The phone began ringing at 9:30 am...calls from as far away as Rochester, New York, asking for directions to get to Rumors.

"Hey, Bud...is this place as hot as I've heard?"

I'd given him the driving instructions twice.  He didn't seem too bright.  "Come and see," I said.  "One more guy just raises the temperature a little."

"Hey, you sound pretty nice.  Can I meet you there?"

"I'm the Minotaur in the center of the maze.  If you can find me, you can have me," I said, knowing idle promises were probably safe."

"Hot Doggie!" he said.  "I'll be on the road in ten minutes."

Other calls just asked for directions and hung up.  A few tried to engage me in a little phone sex...or they wanted my home phone number.  I gave them the number of the Altoona Police Department.

While I manned the phone, Troy finished taping the last light-cracks in the plywood-covered windows.  It would be a moon-lit night, and we wanted the place absolutely pitch-dark except where dim blue of red bulbs illuminated some interior gathering-spots within the maze.  

The sound system worked fine.  Troy had selected a movie sound-track from a film I'd never heard of...mostly low rumbling sounds accentuated by piercing, slicing sounds and the sound of a heart-beat.  It raised the tension level without being too distracting.

The parking lot started to fill early.  Troy decided to open the bar at 8:30 instead of 9:00, because a lot of guys milling around outside with nothing to do was simply asking for trouble.  And the last thing we wanted was trouble on this premiere night.  Troy had even hired two off-duty policemen (who looked vaguely familiar, even in their uniforms) to quell any rowdiness, inside or out.  Local residents, who happened to be driving-by on this usually quiet street, paused to gawk at the crowd.  What could be going on in the old warehouse?  I told Troy... all we needed were klieg lights and a laser light show and we'd have the whole city of Altoona there.  He raised an eyebrow as if to say "The boy has let this advertising-thing go to his head."

We went through a keg of Iron City in the first half hour.  Troy had me rolling kegs like a pro.  I couldn't keep the bar stocked; hard liquor was flying off the shelves.  Most of the guys were congregating in the bar and theater instead of the backroom and arcade.  The anticipation and the arousal-level were high; the testosterone pheromones were about as thick in the air as cigarette smoke.  I walked around with a distinct bulge in my jeans that let everyone know I was "ready-for-action."

By 9:30, the stairs to the third floor were already packed with guys waiting in-line.  Well, actually some of them weren't waiting at all.  One young guy had already been stripped by his buddies and was giving head on one knee on the staircase.

After making sure everything was taken-care-of at the bar, Troy and I used the freight elevator to ascend to the third floor.  Troy sat at the ticket table with the cash box.  My job was to direct guys when they entered... either to the left, for the coin-operated locker-room where clothing and valuable could be stored, or to the right, the dark entrance into the Labyrinth.  As ten o'clock approached, Troy stood at the top of the stairs and shouted for quiet.

"Now I'm not gonna make a big speech," he said.  "But there are a few things I want to say.  First, I want to thank Brian, here... because, without him, this project woulda never gotten off the ground.  And I want you all to know that I've made him a full-partner here at Rumors... so now you can direct some of your shit to him, and leave me alone!"  There was a loud laugh from the guys packed in the staircase.  "And, Number Two...we don't want no violence...don't want anyone to get hurt.  This is a place for pleasure...a fuckin' good-time...so behave yourselves, or I'll kick your sorry asses out the front door and never let you back in.  Understood?"  There was a murmur of agreement from the stair-well.  "OK, then...five bucks gets you in.  The Labyrinth is open-for business!"

There was a roar and a surge of bodies on the stairs.  Suddenly I wasn't sure I was standing in a safe place...like trying to direct traffic in Pamplona on the day they run the bulls.  Some guys were naked already and headed directly into the Labyrinth; I wondered where they had left their clothing.  The remaining guys stripped, fully or partially, in the dimly-lit locker-room, then joined the steady stream into the maze.  Troy counted 105 guys before the first surge thinned to a few stragglers.  The ones who had spent more time in the bar were having more trouble climbing the two flights of stairs.

