
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: A picture containing orange, photo, woman, sign

Description automatically generated]

Copyright 2014, 2020 Neil S. Plakcy

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.


“Slamming the Poet” originally appeared in Ultimate Gay Erotica 2009, Alyson Books 2009

“Paniolo” originally appeared in Cowboys: Gay Erotic Tales, Cleis Press 2006

“Island Getaway” originally appeared in Beach Bums: Gay Erotic Fiction, Cleis Press 2013

“The Honolulu Hula” originally appeared in I Do, Too, MLR Press, 2010

“The Prince of Eisengraf” originally appeared in The Handsome Prince: Gay Erotic Romance, Cleis Press 2011

“Creeling the Bridegroom” was written in response to a prompt on Goodreads, 2013.

“Heat Lightning” originally appeared in Sexy Sailors: Gay Erotic Stories, Cleis Press 2012

“The Seductive Gaze of Don Juan Miguel” originally appeared in Don Juan and Men: Stories of Lust and Seduction, MLR Press 2009

“Photo Booth” was written in response to a prompt on Goodreads, 2012

“The Capital of Thailand” originally appeared in My First Time Volume 2, Alyson Books 1999

“Marine Guard” originally appeared in Active Duty: Gay Military Erotic Romance, Cleis Press 2014

“The Jasmine Hero” originally appeared as an additional story in Olives for the Stranger, Loose Id 2013

“A Voice in the Dark” originally appeared in Active Duty: Gay Military Erotic Romance, Cleis Press 2014






––––––––

[image: ]


Dedication

These stories are dedicated to the guys at the Stonewall Library Book Group in Fort Lauderdale. Read on!
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Hawai’i
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I first visited Hawai’i in 1992, and I fell in love. Beautiful beaches, majestic mountains, impressive surf and glorious sunset. Oh, and lots of handsome men, particularly on the beaches of Waikiki. My imagination was inspired, and I began to write a mystery novel about a Honolulu homicide detective named Kimo Kanapa’aka who gets dragged out of the closet while investigating a case. That book, Mahu, became my first published novel.

Seven more mysteries have followed, along with a lot of short stories – some mystery, some erotica. Many of those have already been collected in Mahu Men: Mysterious and Erotic Stories. The stories here have never been collected, but have appeared in various anthologies. Fans of the series will recognize that the first two stories here, “Paniolo” and “Slamming the Poet” take place before Kimo and his partner Mike became a couple.

The story of “Island Getaway” crept up on me as I wrote it. I wasn’t sure about the way it played out at first but eventually I accepted what happens there as part of the journey that Kimo and Mike are on.

I wanted to try something different with them for an anthology celebrating gay marriage, so I wrote a story from Mike’s point of view – “The Honolulu Hula.” That was great fun for me, though it was romantic rather than erotic. For this collection I’ve revisited it and added a lot more sex.

I hope you enjoy these trips to the Aloha State!
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​Slamming the Poet
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My friend Gunter isn’t the type of guy you associate with literature, so when he asked me if I wanted to go to a poetry slam with him, I thought it had something to do with punk music—you know, where people in leather, chains and bad hair crowd into a pit and slam into each other.

Turns out that while being a totally uncloseted homosexual, Gunter was a closet poet, attending a poetry workshop once a week at the Atherton Y on University Avenue, up by the University of Hawai’i campus. The things you don’t know about somebody, even after you’ve sucked his dick.

“I’m going to read a poem out loud for the first time in front of a crowd,” he said. “Kimo, I need you there for moral support.”

Gunter’s been there for me more than a few times, so despite my total lack of interest in poetry, slammed, spammed or otherwise, I went along. We got there early so Gunter could sign up for the open mike part of the evening, which was to be followed by a performance from a mainland poet named Ricardo White, winner of a couple of slam events in New York and Chicago.

