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Synopsis

​ Food and sex. They go hand
in…um, hand, don’t they?

How many millions of dates start out in restaurants
and end up in bedrooms? And it’s not just the patrons either—it
could be the waiter who catches your eye. Or the cute busboy with a
tantalizing lock of hair that falls over his eyes as he’s wiping
your table. Maybe it’s the hairy arms of the cook as he bellows out
“PICKUP!” and you hope he’s talking about more than the order he’s
just plated.

The stories on our menu will feed more than one of
your appetites, so don’t just stand there outside with your nose
pressed up against the glass (that is your nose, isn’t it?). Come
on in and please seat yourself.

Someone will be with you in just a minute.
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An Aperitif: Square Pizza Fantasy

​ One of the clearest
memories I have of junior high school is the square pizza and the
way he ate it. The pizza was crusty and chewy, with
just-right-spicy tomato sauce and caramelized onions at its
base—sometimes laden with pepperoni and mushrooms and sometimes
layered with sausage and green peppers, but always covered with
yards of stringy cheese. Baked to bubbling and cut into irregular
squares as only hairnetted cafeteria ladies can, it was the only
meal they did well.

Him? He was the best-looking boy in the eighth
grade, with deep blue eyes and black hair, set off by the palest of
skin. His lips were full and pouty, and from seeing him in the
showers in gym class, I knew he had a lithe yet muscular body,
bushy, dark pubes, and a dick of death that bounced from thigh to
thigh as he snapped towels at his friends in the locker room.

I was not one of those friends. I was a geeky, tubby
kid with the appetite of a horse and the metabolism of a giant sea
slug—not a good combination—and I had to settle for admiring him
from afar. We had no classes together other than gym, but we did
have the same lunch period.

Oddly enough, he usually ate alone. His jock friends
all had different lunch periods, and none of the girls also ogling
him from nearby tables would approach him either. In a perfect
ABC Afterschool Special world, I would
have broken those caste lines and tried to be his friend, but I had
already learned that life was far different from programs designed
to sell pudding cups to the parents of innocent youths. Such a
breach of eighth-grade etiquette would only result in being called
a fag yet again, with the additional threat of physical violence.
How could I have been so confused by what others seemed to see so
clearly? No. Safety cautioned me to stay where I was. And watch him
eat.

He ate enthusiastically, in big, manly
bites—sometimes not even chewing thoroughly before he swallowed and
refilled his mouth. If he sounds like a slob, he wasn’t. It was
beautifully masculine mastication of corn casserole, mac and
cheese, hamburgers, grilled cheese sandwiches, or whatever meal
they were serving that day. And he always washed it down with those
little cartons of Twin Pines milk—two white and two chocolate—that
invariably dripped onto his shirt.

But the square pizza was the best.

He’d pick it up with his broad, spade-like fingers
and bite off each corner first, creating eight corners where there
had been four, then he would bite off those eight, leaving a center
bit where he’d stack the extra strings of cheese or whatever
topping happened to fall off on his plate. And he’d pop that into
his mouth, a red dribble of tomato sauce trailing from the corner
of his satisfied grin.

One of my most fulfilling nighttime fantasies was
him with two broken arms, forced to ask me for assistance to eat
his square pizza. I imagined his hot, moist breath on the back of
my hand as I held the morsel to his lips and felt the pressure of
his lips and teeth as he tore into it, my encouraging hand on his
strong shoulder. When he swallowed that last bite, I’d lick the
tomato sauce from the corner of his mouth. And we’d kiss…

That was my first connection with food and sex.
Since then, I’ve acquired a taste for the frankly voyeuristic
aspects of watching men eat. And I prefer men with a bit of meat on
their bones. Skinny men munching on PowerBars seem effete and
somewhat pretentious to me. Give me a fit-fat dude with his big
hand wrapped around a juicy corned beef sandwich any day.

I used to think this fetish was mine alone until my
second or third date with my late partner, Jim. We went to a
Mexican restaurant, and during a lag in the conversation, a husky,
football player–type guy at a nearby table got a stuffed
sopaipilla. I watched him take a huge, unself-conscious bite, meat
and shredded cheese and lettuce falling all over the place. He
chewed, swallowed, and took another monstrous bite. Suddenly, I
felt Jim watching me watch him. “You too?” he asked.

We occasionally went out to Hooters for dinner—not
for the marvelous food and certainly not for the hooters. We went
to watch straight guys cram their faces full of wings and cheese
sticks, wiping their greasy mouths on the backs of their hands.
Then we’d have crazy hot sex in the parking lot—or, on one
memorable occasion, in the restroom with a couple of those
“straight” guys.

Delicious.

And even more delicious are these savory, salacious
tales from some amazing writers. Last year’s Lambda Literary Award
winner David Pratt takes us to the kitchen prep room for an
arousing encounter in “Revealed,” our favorite Western writer Dale
Chase loads up the chuck wagon for a cattle drive in “Cookie,” and
the ever-inventive Karl Taggart serves a tale of a foodie and his
potential boyfriend with extra-sensitive taste buds in
“Supertaster.”

Starting your meal with dessert? Okay. Jeffrey
Ricker whips up some special bread pudding in “The Key Ingredient,”
Rob Rosen goes on a late-night donut run in “The Munchies,” and
J.D. Barton takes the cake with his “Sweetbread Hill.” But no
restaurant tour would be complete without some foreign fare, so
Tristan Cole hooks us up in a Mexican dive in “Mistakes Were Made,”
Lewis DeSimone takes us to Venice for an alley encounter with
spaghetti alle vongole and osso bucco in “Wish You Were Here,” and Jay Neal goes
back to World War II for a little Schwarzwälder
Kirschtorte at “The Café Françoise.”

