When I awoke the next morning, he was lying beside me, watching me.

“Hi.  Good morning,” I said in that first raspy voice of the morning-after-the-night-before.

“You were really out of it,” he said with a smile.  “When I came back upstairs, you were out-like-a-light, right in the middle of the bed….and you’re a pretty big guy.  I thought I might have to sleep on the couch…but I managed to bend over you from the far-side and to grip you by the wrist and ankle to pull you over onto your side to make room for me.  I coulda raped that ass of yours and you’d be none the wiser…but that woulda taken all the fun out of it.”  He smiled and rolled onto his back looking up at the ceiling. He was silent for a moment, then resumed.  “Are you gonna hook-up with Hammer?  I mean…it’s none of my business…and you don’t have to answer that, but…”

“He’s OK,” I said, rolling toward him.  “He certainly knows what he wants and goes after it.  I can say that for him.”

“Well, it surprised me, I guess…that you’d hook-up with him after what happened the night before.  Some guys woulda come back with a knife to slit his throat.”

“Do you know him?” I asked.  “…know about him?”

“We were buddies once,” Troy said with his eyes still on the ceiling.  “We rode together in the same group.  But we had a falling-out…over another guy…but he still comes to Rumors, even though we don’t talk much.  The only reason he spoke to me Friday night was to give me your keys and wallet…and on Saturday to gloat a little, I think.”  He started to get up.  “Want some coffee?” he asked.  “I made a pot earlier.”

“Sure,” I replied.  “To blow the cobwebs away.”

He pulled on some running shorts and left the bedroom…but he continued to talk from a distance.  “You probably shouldn’t tell him you stayed overnight…here.  Sugar and milk?”

“Black,” I said, regaining my full voice.  “He doesn’t seem like the jealous type…”

“It’s the old biker code.  The enemy of my enemy is my friend.  The friend of my enemy is my enemy, too.  It’s very medieval…. Almost like the Boy Scouts.”

“I’m sure he’d love that comparison,” I said with a laugh.  I found my jeans under the bed and put them on leaving the fly open, then followed the sound of his voice to the kitchen.

“It’s like honor among thieves…trustworthy and loyal to your brothers…they value courtesy, kindness, and obedience, too…and screw everyone else.”  He handed me a cup as I rounded the corner.  “And once you’re an outsider…you’re always outside.”

“Well, despite his roughness, he’s been nice to me,” I said, then took a sip.

“Oh, he only goes for the best,” Troy said, looking suddenly serious.  “And you’re the closest thing to male perfection we have around here.  The face, the body, the personality, the openness, the willingness to experiment…you’ve got it all.”   Perhaps I looked surprised…or I blushed.  “No, I mean it,” he continued.  “Just tell me this.  Do guys watch you walk by?”

“Sure,” I said.  “But they look at everyone.”

“No, they don’t,” he said emphatically.  “Watch their eyes when someone else walks by.  Have you ever done that?”

“No,” I said.  “But I’m just a little taller than most guys.”

“It’s not just that.  Your face is…dare I say “beautiful?”  A combination of intelligence, innocence, devilishness,…and a touch of sadness in the eyes.  Sorta like reading a John Retchy novel.  Very expressive…and alive…changeable…erotic…interesting.  But not in a feminine way.  Some pretty guys look like muscular females.  Your face has the classic look of ancient Greek perfection.”

“I think my nose is big,” I said apologetically. 

He ignored it and went on.  “And your physique.  Surely you know how wonderful your body looks…and feels.”  He reached up to stroke across my pecs as if touching a statue in the museum…afraid to be caught by the guard.  “You work-out to make it perfect.  Admit it.”

“Not that much,” I said.  “I go to the gym mostly to look at other guys.  But I like how my body feels when I’m fit.  When I look in the mirror, I don’t see anyone special.”  

“And do you have trouble talking to strangers?” he said, raising an eyebrow.

“I usually don’t approach strangers to talk to them, but I don’t have a problem replying to someone if they make the first move.  That feels okay.”  That was always the way it was…if someone initiated contact, I could relax and ease into it.  But I never knew how to begin a conversation with a guy.  

“That’s the innocence and openness,” he said.  “A perfect example.”   I didn’t know what to say, so I just took a gulp of my coffee and let silence settle over the kitchen.   Finally, the coffee was gone.  “I need to get back to State College,” I said.  “I have studying to do for tomorrow.” He nodded…a little sadly, perhaps.  I guessed that, despite being surrounded by hot, horny guys almost every night, he lived a fairly lonely and subdued life.  “I’ll be back next Friday,” I added…and that made him smile.

……………………….

The following Friday, a warm evening turned into a thunderous downpour as I drove the 40 miles to Altoona.  It took an extra half-hour to get there.  The parking lot was full; bad weather always brought the outdoor fuckers indoors; so I was drenched when I reached the door and my white tee-shirt stuck to my skin like a white coat of paint.  The roar of the rain on the fiberglass portico made everyone turn toward the door when it opened.  I stood there, looking like I was half-drowned and dripping onto the tile floor.  

I headed to my usual spot…a real creature of habit, I guess…and Troy waved from the far end of the bar in anticipation of welcoming me.  A sharp whistle from one of the tables caught my attention.  It was Jake.

“Over here,” he said as if I were a waiter.  “I want ya to meet some guys.”  There were six of them crammed into one booth with Jake at an outside corner.  An additional five sat at an adjacent booth participating in loud conversation with those at the first table.

“This is Brian,” he said, slapping me on the back.  “Meet the Lenape Nation,” he said sweeping his arm over the two booths.  “I brought the whole, fuckin’ family.”

I nodded and smiled…as they threw popcorn at me…and someone shook a beer and sprayed it straight into the air.

“I have something for you,” Jake said reaching into the corner of the booth.  He handed me a wide leather strap with a buckle.  

“It’s a little big,” I said with a grin as I pretended to unbutton my jeans.

They all laughed.  “Not from what Hammer tells us!” one shouted.

“It’s not a fucking cock-strap.  It’s a collar…for your neck, “ he said over the din.  “A badge of honor…and a sign of belonging…to our little group here.  Wear it every time you’re here at Rumors, OK?”  

I held it, still unsure of its significance or meaning.  No one else wore a collar.  It looked like something a Great Dane would wear…black leather with chrome studs at intervals and one metal loop…for a leash, I supposed.  He took it from my hands, spun me around, and bound it tightly around my neck.  There was another yell from his buddies.

“Ever ride a bike, boy?”  I knew he didn’t mean the old Sears bicycle I rode to high school.

“Probably not like yours,” I said.  “I always swore never to ride something I couldn’t lift if it fell over.”  The bikers laughed because one of the Harleys had fallen over a few days before and it took four of them to lift it.

