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    Getting Off Easy

    By Landon Dixon


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Trevor Miller had just turned off Pipeline Road and on to Boundary, when he heard the siren behind him, saw the flashing red and blue lights in his rearview mirror. ‘Shit!’ he swore under his breath. He’d just purchased the 1993 Ford for his 18th birthday, and he could well imagine the safety violations any cop could find if he or she wanted to be a hard-ass.


    But then Trevor’s anger turned to something else completely, as he saw the police officer get out of the cruiser and walk towards him. It was ‘Big’ Bill Denton, one of his father’s best friends. The men had gone to the same high school in the small city, played on the same football team, still got together for poker and went out for beers on a regular basis. In fact, Bill had just been over to Trevor’s parents’ house two weekends ago, for a barbecue.


    He watched the big man in the tight blue uniform. Bill was wearing a short-sleeved tunic, his thick, hairy forearms brown from the sun. Like his rugged face, the dimple in his strong chin was visible in Trevor’s side mirror from 20 paces away. The man was bare-headed, his greying brown hair cut short and bristly. His powerful legs filled his uniform pants, and his black boots shone in the warm afternoon sun, like the equipment on his heavily laden utility belt. Trevor listened to the boots crunching gravel, the leather belt squeaking, holding his breath and staring at the big, tough cop ambling towards him.


    ‘So, this is your “new” ride, huh, Trevor?’ Bill said. 


    ‘Y … yes, Officer Denton,’ the teenager gulped, looking into the man’s belt as he stood alongside the window and surveyed the battered old car.


    ‘You can still call me Bill,’ Denton laughed. ‘This one’s nothing too formal. I just noticed your right brake light wasn’t working, thought I’d give you a heads-up.’ He placed his large hands on the roof of the vehicle, stuck his face inside, looking around the interior of the car.


    Trevor involuntarily drew back. Then slowly drew forward again, staring at Bill’s thick red lips, that hard square chin, those twinkling blue eyes. ‘Oh, uh, thanks for letting me know, Off … Bill. I’ll get that fixed right away.’


    ‘Sounds good.’ Denton smacked the roof of the car with his right hand as he straightened up, rocking the vehicle and Trevor. ‘And a word of warning – don’t let me catch you driving up and down Main Street in this thing on cruise night. They’re pulling a lot of vehicles over for inspection, and I doubt this one could pass even the brake test. OK?’


    ‘OK.’


    ‘So, what are you planning to do now you’re finished high school?’


    ‘Um, well, actually, I was thinking about becoming a police officer.’ Trevor blushed under his summer tan, ran a shaking hand through his short blond hair.


    ‘Oh yeah?’


    ‘Yeah. I’ve, um, always admired how you do your job … Bill.’ He swallowed, his small, lean body trembling slightly. ‘Everything about you, actually.’


    He stared straight ahead through the windshield, gripping the steering wheel, as Bill dipped his head down for another closer inspection. ‘Well, why don’t you get out of the car, and we’ll talk about it.’


    Bill popped the squeaky car door open. Trevor breathed a sigh of relief that the thing didn’t come right off in the big man’s hand. Then he got out of the vehicle, stood alongside it, in front of Bill.


    They were in an isolated area just inside city limits, not a car or person in sight. Just farmers’ fields all around, the corn and wheat and canola crops coming along nicely.


    ‘So, what would you like to know about the job?’ Bill asked, folding his muscular arms over his broad chest and grinning.


    Trevor smiled shyly. He’d always admired Bill, as he’d told the man. What he’d never told anyone was what he admired most about the 50-year-old were his hard, mounded buttocks, his handsome face, his heavy hands that he’d imagined so many times running all over his own tingling body, what was surely a big strong cock hanging between the police officer’s massive legs. Trevor had a thing for older men, ever since he and his gym teacher had turned a one-on-one wrestling session into a hotter, sweatier cock-sucking and ass-fucking session in the high school shower room.


    Now, as he looked at Big Bill bulging out his crisp uniform right in front of him, he felt his own cock swelling up in his tight blue jeans. He just couldn’t control himself, the FILF looked so very good. ‘Well, uh, I, um always wondered what the proper procedure was for frisking someone – for example.’


    Bill nodded, gripped Trevor’s left wrist, and spun the 18-year-old around and slammed him up against the car. Trevor’s fingers were interlaced on top of his head before he even knew what hit him.


    What hit him next he knew, and revelled in – Bill’s huge warm searching hands. The man’s left hand swept across Trevor’s chest, down, patted his pockets, moved around his waist and round the back of him, then ran up and down his left leg.


    Then Bill switched hands on Trevor’s hands, swiping his right hand now along the right side of Trevor’s body. The hand moved in between Trevor’s legs, briefly sliding over his pulsating cock, before diving down and up Trevor’s right leg. 


    Then sliding again in between the young man’s legs, over Trevor’s surging hard-on.


    ‘What’s this?’ Bill growled, squeezing cock.


    Trevor groaned, his face and body burning. Bill spun him back around so that they were face-to-face again. Trevor leaned back against the car, his loins thrust out, cock bulging huge and unmistakable, body shaking. ‘It’s-it’s …’ he gulped, but couldn’t finish what he’d started.


    ‘Looks suspicious. Show me.’


    Trevor stared up into the cop’s hard blue eyes. They told him nothing. He swallowed and reached for his zipper.


    Bill stopped him midway by pushing a hand against his chest, over his thumping heart. ‘Kind of excited, aren’t you, kid? Maybe I’d better take a look myself.’


    Trevor dropped his hands down at his sides. Bill dropped his right hand down Trevor’s chest and stomach, onto the teenager’s wildly throbbing erection. Trevor groaned and jumped, Bill’s hand smothering his raging hard-on in heat.


    Bill curled his thick fingers around Trevor’s cock, gave it a searching tug. Then he moved his hand up and applied it to Trevor’s zipper, drawing the straining metal teeth apart, drawing the zipper down over the thundering bulge in Trevor’s jeans. 


    The young man wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his cock sprung out into the open air, hard and heavy and twitching with desire. They both stared at the smooth pink, fully-erect shaft, the curved and bloated purple cap; Trevor holding his breath, his heart beating like a speed addict.


    ‘Packin’ some serious heat, huh, kid?’ Bill commented. He reached out, grasped Trevor’s cock.


    Trevor was jolted up against the car. The man’s bare hand enveloped his bare cock in hot erotic sensations that shot all through his quivering body. There was no mistaking what the big cop was up to now – he was pulling on Trevor’s cock, roughly stroking the straining tool.


