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CAREFUL MAKING WISHES IN THE DARK

Eva Roslin
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The sorceress, with jealous rage

Sewed me up between my legs

Tight stitches, burning weeds

She closed me up

Left a husk behind

A punishment

Half a woman

Why, I don’t know

My heart trailed after others it knew I could not have

Affections that belonged only to others

Girls who rested their heads on lovers’ chests

Whose flesh opened and bloomed,

Wide, accommodating,

Slick.

With each heart that I longed for,

threads tight

bound,

sealed.

Every moment, an agony

Wires pulling, burning me like vilest acid

dripping red wax

forcing me to wonder

if my flesh will ever open again
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THE BIRTHDAY HOLE

Eric Raglin
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Vanilla sex satisfied Ben at first, but it did nothing for him after a while. Three months in, while I was sucking his cock, he got this faraway look in his eyes, probably imagining much filthier scenes. My swirling tongue couldn’t compete with his fantasies, which I’m convinced were the only thing keeping him hard.

I’d fucked a dozen men before Ben and never had this problem. My lovers had all moaned and writhed and run their fingers through my hair when I blew them, begging me to keep going even when I felt five seconds away from lockjaw.

Was I using too much teeth? Had I become ugly the day I turned thirty? I didn’t know. But accepting that I couldn’t satisfy Ben was out of the question. He was every self-hating gay man’s dream: straight-passing in both appearance and behavior, his muscles bulging, his voice deep, and his interests outside the realm of pop divas and Drag Race. The type of hunk I’d imagined while jerking off from age twelve onward. If I wanted to keep him, I’d just have to get creative the next time we fucked—so long as he didn’t ghost me first.

Thankfully, he agreed to meet up again and suggested a cafe. The location disappointed me, having neither the neon sex appeal of a nightclub nor the rugged eroticism of a hiking trail. You only took someone to a cafe if you wanted to break up with them. The environment was too sober and relaxed for heartbroken screaming matches—only civil partings.

This cafe was full of college students cramming for finals and Bible study groups deep in sacred discussions. Ben sat at a corner table by the restrooms, leaning back in his chair and scrolling through his phone. When he saw me, he nodded in a straight guy kind of way that melted my heart, then returned to his phone to finish texting someone. I sat across from him.

“Can I buy you a coffee?” I asked.

“Nah, I’m good,” he said. “Keeyan, I actually wanted to talk about something. I don’t really think we’re—”

The restroom door opened, and a woman wearing a rosary smiled too widely at Ben as she squeezed past him. “Ope, sorry,” she said. “Tight quarters.”

Right then, I knew how to stop Ben from breaking up with me.

Leaning across the table, I whispered, “I have an idea.”

Ben closed his eyes as if my voice—no matter how quiet—gave him a migraine. “Listen,” he said. “I don’t want to be rude, but—”

“Take me into that restroom and cum on my face.”

My words came out too loud, too desperate. I worried one of the Bible groups had heard me, but they were too busy discussing the sins of the Canaanites to condemn the sins happening one table over.

Ben gawked as if I’d just emerged from a cocoon, my hot slut metamorphosis complete. He pulled me into the restroom like I was his dog on a leash, not seeming to care if anyone noticed. Maybe he wanted them to see—to make them go quiet after the lock clicked, listening for the muffled slaps of flesh against flesh. When we emerged, sweaty and grinning, would the Christians be gone, scandalized into retreat? Would the cops be waiting in their place?

I’m sure these possibilities aroused Ben more than scared him, but for me, it was the opposite. I didn’t want to cause a scene or wind up in jail. I just wanted to keep my boyfriend interested.

Within seconds of locking the door, Ben unzipped his pants, forced me to the sticky tile floor, and shoved his cock down my throat. Grasping fistfuls of my hair, he facefucked me hard, then pulled out, shooting hot syrupy ropes across my face. He’d lasted thirty seconds, max. But, seeing his dizzy-eyed smile, I could tell they’d been the best thirty seconds of his life.

* * *
[image: image]


Upping the ante to keep Ben from breaking up with me was fun at first, and I spent hours dreaming up new ways to satisfy him. Porn provided plenty of inspiration. We tried everything from choking to watersports. I didn’t like the bruises around my neck or the tang of too-dark piss on my tongue, but I loved how Ben looked while doing these things to me—his ice-blue eyes almost feral with pleasure. He was like a dumb, animalistic frat boy with hormones potent enough to fuel the world’s largest orgy. No man had ever been so perfect for me. I imagined showing him off to my family like a prize stallion. Wow, my dad would say. Finally, a man’s man! No more sissies, huh? Too bad Ben had no interest in meeting my parents.

Whenever I stayed the night at his place, I’d wake up the next morning too hungover to think, so I’d shuffle into the kitchen and ask him what vile thing he wanted to try next. He only ever shrugged, then returned to whatever he was doing—cooking up eggs and bacon for one or listening to some edgy comedy podcast. I could never tell if he was too lazy to brainstorm or if he just liked being surprised.