We haven’t forgotten the domestic comestibles,
either. Todd Gregory picks up a New Orleans treat at the Clover
Grill in “Someone to Lay Down Beside Me,” Jeff Mann gets all
Southern fried in “Christmas Comes to Otters’ Gap,” and Daniel M.
Jaffe shows us his salami in “Herman’s Kosher Deli.” Love, lust,
and lunch are also on the bill in Hank Edwards’s tale of a grieving
son finding romance at his late father’s diner, “Rick’s Greasy
(S)poon,” and ’Nathan Burgoine plates a bittersweet story of ice
wine and an affair to remember in “The Finish.”

But no banquet worth attending would be complete
without a touch of the bizarre, so feel free to load your plates
with William Holden’s curiously cured meats in “Acquired Taste” or
join Steve Berman for a very special birthday treat ordered from
the “Bottom of the Menu.” No matter what you have a taste for, we
guarantee a trip to The Dirty Diner will
leave you breathless, sated, and satisfied.

In more ways than one.


Revealed

​ David Pratt

Duty is thrilling. And as a man goes about his duty,
what is just hidden is more exciting than
what he may choose to reveal. When it is barely concealed by a piece of clothing,
half-interposed or less, almost proven but partly secret, still
possessed of that sweet, unique, vulnerable person, it’s an offer
hinted at by signs that drive you to distraction thinking, what if
I removed the interposing thing? What if I
trespassed, seized power, tasted it, took it? What if I undid him?
And put him in his glory?

A loose, open shirt and dirty, checked pants
just concealed him from me. That, and his
not knowing. A young man not awake to his glory is more compelling
than one who knows. Don’t we pay to watch them sleep? The ones that
know are appalling. That leaves me breathless, too. But no one
touches me like one who does not know, or who suspects but
hesitates to reveal. Who would not be so bold as to disrupt his
duty?

Performing his responsibilities, he leaned forward.
His shirt, top buttons undone to relieve heat and damp, hung away
from his smooth, shiny chest, and I saw down to the pale, innocent
dark blond hairs trailing down from his navel. His nipples were
facts without guile. He did not mean for me to see as he leaned to
scoop ice cream. He did not mean to make the sight available. I
just took it. When he stood again, the shirt clung to his damp
skin. He raised his arm to wipe grease from his cheekbone, and
muscle bulged, some of it concealed up his short white sleeve. When
he helpfully lifted a bus pan to me, the cords in his forearm
played diligently, responsibly. His bottom, muscled and practical,
perfectly filled the seat of the grimy checkered pants. If he
climbed for a box of napkins, extending his arm, blond hair just
naturally peeked from the short sleeves, damp and curled and
darkish. (I love, in blonds, the way the light turns dark to show
they have been working.) His muscles bulged, hoisting the box. And
as he climbed down, the checkered cloth of his pants stretched
across the perfect roundness of his bottom.

He was night manager at Hibbert’s Diner, where I was
a busboy. His name was Michael. Yet even his name hid something.
His real name was Michel. His parents, first-generation Quebecois.
He talked like an American kid, though, and everyone called him
Michael or Mike or even Mikey, the last requiring a warmth and
sweetness, tempered with a gently pulsing, unquestioned
masculinity, to pull off. But when his shirt fell away from his
smooth torso, when he raised his arms, then I saw and I wanted
Michel.

He clocked in every evening at five minutes to six.
Mike or Mikey, friendly and outgoing, but Michael didn’t stand
around bullshitting like the other managers. Michael prepped and
cooked and fetched and carried, kept an eye on the waitresses and
on me, offered his help (or, I thought when he stood close and I
smelled his perspiration, Michel’s help) when he could, said “Yes,
sir,” “Yes, ma’am,” “No, sir,” “No, ma’am” to customers, and at
evening’s end scrubbed the grill clean and shining, legs braced,
forearms working, with a stiff metal brush. Then the shirt clung.
His hair stuck in wet spears to his forehead and the back of his
neck. He did not hesitate to fix plumbing (forearms rippling, shirt
riding up to reveal a soft, taut belly), change fluorescent tubes
in the ceiling (shirt riding up again to reveal hair leading down
from his navel, hair showing damp and curling under his arms), or
reach to jiggle the plug to revive our temperamental freezer (leg
extended, shirt pulling up in back, triangle of downy hair where
the depression began that, unseen but breathtakingly imagined by
me, deepened to make perfect buttocks and the place his warm shit
squeezed out). Always there was something sweaty to do. Something
wanting strength and ability. Forbearance. Or politeness. A smile.
A twinkle. Michael did it. Michel did not complain. He could cock
his eyebrow in annoyance, but if I made a mistake, he kidded me,
then grabbed a mop to help contain a spill, or he knelt with me to
pick up broken pieces of a dish. I wanted to do well for him. I
wanted to do well for Michel. If I did well enough, I would see him
full and clear and gain total access to him.

I could not help but wonder, kneeling there,
retrieving broken pieces of a plate, him now risen and standing
over me, what the neat overlap of his fly concealed. I imagined a
cock as forthright and capable as its master. When naked and hard
he got the job done as surely and as deftly as he did striding,
bending, reaching, turning, pulling inside the white shirt and
checked pants.

Jeff, now, was the opposite of Michael.

Jeff was appalling.

