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It’s All About the Romance
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For me, the best erotica has an element of romance. The stories here are some of my very favorites, because they all have that element of romantic attraction and the possibility of a happily ever after ending. From the past to the present, from Florida to Hawaii, I’ve tried to explore the love between two men, and the ways they express that love.

Most of these stories were written in the past few years, as I got older and my appreciation of the romance behind sexual attraction grew. I’ve also tried to set these in very specific places, because I think there’s a romance to location as well, particularly when you are writing about glorious places like Florida and Hawaii. I’ve been blessed to live in the tropics for over twenty years now, surrounded by waving palm trees and handsome men jogging with their shirts off. Both provide equal inspiration.

Even the single story set on another planet, “To The Northern Highlands,” has that same sense of place. As a teenager I read a lot of science fiction and fantasy, and I loved the world-building I was able to do in dreaming up a planet where 90% of the population is homosexual and only 10% interested in voluntarily breeding to sustain the species.

Most of these stories have been previously published in individual anthologies, though several appear in print for the first time. I hope you enjoy them.
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Hawai’i
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I fell in love with the Hawaiian Islands when I first visited in 1992. Since then I’ve written six mystery novels set there, along with a lot of short stories, many of them erotic.

These stories represent my attempts to explore the seductive qualities of Hawai’i and its people. The first two stories, “Lomi-Lomi Massage” and “Mr. Surfer” feature the hero of my mystery series, Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka. I’ve written a number of erotic stories about Kimo as well, as he explores different sexual situations.

But once I made the decision that Kimo would enter into a long-term partnership with fire investigator Mike Riccardi, I began to experiment with writing erotic stories about the two of them. So much erotica is about the thrill of the new—picking up a guy and discovering great sex as you go along. Could I do that with two guys in a committed relationship? I hope these stories are as hot as the other, more traditional ones.

You’ll also find three other stories here set in Hawai’i. “Brick” and “Searching for Snails” are contemporary stories, while “The Pirate’s Sword” explores the missionaries who came to the islands in the 19th century.
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Lomi-Lomi Massage

[image: ]




“How do I look?” my boyfriend Mike asked, modeling the pareu for me. The instructions for our lomi-lomi partner massage said we were supposed to strip down and wrap the bolt of colored cloth around our midsections, then follow the stone path to the massage room at the back of the bed and breakfast’s property.

“Handsome and sexy,” I said. And man, did he ever look good. At six four, three inches taller than me, Mike had a lighter complexion and more body hair, muscular golden-colored skin stretched over an impressive body. He worked out at the fire department’s gym four times a week, and in our candle-lit room his biceps and triceps glowed.

His beefy chest tapered to a narrow waist, now covered by the tropical print pareu, his stocky thighs and calves coming out the other side. His stiff dick tented the fabric, and even though I knew we had to make our massage appointment, I couldn’t help myself. I knelt before him, parting the cloth to expose his eight-incher (yes, we’d measured each other one day). I took his whole length in my mouth and sucked back up the length of his dick.

“Oh, man, that’s just what I need,” he said, taking my head in his hands. “Don’t stop.”

It was what we both needed. We’d been working too hard, and not paying enough attention to each other. But I’m a homicide detective in Honolulu, and Mike’s a fire investigator, and people just wouldn’t stop killing each other and burning stuff down. Finally we’d carved out the time for this weekend trip to Maui.

My knees rested on the carpeted floor of the hotel room, and I snaked my hands under the fabric of the pareu and grabbed Mike’s ass cheeks with both hands for better purchase, then began moving my mouth up and down on his dick. My dick was rock hard, and my pareu pressed it against my body, but I didn’t care.

Sometimes I’d stop and run my tongue up the length of his shaft, or into his piss slit, but eventually I got into a rhythm, sucking for all I was worth, until his body stiffened in my grasp and he half-whimpered, “I’m gonna cum.”

I didn’t say anything, just opened my mouth wider to accept the spurting white liquid. I licked my lips, then stood up and kissed him, my body pressed against his.

I don’t work out like Mike does; I get my exercise from surfing, swimming, roller-blading, jogging, riding my bike—anything that gets me out in nature. My body was not quite as muscular as his, but it was trim and mostly smooth, and my dick was a little shorter than his, but a little fatter. I guessed that made us pretty even.

He began rolling his thumbs over my nipples as we kissed, and I felt a deep shiver run through my body. Leaving his left hand to manipulate my tits, he reached his right hand down, pressing the fabric of the pareu away from my body so he could get access to my dick.

“We’re going to be late,” I said, between kisses.

