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A Stan and Gus Story by Jessica Freely

Stan and Gus walked down Woodward Avenue on a beautiful spring day, the kind where 
the sunshine is like liquid happiness and the air is as sweet as the curve of Stan's tight lit-
tle ass in those bell-bottom jeans he wore. Gus let Stan’s explanation of why they had 
nothing to eat in the apartment wash over him as he watched his boyfriend wiggle and 
twirl down the street. Tall and slender, with long, silky blond hair, his too-snug jeans and 
his too-snug T-shirt baring his midriff, Stan Jablowsky was a walking, talking, white trash 
wet dream.

Especially the talking part.

“So I told the guy at the deli counter that the next time I wanted lunchmeat, I’d just offer 
his dad a dollar,” said Stan whirling around to face Gus. “You shoulda seen his face. I 
thought he was going to come right over the counter at me.” Walking backwards, Stan 
stepped into the street right in front of an oncoming car.

Gus’s heart leapt into his throat and he propelled his considerable bulk forward in a des-
perate attempt to pull Stan back.

The car screeched to a halt inches from Stan. The driver laid on the horn.

“Fuck you! Watch where you’re going!” said Stan. He pounded the hood of the car with 
flat of his hand.

The driver threw the car into part and got out of the car. He was a big guy.

Ah, shit.

“You watch where you’re going you stupid bitch,” yelled the driver. He took another look 
at Stan. “Hey, wait, are you a dude or a chick?”

Oh, great.

“What the fuck is it to you, perv? You only run down ladies? Or have you got something 
against members of the trans community?”



Stan’s question seemed to confuse the driver, at least momentarily. Long enough for Gus 
to get between them. He planted his feet and folded his arms, and leveled his best fuck-
off-if-you-know-what’s-good-for-you glare at the driver.

The driver sized him up. 

Gus was shorter than Stan but built like a tank. And he knew how to fight and how to 
look mean. He made a fist.

The driver thought better of it. “Fuck you.” He got back in his car. He peeled away. 
“Faggots!”

“Fuck you, you homophobic piece of shit coward!” Stan yelled after him.

Gus unclenched his fist. “Come on,” he said crossing the street. “I’m hungry. Look, 
there’s a place up ahead.”

With a final flip of the bird, Stan followed him.

At the end of the next block was a little peaked-roof building. The chimney was askew, 
and the window was an odd, five-sided thing. The sign over the door proclaimed: 
"Dharma Café: We will give you what you need."

“I dunno, Gus, this looks like some kind of hippie place,” said Stan. 

"Maybe it's a hash bar," said Gus. “Medical marijuana is legal in Michigan now.”

Stan widened his eyes. A stray breeze ruffled his long blond hair. "Oh... well, that's dif-
ferent."

"You sure? Hash bars are usually hippie type establishments." Gus grinned. Stan's aver-
sion to the "hippie" was all about his frustration with his mom, and had nothing to do 
with anything about the sixties movement.

Stan ignored him and opened the door for him.

Gus entered. Something smelled delicious.

"Welcome to the Dharma Café!" The tiny, wizened old woman who greeted them in the 
entranceway looked like she'd woken up in the rummage bin at the Salvation Army and 
just put on whatever was at hand. Her long, unruly white hair was held back from her 
face with a bandanna, and she wore a ruffled tuxedo shirt over what appeared to be a sari. 
She beamed at them.



Stan caught Gus's eye and raised a brow. Even Gus had to admit, she did look like a hip-
pie. 

"I'm Chef Agatha, and I'm so glad you could join us. Now please, stick out your tongues."

"What?" Gus and Stan both exclaimed at the same time.

The next thing Gus knew, this tiny, ancient, freaky broad had both of their tongues firmly 
grasped between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. "Ah hah. Mmm. Mm-hmm. Yes, 
I see. Excellent." She released them. "It's a very good thing you two came here today. We 
can give you what you need, and you need it very badly."

