sight all over again.


“Hi,” he said, and gave me a kiss.


The two smoking elders started drooling.


“Come on,” he said and led me to the forbidden door.


“You won’t get in trouble, will you?” I asked.


“Nah, the old dykes aren’t here today,” he replied, meaning the gypsy sisters who ran the place and usually presided over the ticket booth like gorgons guarding the Golden Fleece.


Backstage was pretty much the way I remembered it. There was a bleached blond sitting on a bench in the little locker room trying to get it up with baby oil and a man-woman fuck rag.


José took my hand and walked up a couple of steps. We crossed behind the screen and down the steps on the other side. When we were alone in the little back area where I had shelled out the requisite tariff more than once, he turned to me, lifted his sweatshirt over his head and dropped his sweat pants and pushed his perfect naked body up against me. He started to get hard immediately, his stiffening dick working its way between my legs.


He planted a huge kiss on my mouth but pulled off suddenly.


“Shit,” he said. “That’s my music. I have to go on. Go out front and watch me,” he said. “Sit right in front of the runway. I’ll meet you out there when I’m done.”


The blond grunted at me huffily as I left. I guessed he was about thirty. He looked fifty.


By the time I got to my appointed (and thankfully uncontested) seat at the foot of the runway, José was already on stage with his shirt and sneakers off.


I sat down and he proceeded to gyrate rhythmically, dancing only for me, stroking his dick through his sweat pants, then pulling open the waist and putting his hands inside.


He twirled around and showed his butt to his audience of one, slipping the pants down off his ass cheeks and flexing his gorgeous gluteus maximus muscles. He bent over far enough, spreading the cheeks with his splayed fingers, to give me a unobstructed, spotlighted view of his happily hospitable hidey-hole in its nest of sweat-sleeked hair.


Then he stripped the sweat pants off and turned around. He’d already worked himself into a beautiful boner and he dropped himself to his knees at the end of the runway, pulling on his dick and pumping his hips directly at my face. He was smiling and licking his lips and giving me the hypnotic limpid eye all at the same time while sweat started dripping out his pores and down over the muscles of his belly.


I was as hard in my jeans as I ever get in my jeans, and I was rubbing my sweaty palms on my thighs when the music ended and the lights went down to the sound of two or three entranced old-timers applauding limply.


I was still sitting there when the movie started up again and José came into the house wiping the sweat off his trunk with his sweatshirt. He was ignoring the man trailing him and gave me a gesture to follow him.


“Sit with me a while,” he said, and led me to the back row of the theater, where three seats sat in virtual darkness between the projection booth on one side and the corridor wall on the other.


We sat down. I put my arm around the back of his chair and he put his hand on my thigh. I was still hard, which he found out almost instantly.


“Very nice,” he said. “Did you like it?”


“You were very, very hot,” I said, which was the God’s honest truth.


“You’re pretty hot, too,” he said, still stroking my throbbing dick. I was starting to breathe heavy.


“I’m in this movie,” he said suddenly.


“Really?” I said.


“Oh, yeah. The evil dykes always try to show the movies of the guest dancers,” he said. “I’m in the next scene.”


I thought I couldn’t get harder, but I certainly wasn’t getting softer.


He leaned over to kiss me, deep, the way we both like it.


That’s when the scene started on the screen.


A behemoth of buff beef was lounging beside a pool with a hard on the size of a baseball bat.


“We made it in L.A.,” José said, which I took to mean the movie.


José was playing the pool boy. He was wearing tiny cutoffs and was rubbing his crotch salaciously while watching the satisfied homeowner fondle his most prized possession.


Their eyes met. José turned and looked me right in my eyes. He was fondling his own crotch as well as mine.


Up on screen he was approaching his employer, who was slathered in oil from head to foot and was glistening in the southern California sun. He spread his legs, putting one foot on the patio stones on each side of the lounge chair he was sprawled on. José slipped off his shorts on the screen and then slipped his sweat pants down to his ankles in the back row of the Gaiety beside me.


“Here?” I said kind of panicked, my heart beating with fear and anticipation at the same time.


“Nobody will watch us,” he said, but I wasn’t so sure. I also didn’t care.


Movie José was sucking the daddy’s dick. Real-life José was on his knees between my legs, pulling my easily opened jeans down off my hips. He had my willing dick in his naturally lubricated mouth right on down to the throat. Up and down he rode in the dark as his image on the flickering screen did likewise.


“God,” I whispered.


“No,” he said, stopping his mondo suck job long enough to grin, “it’s just me.”


“Same thing,” I said and he went back to work.