This gay bed and breakfast had come highly recommended by my friend Gunter, and he’d said we couldn’t miss the lomi-lomi partner massage. But I loved the feel of Mike’s lips wrapped around my dick, and it had been way too long since we’d had hot sex together.

“Can’t have you go in for a massage with a hard-on,” Mike said. “Guys would think I wasn’t taking care of you, and try to move in on my turf.”

We hadn’t seen anyone else at the B & B; we’d checked in just an hour before and come straight up to the room. But the online reviews said the guest house was full of hot, sexy men, though most came with partners.

My dick was already oozing precum, and Mike used it to lubricate the movement of his hand up and down my dick, stopping occasionally to finger the tender area just below the piss slit, my hottest erogenous zone.

This was our second attempt at a relationship, and it felt great to have a boyfriend who knew just what buttons to push. He twisted my left nipple roughly as he increased the pressure on my dick, and in a heart-stopping moment of perfect anguish, I came in his fist.

We walked to the bathroom, cleaned up quickly, and then went out into the early summer evening. It was a gorgeous night in the tropics; the sky was a cloudless midnight blue, and already a few bright stars were visible. The air was filled with the perfume of illima and eucalyptus, and hibiscus blossoms the size of dinner plates sprawled alongside the path. I could hear the gurgle of a fountain somewhere.

The massage room was open on three sides, lit by the same flickering candles we’d found in our room, which smelled of lavender and lemon verbena. A Hawaiian man in his mid 50s was waiting for us. “Aloha, and welcome to the ritual of lomi-lomi massage,” he said. “My name is Keoni, and I’ll be your guide.”

He smiled. “You may already know that aloha means more than just hello and goodbye. Its deeper meaning is ‘the joyful sharing of life energy in the present.’ And that’s what you’ll be doing tonight—joyfully sharing your life energy with each other. To begin, one of you should lie down on the table.”

I nudged Mike, and he stepped forward. “If you would, please, undo your pareu,” Keoni said. “Lie down on your stomach, and if you wish, you may drape the pareu over your buttocks for privacy.”

Mike gave me a wry look, then undid the pareu and dropped it on the chair next to the massage table. In the flickering light, his body was so handsome I got hard all over again. He lay down on the table, and Keoni adjusted it so that Mike’s face fit into the niche at one end.

“We begin with blessings,” Keoni said. “Admiration; appreciation; anticipation; and affirmation, which should be a specific statement of blessing for increase or endurance.”

He looked at me.

“Mike, I admire you for your sense of humor, your intellect, and the beauty of your body. I appreciate everything that you have brought to my life, and I hope we will spend many happy years together.”

I looked at Keoni. “Affirmation,” he said.

“I hope that you will always remain healthy, in body and in spirit.”

“Very good,” Keoni said. “The fundamental tenet of lomi-lomi massage is huna, which means that everything seeks harmony and everything seeks love. When given by a partner, the massage is a way for your two bodies and souls to achieve harmony and express your love.”

He poured some oil in his hands, and rested them on Mike’s shoulders. “We use long, flowing strokes, combined with a loving touch, to convey this message to the body.” He demonstrated a couple of long strokes, beginning at Mike’s shoulders, then running down his back, over his buttocks, and over his thighs and calves.

He moved gracefully along Mike’s body, almost as if he was dancing, and he said that movement was an integral part of the massage.

Like a spoiled child, my immediate response was, “Mine!” I wanted those to be my hands running down Mike’s body. But instead I watched carefully. “We use the forearms as much as the hands,” Keoni said, demonstrating. Then he turned to me.

“There are some specific techniques on the poster on the wall,” he said. “I will return in one hour. You may choose to spend the entire hour massaging your partner, or you may choose to switch positions at any time.” He smiled. “Enjoy.”

“Thank you.” I poured some oil on my hands, then, as I’d seen Keoni do, I rested them on Mike’s shoulders. I centered my own breathing, feeling Mike’s blood pulse under his skin, the silky hairs that feathered his upper back. Mike is half Italian and half Korean, and in body type he takes after his father’s side of the family.

Thinking of Mike, and how much I loved him, I began the long lomi-lomi strokes. A wind chime tinkled somewhere in the distance, the only other sound our breathing. We paced ourselves into the same rhythm of inhale and exhale. I savored the tactile sense of his body under my hands, the satiny feel of his skin, the tense muscles beginning to relax, the bones of his scapula and hips.