    Trevor shimmered with joy, prick jumping in Bill’s hand. The man deftly tugged, pulling the teen longer and harder still, tightening his balls and making the semen boil inside. Trevor felt like he’d been Tasered, his whole being gone electric. 


    He vibrated in Bill’s hand, as the older man pulled sure and sensual, drawing out every hardened inch the younger man had to offer. Come bubbled up in Trevor’s slit, a pearl drop of pre-come brought on by the wicked open-air hand job.


    And the shock to Trevor’s system became even greater, more excruciatingly wonderful, when Bill swirled his paw over Trevor’s hood and used the jack to lubricate his hand-motions. More precome flowed. Bill pumped harder, smoother, really jerking Trevor off. The teenager bounced back and forth against the car in rhythm to the rugged hand job, his body arching, cock spearing into Bill’s pumping palm.


    ‘Oh! Oh!’ Trevor gasped, on the very edge of coming, spurting out his joy into Bill’s glorious hand.


    Bill pulled his hand away. Trevor pumped his hips, cock splitting air. 


    Bill dropped to his knees on the gravel and stuck out his thick red tongue and licked the latest burst of precome out of Trevor’s slit. The young man dug his nails into the car door and desperately watched, feeling the older man’s tongue lick at the underside of his bobbing cockhead.


    ‘This thing’s loaded, all right,’ Bill said, looking up at Trevor and grinning. ‘I’m going to have to take you down.’ He slid his plush lips over Trevor’s hood, tugged on the teenager’s cap.


    ‘Oh my God!’ Trevor cried, the crown of his cock embedded in dazzling warmth and wetness. He could hardly believe what he was seeing, hardly handle what he was experiencing. Bill was sucking on his hood, driving Trevor wild.


    The cop widened his mouth and pushed his head forward, consuming more and more of the teen. Until his nose pushed right into Trevor’s curly blond pubes, the young man’s prick buried in Bill’s mouth and throat.


    Trevor couldn’t breathe. It was like his whole body had been swallowed up by the hungry FILF; he was bathed in dampness and delight. His nails raked paint off the car, as Bill pulled his head back, pushed it forward, dragging his lips and tongue up and down Trevor’s cock, blowing him.


    ‘Oh God, yes, Bill, suck me!’ Trevor gasped, his body ablaze and brain gone dizzy with the irresistible deep-throat. The man was sucking him right down to the balls, pulling back up again, turning his cock molten.


    Bill popped Trevor out of his mouth and swirled his hand up and down the teen’s dripping dong. ‘Now you try it. Get some practical experience. Or, at least, some more practical experience.’ He stood up and unzipped his uniform pants, pulled out the biggest rod Trevor had ever laid eyes, hands, or mouth on.


    The young man hesitated. The older man gripped his shoulders and pushed him gently down onto his knees, at the massive thrust-out manhood. Trevor gripped it. Both men shivered.


    Trevor could barely get his fingers all the way around the vein-pumped shaft of Bill’s enormous erection. He felt the bloated meat beat in his hand, and he pumped, stroking down to the heavy, hairy balls and back up to the mammoth hood, again and again.


    Bill groaned and gripped Trevor’s head, digging his blunt fingers into the soft, blond hair. Encouraged, Trevor stuck out his kitten-pink tongue and swirled it around Bill’s cap. The big man bucked, his hood jamming up against Trevor’s mouth.


    Trevor opened up as wide as he could and crawled his lips over Bill’s cockhead. Bill thrust forward, ramming his meat into Trevor’s mouth. The teenager’s cheeks ballooned with cock. He bobbed his head back and forth, eagerly sucking on Bill’s cock like Bill had sucked on his cock.


    ‘Now you got it, rook,’ Bill groaned, pumping Trevor’s mouth in rhythm to the kid’s sucking.


    The young man gagged, saliva stringing out of his mouth, hot air rushing out of his nostrils. But he didn’t pull away, sucking and sucking on Bill’s cock, the taste, the size, the heat, inspiring him to try as hard as he could to satisfy the big man.


    Bill grasped Trevor’s shoulders and jerked him up off his cock. ‘Time for the old rubber hose treatment,’ he said, grinning.


    As he unfastened Trevor’s belt, the two men breathed in each other’s faces, only inches apart. Bill snaked out his tongue and licked Trevor’s soft, cherry-red lips with it. Trevor mashed his mouth against Bill’s mouth, hotly, hungrily kissing the experienced man.


    They both pushed Trevor’s jeans down, their tongues entwining now. Trevor closed his eyes, his mouth full of Bill’s squirming wet tongue, his body burning with Bill’s body so close. He was so high on lust that he barely felt Bill gently lead him around to the rear of the car, push him back onto the trunk.


    When he finally opened his eyes again, his bare legs were spread up on Bill’s massive chest, the man’s mammoth, gleaming cock pointing straight in between his laid-out cheeks, at his asshole. A tremor shot through Trevor’s body and soul, and he ripped up his T-shirt and urgently fingered his puffy nipples, staring fiercely up at Bill. ‘Fuck me! Stick your huge cock in my bum and fuck me!’


    Bill grunted. He’d already greased himself with the lube he kept in his utility belt, and now he gripped his cock and parted Trevor’s trembling cheeks with his hood, pushed his beefy cap up against Trevor’s asshole. The teenager moaned and writhed on the car, tugging hard on his nipples. Bill drove forward, plowing through pink pucker and deep into velvety chute.


    ‘Fuck!’ both men shouted up at the fiery sun.


    Bill sunk his dong full-length into Trevor’s anus, filling the young man to bursting. Trevor bit his lip and glared up at the older man, his chute and mind ablaze with the strange, wicked feeling he’d only first experienced just a short time ago – the feeling of having another man’s cock up your ass. It felt even better, hotter this time, Bill stuffing him overfull; then pumping, shifting his monster cock back and forth in Trevor’s sensitive bung.


    Bill gripped the teenager’s smooth taut thighs in both of his hands and rammed his cock into Trevor’s ass, rocking the kid to and fro on the car. Trevor desperately clutched at his buzzing nipples, getting reamed, getting split in two by Bill’s battering ram. His entire body swelled with erotic sensation, and he bleated at the big man to plow him even harder.


    Sweat beaded Bill’s face and coated his arms. He gritted his teeth and dug his fingernails into Trevor’s thighs, thrusting harder, faster, thumping his hard-muscled thighs against Trevor’s soft cheeks, relentlessly plugging the young man’s anus. Until both men just couldn’t take any more.


