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“Thanks again for the loan, bro,” Damien said into the phone.

He would have texted, but his brother had low vision. It was the least Damien could do to hold the phone to his own ear.

“Don’t worry about it, brother. And hey, thank you for being cool and paying it back so quick.”

“Sure,” said Damien. “And I’m sorry again, for having to ask family. Normally I wouldn’t, but...”

“It’s alright,” said Lamont.

There was an awkward silence. That wasn’t uncommon in their lives these days. Damien and his brother had been close growing up, but they had drifted apart as adults.

Or at least that was what Damien told people, but it wasn’t entirely true. The division went back further than their adulthood. He and Lamont had started parting ways in teenagehood. It hadn’t been so much because Lamont was homophobic, exactly, but because he’d gone girl-obsessed at that age. Suddenly a huge part of Lamont’s life was something Damien could never really relate to.

“So how are things between you and Yvonne?” Damien asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Better. We patched things up. How about you—seeing any hot guys?”

“Nah, man. Just working.”

“All work and no play, huh?”

“Just waiting for the right guy to come along,” Damien said evasively.

“I still don’t see how you can reject all women without ever even trying one,” said Lamont.

“Bro, we’ve been over this,” Damien said. “We agreed to disagree. Different strokes, right?”

Lamont barreled onward. “Hear me out—there’s gotta be a lot more straight women out there than gay men. What if you miss out on an opportunity because you never tried?”

“You really live your life that way? You go, ‘I’ve never been to the North Pole—I don’t know what I’m missing! Better take a trip there, right away!’”

“But pussy isn’t like the North Pole—it’s all warm and soft,” objected Lamont.

“Yeah, I know that much,” said Damien. “A hole is a hole. It’s not about that.”

“Then what is it about?”

Damien hesitated. A swirl of images and sensory impressions swam through his mind: muscular arms; manly scent; rough, hairy skin...

“See?” Lamont cut into Damien’s thoughts. “You can’t even explain it to your own brother. I think the problem is you’re just too used to dick. You need to take a break from all that, so you can branch out—try the world, taste the rainbow, man!”

“Yeah, sure, the rainbow—a symbol that’s all about straightness,” said Damien sardonically.

“So you’re saying you can’t do it? You can’t quit dick? That’s called an addiction, and li’l brother, you can consider this an intervention. I dare you to go a month without sticking a dick inside you. That includes inside your mouth.”

“Why is it always me doing these dares?” Damien asked. “It’s messed up.”

“Hey, No Nut March was your own damn idea—don’t try to pin that one on me. And you didn’t even make it to the end!”

“I wish I never told you about that,” muttered Damien.

He hadn’t told Lamont the whole truth—that he’d had kinky foreplay with three other men and a fourway handjob during his “No Nut March.” However, he’d felt guilty over not making his goal. The guilt had prompted him to seek at least a partial confession. Lamont was into personal goals as a concept, and at the time, he had seemed like the right person to talk to.

After that, Lamont knew Damien had ended March with a hookup of some kind, and that in the process, Damien had broken his promise to himself. Now, Damien was regretting his openness with Lamont.

Lamont said, “Here’s your chance to redeem yourself from No Nut March. See, maybe all along it was never about the nutting, or about the nuts at all. I still think it’s about the meat. You gotta stay off meat for a month. Call it... No Meat May.”

“No Meat May?” Damien repeated.

“Yeah. Like being vegetarian, but for dicks.”

“Yeah, thanks, I got that part. It just sounds weird.”

“Weird, but interesting, right?” Lamont said. He didn’t give Damien a chance to answer. “But let’s make this even more interesting. You need some stakes to motivate you. I know you’re not in a good place to make bets right now, so let me think a bit...”

“I don’t need any stakes,” said Damien, hoping to shut down any plans Lamont might be forming.

Damien’s protest had the opposite effect. “Aha! I’ve got it!” cried Lamont. “Thanks for the idea, brother.”

“Um, what?” asked Damien anxiously.

“Your stakes are going to be actual steaks—get it? We’ll go up to the last weekend in May. If you can’t stay off the meat from now until then, I’m not giving you any steak at the Memorial Day barbecue.”

Damien groaned. His brother’s grilling talent was legendary, and Damien looked forward to the regular yearly events for months on end. The Memorial Day barbecue. had a more subdued tone than the others, given the holiday, but there would always be steak.

Unless, of course, Damien failed at this challenge. The loss of Lamont’s steaks was a real threat, and Damien rejected the possibility immediately.

“That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. Besides, why would I even take on the challenge then? There’s only a punishment for failing, no reward for completing it.”

“True enough,” agreed Lamont. “What about this: On the flip side, if you complete No Meat May, I’ll send you home with a whole extra batch of steaks cooked up all nice for you. You can refrigerate them, freeze them, share them with friends, shove them in your face all at once until you make yourself sick—I don’t care.”

Now the deal was starting to sound good to Damien. He would never have asked his brother for extra steaks from the barbecue., but since Lamont had offered, Damien was tempted. Still, he couldn’t resist angling for more. “A regular-sized batch or a Costco-sized batch?”

“Bro, don’t push your luck. It’s a simple double-or-nothing. Either you stay off dick until the last weekend of May, or else you’re going to have one sad barbecue. Succeed, and you get extra steaks.”