It was funny seeing Gunter outside his natural element. He’s tall and skinny but muscular, with close-cropped blond hair and an eyebrow ring. When we cruise the gay bars of Waikiki, he wears close-fitting muscle shirts and tight shorts that show off his sexy ass. This evening, though, he was wearing a polo shirt and khakis, and he could have passed for a haole, or white, graduate student at the university. I wear my mixed-race heritage openly, courtesy of haole, Hawaiian and Japanese forebears: olive skin, dark hair and eyes with a very slight epicanthic fold.

It was a young crowd, with a smattering of older sandal-and-serape types. One Hawaiian woman looked like she was dressed for a hula contest, her full breasts popping out of her bikini top. She was wearing so many leis she could have opened her own floral shop.

Gunter was third on the roster, and the small auditorium settled into an expectant hush as he made his way to the podium. “We strip our clothes off in a frenzy of mutual desire,” his poem began, and my interest was piqued. Had he written a poem about me?

“You bend me over, stick your tongue up my ass,” he continued, reciting from memory, making eye contact with his audience. “You curl the tip up like a miniature dick and start to fuck me, lubing up my hole for the assault of your monster cock.”

Well, maybe it wasn’t about me.

The poem went on, a three-minute ode to the joys of ass fucking, and by the end, when Gunter’s lover jammed his cock in one last time and spasmed in glorious ejaculation, I could see a few guys shifting uneasily in their seats. There was a polite spattering of applause as Gunter left the stage and made his way back to me.

“We never read poetry like that in English lit class,” I whispered to him as he sat down. “Maybe I would have paid attention if we had.”

I was an English major in college, before I spent a year on the North Shore surfing, before I went to the police academy and patrolled the streets of Honolulu, before I made detective and before I became one of my city’s most photographed homosexuals.

The rest of the slam poets were nowhere near as interesting—until Ricardo White took the stage. He was a big, burly black guy, his hair in short dreads around his face. His poetry read like the lyrics to rap music. There were a lot of references to “the man” and “the system,” as if he wanted us to believe he’d come to Honolulu fresh from gang action in San Quentin.

He dressed like a rapper with baggy pants, oversized T-shirt, ball cap, and gold chains. And though I was in my off-duty surfer dude clothes—aloha shirt, board shorts and sneakers, he kept making eye contact with me, as if he knew I was a cop and he was daring me to arrest him—perhaps for breaking the laws of rhythm or meter.

After his performance, he announced his picks for the top slammers of the evening. To my surprise, Gunter took first place. “Totally chillin’, dude,” White said to Gunter when handing him a tiny trophy, one of those generic Greeks in loincloth, holding his arms up in victory.

Gunter was so excited he wrapped his arms around Ricardo White and nearly levitated him off the floor. There was wine and cheese afterward, and of course, because Gunter was the big winner we had to stick around. I stood in the back against the wall, sipping a cheap white wine and munching on Swiss cheese chunks, waiting while Gunter bashfully explained his theory of poetics to some aged hippie with a gray handlebar mustache. Then Ricardo saw me and disengaged himself from the crowd around him.

“Dude, your boyfriend’s awesome,” he said, coming over to me.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” I said. Trying to see if I could shock him, I said, “Just a fuck buddy.”

“And do you think he’d mind if I fucked his buddy?” He leered at me, and I was ready to tell him exactly who he could fuck when I happened to look down. There, silhouetted against his baggy pants, was the dick of death. Long and thick, with an uncircumcised knob that was already leaking precome against the fabric at his crotch.

I re-evaluated my position, and the position I decided I wanted was with Ricardo White’s dick in my mouth and up my ass. “Why don’t you ask his buddy directly?”

“Does that door over there lead to the street?”

“Let’s find out.” I caught Gunter’s eye and winked, then headed for the door, Ricardo White hot on my heels. The door led to an alley behind the Y, lit only by a single light at the far end. Ricardo followed me outside, then grabbed my hand as the door swung shut behind him.