    Trevor grabbed up his flapping cock and stroked, just once. Hot semen spurted out of the tip of his dick, striping his face and his outstretched tongue, his heaving, shining chest.


    Just as Bill flung back his head and roared, his hammering cock exploding in Trevor’s gripping bung. He blasted sperm, blowing out his balls as he blew the young, wailing man totally apart.


    ‘Thanks for the lesson in police procedure,’ Trevor remarked afterwards, as Bill helped him off the trunk of the car by pulling him up by the dick.


    ‘No problem. Any time, kid,’ Bill responded, giving the teen’s prick one last affectionate squeeze. ‘And, by the way, there’s nothing wrong with your right brake light. I just noticed your “suspicious behaviour” towards me at that barbecue a couple of weekends ago, and wanted to investigate it further. I think I cracked the case, how about you?’


    ‘Wide open,’ Trevor replied, zipping up his jeans and grinning from ear to ear.
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    By Thom Gautier



    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    One autumn day, when I was up for my annual review at my brokerage house, I got on my knees at the local gym and gave Satan a clandestine blowjob. 


    Heading into my gym’s locker room, I saw a gallery of Polaroids – trainers in their Halloween costumes. My gaze landed on a shirtless red devil with the blond buzz cut. “Fisk”. I’d known this Fisk – just not by name. It sounded apt, his name, “Fisk”. 


    In this shirtless Halloween photo, his washboard abs looked as taut as I’d long imagined them to be – cut. His blue eyes contrasted pleasingly with his red-painted face with its pronounced cheekbones. His bare biceps and broad shoulders, body-painted red, were even wider and firmer than I’d imagined. And I had imagined. Staring at his Polaroid – his boyish smile alive with tricks and treats – I imagined what was underneath that Satan-red bathing suit: one of those vein-thick cocks that swell to a shiny pink-purplish hue when hard. Small horns protruded cutely from his close-cropped scalp. I was so excited as I entered the locker room that I had to use my duffel bag to hide my hard-on.


    Once I’d changed and gotten busy upstairs on the weight machines, I was still excited, and even swollen between my legs from my reverie in front of the Polaroid. I saw Fisk on the floor, coaching someone as he handled the medicine ball. He looked remarkably clear skinned compared to the red devil photo that was still resonating in me, and under the gym’s bright lights, Fisk’s blond hair was especially spiky and youthful. He was tall; he towered over his trainee without being intimidating. As he walked, he had a boyish, playground gait. Pausing between bench presses, I saw how he saw me looking over at him and, in that millisecond, as he nodded in my direction, I sensed beautiful trouble brewing. 


    As I pressed ahead with my workout, the weight of my looming review at work melted into wild flights of fantasy about Fisk. I imagined him behind me, urging me to hold my ankles as he entered me and I pumped the weights and imagined myself as the lucky bastard who had to coat Fisk’s body with that red Halloween paint. Lucky me, Satan’s stagehand. I imagined my helpful hand thickly messy with gooey red paint, my splayed fingers coating his thighs red, massaging the tight flesh around his dangling sex until my devil was painted red in every inch of skin except for his cock.


    Fisk’s training session drifted close enough that I could smell his mint-scented aftershave. I eavesdropped as he explained in a generous Midwestern tone of voice how to use the torso rotation machine and I savoured that innocent teacherly inflection so much that I couldn’t resist staring again. From under his tight black T-shirt, veins coursed over his biceps, down into his forearms and even into the backs of his big hands as he fixed the tension levels on the machine. ‘Are you waiting on the torso?’ he asked me. 


    His question snapped me awake. I felt embarrassed for staring and wanted to answer, “Yes, you bet I am waiting on the torso,” but I somewhat demurely nodded, No, yet kept looking at him, my eyes trying to convey, Yes, a thousand unspoken ways. 


    I overheard him talking to his trainee about Halloween and I took it as my cue to say, ‘Kudos on that devil costume.’ 


    Fisk nodded, grinned. ‘I saw the gallery photo,’ I added, and Fisk grinned again and thanked me and explained to his trainee what the costume was. 


    ‘I played Satan at the gym’s open house party,’ he explained to his trainee. ‘But I’m not a very good actor, so I’m not sure it was convincing.’ 


    I assured him it was convincing and he answered with a shy modesty that was a stark contrast to his strapping size, ‘Thank you for saying that.’ 


    My cock was so hard by now that as I got up from the bench press, I held the towel in front of me to hide it. 


    As I passed Fisk, I smelled his minty scent again and felt the pressure of his hand on my shoulder, ‘Thanks again,’ he said, patting my back. Blushing, I turned back and saluted him. His acknowledgement of my salute – a friendly raising of his long arm – set me reeling.


    



    When I was done with my workout, I ran into Fisk in front of the sauna door in the men’s locker room. His thick fingers toyed with the thermostat as he explained to someone how to better regulate the temperature. I stood nearby on the scale, pretending to weigh myself, listening attentively as he instructed the member about using the thermostat. 


    ‘You know, I almost baked myself in there once,’ I said, half-turning and interrupting Fisk. 


    He recognised me from upstairs. ‘These controls are a little confusing,’ Fisk said in agreement. 


    ‘They are intimidating,’ I answered, ‘for the novice like moi.’


    ‘You get the hang quickly enough,’ Fisk said, and I surely must have blushed. The trainee he’d been talking to thanked him for showing him around and then disappeared behind the lockers, leaving Fisk and I alone. 


    Fisk asked me if I’d done anything for Halloween. 


    ‘I wasted the weekend,’ I said, ‘obsessing about an annual review I have today at my job.’


    He asked me my name, where I worked. I got off the scale and tightened my towel around my waist and explained the brokerage house, how I’d missed benchmarks three quarters in a row, how my ass was on the line in a few hours. 


    He was sympathetic, like a young football coach listening to a star student explain his sinking GPA. He told me had a brother in the same business so he’d heard about pressure to “outdo yourself each quarter.” 


    I thanked him for commiserating and assured him, tenderly, that he was no Satan. He wished me good luck, and then, just as I was about to end our awkward silence by walking away, he called out my name. ‘If you’re nervous, take a spritz in the sauna, it actually affects the nerves.’ 


    I almost laughed on hearing him repeat spritz with that Midwestern accent.


    He opened the sauna door and waved me in. No one was inside. I stepped in while he held the door open, one foot in and one foot out, holding it like it was an elevator he was saving for some unseen passenger. I ducked under his arm and in and studied his big sneakered foot on the wood board floor. 


