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INTRODUCTION

My heart is pounding when I walk into the video store. I’ve been horny all day. This cute strawberry blond is working behind the counter. He’s so hot, I would suck the skin off his dick, but he’s straight as hell. He knows I’m a regular, so he doesn’t bust my balls when I walk through the white, wooden door into a room that holds hundreds upon hundreds of porn flicks. I follow the hall that leads to the arcade in back where there are twelve booths. I don’t see anyone to be had at first until I hear moaning from a gay porn movie. The door is cracked with this guy standing there with his dick out, jacking off. He’s heavy set with short brown hair, middle-aged, married maybe. He sees me standing there. I’m dying to suck some dick, so I hope he’s into black men. I wedge his door open wider to find him working the biggest, thickest dick I’ve ever seen. I mean, this guy’s got nothing but lust in his eyes. He licks his lips, giving me the signal that he’s interested.

As I join him in the booth, this black guy, midtwenties, filthy-looking, wearing shoddy blue sweats, a white T-shirt and flip-flops, comes up behind me out of fucking nowhere. I figure he must have seen me walk in and followed me back. I close the door and lock him out. I get on my knees where my mouth comes level to a dick that’s as thick as a beer can. I waste no time roping my lips around his fat appendage. I don’t think at first I’ll be able to handle something of this magnitude, but I hold my own. The plump crown slides against the roof of my mouth. I throat Beer Can until his black pubes tickle the tip of my nose. “Yeah, suck that big dick,” he whispers. I’m getting horned up again just typing this dirty line. It’s been months since I’ve had a dick as stupendous as this in my mouth. Beer Can lifts his shirt up over his belly and nips. Hell yeah. I reach around and grab his ass as I worship his juicy dick. It fits like a glove in my mouth. I slide in and then back off his shaft. He speaks dirty words under his breath as he thrusts in deep. I like a man who knows how to use my mouth.

Beer Can slips his hand past me to the door and unlocks it. I don’t stop him. I got a thing for being watched. He cracks it just slightly as I keep sucking him like the ravenous dick-slut I am. I can see Black Guy peeking in on us, wanting a piece of the action. He wedges himself between me and the door. It turns me on knowing that anyone could walk in and catch us. Beer Can’s dick is so good; I refuse to pull these lips from it. Black Guy stands there jacking off. His sweaty, musky scent drives me bananas. He pulls his dick out, but he’s got nothing on what Beer Can is working with. “Suck his cock,” Beer Can demands. I don’t want to, but I do. I do what I’m told and turn my lips to Black Guy. I don’t like him as much. He stinks and his dick isn’t as big and juicy as Beer Can’s, but it’s whatever as long as I have something to suck on. Beer Can spanks his meat as Black Guy throats me. “You ready for me to come on your face?” Beer Can asks. A minute later, I welcome Beer Can’s juice as Black Guy shoots all over my red Polo, but I don’t give a fuck. This is where I come to be naughty. He tucks his dick back into his sweats after he’s done using me, and leaves. Beer Can tucks his spent, fat prick back into his pants, zips up and slides past me out of the booth, leaving me there with his cum trickling down my chin. Since then, I’ve gone to the video store every day this week hoping to have another go at him.

That’s my confession. In the pages that follow, I have charged some of the best gay erotic scribes with delving into the naughty recesses of their minds for their hottest experiences and most erotic work describing them—writers such as Jeff Mann, Rob Rosen, Gregory L. Norris, Bearmuffin, Jay Starre, Nick Marenco, and newcomers Eric Del Carlo and Drew Cushing. I hope you enjoy reading these confessional stories as much as I have.

Shane Allison

Tallahassee, Florida


HAIR, SCALP AND SKIN OIL MAKES FOR GREAT LUBE

Derrick Summers

My eyes fixate on the Saturday sunlight that bleeds through the slits of the venetians. I squint to make out the time on the digital clock that sits on my desk. 1:05 p.m. I got in pretty late last night. I went to the booths after work. I wasn’t that tired, and horny as hell. I got my dick sucked in the parking lot by some dirty redneck. We could have gotten busted by a deputy, but what the fuck is life without risk? I’ll do it anywhere, anytime when I get like I do.

