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Things have really changed since the 60’s.

Back then, gay men had no rights.  If your boss found out you were the dreaded homosexual, that was it—fired!  And you had no recourse.  The idea that homosexuality was evil and wrong was so ingrained most of us accepted our fate.  When the lights went up at whatever bar in the Village you were at, you either snuck out the bathroom window or let the police lead you into the paddy wagon.

Until Stonewall, Lillian Law had our asses in a sling.  There was no freedom, nowhere to go and be safe, be yourself.  For a while, you’d hear about certain public bathrooms where you might meet other gay men.  Well, it wasn’t long before the Pigs went all out to catch us in the act.  They’d build a false wall behind the stalls and stand there, peering through the cracks, just waiting for us to grab each other’s dicks.

At that time, homosexual activity was illegal in every state except Illinois.  Young guys like me, we’d flock to New York City because we knew we’d find like-minded individuals.  Even there, the police were not our friends.  If you were young and living in New York, you went after every guy you could get your hands on.  This was before AIDS.  We’d have had nothing to worry about if it wasn’t for the goddamn Pigs.

I had a pal named Lewis, and we’d both been thrown in the slammer more times than we could count just for being gay.  It was Lewis who told me about the trucks. Gay bars were getting raided on a weekly basis, the police were entrapping us left, right, and center, and we were a desperate bunch.  When some guys discovered these meat trucks down by the docks, it was a game-changer.

During the day, the trucks were used for transporting carcasses to processing plants.  At night, they were jam-packed with a different kind of meat: gay men as far as the eye could see—except that you couldn’t see a thing because it was pitch black inside.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.  I want to tell you about my first experience in the trucks, because that’s the one I remember the best.  You always remember your first orgy.

Lewis didn’t tell me what to expect, except that we could go to the trucks and fuck.  It wasn’t until we got there that I realized how many other guys knew about this place.  In the middle of the night, the area was pretty much abandoned.  Even though we were in the city, there weren’t a lot of lights on.  You looked around and, across from the meat-packing plants, you just saw piles of clothes.

The moment I saw those jeans and shirts and underpants, my dick went instantly hard.  Lewis and I were like a couple of kids in a candy store of debauchery.  We didn’t know where to begin.  Luckily, Lewis caught sight of some guy he knew, a big burly bear who acted as a kind of gatekeeper-slash-lookout.  The bear pulled us past another truck, and then another. A few guys were milling around outside, like they were waiting for instructions.

The bear told us to strip, and then he’d open the transport trailer to let us inside.  I don’t think I’d ever been so hard in my whole fucking life.  There was something about that closed door and the anticipation, the excitement, imagining what was going on in there... fuck, I was lucky I didn’t cream my jeans before I got them off.

One of the guys asked if his wallet would be safe out here, and everyone else laughed.  The bear told him to shove anything important down his sock, and Lewis said, “Yeah, someone’s sure to find it if you stick it up your ass.”

We all got naked and stood with our massive erections pointing toward the truck.  The guy who’d asked about his wallet grabbed my dick, and I instinctively smacked his hand away.  He hissed at me, something like, “Better get used to it.  What do you think’s gonna happen in the truck?”

I hadn’t really thought about it.  I was used to the bars and the bathrooms, where you talked to a guy for a while, or at least made eye contact, before he grabbed your dick.  It hadn’t occurred to me that the atmosphere in the trucks would be any different.  I was expecting a tea party... and, man, I was way off base.

The bear opened up the back of that truck just enough for us to slip inside.  All I could see was darkness, and I remember having this moment of childhood fear, like there were monsters waiting for me in there.  Being naked, we guys were fairly ginger about how we hopped up there, stepping on milk crates and then jumping the rest of the way.

