RUMORS8

I took out my frustrations on my own body, spending extra hours at the gym and the Natatorium.  A heavy sweat felt good.  Sex and exercise have that in-common.  And working on my body satisfied that inner need to be desired.  Nothing is more attractive, nor gathers more attention, than a shirtless guy in black cotton exercise shorts, gleaming with a sheen of sweat, who is totally focused on intense, punishing exercise totally unaware of those around him.  I got plenty of looks, but no one approached me.  Perhaps it was the threatening scowl on my face.  And I made sure they got a good look in the locker room, too…standing naked longer than usual…and even shaving that way in front of the mirror.  “If you got it, flaunt it,” I always say.

I began to see the gym, and the entire campus, in a different light… a straight-world version of Rumors’ back-room.  Gay guys were there, mixed-in with all the straight ones.  And all I had to do was to goad them into making the first move…and, once I knew they were interested, I could take over…and the rest would be back-room fun without the hour-long drive to Altoona.  All I had to do was to make myself available… or perhaps even a little bit aloof…and they would find me.

…………………………..

I drove back to Altoona on Friday evening with the completed ad for Rumors and the accompanying paperwork…a release from the photographer to use the picture; a dozen black-and-white glossy copies of the photo-plus-text to send to magazines; and a list of business addresses for the magazines on Troy’s list.  All he needed to do was to write the checks and we’d be in-business.  Rumors would be a “destination” for horny guys from Pittsburgh to Philadelphia, Scranton to Charleston, and Buffalo to D.C.  I had dreams of a gay hotel, a resort, the gay-capitol of the east coast, second only to New York.  Big dreams…that’s what advertisers provide to clients….and to the target audience.

I got there just before the doors opened.  After a few hard knocks on the front door, Troy let me in to help him…and I showed him the ad.  He was so proud, he taped one of the pictures to the mirror behind the bar.  “Get that shirt off,” he said.  “Let’s open this place up for business.”

The Friday-night crowd always seemed to be frantic for pleasure.  Perhaps the long work-week kept all the energy pent-up and ready to explode on the weekend.  Although the place was usually more crowded on Saturdays, there was more noise, more intensity, and more blatant sexuality on a Friday.  Everyone was wired!

“Take over for me,” Troy said, tapping me on the shoulder as I sat with my back to the bar, surveying the raucous patrons. “I need to get some more small bills out of the safe.” 

“Sure,” I replied.  “As long as they stick to beer and the standard mixed drinks, I think I can handle it.”

“I hope someone orders a “Cum-spray”…just to see the look on your face,” he said with a chuckle.  “You’d probably consult the recipe guide before you realized he wasn’t ordering no drink.”  We both laughed.

As soon as Troy headed upstairs to open the safe, Hammer entered with his usual entourage…but this time, there was a new “member”…a young kid who looked no older than 14.  They had apparently stripped him in the parking lot because he was naked except for white bikini underwear and a collar around his neck attached to a short chain held in Hammer’s fist.  A few guys were carrying items of his clothing.  He looked a little bewildered or even frightened, covering his genitals with his hands as he move through the crowd of men trying to get a piece of him.

Hammer glanced in my direction.  I wasn’t wearing the collar.  As we locked eyes, his face turned dark and dangerous.  Then he turned quickly and led the boy into the backroom and downstairs, apparently.  It took a few minutes for the noise level to subside to a gentle roar again.  The sight of such fresh “meat” aroused the meanest instincts.

Even Troy noticed it when he returned.  “What happened?” he asked.  “I heard some shouting when I was upstairs…and now everyone seems hyper.  Did you dance on the bar while I was gone?”

“No,” I said, not knowing exactly what to tell him.  “Hammer showed-up…a big scene…he had a boy in-tow, definitely underage.  At least I think he was.  He looked scared.”

“He probably picked up another one of those hitch-hikers on the Interstate…run-aways from God-knows-where.  He can sweet-talk ‘em onto the back of that bike and then make ‘em feel grateful.  Then he twists it into sexual favors…and they’re fucked before they know it.  I’ve seen it happen before.”  His face was getting red.  “But he’s not gonna get me shut-down for getting a minor drunk…or worse.  He’s using my place as his own fuck-palace.  I’ll be right back.”  He reached under the bar to retrieve a cut-off baseball bat…something I’d never seen him use before.  He pushed his way through the crowd and headed through the backroom.  I’d never seen him so angry.