I’m up and I got a hard-on from hell. I pull the covers off and massage it through my underwear. That and a T-shirt is all I’m wearing. The air-conditioning is broken, and all I got is my ceiling fan, so less is more. I’m thinking about that hick’s warm mouth on my dick. Damn, he gave good head. The ceiling fan swirls frantically above me. I slide my fingers into the panel of my underwear and take my dick out. It’s so hard. I think of Jeremy from work as I play with it. I wonder how big his is? I’ve asked, and he says, “I’m not telling you that!” He’s nineteen and straight. I tell him I give such good head; I can make a man’s knees buckle. “C’mon, man, that’s nasty,” he says.

Precum forms at the piss-slit. I roll it around with the tip of my index finger. I put it to my lips for a taste. Not too salty. I wish someone was here to suck me off. I wish Jeremy was here sliding his dick down my throat. I love to jack off. I reach down and slide a finger into my asscrack. It’s so hot and sweaty. It opens right up when it’s getting rimmed. I miss Billy. He was good at it. He would tug my cheeks apart and really get his face in. His mouth felt so good on my asshole. It was just the way he would lick and suck it. Just thinking about it has got my dick so fuckin’ hard right now. I feel like getting nasty. I’m out of lotion. I used the last of it after I showered last night. I don’t want to get out of bed; I don’t want to take my hand off this dick, but I go to the bathroom to search for a substitute. I think of toothpaste, but it’s too thick and it burns. I look into the medicine cabinet full of pills, cough drops and Alka-Seltzer until I come to a bottle of hair, scalp and skin oil. It’s all I got so it will have to do. I’ve used everything but this. Baby oil, hair grease, pancake syrup, even butter.

I go back to the bed, lie down, flip open the top and squeeze just enough into the hand I’m jacking off with. I slather it on slowly. Fuck, it feels good! Doesn’t burn either. I peel off my T-shirt and drop it to the floor. I pull my underwear down to my ankles, then fling them off my feet. They land on top of my dirty sneaks that stink up my room. My dick is getting harder as I pinch my nipples with oily fingers. I’m thinking of Jeremy taking me from behind. The two of us butt-ass naked. He’s not so big, so I can take his dick to the nuts. “Your ass is warm like a pussy,” he says to me. I bet Jeremy can fuck. I jack my dick between my thumb and index finger. Damn, it feels good. I love jacking off. I’m fucking my fist. This stuff is so slick. The air from the ceiling fan is cool against my skin. I give more attention to my dickhead. It drives me crazy with pleasure. I want it in somebody’s mouth, some down-low thug’s lips wrapped around it. I wish Bill was here to suck on these balls, eat my asshole.

I apply more oil, lots of it this time. I stain the sheets with the stuff, but I don’t care. I’m fuckin’ horny. I’m fingering my asshole while jacking off. My asshole swallows my finger. I want someone to teach me to be a better bottom. I’m sick of being a top. I wish someone was here fuckin’ me right now. More like ten or so fat, hairy hicks bum-rush in here, tie me to the bed and have their way with my black ass. Yeah. Hell yeah! All musky and stank on top of me, one dirty dick after another fucking me, their grubby fingers in my mouth. They’re all taking turns using my mouth and raping this booty with their fat, stinking dicks. Mmm, I’m so horny! I need to get fucked! I wanna suck some cock. Oh, Jeremy! Fuck me, Jeremy! Take this ass! Fucked from both ends. Dick in mouth and ass! Eat my butt, Bill! All that dick in me. Damn, this feels good! Big black dick! Love jackin’ off! Fuck yeah! I’m gonna come! Feels so good! Finger-fuckin’ myself.