I couldn’t move as gracefully as Keoni, but I tried to dance a bit as I moved up and down over Mike’s body, and around him from right to left. It was amazing to feel his body react under my touch. Not in a sexual way, the way we were accustomed to connecting. This seemed at once more spiritual, and also more rooted in the physicality of his body, the tendons and sinews and skin and bones. It was as if a current ran between us, from my heart to his

When about fifteen minutes had passed, I nudged him. “Roll over.” I helped him, lifting one side of his body as he turned. When he was on his back, his long, slender penis flopped, half-hard, against his thigh. I oiled up my hands again and began once more at his shoulders, moving down his body with those long strokes. As my hands passed his groin, I felt him shiver beneath me.

“Is this what heaven is like?” he murmured. “Because I’m liking it.”

“Heaven on earth, sweetheart,” I said, leaning down to brush his lips with a gentle kiss.

He carried a lot of tension in his shoulders and upper legs, and I pressed down there, trying to transfer healing energy to him. When a half hour had passed, I leaned back and took a deep breath.

The sky was darker outside, and I could see more stars peeking through the blanket of night. Mike stirred on the table. “Is our time up?”

“Your time is up. It’s my turn.”

He sat up slowly. “I feel awesome.” His face burst into a smile. “I can’t wait to do you.”

He hopped off the table and took the pareu from around my waist and wrapped it around his own. I got onto the table on my stomach and floated through the next half hour, feeling Mike’s strong hands massaging away everything that troubled me. The slow undulation of his hands against my skin felt like I was riding the waves.

When he pressed down on my shoulders, I could almost feel the tension in them rising up his strong arms. When his hands smoothed past my groin and down my thighs, my dick swelled with the anticipation of more love-making later. When Mike rubbed the soles of my feet I felt gentle pulses of electricity running through my body.

When Keoni returned, we thanked him. “There is a pupu buffet by the swimming pool,” he said. “If you wish to stop there on your way back to your room.”

We loaded up on stuffed mushrooms, egg roll, spare ribs, chicken wings, chicken fingers, beef teriyaki, skewered beef, fried wontons, and fried shrimp. There were a few other couples around us, but we spoke to no one, wrapped up in our cocoon.

Back at the room, we were both energized—but still coated with oil. We slipped off the pareus and stood face to face, kissing, hugging, and rubbing our slick bodies against each other. Both our dicks were hard, and the oil-slicked movement, combined with some deep-throated kissing, got us off again quickly.

By then we were coated in sweat, oil, and sticky semen, so I led the way to the shower, which was big enough for two. “These guys think of everything,” I said, stepping in and turning the hot water on.

“I want to move in here,” Mike said, stepping in behind me. “Think they need firemen and cops on Maui?”

The soap was coconut-scented, with flecks of oatmeal in it, and I scrubbed every inch of Mike’s body, lathering his pecs, his underarms, his strong arms and equally strong legs. I paid particular attention to his ass, because I knew he loved attention back there. I made him lean against the wall of the shower, then lathered up his hole with my fingers. I used the shower’s telephone attachment, with a single stream of pulsing hot water, to rinse him.

By the time I was finished he was as clean as a tropical orchid after a rain forest shower.

Then it was his turn to work on me. Most of the oil had already run off as I moved around him, but he focused on the places on my body where he knew I was most sensitive—my nipples, my underarms, the tight space behind my balls.

The shampoo was coconut-scented, too, and we washed each other’s hair, our bodies so close I thought we could shoot off just from sheer proximity. By the time the shower was over, the long day had caught up with us, and we tumbled into bed, nestling against each other, and fell quickly to sleep.

The next morning, we sat on a patio with a view of the mountains and feasted on coffee, orange juice, and slices of coconut bread with farm-fresh butter and po’a jelly. “How do we get to the nude beach?” Mike asked our server.

“You must park at Makena Beach, and then walk to Little Beach,” he said. “Take the path up the lava rocks and over the outcrop. There are many private coves; you may have to walk a little farther to find one that will be you own.” He shook his finger at us. “But you must wear your bathing suits until you reach Little Beach.” He smiled. “There is a beach basket in your room.”

“How nice,” I said, as we walked back to the room. “A picnic basket. Wonder if there’s any more of that coconut bread in it.”

“You don’t need any more coconut bread,” Mike said. “I like my men fat-free.”

“Fortunately I like mine brain-free,” I said, dancing away as he grabbed for me. “That’s why we’re such a good match.”

“You don’t want to mess with me.”

“Oh yes I do. As soon as we get back to the room.”

“I want to get in some swimming before the sun gets too hot.”

“Spoilsport.”

Once in the room I took a moment to stop and watch Mike shuck his t-shirt and shorts, and shimmy into his board shorts. Even after all this time together, it’s still a sight to set my mouth watering. “Go on, you old pervert,” he said. “Let’s get a move on.”

“I’m entitled to check out the merchandise.”