Meanwhile, the brutish brunet had turned his water boy around and was massaging his butt cheeks, which José seemed to know without ever looking at the screen. Because, when he turned around, he stood up, leaned his hands on the back of the seat in front of us, and tilted his asshole in my direction. Bluto was playing with starlet José’s pretty pucker, and I saw no reason not to join him. I spit on my thumb and started making little concentric circles around his dark asshole, pushing in at the same time.


José was groaning in stereo now, and so were his screen companion and I. I took my cue from José’s co-star and put my tongue to his asshole, which was twitching like a sea creature. I was sucking and probing that friendly orifice as greedily as my celluloid counterpart and way more into it than I had ever been before when one of the other members of the audience managed to find his way back to our corner.


“Could you leave us alone?” I hissed at him when I saw him standing there with his hand in his pants.


“It’s okay,” José said, but pushed the man’s hand away when he reached out to touch him.


Up on screen an adorable young slip of a FedEx driver was standing behind an oleander bush watching a gigantic dark-haired hulk poking his dick at the asshole of a breathtaking Latino with a KEEP ON TRUCKIN’ tattoo on one inflated bicep.


“I don’t have a rubber,” I said, beginning to get into it, but José had thought of that, too. Bending over (and backing his sweat and spit drenched ass crack against my raging cock) he pulled one out of sweat pants and handed it to me with a small vial of lube. I cracked the lube open and spread it right onto my target, pushing it inside him with the fingers of my right hand while working the fingers of my left up the knots of his spine while José held his cheeks apart.


When the host of the impromptu pool party started pushing at José’s asshole with his safety-sheathed bat, I rolled that condom onto my dick and slid it into as welcoming an asshole as I’ve ever slipped into. Dark-haired actor-man and I pumped in and out of José. Up on the stage, a thousand Mylar icicles that formed a kind of curtain were reflecting the merciless filmed sunlight of Los Angeles. The FedEx guy had his dick out and at full mast by now, and so did the guy who was watching us at the back of the theater. He made a grab for José’s dick, and my neighborly neighbor pushed his hand away.


“No touching,” he said insistently to our silent witness, yanking on his own dick with one hand and pulling a nipple nearly off his chest with the other since I had both of my hands on his hips pulling him forcefully onto my dick over and over again. I was Vlad the Impaler and he was a unfortunate prisoner of war.


Up on the screen, the big bad dark guy pulled out of José and let his come fly.


“You call that coming?” I said out loud, and – in a totally characteristic spasm of competitiveness – I whipped out my dick and put a thumb back in its place, ripped off the rubber, and started jerking to the finish line while my rival’s meager come was shown in slo-mo a half dozen times.


The FedEx man was splashing his joy juice all over his parcel and so was our voyeuristic friend, who was dribbling his own love liquor and making a last grab at José’s egg-plant colored dick.


“Would you please give us some privacy?” I said, and José turned around to face me, his dick stretched to the breaking point.


We were slamming our dick-filled fists at our bellies and started to let fly at the same time.


“Oh my GOD!” I growled back into my throat, not wanting to make a spectacle of myself, and shot clear over José’s shoulder and onto the gray presence in the corner.


“Go, baby, go,” José was shouting out loud, drawing the attention of every other dancer and client in the place. And because I am an agreeable fuck, I did. I shot more than I ever had before. It was cascading off José’s drum-tight torso, and I still kept coming, and then José started to come, and a couple of other gents started circling around and José just started screaming “Oh . . . oh . . . oh . . .” with each spurt of hot heavy syrup, and the circle of interested observers started tightening and José was nearly convulsive, practically shouting “Give . . . Us . . . Some . . . Privacy . . . Please!”


But I was not at all sure he meant it.


The other men – realizing, after all, that all was, indeed, over – started to disperse. José and I wiped ourselves off with his sweatshirt, pulled up our respective clothing back into its recommended configuration for normal use, and cuddled back into our seats.


“Now that,” said José, “is what I call sex. A hundred percent.”


“Absolutely,” I agreed, although just before the film was interrupted for the next dancer, José, his boss, and the grateful FedEx man were swimming around in the pool, paddling around into what would doubtlessly be a clumsy three-way. José was licking my neck, totally satisfied, apparently. I felt as if a light switch had gone on as an idea began to hatch in the incubator of my post-coital mind. I’d have to call Lawrence and see if he was game.