    Then he reached around the half open door and grabbed a stack of fluffy white towels from the passing work cart. I heard him ask the cleaning crew for something and then he came inside, closed the door and showed me the sign that said Sauna Closed for Repair, the plastic sheeting type of sign with those suctions you see on those Baby on Board postings in rear windows. ‘Privacy also soothes the nerves,’ he added.


    He locked the sauna door and told me to sit down on the wood bench. ‘Seriously, Thom, this steam actually has a soothing effect on the tissues and your nerves,’ he said, sticking the sign to the sauna door window. 


    A caring devil, I thought, as I submitted and sat. Such a tender Satan. 


    The sign covered the door’s window completely and the privacy was immediately relaxing. 


    ‘Sweat in here for a bit, you’ll have nerves of steel for your review. What time is the review?’ 


    ’10.30,’ I said. 


    He helped me out of my shorts and folded the towel into a pillow-like thickness and laid it on the bench for me. Dutifully, I sat down. He slipped effortlessly out of his sneakers, trunks, and shirt, and he folded himself a towel just as he had for me. While he stepped out of his underwear, I admired how his balls stirred almost imperceptibly as his cock swung back and forth. 


    My eyes studied his smooth hips, admiring how they gave way to his perfect taut ass and biker-strong thighs. 


    Fisk sat down next to me, closing his eyes, resting his blond head against the bench back. His ample cock lay gracefully between his thighs and he ran his hand through his hair and breathed deeply, totally at ease, as if he were alone and not sitting in here with a stranger. I wondered if I were only one of many members he’d taken in here. Of course I was, I thought, and yet I still felt special. Chosen. I asked him how long he’d been at the gym and he explained the ins and outs of his profession. He kept his eyes closed as he spoke. He explained how the career of a trainer isn’t exactly like working in the pressure cooker of Wall Street but the sessions teaching people to get in shape and keep at it, drain you dry.


    ‘Got to refill that tank,’ I said. I was enjoying how our roles had shifted from him listening to my work woes to my listening to his. I placed my left hand on his right thigh, and, resting my head against the bench back, I felt around his lap until my hand caught his cock and then I held him, hard. Fisk put a reassuring hand on my shoulder. I stroked him with an easy rhythmical fluidity that surprised me. 


    He was swelling so quickly that I reached forward and held him with two hands, kissing his sweaty pecs, sniffing his mint-scent, his sweaty underarms, and I licked his chest and then cupped his balls, delicately, like feeling the underside of a rare vase. 


    He was firm, rigidly full, yet his cock-flesh was still a little soft and tender to my grip as I stroked it. The suppleness and give made me hard. Voices from outside the sauna leaked through the door, and feeling safely sealed inside here I stroked him with renewed gusto. 


    ‘You do a solid Satan,’ I whispered, ‘But you’re sort of a softie, too.’ 


    He kept his eyes closed as he chuckled. I had amused Satan and was happy and I realised that, more than I wanted to be taken by him, I wanted to serve him. I wanted to make him ecstatic. 


    I tickled his balls and as he lifted himself off the seat, I let my finger glide under and around to the rim of his asshole as I pleasured him there and studied the quickened rise and fall of his blond-haired chest. I teasingly ran the fingers of my free hand through his blond tufts of pubic hair and he grinned, and groaned. 


    ‘I am going to suck Satan’s cock and drain him dry, OK?’ 


    Fisk smiled so widely that the cleft in his chin disappeared. 


    My shoulders were dripping beads of sweat on the wood as I placed the thick towel onto the floor between his wide feet. As I knelt down in front of him I held his cock. I said I wanted to thank him for taking me down this needed detour, on this of all mornings. ‘You’ve emboldened me ahead of my review,’ I said, tightening my hold on his cock. Then I puckered my lips around that purple gleaming crown of his. And I slurped and suckled attentively, lapping up his generous shots of precome, which beaded from his cock and tasted like the first drops of a strangely salty martini. 


    I stroked him quickly, coating his length with my saliva and his precome, the glistening lube making his cock glaze like an object d’art. Then I kissed his taut belly and I slipped him into my mouth until I could feel his cock throbbing on my tongue. It was such a tangible throbbing that I felt I could take his heart rate from those tiny beats of his cock vein against my tongue. Without moving, I held him there in my mouth, letting my tongue rise effortlessly and my lips close around him all the more tightly. 


    Then I sucked Fisk for all I was worth. I slathered my tongue up and down, savouring his salty flesh-flavours, tonguing his slick shaft, lapping and almost biting the long underside of his stiff sex, pausing now and then to polish that crown of his with my forefingers before I squeezed him at the top until that fleshy knob leaked more clear beads, tiny wet diamonds, sticky diamonds I licked off tenderly as the sweat fell from my scalp, poured over my brows and dripped onto Fisk’s knees. 


    His arms were tense as he held onto the edge of the bench, slightly lifted off the seat and his legs strained forward almost locking me in. Then with one hand caressing his leg, I bobbed my head up and down on his cock ’til he bucked his hips, once, then twice, fucking my mouth back and forth with deliberate and sensitive authority, as he hoisted himself off the bench, half standing, half sitting moaning ‘Good God!’ as he exploded onto my tongue, a warm eruption that filled my mouth like a salt-heavy wave coolly cresting to a creamy fizz. I swallowed hard. I kept his limpid cock in my mouth until he’d emptied himself.


    Then I let go of his spent cock and licked my lips. I stood up, dazed by the heat, panting, and I kissed his forehead and sat down beside him, drenched in sweat, my own cock aching and hard. As he opened his pale blue eyes and smilingly recovered from his bliss, he put his hand on my leg and pinched my thigh just above my knee and the tickle and spasm almost made me come. 


    ‘You know, I train amateur boxers,’ he said pointing at my stiff cock, ‘and those fighters, the good ones, they told me, they never get themselves off within 24 hours of a big match. It’s not easy, but, it seems, having blue balls help maintain their testosterone levels in the ring. Remember that when you sit before your firing squad at work today.’ 


    Then he kissed my scalp. I stared as he towelled off his still enormous cock and slipped into his boxers. He signalled for me to wrap myself in my towel, and as I did, he tore the sheeting off the door’s window. ‘You are Satanic,’ I said.


    He bent over, tied his sneakers, his firm ass in my face, and then he turned around, tugged his T-shirt down over the belt of his shorts and blew me a kiss. ‘Go knock them out at your review,’ he said, winking. ‘For me.’


