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INTRODUCTION: HE LOOKS LIKE TROUBLE


I can’t stop thinking about you gripping me around the throat. You know just the right amount of pressure to apply as you take me from behind, thrusting, fucking me hard. You know just how much I can take, don’t you, baby? I love the tough types, the rough men that have trouble written all over them. The first time I laid eyes on you with your tatted-up skin, scarred fingers and bruised knuckles, I knew that you were just the man I was looking for. You were a flesh-and-bone cliché parked outside of this crummy watering hole I frequented when I wanted to unwind. You were draped from head to toenail in leather and attitude. It was right then that I wanted you all over me; that I realized I would do anything. I purposely ignored you. You asked me if I had a light for the cigarette that hung from your voluptuous lips. Even though I don’t smoke, I carry a lighter for men like you. The types of men my PFLAG mom warned me about. Hot shocks of ecstasy ran through me when your hand grazed mine as I lit your fag. Is this really happening? I thought. You told me not to go inside, that the drinks sucked  and that you knew of a place that had better booze. You asked me if I wanted to take a ride with you on your motorcycle. I was scared, but I wanted you, so I obliged. I didn’t know you. You were a stranger to me; you could have done anything to me, but I didn’t give a shit.

I squeezed your helmet onto my head and saddled behind you on your bike. You told me to hold on tight. I wrapped my arms around your midsection. I could feel your muscles under the cotton of your T-shirt. The faint scent of gasoline and motor oil that was coming off of you made my dick hard. We weaved through traffic. I didn’t notice how fast we were going. I just wanted to hold you.

We made it—not to a bar but your place instead. My stomach was filled with butterflies over you. I followed you inside your apartment that was surprisingly immaculate. You told me to make myself comfortable as you went to the bathroom to take a piss. The sound of your pee pelting the toilet water turned me on even more. Fuck, I’m such a masochist. We shared a bottle of vodka. I could taste your lips on my lips as I took swigs. It wasn’t long before I was shit-faced drunk. We started making out soon after that, you forcing your tongue down my mouth like the rebel you were. As you pulled off my shirt and peeled off my jeans, you must have thought what an easy piece of ass I was. You ravaged me that night, taking full control. The next morning I woke up spent and sore, covered in leather and cum. It is to you that I dedicate this anthology, my love.

The best writing from the likes of Rob Rosen, Dominic Santi, Logan Zachary and Landon Dixon graces these pages. In addition, newcomers such as P. L. Ripley, Wes Hartley, Salome Wilde and Charlie Purcell have answered the call to capture what it means to be bad, to proudly veer off the straight and  narrow into a world of punks, dirty cops, bikers, thugs and other ruffians.

I hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as I did. Now go out in search of your own trouble boy.

 



Shane Allison 
Tallahassee, FL
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When I scored this construction job as an apprentice rebar-stringer here in North Vancouver I didn’t have a clue what I was getting myself into. I’d moved across the inlet from the Big City three months earlier. I found this okay ground-floor bachelor in a rundown apartment block in a blue-collar neighborhood where a lot of North Shore hard hats live. I’ve always had a thing for a certain kind of edgy blue-collar working boy with his rowdy bad attitude and redneck macho. This particular neighborhood is a perfect fit.

I’ve always been into dangerous blue-collar boys. What I like most about blue-collar boys is they’re personal, they’re obsessed with sex, they party like there’s no tomorrow and if they’re not closet cases or homophobes, macho blue-collar working boys will definitely let you suck it. Or make you suck it if you’re lucky.

Blue-collar bad boys mean trouble. They’re dangerous. They play rough. If you’re looking to party-out and get personal with dangerous redneck boys, get used to a lot of hard knocks,  broken promises and big surprises. Some of the biggest surprises are serious big surprises.

This company I’m working for is Persian Joint Ventures. It’s an Iranian company. North Vancouver is celebrated for its populous community of transplanted Iranians. Back in the seventies when the shah got the boot and the wacko ayatollahs started power tripping, there was a secular exodus. More than twenty thousand freewheeling Persian escapees ended up in North Vancouver. All of the hardhats in the Joint Ventures crew are macho Iranian immigrants and first-generation Persian-Canadians. Most of them are in their early twenties. They’re all hyper-masculine and rowdy and killer good-looking. To a starry-eyed queer guy like me, with my particular kinks and hard-wired preferences, the job site is dangerous territory.

