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CHAPTER ONE

The day started out just like any other day for the two men who had just moved out from New York City when one of them realized how much it was actually costing them in terms of dollars and cents. They were together for about a year and since it was a beautiful spring day and a stroll in Central Park was the next logical step to end another perfect day for the two lovebirds who loved to visit Greenwich Village on the weekends. There was a hidden location in the park only they knew about where they would fulfill their need for public sex without ever being found out on Sunday mornings.

“I can’t wait until next year; we should have enough saved up for the camper right? Every time I look at you I thank God for him raining sunshine on me the day I met you…I mean, it was fate, it had to be, right?”

Bruce thought the day couldn’t get any better or any more perfect than what it already was. He knew that his lover Miguel was a horny dog and once or


twice Bruce caught him whispering in the other room to someone on the other linen of his phone, but he tried to keep his jealousy in check since that was what broke up his last relationship, his deep need to control the significant other by all means necessary. He needed to be needed, and maybe knowing about his lover seeking out another man made him love him even more.

“I want some ice-cream, it’s a perfect day” Miguel said.

“Whatever you want honey, you got it.”

The two had to walk back the six or seven blocks to reach their bright yellow VW Beetle and drive to their favorite café that offered unique flavors not found in any other supermarket. The proprietor knew then well from the old neighborhood and summer was halfway over with. It was the weekend and traffic was busy but there was nothing that Bruce wouldn’t do to keeping his lover happy, even if it meant an unreasonable amount of time and aggravation fighting other cars for a piece of the traffic road pie. If they walked they could just walk back and by then it would be almost four in the


afternoon, and by then traffic would have slowed down a little. It also gave them a chance to peruse all the quaint little shops in the Village.

It was Miguel’s dark handsome Puerto Rican sexiness that attracted Bruce to him in the first place. He was almost blonde with a olive skin tone that was set off by his light green eyes that were surrounded by the thickest set of dark brown eyelashes Bruce had ever set his eyes on.

He was truly unique in more ways than one and the first night when Bruce saw his lover’s huge cock, well, that was the last thing that sealed the deal for the Nordic stockbroker who was all his life drawn to dark brooding men. Miguel was also not circumcised because he was born at home, and despite his father’s wishes to be circumcised, it never happened, and twenty four years later, Miguel had a cock the size of a baseball bat with that strange little foreskin that covered the thick head of his cock.

According to some of the older generation of his culture, the little piece of skin was actually an asset to a man since it made his penis more sensitive to


sexual stimulation. Bruce knew that to be a fact since any little touch to his throbbing big cock would arouse a sexual reaction without much provocation; sometimes even just looking at Bruce, his partner of two plus years would awaken the thick Spanish snake between his legs and make it hard enough to penetrate Bruce’s ass without any need for lubrication at all.

It wasn’t too long before they realized just how right they were for each other, they complimented each other perfectly, and after a few short months the two had found the perfect little nest in a nice little brownstone building on the Upper East Side on a chic part of Manhattan, a short walk away from their much loved Central Park. Bruce had family in Coquette Minnesota, but the gay community wasn’t much welcome in the small town with smaller minds, so he decided to keep their relationship in the safe confines of New York City, where tolerance would guarantee a freedom that they wouldn’t find in Coquette.

“Aye Papi…looking at all those fire hydrants is making me horny, don’t you think they look like my penis?” Miguel loved to perform sexual acts in public, it was his thing you could say, the same way that some people make


it a habit to do this or that, if for no other reason that he loved the adrenaline rush that it brought him, and the fear of getting caught made him do it more often than not, even giving him blow jobs in the car as Bruce drove to work.

“I don’t really want to walk…my feet are hurting!” Miguel complained.

“But we only have six more blocks to go, and that means we’ll have to turn back again…” Miguel smiled, and Bruce knew what that smile meant.

“I want to suck your cock papi…I’m so hard just thinking about drinking all that milk from you…” He said casually as the swarms of people walked back and forth enjoying the day, oblivious to the filthy talking men who were just looking for a dumpster or some alley to get their fuck on.

