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A balmy night finds Devin and Wilbur in bed together. Their meeting was a chance encounter on a street corner that led to a pleasant evening of seafood, wine, and sumptuous chocolate cake—one fork, two hungry mouths. 

He watched intently as Devin made doodles of curlicues around the word LOVE on a napkin. He had seen that exact drawing somewhere else. Was it at a museum, a gallery, or graffiti on a boxcar? Wilbur tried to remember but soon gave up when the younger man looked up and smiled. 

After dinner, they sat in Wilbur’s car, gazing up at the stars through the sunroof. The streets lined with Victorian houses near the gay bars were quiet, and they could hear the faint music and tinkling of glass from where they had parked. They had chosen not to go inside the bar. Too much noise and smoke could break romantic spells. Wilbur didn’t want any spell to be broken. 

The younger man agreed, even seeming relieved when Wilbur suggested they relax outside. In the car, there had been light kisses and playful nibbling of ears, which Devin found pleasant.

They drove to Wilbur’s apartment, just before the bar emptied. Wilbur wanted to avoid eyes and catty whispers. 

They stripped, went into the bathroom separately, freshened themselves, and crawled into Wilbur’s bed. 

The younger man liked the wrought iron columns at each corner of the bed. He loved the soft mattress scented with Wilbur’s cologne and sweat. Wilbur enjoyed the scent of lavender soap on the younger man’s body. They took up where they had left off in the car. The kisses were deeper, and they mopped each other’s tongues. 

Wilbur’s teeth and tongue found secret places to nibble and lick on Devin’s body. Devin allowed his braided hair to be ruffled and become undone, allowed hard smacks on his butt, allowed Wilbur’s tongue to probe his ears and deep into his ass. He allowed hard kisses on his neck that left marks the color of strawberries. He allowed Wilbur to lick between his balls and asshole—that sensuous area that would have been opened like a peach if he had been a woman. He allowed him to swallow his piss from a beer bottle. In a final act of submission, the younger man shot hot, bitter nectar into Wilbur’s mouth.

“I’ve swallowed all of your babies,” Wilbur said as he wiped the corners of his mouth.

“Don’t worry, papa, there will be more.”

“Of course, but right now these burn in my belly. You have all night to make more. Perhaps in the morning you’ll have a new crop of babies. I have nothing to do all day tomorrow but suck that gorgeous cock of yours.”

Had the light been on, Wilbur would have seen the flash of anger in Devin’s eyes. He assumed the sigh was simply Devin exhaling, relaxing, preparing for sleep. He rolled toward Devin and touched his chest. Devin’s rigid body melted into Wilbur’s arms. They became as one.

A few hours later, Wilbur woke up. He looked over at Devin, who leaned on his elbow. The moon had grown brighter, and he saw that Devin was staring at him. A lock of his messy hair hung near his left eye. Wilbur reached up and brushed the hair away so that he could see both eyes clearly. Devin lay on his back. Wilbur placed his hand on the younger man’s chest. He felt the heartbeat and the chest rise and fall in rhythm. 

“Tell me a story about you,” Wilbur said.

“A story about me?”

“Yes. Anything. A sweet boy like you isn’t too young to have stories.” 

Wilbur was thinking of how he had picked up Devin from the street corner, how he had picked him out of the litter of men roaming about, staring into cars and pulling at their crotches. He wanted a dirty story, perhaps about men like himself who picked up young men. After a moment, Devin sighed. He caressed Wilbur’s hand.

“Yes, I do have a story. It’s kind of funny.”

Wilbur listened intently. He prepared his mind to hear a silly tale of when Devin ran naked through the streets on a dare, or a story of him and another getting caught with their pants down in the park by the cops. Perhaps he would hear the story of when Devin received his first blow job. Wilbur was already aroused when Devin began speaking in a soft voice that matched the warm, quiet night.

“I hurt a guy once.”

“Oh? You hurt someone? What’s funny about that?”

“I didn’t mean funny in a ha-ha kind of way?”

“What did you mean?”

“I don’t know. We had had fun all day. We went ice skating at the mall. We went out to dinner. We went to The Chocolate Store, and he let me pick out a huge piece of turtle cheesecake with cherry sauce.”

“How did you two meet? Was he young like you?” Wilbur tried to sound unworried, as if he were asking about the weather.

“No, he was old like you. It was a year ago,” Devin answered. “I met him near where we met near St. Joseph and St. Paul Street. But closer to the old Catholic hospital.”

Wilbur saw the intersection in his mind. He saw the abandoned gas station, the steps of the crumbling hospital, young men like this Devin in his bed, walking in and out of shadows, leaning into cars, and negotiating the price for a moment of lust.

“Why did you hurt the guy?” 

Wilbur hoped it had been a matter of self-defense. Here in this soft bed and in this quiet room, there would be no need for fighting. He had been gentle with Devin, had done what he was allowed to do, and that was all.

“I don’t know,” Devin answered.

“You don’t know?”

“Yeah, I don’t know. I brought the turtle cheesecake home with us. He asked me to spread some of the chocolate and cherries on my dick. I did and ate the rest while he gave me a blow job. He promised to take me back to where he picked me up after he had took a nap.

“Did he?”

“No. He never did.”

Wilbur tensed. He tried to ease his hand away from Devin’s chest, but Devin held it closer to his heart that beat like two drums.

“What made you hurt the guy?”

“I don’t know. Maybe it was the steak dinner. It was a nice steak. I had never had a steak like that. Had a little chef’s hat on one end of it. The waiter made a big deal of serving it like we was kings or something. I wasn’t sure how to eat it. I tried to do like the guy did with a knife and fork. It almost slid off my plate. He said in a loud voice I was sawing it like a piece of wood. He cut it for me like I was a kid.”

“Was the steak good?”

“It was okay. Just a piece of meat. I ate all of the pieces he cut. I felt like a fool.”

“I see. Well, I don’t think you’re a piece of meat or a fool.”

“Of course, you don’t.”

“I have lots of respect for young men. I understand their troubles. I was young once.”

“Yeah.”

There was silence. A siren wailed in the distance. The digital clock read four-thirty in bright crimson numbers.

“How did you hurt the guy?”

“With a knife.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah?”

“Did he start a fight?” It must have been self-defense, Wilbur said to himself. It had to be.

“No. He had sucked my dick good. I watched him in the bathroom rinsing out his mouth. He spat in the toilet, frowned, and flushed like he was flushing a stinking turd.”

“That offended you?”

“Yeah. I didn’t think so at first. But it did, I guess.”

“How did that offend you?”

“I felt like he was throwing me away.”

“I’m sure that’s not how he meant it. It’s always good hygiene to...”

Devin stopped Wilbur’s lips with a kiss and kept Wilbur’s hand firmly over his heart. 

“I don’t know why I do anything. I curse at the moon, run naked through alleyways, cut myself with glass. I shit in a drugged-out homeless guy’s face once. I don’t know why I do anything.”

Wilbur looked at the clock. He wanted to remind Devin that they had had a nice seafood dinner, where he allowed him to pick up shrimp by their tails, dip them in sauce, and pop them into his mouth like popcorn, without correcting him. He wanted to remind Devin that
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