The reason I’m feeling all these danger signals is I’ve just had a two-month-long, one-sided, major thing with this macho North Shore Persian bad boy. Khatan. Khatan came on like a bulldozer when he caught me eyeballing his Persian perfections one afternoon down on the Esplanade. Khatan has this infallible radar. When he caught me looking, he moved right in on me and started chatting me up like I’m some kind of pushover. Khatan was all decked out in these show-everything bike tights. He was looking to entrap starry-eyed pushovers like me. Khatan got me addicted to his Persian boner. Whenever he wanted head he’d give me a buzz, and I’d take care of it for him.

I quickly learned a lot about blue-collar Persian boys and how they see us pushover bottom boys. When a Persian boy finds out you’re into him, he’s all over you. He figures you want what he’s got plenty of. So with my new job description and the crew of hypermasculine Iranian boys I’m surrounded by all day, you can get an inkling of what I mean when I say the Persian  Joint Ventures job site is a definite danger zone. It’s like I’m seriously looking for trouble.

My first two weeks on the job are filled with the usual heavy-handed razz-the-rookie routines that are always to be expected. The foreman Sadiq is the exception. Sadiq treats me way differently than he treats the other seventeen hard hats. He always barks his orders at the Iranians in Farsi, but when he speaks to me in English he lowers his voice and talks way more personal. And, he partners me with the veteran on the rebar-stringing gang, Naz, who’s easygoing and very patient with me. Naz is a nice guy, but definitely not my type. But there are a dozen guys on the crew who totally are.

The hypermasculine foreman is number one of the dozen, and I keep thinking he knows he is. He’s definitely got his eye on me. Sadiq stares. He looks right into me. He gives me goose bumps and makes me feel nervous and jumpy. I notice him eyeing my butt when I bend over to pick up a length of rebar. I’m thinking Sadiq’s got pretty good radar. Khatan once told me most Persian guys have bombproof radar. But, at the job site I’m trying hard to stay under the Persian radar. I’m feeling like it’s not working.

It’s Friday payday at the end of my third week on the job. So far so good. At noon when the lunch buckets come out I’m sitting with Naz and his good-looking nephew Farhan, wolfing down my lunch. I happen to look up high toward the office portable above us and I notice someone talking to Sadiq in Farsi. It’s Khatan. He’s smiling in my direction and eyeballing me while he’s talking to the foreman.

I get this sinking feeling in my stomach and this strange tingling down between my legs. I get all sweaty and everything starts getting all “Twilight Zone.” I feel like my Stealth Bomber has suddenly made this big noisy blip on the Persian radar.

After maybe five minutes Khatan ambles down the flight of stairs to the sidewalk and struts off. Sadiq turns around and leans over the railing and looks down at me and grins this killer ear-to-ear grin. He winks at me. Khatan has blown my cover for sure. Boys gossip. They never keep secrets. I don’t know exactly what got said, or how Khatan happens to know Sadiq, but I know he ratted me out. Now Sadiq knows everything. I’m a total fuck’n mess for the rest of the day.

At five o’clock, the end of the shift, Naz’s nephew Farhan comes to tell me the foreman wants to see me at his panel van. Sadiq parks his van against the wall of the old brick warehouse down the alley kitty-corner from our hole in the ground. Farhan delivers the message and clambers up the ladder to street level. At the end of every workday the Persian boys explode out of the chute like racehorses. On payday they vanish even faster.

I climb up the ladder and head down the alley toward Sadiq’s panel van. His van is parked with the sliding door on the passenger side next to the wall. The side door is open and Sadiq is inside sitting on a big toolbox waiting for me.

Sadiq comes on strong right away. Things are different now. Khatan the Whistle-Blower took care of that. Sadiq smiles his all-knowing smile and reaches out and roves the palm of his hand all over my butt. The foreman reads my mind. He can tell I like him a lot. He wants to hear all about it. He wants to hear me say yes. Yes is his favorite word.

“You’re queer for Persian penis, right?”

“Yes.”

“You like me a lot, right?”

“Yes.”

When I say yes to Sadiq my butt gets all sweaty and my dick gets totally stiff. I’m in serious trouble. Sadiq can tell he’s got me sweating. His aggressive come-on is making me want to say yes.