He smacked me on the butt. “The store is closed for now, pal. Get your shorts on.”

While I was changing, he explored the basket. “Well, what do you know?” he said. “I think their idea of a picnic basket is a little different from ours.”

“What?” I asked, coming up next to him.

He showed me the contents. There were a couple of bottles of water, sure, and some fruit bars. But the basket also contained condoms in a variety of sizes, two different brands of lube, and a pair of trick towels to clean ourselves up with.

“I’m liking the idea of this swim,” I said.

The drive to Makena Beach was quick, and we found our way up over the lava rocks easily. There were naked guys, sometimes in pairs, sometimes in larger groups, at the first four coves we found, but the fifth was empty.

“Keep going,” Mike said.

“What? This one’s empty.”

“And the people who come after us?”

“They’ll go on.”

“Yup. Right after they stop and look at us.”

“Mike. I never knew you were such a prude.”

“I’m not a prude. I don’t want an audience while I fuck the shit out of you.”

“Ooh, baby,” I said. “Talk dirty to me.”

“Just keep walking.”

We passed three more coves, two empty and one populated, before we found one isolated enough to meet with Mike’s approval. By then I was getting tired, and I was dead horny—just the thought of his dick up my ass was making my dick and balls ache every time my swimsuit fabric rubbed against them.

We found a shaded spot for the picnic basket, and shucked our clothes and flip-flops. “Race you to the water,” Mike said, taking off.

“Hell, I’d rather take my time and watch you run.” His body was poetry in motion, his arms pumping, his long legs jumping ahead like a giant spider. He ran through the first few feet of water, then dove like a porpoise into an oncoming wave, his golden skin gleaming in the sunshine.

I wasn’t that far behind him, but once he went under the waves I lost him. Until he was beneath me, grabbing at my dick and dragging me down into the water with him.

We frolicked like that for a while, swimming together, sometimes just standing in the waves naked, kissing, feeling the water swirl around us. An hour or more passed before we went up the beach and drank our bottled water and ate the fruit bars.

I spread a big towel out on the sand and lay down on my stomach. “I’m going to take a nap.”

“Like hell you are,” Mike said. “At least not until I’ve tired you out.”

I pretended to doze off, snoring loudly, though in the background, behind the noise of the waves, I heard the tear of the condom packet, the squelch of the lube squirting into Mike’s hand. And then his finger was gently probing my ass, and I murmured approvingly.

He lay down next to me, one arm massaging my lower back while the other paid attention to my ass. I clenched and unclenched my ass muscles, welcoming his finger in, and then he moved behind me, guiding his dick where his finger had been. It was a tougher position, considering how big he was, but he went slowly, and the pain subsided.

He put his whole body into the fucking, rising up on his forearms, then lowering his dick into me, all the way in. Then out, then back in again. Whenever he pulled out, I wanted him back in me again, and he tantalized me like that, making me feel whole and complete, then empty again. I began to push back against him, and he increased his pace. I felt the nearness of his body just above mine, the infinite sensation of his dick in my ass, his breath against my back.

He began to pant, and then whimper. I’m usually the noisy one; Mike’s always telling me to keep my voice down. But I can’t help it; those sounds come up out of me driven with a passion I can’t control.

Mike, on the other hand, is a silent kind of guy. The only way I know he’s about to come is when his breathing gets faster. But there on the beach, I heard those same sounds I made coming from his mouth, and knowing how amazing I was making him feel drove me to even higher heights. My dick was rubbing against the rough cotton of the towel every time Mike slammed into me, and I started whimpering and moaning along with him.

We came together, in an amazing orgasm that blacked me out for a second or two. My whole body convulsed, and it was like I had electrodes attached everywhere, lighting me up like a fireworks display on the fourth of July.

After Mike shot his load into the condom up my ass, he slumped down over me. He knew I loved that, feeling his whole weight on me. I understood those guys who liked to suffocate themselves as they came; when Mike’s weight threatened to cut my breath off after an orgasm, I went into some higher state of ecstasy.

He slid off me. “We are definitely moving to Maui,” he said. “Hell, I’d harvest sugar cane all day for sex like that.”

“You don’t need to move to Maui,” I said, rolling onto my side, then leaning over to kiss him. “Just stick with me.”

We covered each other with sun block, and then drifted off to a nap. When we woke up, we went back in the water, just to cool off.

“I booked us for another massage this evening,” I said.

“Really?”

“I want to be sure we can do this to each other when we get back home.”

“Speaking of home,” he said. “I’ve been thinking.”