    



    Of course I passed that review with flying colours. In fact, as my bosses droned on and peppered me with their increasingly impotent line of questions, I barely felt like I was in that conference room at all. The window above their heads was filled with warm autumn sunshine and the light had steamed up the room, like a sauna. 


    I answered each of their final questions as if my words were Fisk’s tight and thick body itself: my answers were so toned, so assured and so supple that my questioners had no choice but to sweetly swallow all I said. 


    As I was being thanked for my “firm responses”, I thought of Fisk slipping into his sneakers and tearing that sign off the sauna door, and I wondered if my bosses could tell how happy I was. Not so much because I’d passed their tough review but because, between my legs, it was achingly obvious that I was eager to get back to the gym to thank Satan once again.

  


  
    Anger

    by Thomas Fuchs


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Most of the time you wouldn’t have known it, but Bobby Lo had a lot of anger in him. Sometimes, he got really violent. Of course, sometimes he had good reason.


    There was the time a few years ago when he was in a bar, a straight bar, and a woman was talking to him, flirting with him. If anything, he liked women more now that he’d come out; he could just enjoy them. But this woman was playing a dangerous game, because a jealous guy came over, a white guy, nasty looking, wiry and tough and a little drunk.


    The white guy pulled the girl roughly, almost jerked her off her feet. Bobby didn’t like that but when the white guy gave him a look, challenging him to do something about it, Bobby said nothing. He knew he should control himself.


    The white guy said to the woman, ‘You be a good girl, now. I’m telling you.’


    ‘We was just talking.’ The way she said it she wasn’t defying him. It was a plea. 


    ‘Don’t talk to strangers,’ he said and then, after a pause he added, ‘Anyways, he’s a Jap. All them Oriental guys got little dicks.’


    Bobby felt he had to respond to that. ‘I’m not Japanese,’ he said. 


    ‘Well, ’scuse me.’


    ‘Japanese people are very good, but I am Chinese American.’


    ‘Oh.’


    ‘And my dick ...’


    ‘Yeah?’


    ‘It’s big enough to make you scream.’


    The guy let go of the girl. He really couldn’t believe what he’d just heard.


    ‘You said what?’


    ‘You shouldn’t say bad things about Asian guys. Maybe you want to take it back.’


    Of course the guy didn’t take it back. He said, ‘Fuck you!’ and swung on Bobby. Bobby caught his arm and stepped around behind him at the same time, locking the white guy’s arm across his throat. He held it there with one hand and used the other to press a pain point under the guy’s nose.


    ‘Want to apologise now?’ said Bobby.


    The guy tried to struggle, but of course he was trapped. Bobby sensed a hand reaching toward him from behind, one of the white guy’s friends. He kept the lock on the guy’s throat but whirled his other arm back and elbow-smashed the second guy in the nose, turning it into bloody pulp. The guy went down and lay there moaning and coughing blood.


    Bobby still had the first guy firmly in his grip. The girl said, ‘Let him go. Please.’


    The guy had stopped struggling, and the girl had asked nicely. Someone else spoke up, ‘You’ve kinda made your point, fella. How about letting him go?’ 


    Bobby released the hold. The guy staggered forward, then reached under his jacket and pulled out a knife. He held it like he knew how to use it and was looking for an opening to come into Bobby, choosing the moment for his attack. 


    Now Bobby was furious, red in the face and boiling. He should have snapped this guy’s neck! It took a deliberate effort to centre himself, draw a deep breath, focus and become calm. Then he smiled and said, ‘Sometimes boys play with knives ’cause they think their dicks are too small.’


    That did it. The guy lost control and lunged forward, so it was easy for Bobby to lock his wrist and twist him down to the floor. Then he took the knife out of the guy’s hand and slipped it under his belt.


    Now he let his anger out. ‘Where do you want me to fuck you? Here or outside? Want me to do it in front of your friends?’ 


    The white guy struggled and cursed and told his friends to get this guy. No one moved. They were scared of Bobby, of course, and fascinated by what was happening.


    Bobby decided to take the guy outside, where it would be easier to keep from being jumped, in case any of these other guys did decide to make a move.


    He twisted the guy’s arm behind his back, jerked him to his feet and pushed him to the back of the bar, then outside into the alley. Then he let him go. As the guy started to run away, Bobby kicked him just inside the top of his thigh, the point the Thai boxers use to paralyse a leg. The guy went right down. He was completely helpless and terrified, his eyes huge with fear.


    Bobby unzipped his fly and pulled his dick out. ‘This seem small to you?’ He began to massage it. Getting hard would take a little work because this guy didn’t appeal to him at all. He had to summon up an image of the power in his lower centres and direct it to his cock. Soon it was swollen and red and throbbing.


    ‘Now,’ said Bobby, ‘Do you think this is a small dick?’


    The guy didn’t answer.


    ‘You’d better tell me,’ said Bobby. ‘You’d better tell me what you really think. Is this a little Asian dick? Tell me!’


    ‘No’ said the guy. Even saying this single word, his voice shook.


    ‘You think I could work you over with it?


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘It’s a beautiful dick, beautiful and strong, isn’t it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Too beautiful to get dirty in your filthy asshole,’ said Bobby. ‘So now you know you shouldn’t be prejudiced about people.’


    Then he left. In a while, the white guy would be able to get back to his feet. He wouldn’t want to fight again that day, but there was always tomorrow and guns. Bobby never went back to that bar, but he was glad he’d done what he did.


    Bobby had had reason to be violent that time, but the violence was in him always, looking for ways to get out. Sometimes it happened when he meant to have fun.


    Bobby loved martial arts and was always trying to learn more. Browsing around on YouTube one day he found videos about hojojutsu, the Samurai art of tying people up. He was particularly intrigued by the clips showing different ways of getting the rope on your opponent as you wrestled him. He ran these over and over, studying them, memorising every move. Hojojutsu was used in olden times for taking prisoners for ransom or questioning. Of course Bobby had another use in mind for this ancient art.


    He cruised S&M sites and found plenty of guys who wanted to be tied up. What he really needed, though, were guys who would resist. 


    That Saturday night was warm. the bars were loud and packed but he didn’t see anyone he really wanted. One guy who said, ‘hi, guy,’ to him had a gym boy’s pumped up muscles but his eyes said he was weak, too weak to be much fun. Bobby was polite but slipped away and left the bar.