“You wanna be my yes boy, right?”

“Yes.”

“You wanna see what I got for you, right?”

“Yes.”

Sadiq is referring to what he’s got for me in the bulging crotch of his rumpled black coveralls. He unzips the long zipper and bares his full frontal all the way down to his what-he’s-got-forme. His outstanding what-he’s-got-for-me is good-looking like he is. It’s kinda big and it’s pointing right at me.

“You like my big penis, right, Yes boy?”

“Yeah, a lot.”

“You want it, right?”

“Yeah, a lot.”

Sadiq’s strong hand grips the back of my neck and steers my head down to his crotch.

“Give your new Persian boss a nice big kiss.”

I kiss my new Persian boss.

“Kiss him again.”

My favorite Persian words are yes and boss and kiss him again.


First thing Saturday morning I get this inaugural call on my new cell phone. Yesterday afternoon when he dropped me off at my place, Sadiq gave me one of those prepaid throwaway cell phones. For his calls only. Sadiq wants me to know he’s coming by to pick me up at ten o’clock tonight. He tells me he’s got a big Saturday night surprise for me. He puts me through my yes boy paces and starts getting personal. His porn talk gets me rock hard and makes me feel nervous and jumpy. I get all sweaty and I can barely breathe. I get goose bumps all over.

“You miss my big penis, right?”

“Yeah.”

“You like it a lot, right?”

“Yeah.”

“You can still taste it, right?”

“Yeah.”

“You want it right now, right?”

“Yeah.”

I’m encouraged to agree completely with Sadiq’s rhetorical Q&A. The foreman gets his yes boy to say yes to anything he wants. It’s easy to see that my interrogator expects a lot of appreciation. He wants to hear me appreciate his penis. Sadiq’s power word for his dick is penis. This has got to be how victims of the Stockholm Syndrome must feel. I’m identifying with the ultimatum of my intriguing captor. I’ve morphed into his queer yes boy. I’m in deep trouble now. Sadiq’s got me wanting what he wants me to want.

My dick is seriously hard all day long in anticipation. I feel like putty. I’m weak in the knees. I feel anxious and vulnerable. I feel hopelessly queer for Sadiq. I can still taste Sadiq. The gym-locker aroma of his sweaty crotch got way up my nose. When he detonated he ordered me to swallow. He didn’t have to. I always swallow when it’s perfect.

At ten o’clock my new cell phone rings. Sadiq is three blocks away. He doesn’t like to be kept waiting. I’m at the curb in front of the apartment when the black panel van pulls up. Sadiq is glad to see me. I can tell because his masculine signifier is vertical, jutting up out of the open fly of his jeans. I climb into the shotgun seat beside him and slam the door. I lean across in the dark and acknowledge his prerogative with a kiss. Sadiq gets what he expects. I bend down and kiss it again.

Sadiq guns the engine and we careen up the street burning rubber. Sadiq doesn’t say anything, he just smiles knowingly. I don’t say anything either. He reaches around over the seat and retrieves this large empty gym bag from the back of the van. He  drops it on the seat between us. “Get your clothes off, now. Put everything in the bag. I want you naked.”

I take my clothes off while Sadiq watches. I stuff everything into the bag and zip it closed. Sadiq tosses the bag into the back of the van. I’m naked. As ordered. Sadiq can tell I’m liking this a lot. My hard little stiffy is ratting me out. I’m feeling anxious and sweaty. I feel totally vulnerable.

Sadiq pulls up in front of the big swinging gate at the Persian Joint Ventures maintenance yard. The industrial-zone street is dark and empty. No people and no traffic. An orange streetlight illuminates the entrance to the supply yard with a ruddy glow. Sadiq hands over a ring of keys with one singled out and tells me to get out and unlock the gate and swing it open. I barefoot-it out of the van and unlock the big brass padlock and unfasten the heavy chain. The sharp gravel is harsh on the sensitive soles of my bare feet. I swing the gate inward and Sadiq drives in. I swing the gate closed and loop the chain around the gatepost.

Sadiq parks in the far corner across the dark lot, his front bumper butted up against the tall board fence. He parks alongside a huge, current-model, luxury RV. One of the Joint Ventures partners owns the big RV. He’s given the foreman carte blanche to utilize the motel-on-wheels for his afterhours whatever. I barefoot-it over the harsh gravel to where Sadiq is waiting for me. He unlocks the door with the key and steers me like a sleepwalker up the steps into the palatial camper van.