“All right, but let’s hope we find a parking spot, you know how fucking busy the streets are…we’re better off walking!”


Miguel took his hand and grabbed his lover’s buttocks as he looked up and kissed him on the cheek as they walked a few steps and Miguel stopped walking, looking back to where their car was. They didn’t really make it a secret, but Miguel was hell bent on claiming Bruce for himself since he was the best thing that ever happened to him.

CHAPTER TWO

“Why can’t I just say no to you?” He asked, but he already knew the answer to that question. They walked back to their car and got inside.

The thrill of almost getting caught kept the adrenaline pumping through their veins. Forbidden fruit was always the sweetest, and no amount of logical arguments could stop him for saying yes to his fiery Latin lover.

“You know one day we might just get caught, have you thought about that sweetheart?” Bruce was trying to control himself focusing on driving


instead of Miguel who was sucking his cock as Bruce turned the corner of Second Avenue, trying to find a parking spot while getting blown by his lover whose head was bobbing up and down, swallowing his thick cock whole as slowly and mercilessly as possible, torturing him with the slow way he suckled at his lovers penis.

“Oh God it feels like I’m gonna cum, oh God baby, you suck so fucking good.” He could feel Miguel’s hands massaging his heavy cum laden balls, even sneaking one finger in his ass to make him cum faster and harder. Bruce tried to focus on the road, looking for a cop who might be up on a horse and get them that way for public lewdness.

The windows were up in the car with the air conditioner when Bruce let out a soft deep moan as he released his spent milky nectar into his lover’s greedy mouth, taking every drop never spilling an ounce as Miguel swallowed willingly, taking in the hot molten jizz that he loved so much.

“I could tell you had Lobster a few days ago” Miguel said smiling.


“So did you, so don’t try to start any shit with me.”

Miguel got up from the awkward position, wiping the last remaining traces of cum from the sides of his mouth.   Miguel had read somewhere that semen acted as a natural blood cleanser, much like the effects of consuming raw garlic. He had satisfied his lover once again and he couldn’t wait until that night.

They reached the Ice Cream Bistro that was their favorite haunt and a place where they could meet up with other gay couples they had became friends with. They were mostly other gay men, but they did share a few weekend drinks with a gay couple Sylvia and Emily who were prop designers for movie sets.  Their other gay friends recommended the place and sometimes they would all meet on hot days to exchange stories about each other and play catch up on the latest sex toys.

They went inside the small yet very chic Bistro and asked for their usual banana split with extra hot fudge for Bruce and Rocky Road with coconut


sprinkles and nut toppings for Miguel. Despite his sometimes submissive ways, Miguel was the dominant one in the relationship and Bruce liked it that way, he loved it when Miguel would throw his body onto the armrest of their couch and fucks the life out of his butthole.

Suddenly out of nowhere, Miguel asked the owner that worked only a few hours per week looking in on his business and the profit margins for that week if they would consider introducing Cream Cheese Ice Cream into the menu as a trial experiment. It wasn’t ordinary Cream that Miguel was thinking about though, and as always he had to insert the dick cheese that he was so fond of eating as its own flavor, something that the owner after thinking about it, might just be the thing to put him on the map.

“Never thought about it, but I’ll look into it. They knew the owner from way back during the bathhouse days. He had a wife and one son from a loveless marriage that had nothing to do with his secret and happy gay life that he currently enjoyed with another man. His wife surely knew, but she was too comfortable in her life and grew used to the lifestyle that afforded her things that she never could as the daughter of sweatshop laborers.


“Well, can you just imagine…my wife would freak out…if I do consider it then I’ll have to call it something else besides “Heavenly Dick Cheese Gelato if you know what I mean! The fucking bitch will tell everyone and make me out to be the bad guy.” He said, chuckling at the thought of it and the faces of seeing something like that on the large chalkboard that announced all the different flavors of the homemade Ice Cream Shoppe.