I tended bar for a few minutes, anxious for Troy’s return.  Then I hear it…a wave of sound approaching like a freight-train.  “A fight…a fight…there’s a fight downstairs!”  The crowd surged toward the back room.  I came around the end of the bar in a full-run and began shoving my way through the crowd.  “You better help him," someone shouted to me.  “They’ve got him.”  The stairway was packed.  I practically crawled over guys’ backs to reach the hallway, which was also packed with bodies.  I shouted some obscenity, I don’t remember what, and a narrow passage formed so I could enter the room.

Three guys had Troy immobilized…arms behind his back…someone around his ankles… a forearm under his chin.  His shirt was in shreds…and someone was working on the buckle of his pants.  Hammer stood a few feet away, brandishing the cut-off bat like a dildo-sword.  With his other arm, he grasped the young kid who was now totally naked and in-chains.  

“Let’s see if he’s a tight as when I used to fuck him,” Hammer growled.  “He hides behind that bar upstairs like a eunuch in a harem.  Let’s show him what it’s really like, for a change.”

Troy struggled, but he couldn’t break the hold around his neck.  He couldn’t open his mouth, but he was still trying to shout something.  And he hadn’t seen me yet because he couldn’t turn his head.  His pants were down around his ankles now and Hammer was stroking that bat as if he were lubing it for action.  

“Let him go, Hammer!” I shouted.

“Well, here’s Lover-boy…to rescue his Daddy,”  Hammer said as he released the boy, who shrank back into the crowd which quickly engulfed him.  Hammer whirled to face me…and the men holding Troy turned him so I could see his face, fully, for the first time.  There was a large cut over his right eye, which was blinded by the blood streaming from the cut.  There was another scrape on the side of his face.  He struggled furiously when he realized I was there…probably to distract Hammer’s attention from me.  But Hammer stepped forward.  “Are you ready, boy?  Do you think you can take me… and all my buddies?  You’re gonna get your ass fucked, too…and this’ll be a time you won’t want to count.”

“Just get out of here, Hammer,” I shouted.  “Leave, and take your bunch with you.  Troy is only trying to protect this place.”  I turned to the crowd.  “Can’t you see?  If this place gets closed-down, where will you all go then?” I shouted.  There was a mumble of agreement, but no one moved to help Troy.

Hammer took another step, reaching for me as he swung the bat in a practice-swing.  We circled each other as the crowd made room for us.  I felt hands patting my shoulder…a form of encouragement.  He was motioning “come on” with beckoning fingers as our eyes locked.  Then he feinted a lunge and laughed as I jumped back.  The crowd murmured a warning.  Then he lunged again…for-real this time.  I grabbed his hand in mine and immediately ducked under my own arm to twist his arm.  He spun to the side in response to the pain…and I reversed direction, twisting the other way, bringing his arm up over his shoulder and back.  As I applied all my weight to his hand, there was an audible tearing of ligaments and the crunch of bone.  He yelled in sharp pain.  Two fingers had folded back all the way to the back of his hand, and one showed a jagged bone fragment.  The entire room seemed to freeze for a split-second that seemed like an eternity…then Hammer bolted for the door, knocking over several guys in his way.  He fought his way up the stairs, one-handed, like a wounded animal.  I followed for a few steps, but then returned to free Troy.  The guys who were holding him had already released him and had melted back into the crowd.  He rubbed his wrist and one shoulder, trying to get the feeling back in his fingers.  

“Thanks, Bud.  None of my Navy tricks worked.  There were too many of ‘em.”  He bent to pull up his pants.  “You saved my ass.”

Those in the crowd who had hung-back in fear now came forward to congratulate me.

“He’s strong, but you’re fast!”  … “Gave that fucker what he deserved.” … “Look out.  He’s got a mean streak and a long memory.”

The crowd began to clear as Troy and I went back upstairs… and everything settled into the usual state-of-things on a Friday night.  Troy resumed his bartending duties, despite a sore shoulder.  I could see him wince occasionally as he hoisted two beers over the edge of the bar.

One of the older patrons called me over for a few words.  “I was sitting right here when Hammer stormed out,” he said.  “Mad as Hell.  He said something about burning the place down, so tell Troy to watch out,” he added.

I relayed the message to Troy.

“I’ll mention it to Dan…the closeted cop who shows up here regularly.  He’ll know what to do,” said Troy.  “Maybe a restraining order…or a security guard.  Maybe Dan could watch the place when he’s off-duty.  He’d love getting paid for watching.  That’s what he does most of the time anyway.”  He smiled, despite the gravity of what he was suggesting.