Jeff was the other busboy; he had trained me. From
the first day he made no bones about what he was or what he did.
“How are you?” I’d said, shaking his huge, veined hand. His clothes
seemed to quiver, barely able to stay on him. Each vein and muscle
showed right through, along with a generous bulge below his
low-slung belt buckle.

“Fuckin’ worn out, man,” he said, and he explained:
“Popped four, no, five loads today. Cousin’s stayin’ at my house,
sleepin’ in my room, first thing this mornin’ I look over at that
virgin ass, nothin’ but a sheet over it, and my dick’s so hard it
hurts, so I go over and relieve myself. The kid was squealin’!
Whole room stank of come, I swear. So that’s one.” He stuck out a
large, dirty thumb. “Then later”—with a flick he extended his long,
thick index finger—“the lawn guy comes over, and basically the
whole reason this guy does our lawn is to get my cock down his
throat or up inside. So we strip down back of the barn and I do him
twice.” He flicked out his middle finger. “Then I come back in and
the kid, my cousin, is all whiny ’cause he saw me doin’ some other
guy. And he’s complainin’ and complainin’, I lost patience, took
him upstairs, yanked down his pants, threw him over my knee, and
spanked the little fucker till he squirted in my lap. Can’t do ’em
no favors, man; you land that first one so they yell out and then
you spank long and you spank hard and you make it hurt a hundred percent or they don’t learn what life
is like. You can tell a guy who’s been spanked right; he don’t ever
go around foolin’ himself. Anyway, by the time the kid popped in my
lap I got a steel rod in my pants and I’m just lookin’ down at all
that sperm on my jeans, I just scooped some up, ripped open my fly
and stroked it on. Hold the kid’s face right up to my tool, get it
all in his hair, his ear…fuck, it was a mess! So that’s four.” He
flicked out his fourth finger.

My heart pounded.

“So, five: The kid’s all sobby and sayin’ he’s
sorry. He’s actually crying, so I’m like, I take mercy. I undress
him, undress me, and just, like, hold him. And I started feelin’
bad, too, plus you got this sweet little virginal type—I mean, not
literally—I took care of that in the morning—but innocent, you
know. Sweet. And cryin’. Gives me the biggest stiffy of all. So I’m
kind of rockin’ him and playin’ with his little nipples, and we
both pop again. Five. Plus, he’s gonna beg me to do him again when
I get home.” He grinned. “So that’ll make seven. Seven pops in one
day.”

“Wait,” I said. “Five so far. Plus one when you get
home is seven. What’s six?”

He grinned. “You. Later. When we’re done washin’ all
the dishes and shit. We’re goin’ out back, strippin’ bareass, and
I’m fuckin’ you. I want you havin’ my seed, kiddo. I mean, I really
feel it down here.” He cupped the bulge in the front of his pants.
“I wanna give it to you.”

And he kept his promise, taking me out back to the
alley at the end of the evening and asking, “Ass or mouth?”

As much as I craved to be face-to-face with what I
could already ascertain was a thick, straight, magnificent tool, as
much as I craved sucking, gulping, devouring that staff and symbol
of manhood, I chose instead the activity that would reveal him more
deeply, that would let me see the real man—at work, rather than
passively absorbing the pleasure of being blown.

I chose to have my ass plowed, and I chose well.

Jeff may have been appalling, but he was…What can I
say? An artist. An elite delivery system. A man who truly knew what
a dick was for. A man unafraid of giving and receiving the most
intense pleasure—or pain. A few times, pressed against the wall out
back, under the yellow light in the grease smell, I was ready to
scream. A few times I did scream. But the way he worked his
achingly hard organ, diligently, patiently, confidently, deep, deep
inside me, triggered relentless waves of ecstasy sweeping up my
body, exploding my fingertips, disintegrating my lungs and heart.
Then he would pull back and work just his head gently back and
forth over my sphincter till I could only whimper God’s name and
pray, terrified of but craving even further disintegration. Here
was what two men could have that a man and a woman could never
have. I pawed helplessly at the wall, wailed incomprehensibly till
I let go all over the bricks, convulsing, clutching at his shaft
with my sphincter. Afterward, trembling, barely able to stand, my
hair and face and chest drenched with his sperm, I believed that I
truly understood who I was and why I was put on the Earth and why
Jeff and indeed all men were put on the Earth. Hesitant to put such
explosive knowledge into words for him, I only stammered out, “Man!
Where’d you learn to do that?”

“My brother,” he said. “I mean, did some fooling
around before and shit. Strip poker where the winner fucked the
loser. But it was my brother who really taught me what these are
for.” He took his cock and balls loosely in his hand. “Taught me it
was an honor and a privilege to have ’em, and how it’s a man’s duty
to give as much pleasure as he can. Once he made me fuck him for
practically, like, an hour, to show him what I’d learned. I was
sobbing, man. Bawling, like a kid. I’d come maybe five times, and I
felt it building up for a sixth. I was shaking all over. Kinda like
you now! Afterward he held me. He’s got this real hairy chest, and
he just held me against it and stroked my hair. I felt the hair on
my cheek. A man’s hair. The sign of his strength and authority. He
let me sleep with him that night so he could look out for me. I
remember him whispering in the dark in my ear, ‘How’s your cock
feel?’ I told him I was hard again. He whispered, ‘Give me your
seed.’ I just rolled on top of this big, hairy guy, my brother,
this guy who had the same seed as me, and I just let go. Again and
again.”

Then Jeff held me, the two of us totally bareass in
the night air. I had never imagined he could feel this way, or that
fucking meant so much to him.