“Come here, you,” he said.

I leaned back against the wall, and Ricardo was on me like a puppy going for chow. He pressed his big body against mine, forcing me back against the brick wall, his tongue in my mouth and his fat prick pressing poking my stomach. I hadn’t found him that attractive when he was reading, but out there in the alley he unleashed a kind of animal passion inside me, and I was clawing at his shirt, sucking his lips, and grinding my dick against him like I’d just been released from a year in solitary confinement.

It was hot and humid out there, without even a hint of a breeze, and there was just enough light to see the sweat on Ricardo’s face glistening.

Suddenly, the alley door popped open and Gunter stood there, silhouetted in the light from the auditorium. “You guys gonna be long?” he asked. “Cause we drove here in your truck, remember? I need a ride home.”

Ricardo White pulled away from me, and I discovered my heart was beating faster than a hot rod on the H1. “I want to fuck you and your buddy here long and hard,” White said to Gunter. “How about if you and me and Nemo find ourselves someplace a little more private than a back alley?”

“Kimo,” I said. “Not Nemo. And that works for me.”

It was tough pulling away from Ricardo White, repositioning my throbbing hard-on in my pants and buttoning up my aloha shirt where it had somehow come open. But I managed. I put Ricardo’s roll-aboard suitcase in the truck bed, and we jammed into the front seat, Ricardo in the middle, one hand in my lap and one in Gunter’s, and it was a struggle to drive safely back to Waikiki.

Ricardo’s touch was light but sure as he stroked my dick and Gunter’s. While he did so, he recited a poem to us, what he called his ode to oral sex. I was afraid I’d come right there in my shorts, but he pulled off just in time. By the time I reached the driveway of the little house Gunter shared with a roommate I was starting to get a serious case of blue balls.

“I feel like a celebration,” Gunter said, opening the door to get out. “I’ve got a bottle of champagne in the fridge. But my roommate’s home tonight. I could grab the champagne and we could all go on to Kimo’s together.”

Knowing Gunter, I knew the invitation was for more than just champagne. He’d had his eye on Ricardo’s sexy ass from the moment we arrived at the slam. The question was, did I want to share?

Hell, Gunter was my best friend. And that’s what friends do, right? Share?

I said, “Fine by me.”

Ricardo White said, “Now that’s the aloha spirit I keep hearing about.”

While Gunter went inside, Ricardo and I played a little tonsil hockey. Man, the guy could kiss. I felt myself in serious danger of getting lost in his throat.

Gunter was back with the cold bottle a moment later, and Ricardo and I pulled apart. Fortunately, it was only a short drive to my apartment. Ricardo and I started making out in the living room while Gunter stepped over to my galley kitchen to open the champagne, and by the time he found and filled three glasses I was sitting on Ricardo’s lap with my legs around him, working on swallowing his tonsils. “Damn, I keep feeling like I’m interrupting you,” Gunter said.

Ricardo unbuttoned his shirt, and offered up one luscious caramel-colored tit to Gunter, who drizzled some champagne on it and began licking and sucking. I peeled Ricardo’s shirt off and did the same with his other tit, my hands working on opening his baggy black trousers. He wore white boxer briefs underneath, and there was already a wet spot by the mushroom-shaped cap of his dick. I drizzled more champagne on his dick and began sucking him through the white fabric.

Ricardo guzzled his glass of champagne and began deep-throating Gunter as I sucked his thick, coffee-colored dick. There aren’t that many black guys in Honolulu, so Ricardo was a novelty for me, and I was thoroughly enjoying the experience. It was fun to share it with Gunter, too. He was always a vocal and enthusiastic partner whenever we hooked up.

“You are one hot brother,” he said to Ricardo. He put his finger to his mouth, then touched Ricardo’s silky thigh and made hissing steam sounds.