The sprawling, name-brand RV is gilt-edge plush and loaded with all the extras. The floor is paved with expensive Persian carpets. My attentive host steers me toward the rear end of the bus roving his hands all over my naked butt as he steers. In the master bedroom at the back of the bus, Sadiq turns me around and kisses me assertively. A deep, lingering masculine kiss. He darts his tongue into my mouth and wrestles my tongue into  submission. Sadiq’s kisses taste like red licorice. He roves his rough hands all over my butt while he kisses me aggressively. Sadiq makes me feel sexually naked and totally vulnerable.

My Persian Prince lowers me onto the king-size bed, lights candles in holders on the side table. In the light of the candles I finally see Mr. Perfect perfectly naked. He stands between my spread legs and lets me have a nice long look at what he’s got for me.

Sadiq is tall and lanky. His physique is thoroughbred marathoner. Lean muscularity, tapering torso, narrow waist, nice long thighs, and melon buttcheeks. His muscular penis is clean-cut and good-looking like he is. It looks to be an eight-incher.

The foreman’s Persian profile is total desert sheik. His stylish jet-black curls surround his head like a halo. He’s got a mocha-latte complexion, dark mahogany eyes, a straight nose, full lips, a chin dimple and a teaser smile. His smile says, “I know you want it,” and his steady gaze calls all my bluffs.

Sadiq is midtwenties. He’s maybe three or four years older than me. The bloom of adolescence still brightens his masculine good looks and adds spice to his confident bravado. Naz’s nephew Farhan told me Sadiq is a nephew of one of the Persian Joint Ventures’ owners. That explains the reason a young guy like him is foreman of such a big project.

Sadiq picks up this little bottle from the side table and unscrews the cap. The label says Oil of Almonds. He pours a puddle of oil in his left hand and slathers it all over his penis and balls. He grabs my ankles and lifts my legs high over my head exposing my main attraction. He pushes two fingers into me and rotates them, working them deeper and oiling up my rear entry. He pulls me forward to the edge of the bed and plants the slick head of his troublemaker against the oily pucker of my socket. He starts applying pressure. He doesn’t force it in, he just keeps  applying steady pressure. Sadiq wants in. He’s waiting for me to open up and welcome him in. My rosebud opens and pulls him all the way in.

Sadiq impales me. He grinds his crotch against my stretched-out socket and makes me squirm. He takes total charge and power-fucks my tight squeeze bareback. He probes and intrudes and pushes my limits to the max. His pummeling is relentless. He likes to crank his persuader all the way out and then slam it back in all the way. Sadiq fucks me ragged. His jackhammer onslaught rocks and rolls the motel-on-wheels and rattles the dishes in the kitchenette. Sadiq zeroes in on my sweet spot. His power surge overloads my capacitance and blows my circuit breakers. My reciprocator capitulates and I gush jets of sticky stuff all up my stomach and chest.

Sadiq is very pleased with the progress of his yes boy. Now he knows I want what he wants me to want. Now he’s got visual proof. He smiles and smears the sticky proof of his expertise all over my chest with the palm of his hand. He found my sweet spot. Now he knows how to make me squirm.

Sadiq unplugs. He grabs my legs and flips me over and piles on top of me. He reconnects his plug-in and lets me know he’s barely scratched the surface. He puts in an extra-long shift and goes for some major overtime. He punches my time clock five times on the night shift, unloads three times, and stays marathon hard. His muscular third degree leaves a very strong impression.

Monday morning I show up for work at Joint Ventures’ hole in the ground. Everything is totally different now. I can still feel Saturday night’s big surprise. I’m still feeling anxious and edgy and on high alert. Sadiq is everywhere like always, but he’s keeping a low profile.

At noon the foreman’s cell phone goes off in my pocket. He’s told me to keep it on me 24/7. I’m expected to take his call  whenever he buzzes me day or night. When I hear Sadiq’s voice my susceptible bone jumps to attention, and I start sweating.