I could not help but think, what would happen if
Jeff met Michael? I mean, of course, they had met, as employees.
But what if Jeff had Michael? What if Jeff
were offered Michel? What would it be like?

I would not have to wait long to find out.

One slow night the following week, I stood next to
Jeff, feeling the heat coming off him through his skimpy, damp
white shirt, barely containing that manly energy. Suddenly it
registered that Jeff, leaning back, thick arms crossed, had been
watching Michael as he went up and down, cooking, greeting folks,
calling out to the waitresses, and scrubbing down a greasy surface
here or there in the few seconds he could steal between
assignments. Michel at work. Doing his duty.

Jeff had a hard-on and was making no move to conceal
it.

I wanted to tell Jeff how I felt about Michael. I
wonder if Jeff knew he was Michel. I longed to whisper to Jeff
about unbuttoning Michael’s shirt, taking down his baggy pants,
exploring with my tongue between those strong, capable legs. Would
Jeff be jealous? Would he dismiss me? Strapping, hunky Jeff surely
would look down on Michael—skinnier, boyish with his prominent
front teeth, nerdily hardworking.

Just then, Jeff purred softly, “What do you think of
him?”

Though I had been watching Michael right along with
him, I said, “Who?”

“Michael.” I don’t think I had ever heard the name
pronounced with such tenderness in the long “i,” such an elegant
little slide off the “k” sound into the “l.”

Still not daring to believe that Jeff was really
asking what I thought of Michael sexually, I said, “Michael? What
about him?”

Jeff didn’t bother drawing me out anymore. He just
told me what he thought. “I think he is a very fine young man,” he
said.

I looked into his face. Surely he was being the
littlest bit ironic. “Fine young man”? Well, Michael was.

“He works real hard,” Jeff said. “That’s a sign of a
man’s good character.”

I hadn’t thought about it. When I said nothing, Jeff
went on:

“Works so damn hard, but he never gets rewarded. I
think tonight after work, you and me should reward him for his good
work. He should get to lie back and let someone else do the work.
He should know he’s appreciated.” He looked at me. “It’s gonna feel
incredible. For us, too. Just wait. Once, when I decided I was not
just gonna make my brother feel good, but I was gonna thank him for
all he’d done for me…? Jesus, I thought he’d go nuts. I thought I’d
go nuts. I couldn’t stop. You’ll see.” He looked down. “Just hope I
don’t cream before then. I ain’t creamed all day, and it’s buildin’
up!”

That evening, after the last customers left and
Michael with his big bunch of keys locked the front door from the
inside, we all circulated, mopping, scrubbing, washing the last
dishes and implements from the grill and breaking down the
dishwasher. Michael came through the back room. Jeff stopped him
and engaged him with this idea of his not being rewarded enough for
his work.

“Um, well, I guess I’m paid pretty fairly,” Michael
said.

“I’m not talking about pay,” Jeff said,
grinning.

“Oh. Uh, what are you talking about?”

Jeff looked at me. “Why don’t you show Mikey here
what we mean when we say he ain’t rewarded enough.”

Michael must have had some idea, because when I
knelt and unzipped his pants, he was already hard. Rather than
start with his cock, I gently wrapped my mouth around his balls.
Jeff was right. Thinking what a good guy Michael was and how hard
he worked and what good care he took of us, I just couldn’t take my
mouth off those balls. I couldn’t stop thinking of the little guys
inside, the little Michaels working hard. Finally, though, I let
them go and took his shaft in my mouth. Michael sighed out a single
word: “Fuck!” It came up from his crotch, from the center of his
soul. Jeff stood over me, unbuttoning Michael’s shirt, massaging
his chest, talking low:

“Dude, you are so fucking decent. You work so
fucking hard, the kid here and me thought we should reward you for
it. We think it’s time you were treated right.”

“Oh, yeah!” Michael moaned. He was feeling the front
of Jeff’s pants. Jeff obligingly took out his cock.

“Is this what you want?” Jeff asked. Michael nodded.
“You got it, boy,” Jeff said. “You think you can take all of it?”
Michael nodded again. “Good,” Jeff purred. “It’s all yours.
Tonight’s for you, Mikey.” Jeff stroked my hair and said, “Go easy,
kiddo. We want to let Mikey build up. When Mikey shoots his little
puppies, we want him to be achin’. We want him to go
abso-fuckin’-lutely apeshit.”

I took my mouth off Michael’s cock. I stared at the
wet slit, and I could just imagine it shooting puppies all over the
kitchen. Michael seemed like he must be a fountain of white gold,
more than all the Jeffs and all the other hunks of the world. I
gazed up at Jeff, the strapping muscle-bound one entranced by
Michael’s decency. I stood, and we all finished stripping. Jeff saw
my look when he kicked off his sneakers and went barefoot on the
greasy kitchen floor. “Gotta be totally naked,” he said. “Totally
naked with the other guy.” I remembered how we had stripped
completely, even out back. “My brother said it. Gotta totally
reveal everything.” He caressed Michael’s soft, round bottom and
pinched his nipples. “Once this kid came over from next door, kinda
outta shape, didn’t want to take his shirt off. My bro made him. He
said, ‘I don’t care what it looks like, just gimme it. Gimme all of
yours, I’ll give ya all of mine.’ That kid was beautiful, turned
out. Beautiful, beautiful little chub. Now you come on, Mikey. You
gimme all of yours, I’ll give you all of mine.”

And he did.

He put Michael naked on the table in the center of
the kitchen and sucked his cock, while I, in turn, sucked Jeff’s
cock. (Michael did have a pair of those little ankle socks, and he
left them on.)