By necessity, my ideas became more extreme. One night, I soaked in an ice bath for ten minutes to prepare for simulated necrophilia. While I lay death-still in his bed, Ben rolled on a condom, shoved his dick inside me, and moaned, “Fuck, that corpse bussy is so cold and tight.” It took all my power to hold back a snort, but at least the experience was more funny than disturbing.

The same couldn’t be said for what I planned the next night. I led Ben in a bugchaser roleplay, pretending he had HIV and begging him to cum deep in my ass. Going bareback for the first time, he thrusted with seizure-like rhythm and intensity, saying he’d fill me “full of fuckin’ AIDS, you disease-loving slut.” Soon, he was frothing at the mouth, drooling across my neck and chest as his grunted promises—threats?—became less and less coherent. While our necrophilia roleplay had felt safely distant from reality, this experience—with his raw cock grinding against my rectum and his mouth hissing violence—felt far too real. I was closing up, reaching my limits of depravity. Unable to take any more, I grabbed his arm.

“I—I think this scene is too much for me,” I said.

He stopped pumping and glared with wide, insane eyes. His face was red and bulging as if his cum had backed up all the way into his skull and would explode outward at any moment. “Are you kidding? It was your idea.”

I thought about saying “Never mind, you’re right” and just letting him have this one, but I had to trust my gut. “Yeah, no, I’m really not into it.”

I scooted my ass away from him, and his dick slipped out, already half-soft.

“Fine,” he said through gritted teeth. With sharp, violent movements, he snatched a ratty bath towel from the floor and wiped cloudy gobs of lube off his dick. “You should leave.”

My heart sank. He’d been looking forward to this fucked-up little roleplay, and I’d had the audacity to blueball him—not even in a sexual way! Sure, I’d respected my own limits, but at what cost?

Ben told me to get dressed. I did so quickly and silently, but before I had a chance to tie my shoes, he pushed me out the door and slammed it behind me.

I didn’t sleep that night, and instead stayed up wondering how I could win Ben back. I’d have to lure him in with a sexual act so wretched that he’d be unable to resist. But the more I researched and the harder I thought, the more convinced I became that no such act existed. At least not one I felt comfortable with.

The next morning, I tried texting him, Hey, sorry about last night. Can we talk?, but the message didn’t go through; I was blocked.

The hottest guy I’d ever dated—the only one who even my dad would approve of—wanted nothing to do with me.

* * *
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Ben’s birthday was one day away. I found out from his Facebook, the only app he hadn’t blocked me on. After all, why bother when he hadn’t posted there in years?

I thought about the type of sex he’d want on his birthday. Something so intense and depraved I’d have to take the next day off to recover, both physically and spiritually. Maybe I’d never be able to give him that.

If only Ben were easier to please. I thought back to my college boyfriend RJ who would’ve been happy with basic, no-frills blowjobs for the rest of his life. He’d only ever fucked me in the ass once, the day he turned nineteen. The birthday hole, he’d called it, and we’d both laughed.

As soon as I remembered that phrase, something stirred in me. Those words repeated in my head like a hypnotic mantra: the birthday hole ... the birthday hole. At first, I figured it was like a dumb pop song stuck in a mental loop, but time would prove me wrong.

The next evolution of the birthday hole was coming.

* * *
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That night, my dreams boiled into malformed visions.

A callused tunnel contracting.

Lightyears of oozing cosmic muscle.

The tang of shit.

The tingle of mint.

The smack and squelch of Something dragging itself through jellied wastes.

Glistening, starless darkness.

A sob swallowing a laugh swallowing a moan.

I woke up soaked in sweat, my sheets twisted into a wet whip. My whole bed was sopping, and I wondered if I’d pissed myself. It had happened to me once or twice in my blackout-drunk early twenties, but this time I’d only had a couple beers before bed.

Something tickled my chest, then dripped onto the bed. Looking down, I discovered the truth. I hadn’t pissed myself or sweated out a week’s worth of liquid. No, something was leaking from an opening just above my heart. The cut was the size and shape of an almond, exposing pink pec muscle. The dripping liquid wasn’t blood though; it was gray and translucent, like big city slush. My formerly cream-colored sheets had taken on the same joyless hue.

I swiped my finger through the fluid and sniffed it. Maybe my dreams had infected my imagination, but I swore I smelled shit and mint. The scents disappeared in an instant, as if deciding I was unworthy to smell them. They would only return for the right person. The thought was insane, but I somehow knew it was true. This hole was a gift for Ben. And if it could bring him back into my life, it would be a gift to me, too.

The hole got bigger throughout the day. Whenever it widened, it felt like my flesh was yawning. Soon the hole grew to the size of a fist, the sheen of its pink lining exposed to open air. I fingered it to see how it felt, but it contracted, squeezing until I thought my bones would break. It was the hole’s way of saying, Not for you.

Unable to reach Ben any other way, I drove to his apartment. Outside his door, I could hear him talking with someone—another man with a voice higher and shriller than my own. Ben had already replaced me with the perfect twink to dominate, humiliate, and dispose of after he’d outlived his novelty. A lump rose in my throat.