    He decided to try a news stand he sometimes had luck at. Sure enough, there was a guy, reading a muscle mag. Big guy, 6’2”, maybe 6’3”, with a big chest, big arms. His legs looked strong. And he had attitude. He was so sure he was hot. That really turned Bobby on. He would be perfect to practice hojojutsu on, perfect to beat down and tie up. 


    When Bobby went and stood close to him, the guy didn’t move away.


    Bobby spoke to him: ‘You like Asian guys?’ 


    The guy didn’t even look up from his magazine, but he said, ‘race doesn’t matter to me, bud.’ Then he closed the magazine, put it back on the rack and gave Bobby a long look up and down. Bobby was wearing his sleeveless black muscle shirt. He was sure he looked good. He’d been working on his arms. 


    The guy said, ‘What do you like to do?’


    ‘Like to wrestle?’ asked Bobby.


    ‘Think you can handle me?’ said the big guy.


    ‘Sure.’ said Bobby. ‘Easy.’


    ‘You gonna use karate or something on me?’


    ‘Maybe something. I won’t hurt you too bad, though.’


    ‘Gee, thanks. What about after wrestling? What do you like to do then?’


    ‘If I’m on top, I’m gonna fuck you. If I want you to fuck me, I’ll be on the bottom.’


    ‘You’re pretty sure you’re gonna be in control?’ said the guy.


    ‘Yep,’ said Bobby. He knew this was exactly the right strategy to get this guy who was very physical, very proud of his size and strength.


    ‘Your place or mine?’ said the guy. Then he stuck out his hand to shake and said, ‘My name’s Mitch, by the way.’ 


    ‘I’m Bobby. Let’s use my place. I’ve got the room I need to toss you around.’ He and Mitch both grinned.


    As soon as they got to Bobby’s, they pulled off their clothes and the more Bobby saw, the more he liked what he saw. Mitch was big and solid from top to bottom. And that dick, long and thick! And a beautiful set of balls. This guy was hung. He’d be perfect to use the rope on.


    Bobby unrolled a mat for them to wrestle on and said, ‘We can start with you getting a hold on me. Lock me up any way you want.’


    Mitch shook his head. ‘I don’t need you to help me.’ Then he moved in fast, trying to take Bobby down with a leg sweep. He knew some martial arts, just enough to get himself into trouble, because instead of trying to get away, Bobby stepped in toward Mitch, ducking, turning and grabbing Mitch’s arm, slamming his butt up into Mitch’s waist, hoisting the big guy up and then tossing him over.


    Mitch landed hard and was stunned by the impact. Maybe he’d never been tossed that hard before. Bobby had to stop himself from rushing in and finishing him off. He wanted to keep this going for a little bit. He really did like throwing big guys around.


    Mitch tried another attack. Bobby flipped him again, this time holding on to him and rolling him up and locking Mitch’s head under his knee. He knew the hold was very painful and he released it almost immediately. When Mitch got back to his feet this time, he looked shaken and wobbly. Bobby was a little annoyed, to tell the truth. So many of these guys just weren’t in shape. They pushed weights and did their cardio but they didn’t work on their breathing or their meditation. They didn’t have a clue about chi. They didn’t have iron inside them. 


    He asked Mitch if he was OK. The big guy shook himself a little and said, ‘Yeah. You’re tricky.’


    That made Bobby mad. Whenever an Asian guy won, they said he was ‘tricky’. He was beating Mitch very fairly. Well, anyway, he couldn’t fool around any more. He wanted to try out his hojojutsu while the big guy still had some chance of resisting.


    ‘Why don’t you catch your breath,’ said Bobby. He went over to a cabinet to get the rope and was a little surprised to sense Mitch coming at him from behind. He hadn’t thought Mitch would do something like that. Maybe the guy had some true fighting spirit, after all.


    Mitch wrapped his arms around Bobby’s neck, but Bobby was still able to reach into the cabinet and get the rope. With his free hand, he grabbed and twisted Mitch’s wrist. breaking the lock on his neck and then forcing Mitch down on to his knees.


    Still holding the lock with one hand, he used his other to loop the rope around Mitch’s wrist. He held one end of it in his teeth as he tightened the loop and tied it off.


    ‘What are you doing?’ asked Mitch. It was hard for him to say this because he was in a lot of pain, but he really wanted to know.


    ‘You’ll see,’ said Bobby. ‘You can fight back.’


    ‘I’m trying,’ said Mitch and he did pull around some. ‘What are you doing?’


    By now, Bobby had looped the rope around Mitch’s other wrist. He ran it down around Mitch’s ankles, then back up to the first wrist, where he tied it off. When he was finished, Mitch was sitting with his legs folded under him, his wrists and ankles tied behind him. He was all trussed up and completely at Bobby’s mercy.


    Bobby studied his handiwork and decided he’d done a pretty good job, particularly considering that this was his first time. ‘Can you get loose?’ he asked Mitch.


    Mitch struggled. Then he said, ‘Hey, man, you really got me.’


    ‘Yeah, got you good,’ said Bobby. He really liked looking at this big guy he’d made so helpless. Maybe he didn’t think he was so hot now.


    After a while, Mitch said, ‘This isn’t very comfortable.’


    ‘OK,’ said Bobby. ‘We can do something else.’ He went over to the cabinet and got another rope. Then he sat back down facing Mitch.


    ‘What are you going to do?’ asked Mitch and when Bobby ran the rope around his neck, he said, ‘Hey, don’t do that. I don’t like that.’


    ‘Don’t try this at home,’ said Bobby. ‘It can be dangerous if you don’t do it right.’


    ‘I don’t think I’m into this,’ said Mitch.


    Bobby tied a knot in the cord, just below Mitch’s throat.


    ‘See, this makes sure the rope won’t tighten up and strangle you. And it’s silk. It won’t burn you at all.’ 


    Now he ran the other end of the rope down along Mitch’s deep, carved chest, across the ridges of his abdomen,. He pushed his thighs apart and looped the cord under and around Mitch’s balls and tied another knot.


    All the time Bobby was doing this, Mitch was saying, ‘What are you doing?’ again and again. He sounded worried.


    ‘I won’t do anything bad to you,’ said Bobby. ‘You’re gonna like what I’m gonna do to you. Just wait a second, OK? Don’t go anywhere.’ He went over to the cabinet and got lube, condoms and a glove.


    When he came back behind Mitch, he kissed him on the cheek, to let him know they were going to do something different now. Mitch was very still. Bobby undid the first rope, the one tying up his arms and legs. Of course, he left the rope running from Mitch’s neck to his balls. He slid some pillows under Mitch’s lower back and tested the arrangement by pulling him back against them. The rope tightened. Perfect. 