“Get me off now,” Jeff said, “so when I fuck him I
can go the distance.”

I complied, sucking Jeff’s shaft vigorously until
with a guttural snarl he emptied in my mouth. After I swallowed I
grinned up at him, wiping my lips. “You got some pretty sweet
puppies yourself,” I said, and he tousled my hair.

“Let’s you pop some seed now,” he said, “so you can
spell me on Mikey here.” He and Michael took turns sucking my cock,
and their tongues fought hungrily for the goo that shot out.
Neither one wiped his face. I wished I hadn’t; I wished that I
still had Jeff’s stuff on me.

Now Jeff reached for a plate over on a shelf with a
big chunk of butter. He yanked the plastic wrap off, grabbed a
handful of the butter and smeared it first on Michael’s cock and
all between his legs and around his asshole, then on his own cock
and balls and then on mine. Michael shuddered as the butter went
on, but Jeff said, “Easy. Easy, boy. Not yet. You can’t fuckin’
imagine what we’re gonna do to you.” He worked the end of his long,
greasy middle finger into Michael’s hole. Michael writhed and
shuddered. “You been fucked before, Mikey?” Michael shook his head.
“Ooh!” Jeff said. “Virgin hole. Shit, I can just feel myself ready
to, like, spew a gallon.” He brought the glistening tip of his cock
up to Michael’s pucker and pressed gently. Michael whimpered and
spread his cheeks even more. In his right hand he held my spent
cock, still dripping after coating my coworkers’ faces.

Once inside, instead of sinking his considerable
shaft all the way into Michael, Jeff just moved the flare of the
head back and forth in small but authoritative strokes over the
very edge of Michael’s sphincter. Michael squeaked, dumbfounded,
and Jeff slowly grinned. “Good, right?” he said. Michael bit his
lip, and his head flopped around in some kind of nod. Jeff turned
to me. “You wanna try?” He pulled out, then held me from behind,
his cock pressed to my ass crack as I played my head across
Michael’s sphincter for a while. Michael gripped the edge of the
table and his belly heaved with each breath he gulped. “Now sink it
in,” Jeff said, and I did. I felt the warmth of Michael’s insides
embracing me and the grip of his sphincter at the base of my tool.
I remained aware of Jeff’s embrace from behind, engulfing me, his
stubbly cheek laid against the bump at the back of my neck.
Fleetingly I was aware that, for all his spectacular ranginess and
appalling talk, Jeff held in his belly a roaring need to be with
and to love men. And with that fleeting thought came another: I
looked down at Michael. Where had my sweet Michel gone? He lay like
a fish, just taking it, skin tender and creamy, the hair under his
arms and trailing down from his navel adorably assertive, but where
was his naked desire? He had not yet met
Jeff. Briefly, before I returned to being turned on by the warmth
and the grip and what I thought and what I was doing, I guessed he
was not going to.

A few minutes later Jeff took over again and sank
deep into Michael, rocking and pumping and thrusting while Michael
twisted on the table and arched his back and whispered, “Fuck me,
dude. Come on, plow me, plow my fuckin’ hole. Fill me the fuck
up.”

And I have to say, Jeff was the perfect fuck
machine, strong, passionate, tender, tireless, his tough, powerful,
perfectly shaped body and equipment all bareass naked, its every
thrust and undulation calculated to drive Michael over the edge
into a sea of pleasure and release. As Jeff had once told me after
a session we had out back, “I don’t care so much about me. I just
wanna know you fuckin’ see God, man. If you see God, I had a good
night. You in a state of grace, I sleep real good.”

Nor did Jeff forget me. Working away on Michael’s
behind, he reached over and did my favorite thing of the whole
night. He stroked my hair. Over and over. Stroked my hair and
looked into my eyes and smiled. Then softly he said, “You hungry?”
I nodded. Without stopping his rhythm, his huge hand pulled a can
of chocolate sauce from the shelf. He swirled his finger in it and
held it out to me. As I licked he whispered, “Pretend it’s my tool,
just gushing, and you gotta get every drop.” Then he looked down at
Michael and said, “You hungry, too, Mikey?” and soon Michael was
devouring drips of chocolate off Jeff’s long, strong, veined
finger. Next he pulled down some jam and fed it first to me in gobs
that dribbled off my chin and then to Michael, after which he
smeared a whole handful on Michael’s chest and belly, then another
handful in my hair and over my face. He finished by smearing his
own torso and face with it and declaring, as he continued the whole
time to pump in and out of a squirming, gasping, mewing Michael,
“We are the cannibal tribe! Argh! We devour men’s meat! Argh! We
are the brotherhood of the warm puppies!”

That’s how I felt that night: part of a brotherhood.
A brotherhood of pleasure, a group of men that would do anything to
help one another reach ecstasy. While Jeff pumped, I sucked
Michael’s cock and brushed his nipples, then I got the idea to grab
the butter again and grease Jeff’s hole. Why should Michael have
all the fun? I hesitated because Jeff always called the tune. He
said what would happen. What if he disapproved? The night would no
longer be perfect. I would spoil something if having me inside him
wasn’t part of the plan. But I longed to feel big, strong Jeff’s
tiny, warm entrance, so I kept on, took the butter and before I
knew it, my greasy fingers were between his pounding, muscled
cheeks, probing in the hair, finding the tender, closed pucker at
the center of the man. To my surprise and relief, he adjusted his
stance so his cheeks were spread wider, and as my fingers entered
him he growled, “Fuck, yeah, get in there deep, kiddo.” I was so
excited I pulled out my fingers, greased my cock, and fitted it
into him as fast as I could.