Sadiq tells me he’s at the office window at street level overhead looking down at me. He’s got me in his sights. He wants to know am I hard? I tell him, yeah. Am I thinking about his penis? Can I still feel it? Am I eager for another all-nighter? Yeah, three times. Especially the can-I-still-feel-it. He wants to know, did I take care of that detailing issue he called my attention to? Yeah, I did. He wants to have a look-see. He’s expecting me up at the office at quitting time.

At five o’clock the job site is evacuated in a flash, and I’m compelled up the ladder to the street. I mount the stairs up to the catwalk. The door of the office portable is open. I step inside and the foreman motions me to close the door behind me. “Show me the new detailing.”

To show him my new detailing I have to take off my work shirt and drop my pants. I take off my flannel shirt and drop my pants to my ankles. I lift up my T-shirt over my face so he can check out my new detailing. My styling new Middle Eastern detailing gets his full approval. Last night I shaved off all my body hair from my neck down. My sleek bare-naked crotch makes me look like a grade-school boy. My little naked stiffy looks even littler now.

“Turn around, I wanna see the pretty butt.” I turn around and showcase my pretty butt.

Sadiq likes what he sees. He tells me I look perfect now. He says I’m not his little yes boy anymore. I’m his pleaser now. He straddles the corner of the office desk and spreads his legs. He unzips the fly of his rumpled work-khakis and reefs out his tireless Persian pleaser.

After the Monday daily grind and after-work workout in the office portable, I make it back to my apartment overwhelmed by  my Persian obsession, marked with his masculine essence, and completely made over to suit his stiff requirements. Sadiq’s taste and the tang of his sweat, his approving smile and the sound of his voice, my shaved crotch and raging hard on, my appropriated and occupied butt, and my 24/7 cell phone and new job description earmark me as the boss’s queer pleaser. I’m on edge and on alert. I’m anxious and fidgety. I’m under pressure and under surveillance and on notice. Whenever his cell phone rings my dick jumps to attention. I’m Sadiq’s pleaser now. I’m eager to please him. This is the way it’s gonna be.

I could use a megadose of fresh perspective. My worked-over libido is seriously over-the-top. My Persian fixation has compromised my queer mobility. I’ve been ambushed by my own hard-wired preferences. My libido needs a serious makeover. I need to realign my out-of-whack queer continuity. I need fresh input. It ain’t gonna happen.

Wednesday afternoon I’m on my way home from work when the cell phone goes off in my pants pocket. My dick rears up on cue, and I feel the ringing way up my butt. Sadiq wants a rematch tomorrow night at his RV-incognito. He’s expecting me at exactly ten o’clock sharp. He’s got another big surprise for me. He’s giving me lots of notice. He’s wanting to watch his bottom boy squirm.

Thursday all day long all I can think about is Sadiq’s big surprise. Whenever he catches my eye he grins or winks or grabs his crotch the way certain rappers do. He’s keeping me off balance and anxious. He’s watching me squirm. Persian machos like to keep their fuck boys eager and squirming.

At exactly ten o’clock I park my rust bucket pickup truck on the dark street near the gate at the maintenance yard. The gate chain is hanging loose and I see Sadiq’s van parked next to the motel-on-wheels. There’s a faint ruddy glow behind the curtain  in the side window in the back of the RV. I let myself in, close the gate behind me and crunch across the gravel to the sugar shack. I take my clothes off and enter the party zone in the rear of the bus. Sadiq is sweaty-naked and ready to rock. His big surprise is too.

The foreman’s big surprise is his former brother-in-law Pasha. Pasha is the crane operator at the job site. He’s in his cab up above us all day so I haven’t seen much of him during the past month. Pasha is definitely the hottest-looking young guy in the crew. Sadiq’s got great taste in ex-brothers-in-law.

Pasha is extremely good-looking. He’s short and stocky, and his humpy physique is well-upholstered all over. He’s dark and masculine and squeaky clean. He’s twenty-four, five years older than me. A Persian bachelor. Short curly black hair, bedroom eyes and kissy lips. He’s got a wide gap between his front teeth and a grin like a chipmunk. Extra-big hands. Short legs, massive thighs, a great big butt and a muscle-bound dick. Pasha’s dick looks like it works out a lot at the gym. It’s a real beauty same as he is. It’s cut. All Persian boys are cut. Pasha’s big beauty is looking to get up-close-and-personal right away. I drop to my knees between the massive thighs of Joint Ventures’ crane operator. Pasha steers his heavy equipment into my mouth and grinds his crotch into my face. His crotch smells like the gym lockers up in heaven and his big beauty tastes like birthday cake.