I wish someone was here to sit on my dick right now. I bet Jeremy’s got a tight asshole. He would never tell me. I bet it’s so sweaty after work. I would rim him so hard. Damn! Jackin’ this dick! I wanna taste Jeremy’s asshole. I want him to sit on my face. Lick his asshole clean, suck his balls. Ram that twink cock down my faggot-ass throat. Fuck yeah! I’m gonna shoot a huge load. Jeremy’s ass tastes so good. I can smell it on my lips. Suck hard on his asslips. I wish someone was here right now. Anybody. Big dicks, tight assholes. I need a stiff dick in my mouth. Somebody fuck me! Who wants to fuck me? I wish there was someone I could call to have phone sex with. Collin and I use to have phone sex. He was good at getting me off. Collin can suck a mean dick. I’m close to coming. I’m thinking of Collin sucking me off, riding this dick. He’s got a deep asshole. Shit, this feels good! All that dick in me. Fat, nasty rednecks taking their turns. I’m such a slut. Fuck me, Jeremy! I wonder what Collin is doing? I wish he was here on this dick. Come in my ass, Jeremy! It’s so hard to get laid in Tallahassee. My finger deep in my ass. I’m about to come! Go for it! Go for it! Fuck me, Collin! Somebody fuck me! I’m comin’! Ah fuck! Jeremy, fuck! Feels so good! Black dick. Sweat-oily booty hole. This stuff is good lube. Give me some dick! So fuckin’ horny! Oh fuck, I’m comin’! Oh, Collin ride this dick! Fuck me, Jeremy! Somebody fuck me, pleeasssse!


MOMENTARILY

David Kasper

I wore my jacket unnecessarily in the warm Texas dusk. It made me feel protected from any eyes prying and judging, whether those of hypothetical strangers in the dark or the boy I was about to meet.

This was a college town through and through. At the ripe old age of twenty-four, I was starting to feel old, as every new person I met was unlikely to be of legal drinking age. Tonight was no exception.

In a college town, beautiful antique homes are often rented out to students: usually five or more individuals with loans and no respect for historical architecture. The house I approached had long grass, worn paint, too many cars in the driveway and a dead flower in a pot full of cigarette butts on the doorstep as a giveaway.

604B was the address. The front door said A, so I walked around the back of the house until I found a door with a tattered bug screen hanging loosely in front of the letter B. Too shy to knock, worried I might wake up a housemate, I sent him a text message, I’m here, i think. I thought about lighting up a cigarette, but didn’t want my mouth to taste like ash.

When he opened the door (“Luke,” I think he’d said his name was), there was a halo of light around him. He was tall, with long, wavy dark hair draping over his pale shoulders, bared under a tattered T-shirt that was once black.

“Hey,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. He led me up a thin staircase to the second story and into a living room area, where two boys lay on beanbags in front of a large TV screen, fixated on a video game, their fingers fluttering about the controllers rapidly as their bodies lay completely still. The air was rank with a stale smell of smoke and man sweat. Behind the beanbags there was a couch and an armchair, torn, dirty and, like the floor, covered in beer bottles, fast-food wrappers and other trash.

As I pulled off my jacket, I wondered if I’d read the Craigslist ad wrong. Was I early? Had I signed up for an orgy? The boy sat down on the couch, shoving aside some papers and dishes. He was a vision of gothic beauty, with porcelain skin, and generic tribal tattoos decorating his arms. His beautiful young face conveyed a nonchalance that made me wonder how high or drunk he must be.

“You want a shot?” he asked me, gesturing toward a plastic vodka bottle on the floor beside him.

“Nah, I’m cool, thanks,” I said.

Immediately he started to unzip his pants and pull out his half-erect cock. Instinctively, I knelt down between his two heavy boots, wanting to blow him, but also wanting to feel his warm breath passing through what looked like such cold lips against mine. His dick hardened; he wasn’t interested in kisses. I pulled at his jeans, revealing more of his trimmed pubes (the only indication I’d seen of any self grooming). The boys behind me played their video game—a beat-’em-up, Street Fighter or something—and seemed to ignore us. I zoned them out, trying to focus on this boy and his cock and me. I started sucking him, feeling his hand gripping the hair at the base of my neck. I want this inside of me, I thought. This beautiful cock. But more, I wanted to kiss him. I wanted to feel his body on top of mine, his breath on my face and neck. I wanted to feel his hot cum squirt on my chest. I wanted him to moan, and make me feel momentarily in love, momentarily loved.