I had none of Jeff’s art—though I remembered to
nudge my head in and out over his sphincter real slow a few
times—but I had his desire. I wanted to be as deep inside him as I
could get, and plant seed in his fertile ground forever. Jeff, I
thought, you throw your whole fucking soul into pleasing Michael
and me, someone’s got to take care of little Jeffy. Someone’s got
to make you quiver, someone’s got to fill you up. Already with each
of my thrusts, he was twisting and grunting and chewing his lip. He
fell forward onto Michael, madly licking chocolate and jam from his
belly while still plowing his hole double time. I kept myself
pressed to Jeff’s backside and nestled my cock as deep as I could
in the warmth, feeling his sphincter grip me in rough spasms. I’ll
take care of you, Jeff, I thought. I’ll make sure you have the
greatest fucking Vesuvius-Old Faithful-moon-rocket orgasm of your
life.

And so he did.

So did we all.

Jeff worked Michael’s cock with his butter-smeared
hand, and Michael began to build. “Jesus,” he gasped, throwing his
head left and right on the table, “I’m gonna fuckin’ lose it. I’m
gonna fuckin’ come like a fuckin’ freight train, man!”

“Yeah, you are,” Jeff said. “Gonna blast your seed
like the fuckin’ 5:31 to New York fuckin’ City.” And as he said it
Michael arched his back and bellowed like I had never heard a guy
bellow. Jeff pulled out and began jacking himself. Suddenly he
screamed, “Fuck!!” and the two of them shot long, thick spurts all
over Michael’s face and chest and belly. I had pulled out of Jeff,
and I joined them, surprised myself with my triumphant cries and
spilling my seed into Michael’s chest hair. Jeff threw his thick,
heavy arm around my shoulder, and I drained my last drops with my
head nestled into his armpit. Without thinking I kissed his chest.
Then again and again. Jeff squeezed the arm around my shoulder
tighter. I nuzzled his chest hair. The air reeked of come. Michael
was gasping for air and saying over and over, “Motherfucker.
Motherfucking fuck. You big fucking motherfucking stud, look at all
that cream. Look at all that fucking hot cream.” Jeff reached down
and trailed his fingers through the pool of sperm on Michael’s
torso. “All for you, Mikey,” he whispered. “All for my man, all for
the working man. You got your reward, Mikey.” With his left arm he
pulled me tighter to him, palming my head with his left hand,
crushing it to his chest and nuzzling and pressing his lips to the
top of it.

“Smell that fuckin’ sperm,” he said. “Smell it,
boys. That’s the stink of men. That’s what it smells like to be a
man.” He took a deep breath. So did I. The air also smelled of shit
and butter and chocolate and jelly. My legs trembled, and I didn’t
think I could stand without holding on to Jeff. I licked at the
hair on his chest. He was quivering, too. Michael lay there limp,
eyes closed, whispering, “Motherfucking stud, man, you are the most
perfect fuck machine in the history of the fucking world, man.
Shit. Other guys call themselves men. You are the man. You are the bull. You are the bull’s fuckin’
master. You fuckin’ taught the bull,
guy…”

Funny enough, Jeff wasn’t really listening to him.
Jeff was kissing the top of my head, hard, biting at my hair and
licking it. I was examining each and every hair on his chest,
nuzzling and licking them and reaching behind to finger his still
slippery hole. He played with my hole and licked the top of my head
all over. Before I knew it, he squeezed out a new load on my belly.
I realized I had another one for him. I dribbled it on his cock and
balls and in his plentiful dark hair. I felt his hot breath in my
ear: “I could fuckin’ do it with you all night, little brother. I
could give you seed till I went fuckin’ cross-eyed.”

And we would. But first we had to finish with
Michael. He finally got off the table and walked, and we decided to
have a little fun before we all had to go. Jeff teased me about how
I’d forgotten to wash some platters, and pretty soon we decided the
only proper punishment was for me to go over Michael’s knee bareass
and take it with a wooden spoon. Only there were maybe twelve
wooden spoons in that place, so we had to try out a few strokes
with each one. Naturally Michael and I were both still naked and
hard, and in the course of trying out those spoons we both came
again. Then Jeff had to be punished for some infraction or other,
and he really wanted to see how many strokes he could take with the
biggest, heaviest spoon. It may not sound like much, but that thing
was the size of a frat paddle, plus the force was all concentrated
in the spoon part of it, so it made a wicked smack on Jeff’s ass
and left a big purple mark. Michael got the idea of soothing it
with some ice cream, so we smeared ice cream on Jeff’s ass, then on
each other, especially each other’s cocks, so I had the pleasure of
taking a mouthful of cold chocolate with Michael’s warm sperm as
the sauce. By that time we were pretty exhausted, and Michael said
he guessed he had to get going, if we didn’t mind closing up. Jeff
said no, we didn’t, and Michael started wiping himself down—all the
jelly and chocolate and butter and ice cream and come and shit and
whatever else.

Jeff and I cleaned up slower. There was no point
because we were going to engage in some action after Michael went.
We had found one another in that three-way and were itching to
commune just between ourselves, the ultimate nakedness.

As Michael locked the door behind him and waved,
Jeff and I were still naked, dawdling with towels. I was ready to
run and roll on my back on that table in the kitchen. Instead, Jeff
stepped over to me and wrapped me in his thick arms. I gripped him
with my skinnier body. I felt a stirring in the base of my cock but
did not get hard. We just breathed for a while in the low light.
Finally he murmured, “That was great…”

I was about to agree when he went on:

“The way you thought of doing me. I’m usually the
guy in charge. As you can sorta tell. I plan everything. Everyone
does what I say. But when you just went after my a-hole like
that…No one ever told me what to do. Well, my brother. But that was
our deal. He told me what to do. He taught me. No one ever just
thought I’d like my hole opened up. It was great. What made you
think of it, kiddo?”