I was on my knees on Lawrence’s lovely king-sized bed, my dick buried to the short hairs in his tight, compact ass. He was kneeling, too, his mouth full of José’s lollipop. José was on his knees facing me across the small expanse of Lawrence’s back. José was working my left nipple with his right hand; I was giving him a bit of loving tit torture with my own. Perhaps because we’d completed the sacred circle, we’d managed to get a lovely rhythm going. The sexual energy was flowing to every inner nook and outer cranny of my body. My ears were red, my asshole clasping and unclasping its own heat as I clenched my ass and leg and stomach muscles with every thrust.


José had just taken my thumb in his mouth when all of us heard a baritone voice somewhere outdoors below us yell “Lights!” – and a million candles’ worth of floodlights flicked on outside the window, which was conveniently located next to the rumpled bed. I could see a light spring rain falling in the light and behind the clouds the Empire State Building lit up red and green for Cinco de Mayo.


“Camera;” the same voice shouted, as José looked at me with grateful glee spreading all over his face.


“And action!”


Lawrence, who was used to the film crew camped outside his building, never missed a beat; José arched his back in total ecstasy, pumping a bit harder into Lawrence’s throat; and I kept up my end of the bargain, although I admit I was biting down on my lower lip to keep from breaking out into a roar of laughter. And I did take a peek at our images, flickering on the walls of the apartment like the antics of Javanese shadow puppets. And I did think I caught the faraway sound of a chorus of male voices hooting and woofing and otherwise cheering us on to the finish line as I felt the lava starting to erupt from my buried volcano and a series of earsplitting explosions went off all around us.





The Best Sex Between Them


Andy Quan


They know that they shouldn’t. But the things that we know don’t always help us.


“Would this be all right?” Geoffrey looks at Max searchingly.


“It’s up to you.” Max looks neither happy nor sad.


“Why is it always up to me?”


They step towards each other, not without hesitation, and kiss.


Sex had never been great between Geoffrey and Max. Their physical attraction to each other had been but it didn’t seem to translate to the right chemistry. Geoffrey may have been in his forties but his body was boyish and thin with soft skin and barely a hair on his torso. For Max, it was a perfect combination of the sex appeal of wisdom and a fantasy of a young university student.


Max, on the other hand, was thick: solid neck and shoulders, a jutting chest covered with salt and pepper hair, and barrel-shaped thighs.


“You make my throat dry,” Geoffrey told Max the first time they had sex. He was often given over to extravagant statements; he was an ad man who wanted to write novels.


The words didn’t make sense to Max but the context did. Kissing was good. In fact, it was excellent: the shape of their mouths a perfect match; they would take turns naturally, licking the outside gums of the other, sucking on the other’s tongue, nibbling the other’s bottom lip. They lost themselves in that motion.


But the first weeks, unusually, Max couldn’t come. He couldn’t explain why, but he liked Geoffrey so much that it made him nervous. It short-circuited the simple order of being aroused, sexual play, and a burst of semen from the tip of one’s cock.


“You don’t mind, do you?” asked Max and Geoffrey admitted that if this is the way sex was going to be between them that it might be a problem.


“I like some sort of equality. It’s not just about me wanting you to come. It’s that I think you’ll be more satisfied if you’ve had an orgasm too.”


“But I don’t mind.”


Max was telling the truth but Geoffrey was unconvinced.


Geoffrey pulls up Max’s rugby shirt and balances it up onto the shelf of Max’s chest while he takes a great mouthful of the body that is revealed. He licks and softly bites Max’s pectoral muscles, these broad round shapes. If they were vessels, they would be made of metal, thick-walled, and unable to be easily lifted when filled with water. A great chest has always been an obsession of Geoffrey’s. Will he ever again find one as beautiful as this: one you can grab onto, that makes you think of strength, and makes your cock stand out sharp as a salute? They stay like that for a time before Max stretches up to lift off his shirt completely, then reaches down and eases Geoffrey out of his. It’s already unbuttoned so Max eases Geoffrey’s arms back, pushes gently at the fabric of the business shirt, and it wrinkles down onto the floor, Geoffrey’s mouth never having lost contact with Max’s chest.


The problem of orgasm (or lack of one) didn’t last but instead changed into something else. It was Geoffrey this time, and at first he thought it was mental. It was the first time that his combination of antiretroviral therapy was failing and though his doctor advised him not to overworry, he found it an impossible state, like failing to clear your mind when meditating because you are thinking the whole time about clearing your mind. So Geoffrey thought it was stress that was causing a pronounced lack of sexual drive. But after weeks, when the doctor assured him that the new medication regiment was working, he wondered if the dip in his libido could be due to his new meds.


He knew that Max was frustrated and he knew that only months into a new relationship was not a good time to draw away from sex. But he couldn’t seem to do anything about it. He and Max would masturbate together; they would kiss too. But the level and intensity of love-making was underwhelming.


