RUMORS9

The burly guy at the door held out his hand as if he were expecting something.  I paused, not knowing what he wanted.

“Five bucks,” he said without looking up.  “And an ID.”  I had never been to a bar that had a cover-charge before, so it took me a minute to pull my wallet out of my tight jeans and to dig-out the bills and the driver's license.  

He looked up then...from my knee to my pelvis and up the centerline of my black lycra muscle-shirt.  "For you....only two," he said as he gripped a pair of the bills I held out for payment.  "A discount for guys like you,”…he checked the drivers license, “...Brian."  He smiled as if he wanted something.  

I stepped past the small table and entered the dark front-room. "La Cage" was a typical, small gay-bar in a large city...about fifty feet wide and a hundred-and-fifty feet long...an old building with its deterioration covered-up by too many coats of paint, the most recent one black...a floor of worn linoleum... booths and mismatched chairs and tables placed too close together. I learned later that there were two bars, one in front for the regulars who simply wanted to drink and converse, and a second, in the rear, with loud music, a bar upon which boys could dance, and a small stage just one step down for more sensuous, public “activities.”  

The only lights in the front barroom were beneath the array of bottles behind the bar...brown, clear, green, and gold...they made the swarthy bartender glow like copper.  A small candle flickered on each table in response to muttered conversations of faces hunched forward and lit eerily from below.  The low rumble of male voices...the clink of ice-cubes...the distant throbbing of augmented-bass...the ripple of suggestive laughter.

I strolled through the milling crowd almost unnoticed and sat on the first available bar stool.  I spun to face the crowd, feet on the stool-rail and legs spread casually and invitingly.  I was in no hurry for a drink; the night was just beginning.

To my left, hunched onto the bar on his elbows, was a lanky young-guy staring dejectedly at the scuffed mahogany surface.  He held a glass of partially-melted ice cubes which he swirled occasionally with a supple wrist.  His tight, white, boot-top jeans and florescent orange Hawaiian shirt practically glowed in the dim light. 

"Drinking alone...on my birthday," he said, finally looking my way with big, sad eyes.

"Well, your glass is empty," I said.  "Let me buy you another one...for the occasion."

"It's an Orange Blossom," he said, swirling the cubes again.  "...with just a touch of Cointreau and real orange-blossom-water....and a dusting of powdered sugar on the rim...but just cheap champagne."

I turned to the bartender who had stepped-up behind me.  "A Jim Beam with water on the side," I said.  "And a..."

"One of his Orange Blossoms.  I know."  He turned and started mixing the Orange Blossom.

"You from around here?" the lanky-boy asked with a soft southern drawl.

"I've been in Pittsburgh since I was 13...but now I'm away at college.  Just came home for....for some clean laundry."  I lied.  My mother hadn't done my laundry since I'd gone to school... but the real reason for my visit would have required a long explanation.  "You don't sound like you're from around here," I added.

"The pride of Hazlehurst, Mississippi....well, not exactly the pride...more like the pussy-boy," he said with a sad grin.  "My name is Em...short for Emmett."  The drinks arrived as we shook hands...pseudo-formality for a gay bar.

"Happy Birthday," said the bartender.  "I hope you have many more."

"I'm Brian," I said.  "You don't look old enough to be in here," I said, checking out his youthful face and soulful eyes.  "Did the bouncer card you?  He did me."

"I gave him a blow-job two weeks ago...and he feels a little guilty because he shot his load into my eye...and I made a big scene out of it, like I'd been shot...so he lets me in now...with no charge.  I'm not sure how long it'll last before I have to blow him again."

I laughed aloud at the image of him writhing on the floor with an eye-full of cum.  "So how old are you?" I asked.

"Almost 19," he said.

"How can you be ALMOST 19...unless your birthday is within the next 3 hours?"

"That's just a ploy to get guys to buy me drinks.  Sorry.  But you'd be surprised how often it works," he said shamelessly.  "You should try it.  You're gorgeous.  You'd never need to buy a drink in a million years.  'If you got it, flaunt it,...make it work,' my Aunt Eula used to say.  She was an exotic dancer in her youth."

"I've never heard of....Hazelhurst, was it?" I said, trying to remember the name of any town in Mississippi.

"About two miles from Slopjar and a loud-holler from Scrofula...that's what we used to say."  He paused.  "It's a joke.  It's near Jackson...and only a few minutes from Hell to any gay-boy who happens to grow up there."

"And you live here now?"