"This should sober 'em up," Troy said with a wink.  He folded a wad of bills and put them in his back pocket.  "I'll take some of this cash downstairs.  When I get back, you can go join the boys in the maze.  You've earned it."  

By the time he'd returned, I had stripped off my jeans and tee shirt.  It was the first time I'd seen him with a drink in his hand during working hours.

"Seeing you like that," he said, nodding at the ring which made my cock sway slowly from side-to-side, “makes me want to join you in there a soon as possible.

“Last one in is a rotten, scum-sucking faggot,” I said, waving as I turned the corner and ducked into the shrouded darkness of the entrance.

There are no “watchers” in the pitch-blackness of the maze.  Voyeurs needed light for their vicarious pleasure.  In the maze, hands became eyes.  Touch guided men to the individual pleasures they sought.  Each man had his own quest.  Some sought simply to complete the maze... a path of almost half-a-mile, assuming no wrong turns.  Some looked for the biggest cock to suck.  Some searched for their favorite body-type.  Some tasted its delights like guests at a buffet.  Some found what they wanted and lingered.  Some clutched desperately at anyone who passed...a fear brought-on by the darkness.  And some lay-back to let passers-by find them...hands looking for walls but finding warm flesh instead.

In total darkness, the walls fell-away giving the sensation of spaciousness.  But the physical walls brushing your shoulder and the backs of your knuckles gave the sensation of claustrophobic closeness...like drowning at night.  The mixed sensual messages of vastness closing down around you raised your heart-rate...and your arousal. 

Just beyond the veil of darkness the first men waited...the ones who wanted first-crack at new-comers.  Hands explored my body as I passed.  Hard cocks brushed my thighs...hard bodies blocked the path wanting a kiss as the toll to pass.  The holes cut from one passage to another had been found; disembodied arms reached through to grasp anything that passed-by.  There was surprisingly little talking....an occasional comment of "Nice" as a fist gripped my shaft...but spoken invitations were unnecessary.  We were all there for the same ultimate purpose...the satisfaction of the same primitive urges... "running the gauntlet" of lust, anonymity, and sensual overload.  

I made a wrong-turn, intentionally, to explore an area that ended in a circular dead-end; if one traced the outer wall, he would change direction without knowing it; if he traced the inner wall, he might travel in a circle all night.  But no one was traveling there...just a clutch of bodies collected in a tight area, writhing like a snake-pit.  I could barely move into the cluster...a mouth on my shoulder, fingers in my hair pulling me deeper, arms around my knees holding me back, a face buried in my ass-crack.  I reached for support and found hot skin.  A mouth closed over mine, sucking the air from my lungs.  The sensation was overwhelming...feeling everything at-once...all the touching, kissing, and licking blending into one amorphous creature devouring me.  I had anticipated the pleasures of the maze...but I had never imagined this.  Hair brushed my belly. Hard pecs pressed against my back as a cock slipped between my thighs.  I was lifted onto my toes by a muscular arm around my waist.  I barely felt the penetration, overwhelmed by all the other sensations.  Random cock in random ass...try it on for size...feel his heat...squeeze him until he tightens in reflex spasms...fill the hole...any hole...grasping to urge someone on...anyone...swirling in the sexual Maelstrom...moist lips...smooth skin...the smell of sweat and more sweat...the sounds of sex...arousal and loss-of-control...then down onto the floor...no room...ankles against my sides as people step over the writhing cluster...the plywood wall against the side of my face...the ramming tightness in my ass...

My "escape" from this cluster was more of an accident than it was intentional...expelled, like dropping from the birth-canal...like being run-down by a wandering band of mouths, then left in the saliva-covered path as they randomly search for other victims in the darkness.  I got to my feet, dazed and disoriented.  Which way to go?  I, who had built the maze, was now lost in it.  I retraced the path in my memory...two quick right-turns, then a left...then avoid any turns for ten steps...   I felt the wall for familiar features...a pass-through hole or an angled corner.  Nothing was familiar.  Was I going back toward the main path, or away from it?