“I…I dunno,” I said. “I just, you know, I like you.”
I felt his arms grip tighter. “I wanted to touch you in the place
you touched Michael.”

“It was sweet,” he said, and licked at my hair
again.

“I wasn’t sure you’d be interested,” I added. There
was something I still felt self-conscious about.

“What?” Jeff said. “Me, not interested in having you
inside me? Why the fuck not?”

“Well,” I said, “I guess I don’t always think of
myself as, I dunno, part of the brotherhood.”

Jeff looked utterly confused.

“’Cause I’m, you know, not as big.”

Still utterly confused. Jeez, how much more was I
going to have to embarrass myself? “My dick,” I said. “It’s not as
big as yours or Michael’s.”

“So?”

“Well…”

“Like, why would that have anything to do with
anything?” He was truly, helplessly baffled, and somewhat annoyed
by it.

“I dunno,” I said. “I just always thought…”

“So how did you like Michael?” he asked
suddenly.

“Hot,” I said, without thinking. “I mean, cute. He
sure seemed to enjoy himself…”

“I was kinda disappointed,” Jeff said. “He just
took. Maybe that’s all I wanted him to do. I just wanted to be the
big, powerful provider, give him more than any guy possibly could.
Just to show I could do it. Kinda boring. How was it when he
spanked you with them spoons?”

“Like…tentative? It hurt, but…”

Jeff grinned and cupped his hand around the back of
my neck. Drawing me with him he sat on a stool and bent me over his
knee. He reached for a spoon one of us had left on the counter.
Hard and with no preparation he whacked my ass so I actually heard
it. I was actually struck by the sound. While I was still absorbing
this, he whacked again and again and again. I was squirming in
pain, but soon enough I understood that this was going to go on
exactly like this with no slow-down or let-up until Jeff decided it
was over, so I had to just take it. I drew in a breath, and I felt
big. Bigger than pain, but I liked the pain. When it ended, at
first I didn’t notice.

“Was that better?” Jeff asked.

“Much,” I gasped. “What was it for?”

“For? For the bullshit about the size of your dick.
That’s what it was for.”

“Funny,” I said. “While I was taking it I
felt…big.”

Jeff just nodded and smiled.

Then he took me in his arms and caressed my back.
Finally he said, “Yeah, you pokin’ my hole was a lot better than
anything that happened with our friend there. I sorta liked who I
was with you inside me.” His large hand squeezed my butt cheek. Our
cocks stirred.

“Don’t put your clothes on,” he said. “I like you
naked. All over. At the mercy of the world. And I’m naked, and I’m
at the mercy of the world, but not when we hold each other. We’re
two naked guys, but we’re fuckin’ powerful naked, we’re kings, and
no one can get to us. Mikey needs that uniform. That white shirt
and dorky pants and the paper chef’s hat. Huh! They’re what make
him work hard. They make him know who he is. Did you notice how he
wasn’t the same once he got naked. He didn’t know what to do. Me, I
think I know best who I am when I’m naked. There should be a job
for that, right? Yeah, I know, porn star, hardee-har-har. No, I
just wanna work naked whatever I do. Like if I could wash dishes
and bus tables and do shit here naked? No little white shirt, no
dorky pants. Bareass, getting’ the muck all over me, walkin’ out
back in the alley with the garbage and lettin’ the glass cut my
feet. No, seriously, I got cut up a little when I fucked you. Went
home, washed it out. When Mikey was whipping my ass with them
spoons, I thought of tellin’ him to do it real hard, make me cry.
Seriously. I ain’t cried in a while. But I guess I figured he
wouldn’t do it. Not follow through for real. I thought of makin’
him fetch his brush, for cleaning the grill, y’know? And givin’ it
to him with that. He woulda felt so betrayed, though. Work is
everything to Mikey. He never took them little white socklet things
off. Huh! Didn’t they look ridiculous?”

We giggled. He squeezed my ass and then smacked it.
His rough, large hand then came around front and gently held my
balls.

“I kinda want the world to ask everything of me,” he
said. “And I wouldn’t’ve got that idea if you hadn’t fucked me. If
you hadn’t asked that of me. I could answer you with my body. Good
thing. I don’t know, when I stop talkin’, what you’re gonna want. I
hope I can give it to you. I hope if you just wanna walk away, I
can open my arms and let you go, and be naked and alone here.
Without anyone. Maybe I’d go out back and walk on glass.” He
laughed a little. “And maybe I’d have the guts just to stand
here.”

And then he stopped talking. He loosened his
arms.

I didn’t walk away. I just laid my face against his
chest, my breathing slowly aligning with his, and he held me, not
so tightly now, just gently, until gradually he began to cry.

It was then that I knew what kind of man I wanted to
be.

And I knew with whom I wanted to be that kind of
man.


Supertaster

​ Karl Taggart

I want to meet the man of my dreams at Whole Foods.
I want love to spark where produce is so artfully displayed I hate
to disturb it, where I often lose myself gazing upon broccoli
stacked to resemble a luxurious green puffed quilt with carrots
lined into orange trim or artichokes topped with white asparagus
arranged into a crown. I sometimes visit the store when I have
nothing to buy, like when my last boyfriend and I broke up and I
consoled myself among eight kinds of apples arranged in a fragrant
red and green collage. It is therefore appropriate for me to meet
my dream man in this most hallowed of establishments.