“Dude, quit,” a voice behind me called out, over the paused music of the game. “That’s nasty, dude.”

Luke gently pushed me aside and put his cock away. He stood up and walked over to the boy who had spoken, who had resumed his game and was no longer paying us any attention. I already felt a wash of guilt and embarrassment, readying myself to leave, when Luke kicked the boy square in the head.

The other boy leapt to his feet, as the wounded one stumbled to his. “What the fuck, man? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

I found myself already inching toward the staircase, not sure whether to run away, call the cops or join the fight. I’d never been in a fight before, but I could surely take down this skinny goth boy who probably lived off of Ramen noodles and black lipstick.

But when the boys started to tussle, I figured I was out of my depth and ran for it. I felt guilty leaving, and wondered if I should’ve stayed. I had a vision of the hammer scene from Party Monster, and on second thought decided my presence wouldn’t be such a good idea. I was halfway down the street before I remembered I’d left my jacket on the armchair.

* * *

Thus I returned to my life, that of a graduate school student and a teacher’s assistant, grading half-assed papers by students who never wanted to go to college, and working on a thesis I might never finish. Mornings came, and I dragged myself out of bed, forced awake with chemically enhanced energy drinks, Adderrall and a fear of student loans never being paid off. I sat through lecture classes focusing heavily on information I already knew about or didn’t care for, often hiding a frustrated erection under my desk. My semester continued as an extended period of introspection and self-doubt, with nothing to shape it but a few dents, though none as large as the night with Luke.

A couple of months later, still not having gotten laid, and after perusing Craigslist for the hundredth time, too shy to put up a post of my own and usually too proud to respond to anyone else’s, I resigned myself to a night of eating nachos, masturbating, and staring at my thesis Word document.

It was midnight when I headed to the grocery store. I grabbed a basket, my footsteps gently echoing through the almost empty building, and headed for the cheese, and who should I see in the snack aisle, but Luke, wearing my own leather jacket. I got hard the moment I saw him, and turned away quickly, nervous, unsure of whether I wanted him to see me or not. There was still an intense attraction, perhaps more so now. He was different from every other person in my life, every professor, every student, every man I’d ever loved, every boy I’d ever fucked.

And here I was standing in front of the cheeses, staring at shredded mozzarella, trying to decide whether to say hello or sneak away. And suddenly he was beside me, also checking out the mozzarella, a bag of potato chips in one hand, and the other on the small of my back.

I felt a tingle rush over me, as if my blood had only now begun to pump through my veins. It was immediately sexual. Again, just like in his living room before, a fear of being watched stopped me from looking around, as if no one could see us as long as I didn’t see them.

He was testing the waters, touching my back, then my arm; satisfied, he switched the chips to his other hand and turned to face me, as I stood motionless, still staring at cheese. Then with his free fingers, he unabashedly reached for my buckle and started to work his way into my pants. I moved to stop him, but he pushed my hand away and I relented. My hard-on was raging, desperate to be released.

And suddenly, it was. I felt the cold air from the cooler on my hot erection, followed by his icy fingers wrapping themselves around it. I wanted to throw myself onto him, to taste the inside of his mouth, to be inside him or have him inside me. He spit on his hand and rubbed it over the head of my cock. I wanted to put my hand down his pants, grab his ass and gently push my fingers into his tight little asshole, as he moaned in my ear.

But no, I stopped him, shoving my cock against my belly as I pulled my zipper up. Reality had hit me, and I knew it was only a matter of minutes before an employee walked by and I was banned from my local grocery store, or worse, arrested for fooling around with a drunk or stoned nineteen-year-old in public.

I put the basket down and started to walk away, not even glancing at Luke, rushing toward the exit empty-handed. I stepped out into the parking lot, toward my car, and fumbled through my pockets for my keys. Before I could look up, Luke had caught up with me, just a few feet behind, following me to my car.