“That’s the deal?” asked Damien, stalling for time.

“Yup,” said Lamont. “It’s no meat, or no steak.”

“That doesn’t even make any sense. And we should decide on the details first,” said Damien. “Like, do handjobs count?”

“Bro, you’re making it complicated. I think you can figure it out for yourself. At the end of the month, I want a clear, simple answer: Did you complete No Meat May, or didn’t you? And you know I can tell when you’re lying.”

He could. It wouldn’t matter whether or not Damien fulfilled some arbitrary requirements. What mattered would be whether or not there was a lie in Damien’s voice when he spoke to Lamont. If he wanted to prove a point and earn some steaks in the process, Damien would need to satisfy his own personal understanding of No Meat May.

The ball was definitely back in his court.

Damien sighed. Why was it so hard for him to refuse a challenge? Maybe he could blame it on being the youngest brother—he always had to prove he could do things.

“Yeah, I’ll do it,” he said. “I can do it and I will do it. I promise I won’t put a single dick in me—not even in my mouth—until Memorial Day weekend. After that, I can also promise you I’m going to be even hungrier for ‘meat.’”

“Whatever you say, bro. Whatever you say. Because I think that if you spend a month off the D, you’ll finally be ready to try pussy.”

“If I still don’t want to ‘try pussy,’ will you finally shut up about it?” Damien asked.

“Sure, why not.”

Damien decided to accept this weak response at face value. He made a decision. To prove a point and to earn some steaks, he agreed.

“Fine. It’s a deal.”
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Chapter Two

[image: image]


It was only after Damien hung up that he realized a crucial fact. In May, he had a birthday party to go to—one with real potential to test his limits when it came to the “meat.”

The gathering would be very small—just a casual hangout and celebration between four men. Four men who had jerked each other off not a couple months ago. Even now, Damien had only to think of lanky Jay, rounded Manny, or ripped Andy and he got an instant boner. And it would be so much more difficult to keep a hard dick in his pants than a soft one.

However, a lack of self-control was not a reason to cancel at the last minute. Challenge or no challenge, Damien was going to Jay’s birthday party.

Still, in a month’s time, he wanted to be able to tell his brother he’d succeeded at No Meat May. He wanted to earn those steaks and prove a point to his brother—namely that a lack of dick wouldn’t make him suddenly start craving pussy.

And so Damien was stuck with a situation of his own making: He was going into a party with three hot men whom he was absolutely determined not to touch.

All too soon, the day arrived.

“Heeeyyy, Damien, my man!” exclaimed Andy when Damien entered. The East Asian man slung a muscular arm around Damien’s neck and jostled him. Andy smelled like rum and Coke, and cologne, and just a tinge of clean workout sweat. “Welcome to the birthday party of one Mister Jayin Chettiar!”

Jay nodded from the couch. The tall South Asian man tossed his wavy hair out of his eyes. Those deep-set eyes burned intensely out of sockets a slightly darker brown than the rest of his face.

“Hey guys,” Damien said shyly. “Thanks for inviting me.” He presented the six pack of beer he’d brought. It looked rather tame, he noted, next to the numerous bottles of hard liquor on Jay’s kitchen counter. “Where should I put this?”

“I’ll make room,” said Jay, moving from the couch to the fridge, where he pushed aside some other beer. “Here.”

“Thanks,” said Damien, all too aware of how close they were in the small kitchen of Jay’s studio apartment.

Jay, Damien had learned while texting the men, had moved out of the dorm rooms with the new semester. Effectively Jay had traded one cramped little space for another, and he’d surely made his commute longer in the process. Damien had to wonder if it was worth it for the sake of a little privacy—unless Jay had some big secret that Damien didn’t know about.

He hadn’t pried, though. Now, there were other things to focus on. Damien could smell Jay as well as Andy now—no cologne, just pure man.

“Nice place,” said Damien courteously, glancing around the studio apartment with its beat-up furniture and cluttered flat surfaces.

Jay snorted. “It’s a dump, but it’s what I can afford.”

“He’s practicing to be a starving artist,” put in Andy.

“Yeah, I probably should’ve gone into medicine or law, like I was supposed to,” said Jay ruefully.

“Nah, dude,” said Andy. “Admit it, you would’ve dropped out of pre-med just like me, running around to find some other bullshit major. Then one day you’d end up in a call center, ripping off senior citizens with overpriced life insurance.”

“Not everyone is you, Andy,” countered Jay. “Not everyone absolutely has to have a four-hour workout every day, and has to warp their whole life around that.”

“It’s how I relieve stress!” protested Andy.

“No, I think Jay’s got your number,” put in the final member of the trio. Short, plump Manny got up off the couch too. The Latino man strolled over and refilled his cocktail, talking as he poured. “Admit it, Andy—your workouts aren’t about stress—not really. You just want to look good.”

Andy scoffed. “I don’t want to look good. I do look good,” he insisted, which somewhat conceded his friends’ point about vanity.

Damien had to agree that Andy looked good, though, as he checked out that body. Mentally, he tried and failed not to think of Andy as a slab of beefcake—an all-too-tempting kind of meat at the moment.

Fortunately no one seemed to notice Damien’s discomfiture. The men had slipped
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