My hand, sliding along the wall, suddenly encountered bare skin...an arm...a hand reaching out to touch my chest.  "Come here," he murmured, wrapping strong arms around me.  The anonymity of the Maze worked both ways.  He might have recognized me, if he could see me.  Would I have chosen him if I could see him?  Before I could think about it, our mouths met in a gentle kiss which grew in intensity as our bodies came together in the narrow passage.  Ascertaining size and shape...feeling his smoothness and muscularity...my type.  Longish hair...my fingers snared two hands-full as his forearms brushed up my lats and forced my elbows out, then crossed over my back and crushed me against his chest.  I spun in his grasp, with one arm around his neck forcing his head down to lick my pec.  He followed its margin to my pit, bathing its concavity with warm saliva.  "You taste good," he said as he used his body to force me back against the wall.  "Let me suck you."  He dropped to his knees as I released my headlock, finding my cock with his chin before his lips surrounded it.  I leaned back against the wall, palms flat for support, letting him do all the work.  As he began to suck me, another guy encountered us as we blocked the passage.  When he realized what was happening, he buried his face in the curve of my neck and offered his cock for sucking, too.  Mouth, then, hand...then mouth again...sucking and stroking, as hands explored my torso.  Fingers feeling my cock entering the seductive lips.  Nipple pinches.  A tongue along my jaw-line.  An eager mouth on my face…a face trapped between our hips as our cock pressed tightly against our bellies.  We kissed as I felt our cock slip side-by-side into wide-stretched lips.  An arm locked around my thigh, pressing my knee against the kneeling man’s chest.  I clutched at the wall for support.

A fourth joined us.  We disconnected long enough to move along the passageway to a wider spot.  A dim red glow came from around the corner giving skin the sheen of flame, …the appearance of being too hot to handle.  Now side-by-side, backs against the wall, two of us enjoyed the mouth of the two on their knees.  [Insert 05]  Red eyes gleaming in the shadows of dark brows...cocks gleaming as if the skin had been stripped off and the bloody core revealed…asses thumping against the drum-like plywood.  I arched my belly to give him a better angle.  He gagged his approval.  The guy next to me leaned over to kiss my shoulder again.  “Now that I can see you,” he whispered, “I want to suck you, too.”  I reached up, grabbing his hair in my fingers again, pressing him down against my chest.  The guy who was sucking him suddenly shifted to my cock…the shaft pressed between two mouths sliding in-unison from base to tip… kissing around the mushroom head.  I shot then; the stimulation was too intense.  They fought for it, licking each others’ faces to retrieve the warm, clinging strands.  I pulled away, leaving a molten-glass-like thread still connected to one forehead until it broke free and sagged over his nose.  [Insert 06]Hands reached to pull me back as I twisted around the corner into the bright redness of a small room.  I knew where I was then…the first of several small rooms, large enough for three or four to lie on a raised, carpeted platform.  Stopping to watch for a moment…and to recover my composure… the action seemed in slow-motion.  

Three guys surrounded a young kid, held down by heavy hands, as they took turns fucking him.  Slow thrusting…then hard, approaching a climax…then withdrawal to be replaced by the next-in-line.  They circled him…two watching the third as his muscles rippled in the red glow.  “Wanta join us?” one said, motioning me into the circle.  “He’s not feeling anything now.  There’s plenty for everyone.”  I stepped closer.  It was the boy I had fucked a few weeks ago…eyes closed, chest heaving with heavy moans, clutching at the bodies moving in their circular dance.

“I’ve done him,” I said.  “…back when he was tight enough to feel it.”

They laughed and resumed their punishment of his ass.  I stepped into the shadow of the room’s exit.  He would be there all night…taking on all comers…waving those lovely legs in the air as an enticement.

Blackness again after a few turns.  The sounds became louder now as I approached the largest of the rooms… rhythmic murmurs like Buddhist monks chanting sutras… 

“You are the light itself

Rely on yourself

Do not rely on others.

The Dharma is the light

Do not rely on anything other than the Dharma.”