    He pushed Mitch back up to release the pressure, then he reached around, lubed Mitch’s cock and started stroking it. As it began to grow, he pulled the big guy back again, again tightening the silken cord. Mitch’s cock and balls grew dark with blood. Bobby knew they were now exquisitely sensitive to his touch, to the velvet smooth strokes repeated with a perfect flowing rhythm ... top to base, base to top and back and back ... Mitch closed his eyes and moaned. Pre-come flowed, shiny and thick. Bobby didn’t want him to get off yet, so he pressed a point that held the come back. He liked being in control, in fighting and fucking. 


    Now he pulled on the glove and ran his hand down Mitch’s back, down along that hard white ass and into the crack. He lubed the area and the glove and tried pushing into Mitch’s asshole but the big guy was shut tight. He massaged it a little, pressed a few points around it, then started pushing in again, steady but not too forceful. Mitch opened for him.


    He got one finger in, then two, up to the prostate, which he began to stroke. He knew he was sending exquisite sensations rippling all through the big white guy. Mitch gasped, then he moaned and began to grind his hips. Bobby thought this was so beautiful... Mitch’s rippling muscles, glistening with sweat, shimmering. Bobby’s dick was very hard now. 


    He pulled his fingers out, slipped on a condom, then came around and sat in front of Mitch, so he could push his legs up, those wonderful strong legs.


    Mitch’s cock was straining and quivering from side to side with a life of its own. The veins were bulging, the head flaring and the tip shiny with ooze. Bobby didn’t want him to come yet. He grabbed the base of Mitch’s cock, could feel the come pressure building up again, squeezed it back. He pulled on the cord, renewing the pressure around the top of Mitch’s balls. Then he pushed the big guy back and slid his cock into him.


    Despite everything, Mitch was still tight, which of course was great for Bobby. This guy probably hadn’t been fucked much. Bobby pushed his way in ... steadily, steadily, keeping on and then he was in. Mitch winced and grunted. His eyes were shut tight. His mouth was twisted. He was in pain but it was sweet pain and it was going to get better.


    Bobby began with slow, deep strokes and gradually built up the rhythm. Soon he was slamming his hips into Mitch, pumping him, pumping him, working him hard. This big white boy was his now, his, he was on top, he was always on top with these guys. And as he screwed Mitch, words came out of his mouth that he’d heard himself say before but always surprised him, ‘Big muscle man, you’re my pussyboy now, you’re my pussyboy.’ He was gonna fuck this guy ’til he screamed and begged for mercy.


    ‘Ahhhhh ...’ a long gasping ‘ahhhhh ...’ and Mitch shook with orgasm and his come shot out suddenly. One load flew right past Bobby’s face. But Bobby wasn’t finished. He kept his dick in, kept working Mitch, harder, harder, harder. 


    ‘Stop. Please stop. Ohhh, please stop.’


    Bobby pulled out and pulled off the rubber and grabbed his dick and at the same time did an internal hold-back technique, making his come re-circulate within him, creating the intense internal vibration that took him to a total ecstasy that lasted and lasted and lasted...


    Some time later, as he came down from his passion, he was aware of Mitch struggling to get the rope off. The knots couldn’t be untied by just anyone. You had to know what you were doing. Bobby knelt down and very gently freed Mitch’s cock and balls, then the knot holding the rope around his neck.


    They lay next to each other, each lost in their after time. After a while, Mitch said, ‘Got a beer?’ Like it had just been some kind of routine sex. Hadn’t he made any impression on this guy?


    Bobby whirled on Mitch, pushing him down and sitting on his chest, jamming his knees into him so hard Mitch could hardly breathe. ‘Were you scared of me?’ said Bobby.


    Mitch, completely stunned by this, said nothing.


    ‘Were you?’ said Bobby. ‘Were you?’ The rage was building in him. He bent toward Mitch’s face, thinking of terrible things he could do to this guy, really painful, crippling things. Finally, Mitch said, ‘Yeah, man. You scared me. You’re scaring me now.’


    ‘OK,’ said Bobby, after a beat, ‘OK.’ The rage was ebbing away. ‘Come on. Let’s get that beer. You want a shower?’


    ‘Sure,’ said Mitch. He seemed a little wary. What would Bobby do next? 


    ‘It’s all right now,’ said Bobby. ‘Come on.’


    Later, after their showers, as they were drinking their beers, Bobby asked Mitch if he was OK. 


    ‘That was intense,’ said Mitch. ‘No one ever handled me like that before.’


    ‘You like it?’ asked Bobby.


    ‘I dunno. Kinda rough. Yeah, I guess. How come you got so crazy?’


    Bobby just shrugged, but he knew it was a good question. What was he so mad about? Mitch hadn’t done anything wrong. What did he want from these guys?


    Bobby and Mitch became regular fuck buddies after, but they never had a scene quite like their first because Bobby was afraid he might go too far out of control and into a kind of frenzy. He had to control himself, he had to make this anger of his go away. Then something very special happened to Bobby Lo.


    It was a Sunday morning. Bobby was lying alone in bed, thinking about Mitch, about that chest, those legs, that hard white ass. His dick was hard. But he had agreed to help his sister by driving his nephew Laurence downtown, to Union Station, to an exhibit they were having, something about Los Angeles’ Old Chinatown. Laurence was doing a report on it for school. 


    On the way there, Laurence explained that the Chinese used to live where Union Station was now. Back in 1939, to clear the site for the station, Chinatown was torn down and moved up the hill. Nearly 50 years later, during the excavations for the new subway, the workers had dug up remnants of the original Chinatown. That’s what the exhibit was about.


    ‘How come your whole class isn’t going?’ asked Bobby.


    ‘It’s for extra credit.’


    ‘Wouldn’t you like be at the beach on a beautiful day like this? I could take us there.’


    Laurence laughed and said no. He knew his Uncle Bobby was only teasing ... well, half-teasing. 


    Then Bobby asked, ‘Why do you need extra credit? You’re an A student. Did you get in trouble or something?’ 


    ‘No!’ said Laurence. ‘I want to do this. It’s my heritage project. I like history.’ Then he gave Bobby directions. ‘Turn off at Alameda Street.’


    ‘Yes, Master.’


    Laurence was a fat kid with glasses. Sometimes Bobby wished he could do something for him, get him in shape, but he had to admit that Laurence didn’t seem to mind being who he was.