Pasha batters the back of my throat with his choker while Sadiq cheers him on. Then Sadiq massages my tonsils too. Sadiq changes my oil and Pasha’s persuader puts some serious mileage on my Persian persuader-squeezer. My reciprocator is seriously persuaded. Pasha revs his big engine and makes me gush big time. Former-Brother-In-Law’s enthusiastic incursion is riveting. He keeps pounding it up me for ten minutes after he  detonates. After Sadiq’s jackhammer follow-up, Pasha goes for second helpings.

Late Friday afternoon I run into Sadiq and Pasha on Upper Lonsdale a few blocks from the job site. They’re heading to a shish-kebab eatery and they’ve got Pasha’s eighteen-year-old brother Rustam with them. Rustam’s got a job for the summer as rookie helper at Joint Ventures’ supply yard. Rustam is a younger version of his humpy big brother. He looks like trouble. Rustam rocks my casbah. He gives me the eye and turns on the Persian boy charm. Pasha says something to Sadiq in Farsi and Sadiq laughs and so does Rustam. Pasha and Sadiq volley Persian one-liners back-and forth for the benefit of Little Brother. Sadiq winks and lets me in on the joke. The joke’s on me. My butt is the butt of the joke.

Maybe ten minutes after our close encounter Sadiq’s cell goes off in my pocket. My dick jumps to attention on cue and my butt tingles. Sadiq tells me his pleaser’s got a new admirer. Rustam likes what he sees. He’s been asking a lot of questions. He’s looking for answers. Sadiq tells me he gave rookie Little Brother the cell phone number. Rustam’s gonna be giving me a buzz right away. Sadiq says he knows I’m gonna love Rustam.

Rustam gives me a buzz right away and keeps me buzzing. That’s what rowdy blue-collar boys do best.
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I’d seen him around the neighborhood, hanging out on the corner, at the liquor store, on a curb or two, always with a cigarette dangling from his mouth. Lord only knew what he did for a living, if anything. Still, I knew to avoid him, cross the street if it was dark, when it was just him and me out there. Hedge my bets some.

Then again, from the comfort of my apartment, I could stare all I liked.

Naked from the waist down, that is.

Binoculars zoomed the fuck on in.

I’d start on his face: slender jaw, stubble on top of stubble, crooked nose, eyes the color of the sky on a hot August day, blue squared; hair slicked back, dark as coal. Made you want to cream right there, only that’s not when I usually did it. Nope, I inched the binoculars down a bit as I stroked slowly away, stopping on the V-necked T-shirt, at the mess of hair poking up and out, black and curly, probably coarse, I figured. Imagined. Dreamt.

“Nice,” I’d groan, binoculars moving farther on down, the T-shirt tight, jeans even tighter. “Mmm,” I inevitably added, picking up the pace on my cock as I landed on his crotch, at the bulge dead-center.

Except, that’s not what made me shoot.

Close, but no cigar.

A few more inches down is what did it. The hole in his jeans, at the knee, ripped wide and low; part of the thigh revealed, part of the shin, acres of flesh that filled up the lenses. Like I was in on a little secret. A swatch of skin meant just for me. Hair and muscle framed in frayed denim. Mine all mine.

Then WHAM! I’d shoot, legs buckling, back arched, sweat flinging off of me as the come spewed up and out and down, splattering on the floor below in giant gobs of aromatic white.

I’d set the binoculars down next, sigh, and go back to my life, forgetting about him until the next time. Then the time after that. Thanking the dudes at Minolta for their technology and extra-strong zoom lenses.

I might’ve been okay with just that, too, had it not been for a late-night need for a bite to eat and an empty fridge on my part. I ducked out to the corner store for a loaf of bread, some mayo, some sandwich meat and a bag of chips.

I almost made it out of the store and back across the street that night. Except almost is not quite good enough. Especially when I dropped the bag, the mayo jar flinging out before rolling down the sidewalk and around the corner, stopping smack-dab against his hip.