When they came back – desire, energy – the problems were resolved only for a time. It was like a singer who didn’t have time to warm his vocal cords properly before a performance. He sings his way through stumblingly but the orchestra plays its final notes before he can find his way. They were never in synch.


“Have you talked about it?”


Geoffrey was seeing a counsellor. He’d never done it before but he’d worried about things not working with Max. He didn’t want to quit therapy unless he knew he’d put in a good effort. He was too old to give up too easily and a relationship that had only lasted a year seemed trivial. Plus he couldn’t be certain that the problem wasn’t something deep-seated and invisible to him but an issue that came from him rather than being mutual.


“Well, what would you like him to do? Really. Is there some situation that you can describe, some way that you would like him to be when you’re having sex?”


He liked this counsellor. He liked the questions which poked and prodded and made him think and talk or come to sudden revelations like this one:


“I’d like him to take charge. I’d like him to throw me onto the bed and make love to me instead of me making love to him.” Geoffrey thought about big, strong Max: the odd juxtaposition of his size, and his gentle disposition. Was he hoping for something that Max just couldn’t give?


Max has closed his eyes. Geoffrey is still working on his chest. It’s a long foreplay before they’ll get to crotch level. Geoffrey treats it as a separate sexual act, as if sexual orientations were divided into a much wider spectrum than homo, hetero and bi and he’s discovered that there are only certain men with chests he can make love to. It helps when they are broad (just like it helps, frankly, to have a large penis) and it also depends on the shape and size of the nipples. Small and flat doesn’t really work; the mouth glides over them, there’s nothing to bite, there’s little to differentiate them from the surrounding skin. What works is jutting. What works is fleshy. Of course, Geoffrey has also met men who have the perfect chests for worship but aren’t interesting in participating, being focused on other body parts, other motions, or being the active partner. With Max, Geoffrey’s pretty much found nirvana. He can make patterns of his soft bite marks on Max’s chest, the hairs of the chest brushing over Geoffrey’s lips like a comb. He can suckle for long minutes the round coins of flesh with small fingertips pointing out of them, protrusions just large enough to nibble, to inhale. He licks and nips at them until the whole area of these parts of Max’s chest have turned the pink of roses.


It’s a blow job of a different type but has a similar effect on Max, a direct pleasure circuit between what is happening on the surface of his pectoral muscles and the tip of his penis, out of which pre-come is forming, enough to coat its head but not enough to actually form a drop that falls onto the floor. If Max could ask for more, he’d ask to be bitten harder, a real clamp-down. But Geoffrey seems too afraid to do it. He backs off just when things are getting good. Still, Max’s cock is hard with blood. He’s responding to pleasure.


Geoffrey can feel this pleasure in the grip of his hand and is excited by it. The thought comes to him (which he loses, purposefully, moments later) that this may be the most magnificent chest that he’s ever made love to and that he may never be able to do it again.


Sex was easy, Geoffrey told himself, though the truth was that it was plentiful, but not simple. Still, it could be found in saunas and sex clubs, in cruising grounds, in the locker rooms of swimming pools and gymnasiums. But someone to fall asleep with, someone to lie beside, and someone whose arms in which you can awake – how often do you find that? Geoffrey thinks that he’s found quite a lot of sex in his forty-some years. But partners have been few. Trade-offs, he thinks. Everything is a trade-off.


In this case, the items are sleeping together and having good sex. If he was challenged on this, he would have to back down. They did have sex. They sometimes had good sex. Sex and sleeping together were not opposite things. In fact, they were quite complementary. So, he would have been forced to clarify: in this relationship, what was important to him was waking up in Max’s arms, the intimacy of shared sleep, falling asleep to his partner’s breathing. Really hot fucking wasn’t something that could be expected or demanded. Maybe, in the end, it wasn’t even that important. At least that’s what he told himself.


The pre-come is flowing for both of them now, Max more than Geoffrey. They’ve rimmed each other, then Geoffrey has inserted one, then two fingers into Max and is now feeling the smooth walls of the rectum while his other hand plays with the hair on Max’s belly.


They’ll return to habits soon. For Geoffrey, it will be to lie on his back, with Max kneeling over him with his balls positioned over Geoffrey’s mouth. Geoffrey will suck and lick and look up at Max’s great form: the most beautiful view of a man, Geoffrey thinks. If he’s not careful, Geoffrey will come right then, Max’s hand reaching back to jerk him off. But he’ll be able to restrain himself enough to slide his body and head down, one last suck on Max’s balls, a lick of his arsehole. Then, he’ll flip himself around and get up, push Max down onto his hands and knees and fuck him slowly while reaching around and massaging his belly, especially between his belly button and crotch, the way that Max likes and requested the first time they fucked.