“Hey, how’s it goin?” he said, stepping too close to my face, and kissing me before waiting for a reply. His mouth tasted like ash.

He pushed me up against the car. I resisted. A bit. And then I didn’t. We were both pulling at each other’s pants, opening them in the dark. I felt his cock pressing against my body, and mine against his. Then suddenly I felt in control. Like we were on even ground now, and I could have him however I wanted him, here in the shadows, against my car, beside the grocery store. I pushed him in front of me and pulled his pants down, exposing his bare ass. I wet my fingers in my mouth and gently pushed them between his supple buttocks and just an inch or so into his tight asshole.

He groaned, as if he’d reached the climax of a year’s anticipation. I wanted to make him cry out, make him forget who he was. I wanted to come in him.

“Fuck me,” he whimpered, clinging to the side of the car.

My cock was throbbing, but I didn’t have a condom.

“Let’s get in the car,” I said.

“Fuck me,” he said again, as we climbed in, pulling off his boots and pants.

“I don’t have a condom.”

“Here,” he said, pulling one out of his…my…jacket pocket.

I took it and watched him turn around, pantsless, and bend over, expectant, waiting. I grabbed his hips and thrust my face into his ass, hungrily lubricating his hole with my tongue, readying it for my cock. He jacked off his cock aggressively as I loosened his asshole.

“I want you, oh my god, please…fuck…” he muttered.

I waited till I thought he couldn’t take another minute of it, and then, tearing the condom open with my teeth, I slipped it on my cock.

“You ready?” I said, and without waiting for a response, began to put the head of my cock into his tight asshole.

It was difficult to maneuver in the backseat of the car. His head was pressed against the door opposite me, and I was bent awkwardly over him, trying to shift my body forward gradually as I moved my cock slowly into him. But we didn’t care that it was awkward. I just wanted my cock deep inside of him, and so did he.

He moaned intensely. “Yeah, yeah,” he whimpered loudly, as I started to pick up pace, moving back and forth. The car was getting unbearably warm, and I could feel my sweat starting to drip over my brow. I could taste his sweat on his back.

“I’m coming,” I said eventually, as I quickly pulled out.

As if on cue, he turned himself over, desperate to get his face to my cock as I whipped off the condom. I started jacking off, ready to come, as he demanded, “Come in my mouth.”

I did as I was told. My cum squirted several inches from my cock to his open mouth, a little hitting his lips, before he enthusiastically closed his lips around the head and sucked me dry.

“Oh fuck,” he said, as my cum fell from his mouth, his own precum dripping down his fingers around his cock.

Suddenly he leaned back in a fit of ecstasy, brandishing his cock like a sword, as warm cum squirted into the air, falling back onto his chest. I kissed his cheek and forehead, wanting to hold him, but we were both too warm for that. We sat back on the seat, catching our breath.

After several minutes I asked him, “Do you wanna maybe come back to my place? Clean up?”

“You got food?”

“You’re hungry?”

“Yeah, I’m fuckin’ hungry, what do you think I was doin’ at the fuckin’ grocery store?”

* * *

At my computer I enter “the zone.” For a short while my thesis will become my world; the concepts my landscape, the words my motions, the letters my fingertips.

And when I wake up, I’m sitting in a dark room, my eyes adjusted only to the computer screen, and I’m waiting for my day’s payoff. Luke should be home any moment between now and four hours from now. I could usually expect him near 11:00 p.m., but he often stayed out much later with friends, and would come home wearing my jacket, reeking of smoke and sweat, sometimes high, sometimes drunk. Always horny.

There was a rattle of the doorknob, the sound of the door swinging open, then slamming shut. I waited for his silhouette at the study door, but it didn’t come. I found Luke on the couch in the living room, slumped forward, his head in his hands. I sat beside him.

“Hey, what’s up,” I said, wrapping my arm around his shoulders.

“Nothin’,” he said, childlike, moving his hands away long enough for me to catch the blood on his lip.

“Whoa, what happened?” As soon as I said it, I realized I didn’t really want to know.