"What the fuck are you talking about?" said Stan. "What did you do that for?" He 
screwed up his face and made spitting sounds. "Gross! I don't want your hippie fingers in 
my mouth, you crazy old--" Stan stopped in mid-sentence. 

The old woman, Agatha, had focused her gaze on him and raised an eyebrow, nothing 
more. But there was something in her eyes. Something deep and dark and eldritch, and it 
silenced Stan.

That was the moment in which Gus decided that whatever the hell was going on in this 
place, he was all for it.

A young Asian guy in a severe black uniform entered and stood beside Agatha. 

"This is my waiter, Samura," she said. "He will wait on you." And with that she left.

Stan and Gus followed Samura into the dining room. It was a softly lit space dotted by 
tables with white tablecloths. Each table had a candle on it, burning with a warm, golden 
glow. Peaceful, thought Gus. 

"I'm not sure about this," said Stan. "There's something weird going on here. Did you see 
the way that chick looked at me? Man, I thought... I don't know what I thought."

"Please take a seat," said the waiter, directing them to a table in the center of the room. "I 
will be right back with water for both of you."

"Hey, hey," Stan grabbed his arm as he turned away.

The waiter stiffened and looked at Stan as if he'd just dropped his pants and peed on the 
floor. "Yes?"



Stan didn't seem to notice. "Is this a hash bar, then?"

Samura's eyes widened. "A hash...? No, I'm afraid you're mistaken. But do not worry. We 
will be able to give you what you need."

Stan drew his eyebrows together, then suddenly his expression cleared. "O-oh. Okay. I 
got you. Right. This is not a hash bar. Great. We'll just take a seat and wait for you to 
come back with the water and the menus, then." He winked.

A hint of color tinged Samura's cheeks. He nodded and departed.

Stan leaned over the table to Gus and spoke in a whisper that could have been heard on 
the far side of the moon. "See, they can't say it's a hash bar. For legal reasons, I guess. But 
that's what the motto is all about. It's like, you know, code."

Gus nodded.  

“And that business with the tongue, maybe, I don’t know, can you tell if someone’s a pot-
head by the color of their tongue, or their breath? Maybe narcs have purple tongues. Or 
maybe it’s just that anyone who doesn’t leave right then and there is, you know, an open-
minded sort of person.”

Gus could see some logic to that. But he was going to be a little disappointed if this place 
didn’t serve any food at all. He was hungry and something smelled wonderful.

A few minutes later the waiter was back, with water. He placed a glass for each of them 
on the table and then took out a notepad and a pencil. "Welcome to the Dharma Café," he 
said. "What may we help you with?"

Gus and Stan looked at each other, and then at Samura.

"Well, you could start with a couple of menus, Einstein," said Stan.  To Gus he remarked, 
"I think this guy has been sampling too much of the special of the day, you know what I 
mean?"

Gus laughed and nodded.

The waiter frowned. "I understand that you are new here, but there is no need for sar-
casm. Allow me to explain. We do not have menus. You simply tell me what brings you 
here, what your concerns in life are, what is troubling you, and I will tell Chef Agatha 
what you need."



Something odd was going on, thought Gus. He definitely smelled food. Delicious food. 
And absolutely no trace of the pungent aroma of Mother Nature's Helper. 

Stan, on the other hand nodded as if receiving a divine revelation. "Oooh. Okay, gotcha. 
See Gus, I told you this was a Medical Establishment. We've definitely come to the right 
place. "See, I have a bad back. Terrible pains. Well," he grinned a little sheepishly, "You 
would too if you had this big fella on top of you all night long.  Now, Gus here, he's got a 
chronic syndrome. Whatchacallit, Fibromyassica. We both need relief."

Gus watched the waiter's reaction. He was half expecting the guy to just kick them out. 
But instead the dude listened as Stan blathered on and on about their made-up medical 
conditions. Occasionally he made a note on his pad, and sometimes he nodded, but 
mostly he just listened with an attentiveness that seemed somehow... extra. Like he wasn't  
just putting up with Stan, he was really interested. Gus liked him.