We stood naked together in the incoming surf, our bodies pressed against each other. The sun glinted off the wave tops, and a couple of cormorants circled above us. “It seems dumb for you to keep paying rent on your apartment, when I’ve got a whole house. What do you say you come live with me?”

If we lived together, we’d sleep side by side every night. I’d see him in the morning, even if only for a few minutes, and every night. We could have sex without making appointments, eat together as a routine rather than a special occasion.

But I wasn’t going to give in so easily. “I can walk to beach from my apartment,” I said. “You want me to give that up?”

I’m no lightweight; I weigh a hundred-eighty or so, dripping wet, as they say. But Mike picked me up in his arms as if I weighed nothing and said, “You bet your life I do.”

I wrapped my legs around the back of his thighs. “Then I’m willing to bet life with you will be even better if we live together.”

He carried me back to the shore, though he was definitely breathing heavy by the time we made it to the towel, and we collapsed together, then sealed our pact with another quick fuck, before we packed up for our the next in what I hoped would be a long line of lomi-lomi massages.
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I wanted to show Mike some of my favorite breaks on the North Shore. Though he’s a Hawai’i boy like me, he’d never really gotten into surfing; he’d been on a board a few times, but never in surf bigger than the baby breaks off Waikiki.

I rented a house near Haleiwa through a friend of mine, and we both made sure to have the weekend off. We packed our bags before leaving for work on a Friday morning, both of us promising to get home early enough to make the trip up to the North Shore by daylight.

That evening, I got home before Mike and strapped a selection of boards on the roof of my Jeep. I was loading our bags when he called. “I’m sorry, Kimo,” he said. “But I’ve got to finish this investigation. With luck, I’ll get things worked out in a few hours. You go up to the North Shore, and I’ll follow you when I get finished.”

I was bummed, but what can you do? I texted him the directions to the house and then took off up the Kam Highway for Haleiwa.

I had the best intentions—I was going to head over to the house, unload the boards, maybe even cook up a healthy dinner. But as I neared Haleiwa, I passed a gay bar I knew called Sugar’s. I’d spent some time on the North Shore, undercover, and it was a place where I used to hang out with friends.

It was my lucky night, after all. Four of my friends were sitting on the outdoor patio, overlooking a field of pineapple plants, and they’d just ordered their first pitcher of Sex on the Beach. Ari, the guy I’d leased the house through, was in his early forties, dressed like the real estate mogul he was, in head-to-toe Ralph Lauren. George and Larry were an on-again off-again couple; George was the butch one, while Larry was handsome and sweet. Jeremy was a chunky, sarcastic elementary school teacher with a taste for bad boys.

They welcomed me with hugs and kisses and quickly poured me a big glass of the vodka, peach schnapps and cranberry juice concoction. “You’re just in time for the Mr. Surfer competition,” Jeremy said. “George and Larry have both promised to enter. Now you’ll have to do it, too.”

“I think I’ll need a couple of these before I agree to that.”

The guys kept filling my glass, and around eleven o’clock, when the drag queen MC, Alicia Aloha, announced the start of the competition, I let Larry and George drag me up there. Luckily, I’d already dressed for the North Shore; I was wearing a T-shirt with a screen print of one of those old airline posters for Hawaii, with a surfer cresting a wave and Diamond Head in the background. A pair of board shorts and flip-flops completed my look.

Eight of us paraded up on a platform at the far end of the patio, and Larry was by far the best looking, though George had the best body. The other guys were pretty drunk, and none of them looked like they’d ever even seen a surfboard, much less ridden one.

We were having a pretty good time, laughing and joking through a series of questions from Alicia Aloha, who wore a giant muumuu and had a big red plastic hibiscus blossom in her teased black hair. “And now, the moment we’ve all been waiting for,” she boomed. “The answer to the perennial question: boxers or briefs?”

She turned to us. “Come one boys, show us your stuff.”

I blame it on all that Sex on the Beach. We shucked our shirts and dropped our shorts and started vamping. George’s bikini briefs did nothing to disguise his endowment, which I’d had firsthand knowledge of, and seeing that big dick made my own swell up. Larry was no slouch either, though his boxer-style briefs at least gave him more coverage.

I was wearing cotton boxers decorated with tropical fish, and it was a struggle to keep my stiff dick from peeking out the slit. I was forcing my eyes away from George and Larry when I looked up and saw someone had handed Alicia Aloha the end of a hose. She turned the spray on us, soaking us all.

We were laughing as we got drenched, and everyone’s shorts were soon plastered to their bodies, mine included. The DJ played “It’s Raining Men” by the Weather Girls, and we all started to dance. I was doing the bump with George when I looked up and saw Mike standing at the entrance to the patio.
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