“Nothin’. Just some guy steppin’ up, bein’ an asshole.” His face was flushed, and I could feel his blood pumping fast as I took the palm of his hand in mine.

I turned his face toward mine, and he licked his pink lip, smearing the blood. I kissed him on the cheek, once, then twice, moving closer until I kissed his lip, halfheartedly avoiding the blood, but still tasting the iron ever so slightly. I felt a twinge in my cock.

He was stupid. He was a fucking child: immature, going nowhere, but I wanted him. Just as he was. I wanted to be stupid with him, and forget my troubles, and care for him, and fuck him.

I took him to the shower, where I tasted the last of his sweat as it washed off, and saw his blood trickle thinly down the drain. I was gentle with his mouth but aggressive with his body. We sipped beers and plugged the tub, eventually lying down in the bath, him on top of me, as we grappled at each other’s skin. He pushed my legs up, dunking his head in the water, as he cleaned my asshole with his tongue. He was so enthusiastic and devoted to the worship of my ass, I thought he might drown.

When he finally resurfaced, he took a deep breath, threw himself over me, and said, “Do you want my cock?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Do you want my cock inside you? You want me to come inside you, faggot?”

He climbed over me, almost sitting on my chest, as warm precum squirted down onto my face.

“Fuck me, Luke. Please, baby. Just fuck me now.”

Minutes later we were half-dry, and on my bed. Luke pushed me down, and continued to eat my ass. My hard-on was raging between my body and the mattress. It had been years since I’d last been topped—Luke was usually a very willing bottom. I was nervous that my asshole might not quite relax enough. But even the idea of it hurting turned me on.

His fingers fondled and clawed at my back. He seemed hungry, desperate to consume me. I saw him reach for the bedside table and grab the bottle of lube and heard him squeeze it over his dick and my asshole. With one fluid motion he pushed his bare cock inside me. I almost jumped at the feeling, but once in, it felt perfect. It didn’t hurt so much, and after a moment, I started to relax and enjoy the feeling. He slowly pulled my hips back and forth into his, listening to me moan, gauging his movements based on the sounds I made.

“You like my dick?” he said. “Does that feel good inside you?”

“Yeah, Luke, I fucking love it, babe.”

“You want my cum inside you?”

“Yes, fucking come inside me, oh god, Luke.”

Faster and faster, he fucked my asshole, moaning, calling out my name. Until finally, he screamed as his hot load shot inside me.

“Fuck!” he cried.

And suddenly he pulled out, a little too fast, pushed me onto my side and shifted me onto my back.

“Give me that cum back,” he said, lifting up my legs and putting his mouth to my asshole.

I squeezed and felt the cum start to drip out of me, Luke’s tongue quickly lapping it up.

I jerked myself off as he took all of his cum into his mouth, then pushed my legs down and sat on top of me, kissing his cum into my mouth. Each time our lips parted, I saw lines of cum drawn between them. I felt it falling over my mouth, down my cheeks and neck.

I was still jacking off, Luke’s asshole hovering above my cock.

“Come on my hole,” he said.

My cum squirted onto him as my body writhed with the orgasm. My vision blurred, and I felt him rubbing my cock against his asshole, lubricating it with my cum just enough to slip my dick inside him before I was completely done.

He held me tight as I finished. We held the embrace long enough for my cock to become flaccid and fall out. I felt my warm cum drip out of his hole and onto my crotch.

“God, I love you, Luke,” I said.

He sat up and looked me dead in the eye.

“I love you too,” he said.

Two weeks later, I walked down the same street I had on that fateful night, this time with no jacket, and a fearful anticipation. I walked round to the side and knocked on the door a few times before a boy answered. Was he one of the boys Luke had fought with that first time? I wasn’t sure. He had short hair, and wore a torn-up shirt, which hung low, exposing his hairy chest.

Without a word, he stared at me, expectantly.

“Hi, I’m one of Luke’s friends.”

“Okay…?” he replied.

“Is he here? I haven’t heard from him lately.”

“Are you his boyfriend?” he asked me.

“Um…yeah, I guess I am.”

“Do
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