"Yep.  For the last three weeks.  I've got a job re-stocking the CDs in a music store...and wiping the drool off the Sting  posters.  Bless his heart."  He gave a cute little smile that let me know whose drool it was.  Suddenly he looked serious again.  "And what's a good lookin' guy like you lookin' for on a Saturday night on Liberty Avenue?  Do I have a chance?"  Before I could answer, he reached out tentatively and stroked the backs of his fingers across the tight fabric covering my pec.  "I wish I had those," he said, nodding at my chest.  "I'm as flat as Liza Minelli.  Maybe someday they'll have pec-implants for guys and I can look like you."

"All it takes is some time, some determination, and some sweat," I said.  "You could whip that  body into shape in no-time."

"Does that mean you don't like it the way it is?" he asked with mock disappointment as he slumped in his bar stool.  “One thing about us southern gay-boys, we have slim hips, fluffy biscuits, and a wide smile."

I laughed and put my arm around his shoulder.  “I think tonight may be your lucky night.”

He crossed his fingers behind his back, for luck, and gave me that big, southern smile.  “Oh, My. I think my rectum just winked.  Have you been in the backroom?” he asked, nodding toward the closed doors.

“This place has a backroom?” I asked, remembering the backroom at Rumors and hoping that there was a similar place to get this guy on his back with his legs in the air.

“It has go-go boys and good music,” he said.  “Some of them are a little lame, but they also let amateurs strip during their breaks.  They’d love you,” he said, pointing at me in a sexy way and giving me a wink.  “Come on…I’ll show you.”  He gripped my forearm and literally dragged me off the bar stool.

The rear bar was more brightly lit.  The tables were even more tightly packed.  The walls were lined with standing patrons…to get a better view of the bar, where two naked guys were shaking their ample endowments in the faces of men sitting on the barstools.  As we settled against the wall, the music stopped and the two guys bent down to pick up their clothing and a small pile of cash they had accumulated before we arrived.  Em waved at one of them and chirped "Hey sugah.”  Then he turned to me and whispered loudly over the music which began again, “Don’t believe a word that one says. He'd rather climb up a tree and lie to ya than stand on the level ground and tell ya the truth."  I could imagine the stories he might tell me about Em.  “The other one, though….bless his heart.”

“You say that a lot,” I observed. “…bless his heart.”

“Oh, that,” he said.  “…it’s just southern gay-boy slang for ‘I’d fuck him.’”

Two new boys ascended the bar…both attractive…one wearing a tightly-fitting baseball uniform, the other wearing street clothes.  They began to move in-time with the music as the audience began to clap…apparently a sign that they approved and wanted the boys to start stripping immediately.  We found an empty table closer to the bar.

“Do you meet many guys here…you know, for sex?”  I asked, trying to decide whether this place was somewhere I’d frequent when I was in-town.

“Yep!” he replied with a wink.  “Honey, even a blind hog finds an acorn once in a while!”

Our conversation was interrupted by a guy who clamped his fist on Emmett’s shoulder and turned him to the side.  “Hey, Em...why don’t you get up there and show these boys how to move?... and bring your friend with ya!”  

“No, no...” I said with a grin.  “My best moves are in a prone position.  I’m no dancer.  But, go ahead, Em.  Show me what you can do.”

He smiled and batted his lashes.  “Sugah...when you’ve got show-business in your blood, you don’t need to be asked a third time.”  He stood...posed as those at surrounding tables started to applaud.  By now, the two boys were naked and stroking themselves in-time with the music.  Em climbed the short stairs to the bar, stepped past one of them, and took his position in the center.  His movements were minimal, at-first... just swaying and stroking the contours of his body with sensuous hands...but as the audience began their rhythmic clapping, he unbuttoned his outrageous shirt slowly, feigning embarrassment, which drove the audience wild.  With his back to the audience, the shirt slipped slowly from his broad shoulders revealing the V-shaped back and narrow waist.  As he turned, he threw the shirt directly at my face, and I caught it in a quick grab.  He smiled that crooked smile and raised an eyebrow as if to say, “Come and get me, Big Boy.”

He kicked off his loafers behind the bar and began to open the fly of his white jeans ever-so-slowly.  The other two had joined him and were stroking his chest and shoulders as he exposed the faint treasure-trail and flat lower abs.  At that moment, I realized that he was making eye-contact with only me...as if he were dancing to seduce me.  I gave him a raised eyebrow, a crooked smile, and a slight nod.  We would fuck later that night.  The pants were so tight, it was like removing a wet-suit to get them off.  Meanwhile, the others were kissing and stroking each square inch of newly-exposed skin.  Em feigned mock surprise, but continued to strip.  Beneath the jeans he wore the tiniest, white, satin thong held on by strings no thicker than a piece of spaghetti.  The money started coming then; patrons pushed forward to stuff bills into the pocket of his thong or beneath the thin straps, catching a quick peek or a furtive caress as they shoved the bills inside.  Now he pranced from one end of the bar to the other.  The feigned shyness was gone.  He was Liza Minelli on-stage.  The tip of his cock protruded two inches above the margin of the cod-piece... red and flared... a promise of much more.  At the end, the thong came off, of course... with his back to the audience...the thin strap in his ass crack suddenly disappeared as he snatched the handful of fabric off...and then he turned to expose his entire shaft unfurled, bobbing in-time with the music as the crowd went wild.  When the music stopped, but before the wild applause stopped, he gathered up his clothing quickly and got dressed behind the bar.  Then he returned to the table.