“I know your wife…and maybe if you honor with her own flavor then she wouldn’t bitch about it...” Bruce said. The owner looked up, suddenly throwing in the little bit or lot of resentment he held towards his wife of twenty some years.

“I don’t know of anyone who would like to have stale old tasting tuna as an Ice Cream flavor…do you?” He said. The two men grimaced at the thought of how nasty a woman’s taste and smell should be after a few days of not washing. Men on the other hand, they and their smells only grew better with age or lack of hygienic diligence. Miguel made like he was about to puke.


“Sorry for the visual…I was just kidding…or was I?”

“All right, let’s stop taking about that thing you’re married to…let’s talk about us. Are you still with Hector?”

“Yes and no…he wants me to move to Miami with him, but of course, it’s not the right time. I wish he were patients with me a little more. But, he’s younger and he could have any man he wanted to.”

“Well, only a few more years…your youngest is about to turn eighteen soon isn’t he?” Miguel wanted to solve the mystery of when Daniil would finally close up shop and move with his lover to the land of warm ocean breezes and plenty more to look forward to that a cold winter with a cold wife and lifestyle.

“It’s twenty one for a son; I have to support him until then. I wish I had a daughter now…that bitch has me by the balls until then.”


“It’ll turn out fine…just pretend you’re serving your prison sentence with her. At least you have another life you can enjoy with Hector.” They both tried to comfort their old friend.

“You should do it, and name it Dick Cheese a la crème in our lifestyle’s honor. Think about what it would do for business, I mean, imagine all the possibilities” Miguel continued smiling and giggling as he glanced at his adoring partner, awaiting some kind of response from his stoic partner.

“I don’t know about that…well, it certainly gives me something to think about over the weekend. Tell you what…give me your numbers and we can talk back and forth how to make it happen. I never thought about it…what a clever idea!” the owner chuckled, shaking his head and thinking it might be a smart gimmick to attract even more of the gay community that he identified with in spite of being married to a woman that was nothing more than a soulless ball and chain cunt around his gay neck. A ball and chain that would take half his business if he would actually go through with the divorce, and not to mention the alimony and child support.


“Dick Cheese huh, isn’t that like from an uncircumcised cock that hasn’t seen any soap in a while?” The owner asked Miguel in a hushed whisper so customers wouldn’t hear.

“You know as a Latin man, we don’t believing in snipping our baby boys, well, I should say most of us, some do, but anyway…you just have to keep your penis clean that’s all, but you can ask Bruce how tasty it is, kind of like Limburger Cheese with a faint floral finish is the closest I can come to the taste and smell, and we all know how my man loves his cheese.” He leaned into the owner and whispered about how his lover even saves it for putting on a Ritz cracker.

“Wow… that’s pretty kinky, even for me! You’re making me hot now!”

Bruce, who was quiet by nature and wouldn’t say shit if he had a mouthful, blurted out how tasty his lovers smegma tasted, almost as tasty as the cock that he loved to suck secretly behind Miguel’s back. He blushed a little at the confession he just admitted in public to someone else.


The owner took them both to the back room. It was his own private room that not even his wife was allowed in. It was his private lair where he was allowed to be gay, and so after many years of trading favors, he had what amounted to a small army of men doing all kinds of filthy things to the Russian immigrant. His wife would never understand, and she didn’t love to suck the way that his lovers and friends did, but he had his own little flap of skin, and it never occurred to him to take the dick cheese from his own cock and smell it, or much less taste it.

The three men went into the dark tastefully decorated small room that had a bed, a chaise longue, and a television with a wall full of VHS videos.

Miguel gravitated towards the wall where the neatly organized stack of archaic tapes stood like little soldiers. Daniil went towards his prized collection, pulling a few of them out.

“These are some that I made myself. I always figured it’s better to not put all your eggs in one basket. So, I’m trying to get my feet wet by making friends


with a few film makers, of the dirty kind of course, just in case I can‘t take it anymore and decided to go to Miami after all.” He handed Bruce and told him to watch them and give his best most objective critique after watching them.