I turned said corner and froze. There he was, sitting on the curb, staring up at me. His blue eyes were sparkling like sapphires beneath the lamppost light, leather jacket over the usual T-shirt, ripped jeans tantalizingly close, the flesh like a beacon in the cold, dark, night.

“Sorry,” I squeaked out, suddenly bolted to the spot. “Can I, um, can I have my mayo back, please?”

He wiped his hands on his jeans, pocketed his cigarette, grinned as he hopped up and held the jar out to me. “Fuck off,” he spat, quickly yanking it away, the grin replaced by a sneer. Still sexy, but that’s not what I was thinking of at the moment. More like, Could I outrun him if need be? And Please don’t let there be a need be.


“Come on,” I said, voice shaky. “Just give it back, please.”

“I found it,” he said, closing the gap between us, closest I’d ever been to him.

“I dropped it,” I countered with, readying myself for a pummeling.

“Shit’s bad for you,” he replied, eyeing the content label.

“Shit makes a sandwich taste better though,” I told him, forcing a smile on my face that belied what was going on behind the veneer. Like terror.

“Cool,” he said, stepping around me and shoving me as he went by.

I stood there staring at him as he went from sidewalk to street. “Where you going?” I asked.

He paused and hollered over his shoulder, “Your place. For a sandwich. Like I said, cool.”

My heart galloped through a furlong. My place? “You, uh, you don’t know where I live, though.”

He stopped and turned, midstreet, not a car or person in sight. Like a standoff at the Not-So-Okay Corral. “You live in the building across the street,” he replied, the sneer again evident. “Seen you go in. Seen you go out.”


Fuck, he knows where I live. “Keep the mayo. We’re good.”

He sighed and returned my way, stopping an inch in front of me as he pushed me in the chest. “We’re good”—push—“when  I say we’re good”—push.

I gulped and wiped off the sweat that had trickled down my face. “Hope you, uh, hope you like ham.”

He grabbed the bag from my hands and started back across the street again. “My fucking favorite.”

I watched him walk toward my building, jeans hugging that fine, tight ass of his, and I weighed my options. Which appeared to be nil. Mainly because he knew where I lived and could just as easily torment me at a later date. Still, to be on the safe side, if there still even was one of those, I texted my work email to let myself know who the killer was, hoping someone would find it at a later time, post-funeral.

Then the gulp was repeated as I followed him across.

“Name’s Roger,” I managed, in step with him now.

“Goodie for you,” he snapped, swinging the bag in front of him, not even bothering to look my way.

We reached the front door of my building. He stopped. I stopped. As did my heart. I unlocked the door. “After you,” I told him.

He shoved past me. Which made him lose his footing. Which made him fall. Which made him go splat inside my entryway, his body instantly prone, limp.

I quickly hopped over him, pulled him forward and closed the door behind us. Suffice it to say, he was out cold, and I was royally screwed. Leave him here and call an ambulance? I thought. What if he comes to and starts robbing all my neighbors? Or worse.


I sighed, crouched down and picked him up. Thankfully, he wasn’t all that heavy, dead weight though he was. Not so thankfully, I lived three flights up. And no elevators. Still, in for a penny, in for pound, I figured. Meaning, up I trudged, hoping beyond hope that no one would exit their apartment  and catch me. Because this was something I simply could not explain away, like a trick or a date.

And this was clearly no date.

In any case, minutes later, and with me drenched in sweat, we were inside my apartment with him on the floor, breathing nicely, the lump on his head already apparent, but at least no blood. Then I went for the phone to call the ambulance. Then I stopped when I realized that he was going to be awfully pissed at me, even though it was his fault for tripping. Fucking Murphy’s Law.

I stared down at him, his legs splayed, the tear in his jeans revealing hair and sinew and creamy white flesh, at his head thrown back, slack jawed, eyes shut tight, the blue kept at bay. Peaceful and serene. However temporary it would be.

So I did the only thing I could think of and I found some rope, put my Boy Scout training to some good use, finally, seeing as I never really had a need to start a fire or build a lean-to in the heart of the city. Then I tied him to my pullout sofa, both hands, all before I headed back to the phone to call for the ambulance.

Only… “What the fuck?” I quickly heard above the drone of the dial tone.

I dropped the phone and rushed over to him. “You okay?”

He glared up at me, anger in those pools of blue that made them boil over, steam rising. “Fuckin’ let me go, asshole.”
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