“I don’t know what comes over me,” he said.  “Some of Aunt Eulah’s influence, maybe....although she used a lot of feathers and fans.  But when I get up there, you could butter my butt and call me a biscuit...I’d do almost anything.”  He looked embarrassed again.  “I hope you liked it.”

I nodded my assent.  “Had enough of this place?”

“My Aunt Eulah used to say ‘There’s no such thing as ENOUGH’…but, of course, she was married to Uncle Silas…..”

“I plan to put some of those moves of yours to good use,” I said.  “But…where can we go?  I don’t have a place here in Pitt to sleep…and my dorm is two hours away.  How about your place?”

“I don’t exactly …have …a place,” he said haltingly.  “I’m staying with this guy, or ‘woman’ I met when I got to Pittsburgh.  His, or her, name is ‘Godiva’…and she’s a drag queen who lives almost exclusively as a female…a trannie.  She’s never said I couldn’t bring someone home… I have my own room… but I haven’t done it in the 3 weeks I’ve been staying with her.  Maybe I should give her a call.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.  “Tell her we plan to let her get SOME sleep.”

“I’m not sure about that,” Em said.  “I’m as noisy as a hog-caller convention when I get wound-up.”  He left to find the pay-phone.

It was then that I realized that guys were looking at me… hot guys… guys I’d fuck… just waiting for an offer or an opportunity.  A larger percentage of the guys were young, compared to Rumors.  And although the place had fewer amenities, the atmosphere was more highly charged.  That’s what a big-city college-town had to offer.  

One of the dancers, wearing only his white bikini underwear, sidled over and leaned on the table with a muscular arm.  “Care to join me on-stage?” he oozed.  “I’d love to open that ‘package’ in front of these guys and let you fuck me with it.  I’ll bet you’d like performing for an audience.”  He reached back to stroke his ass through the soft, white cotton.  “You could make it hurt…and I’d like it.”

“I’m saving it for later,” I said confidently.  “Some other time.  I’ll be back…”

“He’s taken…” I heard him mutter to another table as he passed.

Em returned, wending his ass through the crowd like a car careening through traffic.  “She says it’s OK…as long as you’re cute.  I told her to have her smelling salts ready.  And we need to wait a few minutes so she can get her girdle on.  She’s not working tonight, so she was just hangin’-out around the house.”  Somehow that thought made my cock soften a tiny bit.  I grabbed his ass as we left the table.  I could tell it was gonna be a fine night.

……………………

The house was an old Victorian a few blocks off Liberty Avenue…partially restored, with a jungle of a flower garden in front…broad steps and a porch swing.  I’ll forgo the long narrative of my first meeting with Devine.  Suffice it to say that she was more quiet and demur than I expected…almost motherly to Em.  And she disappeared quickly leaving us alone in the broad front hall.  

“I never dreamed my White Knight in shining armor would be driving an ’81 Ford,” he said as he draped his arms around my neck.  “Take me to the turret.”

It was almost a turret, actually.  His room was a circular room on the corner of the third floor…the summit of a round tower reached by its own tiny staircase.  There was a mattress in the center of the floor and a large shoulder-harness backpack spilling its contents onto the floor.  The rest of the room was bare.  The only ‘decoration’ was the surrealistic pattern made by the peeling multi-layers of wall paper.  The only light was a bare bulb hanging from the high ceiling.

“It’s not much,” he said apologetically.  “And if I’d known you were coming, I woulda straightened up a little.”

“No problem,” I said.  “We both know why we’re here.”  I turned off the light.

“Well, yes.  That’s true,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt.  “But we southern boys have our manners to maintain.”

“Bless your heart,” I said.

He paused, unsure of my meaning, then laughed.  “My thoughts exactly,” he said, stepping forward to help strip my shirt from my torso.  We undressed quickly, then stood facing each other naked in the moonlight reflecting from the floor.

...................................

"Don't ridicule our Southern manners. We say sir and ma'am. We hold doors open for others. We offer our

seats to old folks because such things are expected of civilized people. Behave yourselves around our sweet little

gray-haired grandmothers or they'll kick some manners into your end just like they did ours."

"Y'all come on in

    and stay a spell"