“Here…let me show you one of them…this was my first one, so please try to not be too harsh with me gentlemen!” He fumbled a bit as he waited for the video to load.

I don’t understand why you don’t get with the times and just get something a little more up to date! A VHS tape? Really?” Bruce scoffed at Miguel’s big mouth; he was one of those people who had no filter when it came to dealing with the public.

“What is it about…is it gay porn?” He asked as he turned the case that was organized by number, not giving any clue to its content. The tall Russian licked his lips as he focused his eyes on Miguel’s rock hard body with a


bulge between his legs that grew bigger the more that he looked at the two men fucking on the screen.

After a few introductory credits, the actor appeared on the screen.

“You know, I was called a ‘mule’ back home, in my native country.” He looked at the two men and then at the television screen that screamed amateur film.

“Holy shit…is that you?” the two men squealed.

“Want to find out if it’s true? Of course, I respect you two and your relationship, but maybe you and I, of hot fiery blood, should show this white man a thing or two about getting stretched with a real man’s cock…what do you say Miguel?” He stood, rubbing his crotch as Miguel thought about it, and continued to watch the screen that showed Daniil inserting a shiny metal butt plug into the cavity of a black man all the while the black man had at


least two rigid cocks in his mouth, and he seemed to be mumbling something as his body was held in place with ropes, rendering him motionless as the Russian slathered his cock with lubrication, and slowly at first but then quickly rammed the black man’s cock, until it was swallowed whole.

“That black ass, I tell you…I never had an ass like his…funny thing though, he never showed up for the second take.” He said as he poured himself a Jim Beam and two others for his guests.

“Salud dear friends…or as we say in my country, translated of course, ‘May we always find a reason for drinking!’”

They toasted and sat down on the leather couch. Bruce was frozen since he had never seen a bigger dick in his life, not on a man, only in the stuff of his most wildly erotic colorful dreams.


CHAPTER THREE

Bruce couldn’t remember what happened the night before. He felt strange, almost as though he was drugged with something, everything was in a haze. As he sat down, he noticed that his butt was sore, and Miguel was nowhere to be seen.

“What…where am I?” He said, confused as he looked around. He didn’t recognize the place.

“Want to see what you did last night?” Miguel said to his lover who was still out of it.

Miguel took his cell phone out of his jeans pocket and proceeded to show Bruce in all his glory, sucking off Miguel as the Russian made his big fat man meat slowly disappear into his willing asshole.


“Ohhhhhhhh…yessssssss….fuck my ass with that big cock of yours….ohhhhhhhh shitttttttttt…I’ve never felt this good in my life!” He screamed as the Russian massaged his butt cheeks, slowly pumping his penis inside the man’s anal opening, pumping it in and out slowly, increasing the tempo and thrusting the closer he came to depositing his milk inside his ass.

As he pumped furiously, Miguel was having his cock sucked off in slow motion; Bruce tipped his tongue and then licked the underside of his length, inserting the tip of his tongue deeply inside the opening of his Latin lover’s slit. It wasn’t long before Miguel’s cock began to twitch and puddle a slightly sour but small amount of pre-cum, a delight to the man who loved to suck cock and swallow better than anything else in life.

It only lasted about ten minutes before both men flooded Bruce’s body with the hot molten lava of their baby batter, and as the thick gooey stream of white rope filled Bruce’s mouth, he let out another yelp as the thicker than thick cock of the Russian fully buried itself inside his hole.


By the time that Bruce was done watching the grainy hastily made porn flick, he was already hard again, and he rubbed his cock in anticipation for round two. It was funny that Miguel didn’t seem the slight bit jealous of sharing him with another man.

“Well, how about that business proposition?” Miguel said.