Well, that’s not really what they were chanting, although the intensity was the same. These were hymns to the carnal power…the powers of lust, excess, exploitation, and domination.  I stepped into the dim blue light of the room…dark-shaded lust…the redness of aroused skin lit only by blue light casting black blotches on shinny musculature.

The room was filled with men…all ages and sizes…milling about in ever-changing patterns and combinations… eyes lowered to view torso and cock and to avoid any form of recognition.  Hands groped swaying cocks and balls…slipped into muscular ass-cracks… grazed treasure-trails like hungry sheep…the “meat-market”…looking for just the right curve or shape or mushroom-flair…the anonymous grope and mumbled approval…the occasional sinking to the knees to get a better look.  Each man gripped his own, showing it off like a prize…holding his essence in his hand like an offering. 

I walked slowly through the crowd, letting the fondling hands explore me while checking a few that were appealing either for their looks or their size.  One particularly attractive guy blocked my path with his broad torso.  He reached down to grip my tightly, watching my eyes for a sign of fear.  I returned the favor, holding his shaft in my palm and along my wrist as my fingers curled under his balls.  We stood there a moment, daring the other to move.  And then…the slow movement…the thin skin sliding on the marble-smooth core… the constant eye-contact… the confrontation.  He squeezed harder, and I returned the pressure.  I kept the motion slow and deliberate…the ultimate stimulation… while his hand sped-up in a subtle hint of his state of arousal.  I twisted my hand on his shaft, letting the velvety head slide along my soft, veiny forearm.  His brow furrowed.  He looked worried.  I smiled as his spunk covered my forearm.  He reached out for support, and the man next to him encircled his shoulder with a strong arm.  “Fucker,” he growled.  “I almost had you.”  I smiled more broadly, then wiped my forearm on his shoulder as I turned to leave.

The exit from the room followed the same path by which I had entered for a few feet, then a sharp double-turn to the left.  I had entered the long, complex exit path of the Labyrinth.  We had made it difficult to enter, but even more difficult to leave.  A wrong turn could have sent me back to the beginning.  I had never known this part of the maze very well.

Small rooms to the side where hard action occurred.  Tight places in passageways where men congregated.  The heat of too many bodies crowded together.  The overwhelming darkness.  I tried to remember the way, but I was beginning to use trial-and-error.  Trapped in my own maze…unwilling to ask for help.

I stumbled over someone lying in my path.  He clutched at my leg as I stepped over him.  “Fuck me,” he said.  “Fuck me…right here.”  I broke his grasp and moved on.

A ramp!  I felt the floor rising a little.  I knew where that was in the maze-scheme… the entrance to the area where guys in adjacent passageways could  suck-cock through holes in the wall without kneeling… a series of glory-holes at various levels…a gauntlet of willing mouths.  All mouths, and all ass-holes, for that matter, felt the same if your need was powerful enough and you overlooked the nuances of technique.  Feeling along the wall, I found the row of holes and chose one at random.  Lips immediately clamped around my cock as hands reached through other holes trying to draw me closer.

A hand on my shoulder, pulling me backward.  A sudden shove forward.  I almost lost my balance.  I staggered forward in the darkness, afraid that I would collide with a wall, but I managed to steady myself.  Whoever pushed me caught up with me in the narrow passage.  He was all over me this time…pinning one arm behind my back and trapping it against the wall.  He smelled of whiskey.  His body pressed against me, forcing me to struggle for breath.  But as I opened my mouth to inhale, his mouth covered mine as he moaned loudly into me.  The taste…the soft hair brushing my upper lip…the longish hair brushing my fingers as I tried to pull his head away from mine. I couldn’t call his name.  He knew who was in his grasp.

I twisted my head to the side sharply to free my mouth.  “Troy!” I shouted.  “Troy, it’s me.”

“I know…I’ve been looking for you.”  His speech was slurred and he spoke more slowly than usual.  “The answer to my dreams,” he said, pressing harder against me.  “The whole time we were building this damned thing.”  His cock pumped against my belly.