"So you know, after Gus's emergency colonic and my failed goat therapy, we decided we 
needed to look into some non-traditional health care options," said Stan.

Samura nodded. "I see. Thank you. You've given me a great deal to work with." He 
turned to Gus. "And what about you?"

"I just told you about him," said Stan.

"Yes. But I need to hear him tell me in his own words. It's... one of our rules." He looked 
at Gus. "So, what brings you here today?"

Gazing into the waiter's deep, dark eyes, Gus suddenly felt space opening up before him. 
He wasn't accustomed to talking much, and he usually felt uncomfortable when he had to 
go on for any length, but this felt perfectly natural. He opened his mouth, and the words 
just came.  "Well, me and Stan here have been together since high school. We been 
through a lot together. Bad times, good times. There was that time we got stranded out at 
that weird old house in the country with the mind-control cats. And then there was the 
time Stan got turned into a lizard man with two penises. That was something. Not all bad, 
definitely, but I am glad he turned back again. And then there was that time we crash 
landed on a desert island on the way back from our honeymoon and became the sex 
slaves of a zombie king. Ugh. That was the worst time, I think.

Thing is, good times, bad times, it don’t matter so long as Stan and I are together. That’s 
how it’s always been and that’s how I hope it always will be.

 Lotta people say to me, how do you put up with him, but they don't get it. I'm not putting 
up with nothing. I like that he talks a lot. Most of the time, anyway. Takes the pressure off 
me. And he's so funny. No matter what kind of day I might be having, I can always count 



on Stan to make me laugh. Plus, I mean, look at him. He's hotter than a hot pocket in the 
devil’s microwave.  Well, maybe you don't swing that way." Gus paused. He looked at 
Samura looking at Stan. "And maybe you do and maybe you better stop looking before I 
get pissed off."

The waiter blushed and redirected his gaze to Gus again.

"Anyhow,” Gus said, “I guess maybe I'd prefer it if Stan didn't hang out with Billy Pipps 
so much -- never have really trusted that guy -- and maybe sometimes he spends money 
on stuff that's maybe not, you know the wisest, but really, when you get right down to it, 
the only thing I really worry about is his mouth getting him into trouble some day when 
I'm not there to protect him. That's the shit that keeps me up at night." 

Gus realized that he hadn't said anything about getting some pot or something to eat. 
"Anyhow, we're out of weed and we’re out of food, and something smells delicious so, 
you know. A plate of whatever that is and some kind herb would be most welcome, is 
what I guess I'm saying."

One side of Samura's mouth lifted in a smile. "Very good sir. I'll see what we can do."

He left them.

Gus looked across the table at Stan and saw tears standing in his eyes. "Oh Gus."

The blood rushed to Gus's face. Well, not just his face.  

"I don't think I've ever heard you talk that much at one time the whole time we known 
each other. And it was... it was beautiful!"

Gus got even warmer. "Ah. Stop."

Stan reached across the table. Gus took his hand. "You're right, you know. I do let my 
mouth get me into trouble and I don't look before I leap and the bad thing is-- I mean I 
guess I always sorta think, you know, in the back of my head, what difference does it 
make what happens to me but--"

"Stan!"

"--okay whatever but the really bad thing is, what if you got hurt one day, fighting for 
me? Huh? What then? I don't... I couldn't deal with that."

Gus gripped Stan's hand tight. He pulled. "Come here."



In a rush of silky blond hair and long limbs, Stan came around the table and let Gus pull 
him into his lap.  

"There's no one else in here right now,” said Gus.

"I wouldn't care if there were."

"I know." 

Gus kissed Stan, and Stan opened for him like a hothouse flower. His lips were as sweet 
and soft as rose petals. Gus slipped his tongue into the warm wetness of Stan's mouth and 
stroked.

Stan sighed. He ran his long fingers through Gus's beard and up, over his scalp, down his 
neck, his back. Gus was hard. He shifted position to give himself a little more room.