I want to brush his elbow as we both reach for the
Napa cabbage. We’ll share an “oops,” then an “after you,” followed
by that indulgent foodie look. He’ll move off toward the trail mix
while I head to fine cheeses. He has no cart, which means his
kitchen is well stocked and he’s come out for a specialty item or
to replenish a spice in his cupboard. We’ll meet up in raw foods
where we’ll laugh at discovering one another again. We’ll discuss
the Lemon Pie Coco Roons and from this point shop together. When he
agrees to coffee next door, we will be on our way toward a
relationship made in my kind of heaven.

Whole Foods is miles away, but I drive there every
Saturday and sometimes, when I feel lonely, on a Friday night. Then
one Sunday afternoon I’m cooking chipotle beef tenderloin for
friends and find I’m out of cumin, which rattles me, as a gourmet
cook out of such a basic is like a clown who can’t find his big
shoes. Safeway is in the next block, a big, chunky fluorescent box
that thinks ambience is screaming specials and carts fit for
buffalo. I’m in a hurry because my guests are due at five so I rush
down there, race inside, hurry to spices, and grab a bottle of
cumin. I am zooming toward checkout when I round a corner and crash
into a shopping cart. And the man of my dreams.

For maybe the first time in my life I forget food.
The collision has knocked the cumin from my hand, but I don’t care
because this incredible creature has his fingers touching my
shoulder. “Are you hurt?” he inquires in a warm baritone. “I am so
sorry. I’m just not good with these carts. You sure you’re okay?
You dropped something. What was it?”

I have yet to speak. He squats down to search for my
cumin, which seems to have rolled under one of the bulging shelves,
thank you fate.

Until this moment I didn’t know what my dream man
would look like. I’d played the setting more than the substance, so
I’m stunned to discover food is not even on the list. He has a
scruffy look but it’s purposeful as opposed to idle. He wears jeans
and a faded navy tee with a pocket that seems artfully torn. While
he hunts on the floor I scour his body from top to toe, starting
with a riot of blond curls that doesn’t seem to have seen a brush
all day. His features are fine, almost elegant, his body lean and
lithe, and when he stands up and hands me my cumin, I note his eyes
a vivid blue. “Here you go,” he says. “What is that anyway?”

“Cumin. It’s for chipotle beef tenderloin which I’m
presently cooking for friends, so I’d best get back, only…”

“Only…” he says, smiling. His teeth are perfect, of
course, the only orderly thing about him.

“This is crazy,” I stammer, “but…”

“I know,” he says.

“So…what’s your name?”

“Clay.”

“I’m Elliott. Would you like to come to my place
later for coffee? I can get rid of my company by ten.”

He doesn’t hesitate, which confirms the heat
radiating off me is well received. “You’re on.”

I get a pen from the cashier and write my address on
the back of my receipt. “See you later, Clay,” I call as we
part.

I am so giddy over dinner that my friends remark.
“Have you met someone?” Donna asks, and I decide to make this work
for me.

“Yes, I have, and he’s coming by later, so you all
have to be out of here by ten.”

“Elliott is gonna get his clock wound,” says
Noah.

“His donut dunked,” chimes Kurt.

“His knitting purled,” adds Mindy, giggling.

“All right, all right. How is the chipotle beef
tenderloin?”

Accolades all around and a fine time, the meal
consumed down to the last morsel. Over dessert—mint-topped
chocolate mousse—Kurt asks how I met the new guy. When I explain,
they are amused. “Appropriate you meet in the supermarket,” Donna
observes. “Food rush.”

“What are you serving?” Noah asks and before I can
answer, Kurt says, “Himself!”

At ten I push them out the door amid demands to call
each and every one with details. I then clean up the kitchen, tidy
everything else, myself included, and put on coffee. It’s been a
month since Lance and I broke up, Lance the chef who I’d thought
was the ideal man until he left me for a waiter at La Maison. I am
thus giddy with anticipation.

Clay arrives at ten after ten and hands me a package
of Hostess powdered sugar donuts. “To go with the coffee,” he says
with a smile.

“How sweet. Thank you. Come in.”

He looks around and we pass some inane conversation
before he says “ah hell” and grabs me. What ensues is a veritable
feast, the two of us devouring each other on the living room floor,
the bed, and in the shower. Come is everywhere, as are sweat and
the reek of sex. We wash it off only to start up again. I don’t
know who this guy really is, but he is the man for me, an
absolutely perfect fit. And I tell him this when we crawl back into
tangled bedding to play with spent bodies. We can’t keep our hands
off each other. “We never had that coffee,” I note. It is two
a.m.

“I have to go to work in five hours,” Clay replies
as he fingers my tit.

“I have to go in six,” I reply as I squeeze his
thigh.

“We should sleep,” he says.

“You first.”

He’s still playful, and while part of me begs for
rest, another part wants to eliminate sleep altogether and keep on
with this wonderful man until I expire in the throes. He curls his
arm around me. “Let’s try to doze awhile.”

I nestle against him and am overcome by sleep. It is
light when he says “lie still” and I feel his hard cock at my
backside. “Good morning,” he says as he enters. I swoon.

As opposed to our frantic coupling the night before,
this is gentle. An easy thrust awakens me butt first, awareness
gradually working its way up to my mouth, which falls open, and
then my mind, which starts to dance with excitement. Along the way,
my heart is nudged most pleasurably and I begin to squirm on this
impressive cock, urging
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