Unless You Ask
by Allen Baker

Gus!  That name conjures up images of toothless old men.  Vagabonds with dubious histories.  Scruffy, unshaven bums with holes in shoes and jackets too thin and worn for winter.  His name was Gus?  What had his parents been thinking?  Of course, at birth how could they possibly have known he(d become one of the most beautiful Greek gods to ever grace the counter of Howard(s Grill?

His lopsided grin acknowledged the disbelief that must have shown in my face. "I know, I know. Not a very glamorous name. But I'm stuck with it."

I had worked the breakfast counter at Howard's forever and had never seen him. But after five years of pleading, I'd finally been given the switch to lunch duty about three weeks previously. Pleaded because I loved late-night partying at the gay bars in the community and so detested having to open up at 4:45 AM. It was killing me, but I'd have given up the job over boycotting the bars. And every weekday since the switch, he'd been at my counter for his midday feasting.

I had fallen hard at the very first sighting. My heart had done the falling, and my crotch had done the hardening. God, but he was beautiful! Somewhere in his mid 20s made him my junior by 10 +/- years, but so what. He wore his sun-blond hair nearly to his suit-covered shoulders. Must have been one of the interns in the accounting industry that crowded the area. Brilliantly blue eyes that sparkled as they met mine. I'd have liked to think they only sparkled for me, but that was dreaming. His lean face promoted his prominent cheek bones. Did that imply a sculpted body under that suit? I hoped so. But it was his flashing grin that made my pointer instantly rigid. A dentist's wet dream, those teeth. Straight and white. Immediately I wondered what it would feel like to swipe my tongue across them and insinuate it between their opening.

This lunchtime group was almost totally heterosexual. The commute-to-the-city, wife-on-the-platform crowd. But they were civil and tipped well. And I'm not the flaming, flamboyant fem that would have put them ill at ease. I have a macho appearance without the swagger. And I not bad looking until compared to the likes of Gus. Now there was a classic statue model if there ever was one! And he could sit nude for me any day. Oh, don't I wish. Anyway, I had wanted to know his name, and as my dear departed Grandmother used to say, "You never know until you ask."

So, I had asked his name, and I fumbled. I stared and made a fool of myself. Great first impression. But his easy smile reassured me that he hadn't been offended or turned​off after all. Then we were suddenly busy, and I'd no more time to talk.

But the next day he bopped in at a less stressful time. I took a deep breath and began to ask about his work day, what he did, if he lived in the area, etc. All the while wondering how to find out if he were gay without offending him if he weren't. Finally, I alluded to the name of one of my favorite gay bars in the area just to see how he'd react. Nothing. No, he'd seen the place, but he'd never been there. Shit, that told me nothing. So I asked where he hung out, again thinking I'd never know until I asked. Johnny's said it all. While not near enough to my apartment for me to frequent, I'd been in the place and knew that there'd never been a woman's shadow to darken the door. Bingo! Gay!

I let him know I'd been there before, and the sly grin spread across his stunning face. Now we knew. Playing footsie was over; time to rub up against the leg.

So now I openly talked about some of my other favorite haunts and soon had a number of places in common. The places he routinely visited spoke volumes about his preferences. Nothing heavy metal or leather. But not the screaming sister places either. He preferred the mellow, low-key places where a couple of guys can chat quietly and get to know each other. Definitely a vanilla player, no kink. Maybe a bit of romance. Unusual for a younger guy. It certainly suited my style. But did I suit his?

He was easy to talk to, but gave no really overt clues to what he thought about me. Was I too old? Too fat or too thin? Too tall? Too ugly? Was I too blatant? Too reserved? I just couldn't read him at all. Over the next week, we spoke easily when it wasn't too hectic with the food demands. But I still couldn't tell if he was as interested in me as I was in him. Then it struck me that maybe he had a lover. I hadn't even considered that before, but it seemed possible. He never talked about meeting people at the bars, but then a straight lunch counter might have prevented that kind of talk. Finally, I felt like I needed to know, so I asked if he had someone special in his life. The smile slightly slipped and faded. No. He had but that had ended abruptly, and he just hadn't been able to bring himself back to the point of trying to date again. Inwardly, I was ecstatic. I didn't push the topic, but the next day I was ready.

The night before I had lain awake thinking, and anticipating how I would ask. I badly wanted to got out with him, date him, and - hell, yes - bed him. I lay there with my fist wrapped about my hard pole while I dreamed of him stripping off his suit and laying himself on my bed, open to my every whim. God, how I suffered thinking that he might just easily turn me down. I'd be crushed.

All morning, I was nervous and jumpy. Preoccupied with how our lunch-time talk would go. Would he laugh outright at me? Would he be embarrassed and try to politely put me off without hurting my feelings? Or would he make my day and say yes?

When he at last sat down on a stool, I took a deep breath, smiled and walked over to him. I had to ask. After all, "You never know, unless. . . "