When I ducked inside, it was the smell that hit me first: rotting carcasses, the coppery scent of old blood, decay, and men.  Yes, it smelled like sweat and cum, everything you’d expect of an orgy in unhygienic surroundings.  The heat was unbelievable too.  It had been fairly cool outside, but in the truck it was like a sauna.  Right away you felt like you were dripping with other men’s sweat.

The first thing that happened once I was inside the truck?  Somebody smacked my ass—but not my ass cheek.  Somebody very intentionally shoved his hand in my crack, aiming for my asshole, slathering it with what I can only imagine was vegetable shortening.  That’s what we used as lube in those days.  It was cheap and widely available.

The ass-smacker said, “It’s easier this way,” and I realized this guy was a one-man welcome party.  I guess lubing our assholes right from the start made things run a little smoother, so to speak.

Just before the bear closed the truck from the outside, my eyes started adjusting to the darkness a bit.  I didn’t see anything but a writhing mass of naked guys.  They were up against the sides of the huge transport truck, filling the entire space, sucking and fucking and god knows what else.  In the dim moonlight, there was only so much I could make out, but what I could see turned me on so hard I had to close my eyes and think of baseball.

The moment that truck door slammed shut, a streak of rabid claustrophobia ran through me.  I’d never been so simultaneously frightened and aroused.  The combination of darkness, raw heat and putrefaction got under my skin, and the writhing motion all around gave me a weird sense of being in the jungle.  It was like a rainforest where the trees, the earth and the animals were all naked men.

I doubt if five seconds went by before someone was groping me.  I felt hands on my arm and my chest, like someone had tripped and was using my body to hinder his fall.  Once he’d found me, he must have liked what he felt, because he moved down my belly.  Those greased-up hands found my dick no problem and pulled me farther into the mass of men. I was so close to coming it was crazy, but I tried to hold off.

As I moved deeper into the truck, the stench grew more pronounced, but it was the sort of thing you’re willing to ignore when there are naked men all around you.  Someone else’s hands found my ass, and soon there was a body against my back—a hot, sweaty chest pressing into me, and a firm cock lodged between my cheeks.

My ass immediately clenched when I thought about some stranger fucking me in the dark, not even a hello first.  And suddenly there was someone sandwiching me between himself and the guy at my back, finding my mouth with his and crushing it with the most brutal kiss I’d ever experienced.  I won’t say I relaxed at that point, because how can you relax in a truck full of sweating, naked men?  But something in me shifted during that forceful kiss.  I guess I gave myself over to the night.

Someone started whispering in my ear, saying the filthiest things I’d ever heard.  It might have been the guy with his dick lodged in my ass crack, but I wasn’t sure.  There were bodies everywhere, more all the time, and before long I felt like a sardine packed in man-sweat and oil.

I grabbed hold of somebody’s dick and heard a groan nearby.  It was sort of freeing not knowing who I was jerking off.  Could have been Lewis, could have been wallet man, could have been anybody.  I’d always been big on visuals, so maybe the darkness explained why I didn’t blast off the second some stranger wrapped his lips around my dick.  If I’d seen it happen, I would have come for sure.

My dick was throbbing by the time that guy started blowing me.  His mouth was hot.  Everything was hot, but his mouth was hellfire and magma, blazing against my dick.  He sucked me so hard it hurt, but it was a night of extremes as far as I was concerned.  I wanted everything to hurt.

And when that guy behind me shoved his cock up my ass... fuck, my wish came true.  I screamed, and I wasn’t the only one.  Despite the shortening slathered across my asshole, a flash of fire reamed my body, from my ass ring all the way out to my fingertips.

The guy fucking me growled in my ear.  He kept saying things like, “Does that hurt, faggot?”  I thought it was strange that another man in the trucks, a man who obviously liked fucking men, was calling me names.  Back then, and even now, there were gay men who could compartmentalize so radically that they thought they were somehow different from the rest of us.

But this guy was just like me, and I could feel it in the way he gripped my neck as he pounded me from behind.  Looking back, that event frightens me more than it did
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