But I couldn’t stop here. The hole pulsed and stretched, beckoning Ben from beyond the door. I hesitated only a moment longer, then knocked.

“That’s probably the pizza,” the twink said on the other side.

“We already ate,” Ben said. “I’m not paying for that.”

“Oh, I know. We’re not eating it. You’re going to shove each and every slice up my ass. Fill me up until my fucking colon bursts.”

Ben let out something halfway between a laugh and a low, horny growl. “Well, I’ve never tried that before. Go get it.”

When the twink opened the door, I was too stunned to speak. I’d never be able to compete with this cute twig-of-a-man’s bizarre erotic ingenuity. Maybe he’d have enough perverse ideas—and few enough reservations—for Ben to keep him around. Maybe the twink even enjoyed trying those ideas out—not for Ben’s pleasure, but his own. For a long moment, we just stared at each other. Finally, he blinked his long eyelashes and broke the silence.

“Um, can I help you?”

“Yeah, I, uh—” The hole squelched out a glob of mucus that trailed down my stomach. “Can I talk to Ben?”

He glared at me, then called to Ben. “Babe, there’s some weird guy at the door for you.”

“Who are you talking about?” Ben asked from some unseen corner of the apartment. “I know a lot of weird guys, and some of them never leave me the fuck alone.”

A barb of pain shot through my heart, but I tried not to show it. I put on the most casual expression I could muster—a face that couldn’t possibly belong to a “weird guy”. The hole squeezed out another glob of something. It smelled sharp, like mustard, and seeped through my shirt, all too visible now. I regretted not wearing a darker color.

“Is that sweat or are you—?”

Ben appeared in the doorway before the twink could finish his question. The second he saw me, a chill descended.

“Why are you here, Keeyan?” he asked, then turned to the twink. “Wait, Carter, did you set this up? Threesomes are boring. Literally the most basic shit.”

“I didn’t—”

Again, the twink didn’t get two words in before I ripped my shirt off, the mustard-smelling goo smearing across my chin in the process. It felt like Icy-Hot on my skin, burning one moment and freezing the next. Whatever it was didn’t matter. I had to show Ben.

“This is yours,” I said, pointing to the hole. “It’s your birthday, right? I—I wanted to make sure it was special.”

Carter’s eyes went wide as large pizzas, then he fled to the bathroom and retched chunks into the toilet.

Ben just stared at the hole, cocking his head like a dog.

“What is it?” he finally asked.

“I have no fucking clue,” I said, stepping inside and closing the door. “But I want you to try it.”

“Okay.”

While stripping, he never once blinked or looked away. He didn’t bite his lip or drool or make rabid grizzly bear horndog sounds. I think whatever arousal he felt couldn’t be expressed in his usual ways; this turn-on was more cosmic than physical. 

Hypnotized, he approached me and, without hesitation, balled up his fist and pressed it against the hole’s sticky pink rim. The hole pulsed, secreting a lubricating froth that looked like soap bubbles with a mucusy sheen. Ben pushed his fist inside. His fingers were right where my heart should have been, but I felt nothing; this experience wasn’t about me. He sank deeper, all the way to his elbow. His jaw fell open, trembling uncontrollably.

“Yeah, you like that?” I asked, because what else was I going to say? But Ben didn’t react to my words. I wanted him to acknowledge me. “I grew this thing just for you. I’d do anything for—”

He slapped a hand over my mouth. “Shuuuuuuut theeeee fuuuuuuuuuuuck uuuuuuup,” he said, pleasure or pain or sensation beyond description drawing out his syllables like a stiff electric current.

Gripping the edge of the hole with his other hand, he pulled. It stretched to his whims, its elasticity sentient and submissive. Still, I felt nothing. Not the tearing of skin and muscle, nor the sensation of organs smashing against my ribcage to make room for the star of the show.

Two muscular arms shoved inside me.

A thick head.

The shoulders of a linebacker.

I dissociated, the squelch of his entry turning to a static lullaby.

Distantly, I registered Carter returning to the room, his muffled scream, the terror and fascination in his eyes. I registered Ben’s hairy feet doing almost a mermaid kick in the air, then disappearing inside me—inside it.

Then ... SCHLOP!

The sound of the hole closing snapped me back to reality. Panicking, I ran both my hands over my chest, trying to find where the hole had gone. Was there a button, a knob to open it back up? But the longer I searched, the more certain I became; the hole wasn’t going to reopen. Ben was gone, trapped somewhere both impossible and irresistible.

* * *
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Dating Carter after the hole swallowed Ben was fucked up, but shared trauma bonds people in strange ways. It wasn’t like we could tell anyone our secret. We could only process those feelings with each other—sometimes through words, but more often through touch.

“That bitch was insatiable,” Carter told me one night in the sweaty afterglow of sex. “He was hot, and I felt lucky that he even looked at me. But goddamn, I don’t think I could’ve satisfied him for much longer.”

Hearing Carter voice the idea I’d thought many times but never put into words got me teary.

“Thank you,” I said. “For not being like him.”

But Carter wasn’t like my college boyfriend either. He enjoyed a
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