They will feel delicious and comfortable that they know each other’s bodies, customs, and fantasies so well.


It was Max who was frustrated with the sex. But it was Geoffrey who decided to end the relationship.


“Are you happy with this?” he’d asked angrily one morning. They’d snarked at each other for days.


“No, I’m not,” replied Max.


“Then you’d better figure out what you want out of this.”


But that was the problem. Max didn’t know. He was in love with Geoffrey – frustrating, crazy-making, annoying Geoffrey – and that was enough. He didn’t demand the future. He didn’t want something out of it. The present was enough to deal with with its imperfections and lopsidedness.


Though Geoffrey didn’t exactly know what he wanted either, he knew from the weight felt across his shoulders, that he didn’t want this.


Geoffrey is an awkward bottom, sometimes finding it hard to relax, unable to be penetrated if a cock is too thick or too long. So he has always marveled at how open Max is, how relaxed and flexible his anus is. Not only that but his flexibility in general. Such a big man but he can lift his knees up so they touch his shoulders and then even stretch his legs out nearly straight from there.


The condoms are out. A wrapper falls away easily. Lubricant is pumped onto a palm and then smeared onto latex, and onto skin. Geoffrey enters Max easily in one plain motion, simpler than speech, quicker than argument. The slight friction between their body parts creates heat like swallowing a mouthful of whiskey.


He fucks him for a while in Max’s favourite position, kneeled over with Geoffrey’s hand on his belly. But this time, they’re really going to make it last, they’ll fuck as long as they can, as hard as they can – in no particular order:


lying on bed from the side, one of Max’s legs lifted and resting on Geoffrey’s shoulder;


standing, Max’s right hand balancing against the corner of a wardrobe for balance, Geoffrey behind him, his hands on each side of Max’s shoulders, thrusting;


Geoffrey lying on his back, Max on top facing him, leaning down occasionally to kiss.


Like a concerto that returns to the theme of its opening bars, they return to their first tableau: the same action and postures. Max squeezes all of the muscles inside of him, like holding in laughter. He feels his sphincter and anus constrict around Geoffrey’s cock. Geoffrey gasps and moans at the same time.


It’s as good as it’s ever been. Why couldn’t sex have been as unencumbered when they were together? Geoffrey is free of a dozen worries and a dozen insecurities – among them: Do we always have to do it the same way? Do I always have to be the top? Am I enjoying this? Worst of all but perhaps hidden, even to Geoffrey himself: if it’s good, really good, does it mean that we should be together forever?


Max feels the same liberty and joy. Gone is the worry of whether Geoffrey loves him as much as he loves Geoffrey. Of whether Max is attractive enough. Or whether he is truly the ideal lover that Geoffrey wanted. He’s happy, so very much so, to fall into the motion of truly great sex; that Geoffrey is not holding back; that there is force in these thin but strong arms, grabbing him and making him into an object of pleasure.


They shouldn’t really be doing this in any case, this forbidden act of sleeping with one’s ex, of making the messy messier, of complicating matters considerably and doing what all your friends say you shouldn’t do. Breaking taboos can cause even more excitement. Not that they’ll do it again – in different ways, they both know that. It makes this last time all the more sweet.


It was just a visit to pick up the last of his possessions but Geoffrey senses that he won’t return. He doesn’t feel sad but there’s an empty, unreplied feeling, like wandering into the entranceway of a run-down old home, and calling out to see if anyone is there.


With some difficulty, he opens the front door to leave Max’s apartment building. His hands are each carrying a few large plastic bags, and on top of this he’s balancing a small box of miscellanea. He manages to put it all into his car then frets – there he goes again – turning circles in his mind:


Will what they did make it harder to be . . . friends? Is that what they’d be? Cordial ex-boyfriends? In contact?


Yes, he decides, it will make things more difficult. But – his heart beating fast and at an erratic pace – it was worth it. Well worth it.


Max doesn’t think as much, or at least, he pretends not to. There are things that he’s putting out of his mind already: the lead-up, the background story, the dialogue. It won’t happen right away but eventually he’ll be left with just memories of the physical act and the windstorm of emotions that accompanied it. Now, he remembers Geoffrey’s head, the dead weight of it, on his right side on top of where his chest and stomach meet, resting on his torso after this last sex, this best sex they’ve ever had. He knows that it’s ridiculous but honestly it feels like there’s still an indentation there, as if in a down pillow after a deep, motionless sleep. It will take time to fill in again, for his body to regain form.
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