“You understand that I have to run it through some chemists to come up with a flavor to match it…and it could take months, but I have to admit…it’s fun, it’s innovative, and it’s something that nobody else has thought of, so yes, I will proceed, and of course then I’ll have to have my attorney draw up a contract to satisfy us both…”

He thought about it for a moment, throwing ideas at the two longtime friends. One was mixing Limburger Cheese with some heavy cream and sugar with a touch of Vanilla Bean to define the flavor and add that touch that would be a camouflage. The two looked at each other and agreed


excited that they would have some say in a unique marketing venture that had their name on it.

Maybe even throw in some publicity within the gay community and he’d have in made in the Dick Cheese shade. Or it could just be a total flop, only time would tell. All that talk of dick cheese had Bruce craving some of his own, and as he brought up his hand to Miguel’s crotch, Miguel responded with total submission, allowing Bruce to slowly devour his thick cock head, pulling back the foreskin and exposing the small amount of smegma that had puddle around the helmet of his cock head.

“Well, I think it’s high time we head home.” Miguel looked down, disappointed since Bruce made it a habit to tease his lover that way, and then retreat for no reason at all.

On the way home Bruce suggested that Miguel drive. It was usually Bruce to do the driving in the busy Manhattan streets and try to focus on the road as


his lover sucked him off and made him cum while driving. He wanted Miguel to get a taste of just how hard it was to accomplish that feat.

Bruce tipped his tongue, placing it around the slit and sucking up the small amount of jizz that his lover had already freshly produced for him just by watching the film and talking dirty.

“I love the taste of my man and his unique aroma. I can’t get enough of you Miguel!” He said with love in his deep blue eyes.

“I love you too Buttercup…I want to suck you off now…is that what you would like?” He said, wrapping his mouth around Miguel’s cock head and sucking him slowly, just the way he loved to be blown.

“How about calling the new flavor ‘Gay Love’?” It would immortalize our union and lifestyle and plant another flag on the boring Vanilla world we


have to sadly endure, clicking his tongue.” Bruce let Miguel once again take the lead in the naming of the flavor.

The owner took out his phone and made notes to himself marking the name and all the different ideas being thrown about as they all sat, exchanging ideas just like old times.

“This works out, and tell you guys what, not only you get your names as credit, but you two get to eat as much Ice Cream as you want for the rest of your lives in my place…how’s that sound to you?”

The shop was bustling now with the usual crowd of regular customers, and it seemed that it would be a go. The two were giddy and this called for a celebration.

“Well, we better get going; we have to celebrate the possibility somehow…” Miguel was hinting at leaving because although he had blown Bruce on the way and one of them was satisfied, Miguel still needed his pipes to be cleaned of the backed up white sludge clotting his horny cock.


“You know baby, when we get home, I think I’ll follow up on the internet. This thing with Dick Cheese got me thinking, maybe there are others out there that share our love of the delicacies. I mean, to me it’s a lot more disgusting to eat that Italian Cheese with live maggots in it” he was snapping his fingers as if that would help him recall the cheese, then he just said “whatever the name of that thing they call cheese, jus’ feeling those maggots squirming around in your mouth, now THAT’S DISGUSTING!” Miguel said.

“Yes, but what’s a delicacy to you might be disgusting to someone else, you have to always think of another person’s point of view.” Bruce didn’t want to upset his reason for being, his lover, and his best friend.

“What is that supposed to mean?” Miguel was upset that the apple of his eye should disagree with him.

“Forget it, I don’t think I like your tone, and Miss Thing, you have several annoying habits now that you mention it.”


“LIKE WHAT?”

“I’m sorry…you’re right, I’m an asshole sometimes. Can you forgive me please?” He looked at Bruce, bringing his strong muscular arm towards him, running his fingers behind his neck trying to tickle him and elicit a laugh.

Bruce stooped over and picked up Miguel as though they ere newlyweds, and carried him to their large four poster bed.

“I think it’s my fault, maybe you need to punish me baby, but don’t take my Cheese away, do anything but….”

“Shut up and spread your ass cheeks.”
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