Stan must have felt it because he chuckled. And then he reached down and stroked Gus's 
hard-on through the jeans. "Remember Mrs. Hemmerkamp's history class?"

Just the memory of sitting in the back row, using the massive "Story of Yesterday, Road-
map to Tomorrow" text books as shields as they gave each other hand jobs sent adrena-
line and horniness crashing through him. "Yeah, I remember. We were insane."

"We still are."

Yeah, thought Gus, glancing around the dining room. Stan was right. About all of it: the 
still and the we. Because Gus could put Stan off his lap. And he didn't have to reach down 
and rub Stan's crotch in return. But he did, and he told himself it was because the dining 
room was empty.

* * * * *

Meanwhile, in the kitchen, Chef Agatha said, "So Samura, tell me about Mr. Jablowski 
and Mr. Russo."

"Well, first of all. I don't think they know why they're here."

"Oh? That's interesting. Because they couldn't even find us if they didn't sincerely desire 
something we can give them."

"They think we are a quasi-legal purveyor of marijuana."



Agatha laughed. "A hash bar? Oh, how marvelous!" She nodded. "You know, I can see it. 
Dharma Café? We will give you what you need? Ha! Well, the poor dears. I'll have to 
send them off with a little something from my personal stash, but not until after they've 
had their meal. Now you waited on them. What did you discover?"

Samura stared at her a moment. Her personal stash? He decided he didn't want to know. 
"Well, the tall, thin, loud one, Mr. Jablowski, he has poor impulse control, and self-
esteem issues. His acting out is a defense to keep the world at bay. But he is also very 
kind. He has a highly developed sense of justice, and deep love and loyalty for his life 
partner, Mr. Russo. He is struggling with concerns that his behavior may at times endan-
ger Mr. Russo."

"Ah. Yes, I've seen that before. Such people give the impression that they share every-
thing about themselves, when in fact, they are actually quite difficult to get to know on 
anything more than a superficial level. But he means well, doesn't he? Yes. I like him. 
And what about Mr. Russo."

"A very interesting person. On the surface, much more restrained than his partner, but..." 
Samura trailed off.

"But?" Agatha prompted.

"Well, much of what he told me sounded like lies, incredible things, impossible things."

"Fantasies?"

"No, that's just it. He wasn't lying. It was all true. There is no doubt in my mind that these 
two people have faced great perils together. And Mr. Russo's apparent reticence and re-
straint are the true falsehood, because he is just as devoted to Mr. Jablowski, not in spite 
of, but in fact because of his risk-taking behavior."

"Hmm.  And why do you think they are here today? Their misguided effort to score weed 
does not count."

Samura thought about that. As far as he could see, the two men were pretty much perfect 
for one another. In fact, there was likely no other person in existence who would be a bet-
ter match, or even put up with them. He glanced into the dining room. Mr. Jablowski 
straddled Mr. Russo's lap. They were kissing and... and... the way Mr. Jablowski's arm 
was moving... he was... Oh good gravy!

Samura looked away, his face aflame.

"Samura?"



"What?"

Agatha glanced over his shoulder. Her eyes sparkled. "Oh my."

For a moment conversation came to a halt as Agatha watched what was happening in the 
dining room and Samura tried not to think about how desperately he yearned for a boy-
friend.

"Oh," Agatha whispered. "They're finished and now they're kissing.  They really are quite 
sweet, aren't they?"

Samura had no answer. Sweat soaked the armpits and back his uniform. He held his serv-
ing tray in front of himself.

"Now, you still haven't answered my question."

"I'm sorry, Chef Agatha. I have no idea what they need."

She took patted him on the shoulder. "Don't worry, Samura-kun. It will all work out, you 
know. You just have to be patient."

He had a feeling she wasn't talking about the customers.

"Well, I know what those boys need,” Agatha went on. “Would you fetch the large jar on 
the top shelf over there, please?"

Oh, of course. Samura had gotten himself under control by now and was able to follow 
her instructions without embarrassment.

The large glass jar with the cork stopper was labeled Common Sense.
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