    It was cool in the long, high-ceilinged waiting room of the station. Display cases and panels had been set up here and Laurence set off on a systematic examination of everything, taking notes and photos. Bobby bought a lemonade, drank it, idled, looked outside at the courtyard, then began looking at the exhibits: bowls; packets of herbs; fragments of patterned cloth; a collection of bone hair pins. Some of these things were very old and Bobby understood they deserved respect, but they meant nothing to him. 


    One panel depicted an anti-Chinese riot back in the 1890s with drawings of white men carrying torches and clubs and pistols, burning the place to the ground, terrifying the people. Bobby’s blood boiled, his body tightened. He hated it when people were helpless. But this had happened a long time ago. 


    And here were photographs from a later period ... a few from the early 1900s, more from the 1920s and 30s. Nothing dramatic. The shops, the shacks, the mostly mud streets ... a few old cars and trucks ... and the people. The people drew him in. Immigrants and the children of immigrants, many descended from the Chinese brought here to build the first railroads long, long ago.


    There were formal portraits and snapshots of street life. Old people, small, with taut drawn skin ... broad shouldered men unloading a cart ... a professional man, perhaps a teacher or a doctor, impeccably dressed with a starched collar and the pomaded hair of the 20s ... a mother posing proudly with her children, one bold, the other shy. And all of them long gone. Well, some of the children might still be around, very old people themselves by now. It was another world. Bobby didn’t feel tied to it or them in any way. He shook the very thought away.


    Laurence, finally finished, came over and stood by Bobby. But when Bobby turned and looked at him, Laurence stepped back in shock.


    ‘What is it?’ demanded Bobby. ‘What are you staring at?’


    ‘Uncle,’ said Laurence, peering up at him, ‘Uncle, you’re crying.’ 


    When Bobby got home that night, after dinner with his sister, Mitch called and asked about coming over.


    Bobby really didn’t feel like doing anything, but Mitch said he was in the neighbourhood, so Bobby let him come. The big guy hadn’t been in the house for more than a minute before he was rubbing his hands over Bobby’s chest, working his nipples. Bobby pulled away.


    ‘What’s a matter?’ asked Mitch. ‘You OK, bud?’


    ‘Yeah, I’m OK. You want something to drink?’ He headed for the kitchen. Mitch ambled after him.


    ‘I’ll take a Coke or something.’


    ‘I don’t have Coke,’ said Bobby. ‘How long have you been coming here, Mitch? Have I ever had Coke?’


    ‘Whatever,’ said Mitch.


    ‘I got some beers here.’


    ‘Nah,’ said Mitch. ‘What’s up with you? Bummer day?’


    ‘No,’ said Bobby, ‘it was a good day.’ He tried to tell Mitch a little about the exhibit. The big guy really wasn’t interested. 


    Bobby asked him what he’d done with his day.


    ‘Washed the car, then beached it. Cruised around. Nothing. Wanna mess around?’


    ‘I can smell the ocean on you,’ said Bobby.


    ‘I showered.’


    ‘You just rinsed. No soap. I like it.’


    He wished Mitch would leave. He needed to think. Something had happened to him today and he didn’t know what it was. Despite himself, though, his cock was getting hard. He couldn’t help it. He had a lot of animal in him, he supposed. Maybe he just wasn’t a very evolved person. Still in one of his earliest human lifetimes. Maybe he’d be punished next time, maybe he’d be reborn as a pig or a goat.


    ‘You wanna fuck or what?’ said Mitch.


    ‘My body does.’


    ‘Your body is you.’


    ‘No, it’s not,’ said Bobby. ‘No, it’s not.’ He pushed Mitch away. ‘I don’t want to be just a fucking animal.’ Suddenly he was afraid, really afraid that he would become an animal. He would stop being a person. Maybe he wasn’t a person now, just an animal in a person’s body.


    Mitch had no idea what was going on. ‘You want to just hang out or what?’


    ‘I gotta go,’ said Bobby.


    He got in the car without a plan, but with the first turn he made he was headed downtown, back to Union Station, and soon he found himself studying the panels displaying the old photographs of the people who had once lived here. He felt he could stare at them for the rest of his life, he was totally absorbed ... until a voice next to him said, ‘We have family all around us.’


    There was a man standing right next to him. Usually no one could get near Bobby without his being aware of it. The man was Asian, probably Chinese. There was grey in his hair and some lines in his face, but his body seemed that of a young man, supple and strong. His smile was kindly.


    ‘What?’ said Bobby.


    ‘Our family is all around us, always. The living and those who have passed on. Do you believe that?’


    ‘I don’t know,’ said Bobby. ‘Maybe.’


    ‘Why have you come back here?’ asked the man.


    ‘How do you know I was here before? I didn’t see you.’


    ‘Would you take a walk with me?’ said the man.


    ‘All right,’ said Bobby. He wondered what this guy wanted. He didn’t think this was a come-on.


    They walked out of the Station and up a slope Bobby hadn’t noticed before. And where was the parking lot? It should be just over there, to the left. A mist was closing in, unusual for this time of year. They went further. Shouldn’t they have come to the old Post Office building by now and the train yards? But there was only grass and brush and a few trees. 


    ‘Something’s going on,’ said Bobby.


    The man smiled. ‘Something’s always going on. We just don’t always see it.’


    In the distance, there was a small fire and the outline of some shacks. Suddenly Bobby was frightened. ‘I don’t think we should go there,’ he said. He was sure they had gone back in time, to the first Chinese settlement here, the original Chinatown.


    ‘You’re right about that,’ said the man. ‘If you go that far, you won’t be going home tonight.’


    ‘Who are you?’ asked Bobby.


    The man seemed amused. ‘You don’t recognise me?’


    Bobby looked closely at him. The man was a stranger but somehow, yes, familiar. ‘Are we related?’ he asked.


    The man took Bobby in his arms. Bobby, who was strong as steel and quick as a bird, was helpless. And then he realised he was so glad to be embraced by this man who was father, brother, lover. Deeply content, he rested his head on the man’s shoulder and slept in perfect peace.


    Bobby was in his car, parked in the lot outside the station. He felt completely refreshed. He was not at all surprised by what had happened. He accepted it. 


    The next day, he took Mitch to dinner. At the restaurant, near the end of the meal, he told him he didn’t think they should get together any more. 


    ‘Yeah ... well, too bad,’ said Mitch. ‘It’s been fun.’ He seemed to take it pretty well, no big deal, but when he said he was going to use the bathroom, he left the restaurant. 


    Bobby was sorry if he’d hurt Mitch. He didn’t want to hurt anyone ever again. 
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