I loved the taste of the champagne combined with the feel of Ricardo’s nipple in my mouth. I licked it and gently nibbled at it, and he arched his back in response. He began reciting a poem about nipple worship, in which the word “tits” rhymed with every other line. It wasn’t great poetry but it was sexy as hell.

“Let me see that sweet ass of yours,” Ricardo said, but when I looked up he was talking to Gunter, who quickly stripped. Ricardo slid down on the sofa, me still sucking his dick through his briefs, and Gunter positioned his naked ass above the poet’s face and proceeded to get his butthole slammed with a long, thick tongue.

I pulled down Ricardo’s white shorts, freeing his impressive trouser snake, purple-brown and stiff. The head glistened with precome and I was fascinated by how much darker it was than the rest of his skin. His balls were equally dark, small globes pulled up close to his dick. I wondered if they would loosen up if I sucked them.

I stripped off my aloha shirt, kicked off my deck shoes, and then dropped my shorts and boxers. My own dick sprang free, having gone through a half dozen cycles of hard and soft since the first moment I saw the visiting poet. My body was pretty hot then, toned by lots of exercise, and because my skin was smooth and the only places you’d find any hair was under my arms and around my crotch, the muscles stood out.

“Mmm, mmm, baby,” Ricardo said. “Come here and give me some of that.”

Gunter took my place at Ricardo’s dick, sheathing it in a condom, slathering some lube on it, and then lowering his skinny white ass onto it. I moved to the other end of the sofa and positioned my ass above the slam poet’s mouth, and got my own tongue-fucking.

Maybe it was all that reciting he did, but the man knew how to use his mouth. I felt his tongue licking and slurping and probing every corner of my butthole, and the experience made me shiver and shake and long to have that tongue replaced by his big juicy dick.

While he was going at me, I felt him spasming and realized that he’d shot a load up Gunter’s ass. “Damn,” I said. “I thought you were saving that for me.”

“Don’t worry, baby, there’s a lot more where that came from,” Ricardo said.

Mine was only a studio apartment, albeit a large one with a window that looked down Lili’uokalani Street toward the ocean, so it was a quick jump from the sofa to my king-sized bed. All three of us were naked, cuddling together, a jumble of dicks, asses and mouths, constantly moving and exploring each other.

I’d fooled around with Gunter many times by then, but his combination of desire and athleticism always turned me on. He was a security guard at a fancy condo in Waikiki, and he filled his down time with exercises, clenching and unclenching his ass, practicing squats, so he’d built up his stamina and was able to contort his long, skinny body in a dozen different ways.

I was just your garden variety sexual enthusiast—I liked to suck dick, get fucked, and make out with cute guys, but Gunter had the passion and body of a gymnast. He was above us, below us, to the left and to the right, thoroughly impressing our guest poet, whose dick was quickly back up to full force.

I sat back against the pillows with my legs open. Ricardo lifted them above his shoulders, scooting me farther back, and then, his dick sheathed and spit-moistened, pushed past my entry gate and deep into me. The assault hurt some at first, but quickly he picked up a smooth rhythm that lulled all the pain away. He stared deeply into my eyes, and then Gunter snaked his head between us to take me into his mouth.

It was a complete assault on the senses. Ricardo White recited another one of his poems as he fucked me, to the accompaniment of loud sucking from Gunter. Through the open window, a sea breeze blew in a touch of salt air, which mingled with the smell of sweat and come rising from all three of our bodies. In the far distance, somebody was playing slack key guitar music, and somebody else was revving a motorcycle.

Ricardo’s dick was silky smooth, pulsing in and out of me in a rhythm punctuated by his verses, and the hot wetness of Gunter’s mouth was driving my dick to distraction. The contrast of Gunter’s close-cropped blonde head against Ricardo’s dark brown, nearly hairless chest was a photograph waiting to be snapped, my own olive skin the perfect shade halfway between them. Every time I licked my lips or swallowed, I tasted again the sweet funkiness of Ricardo’s dick, the salty tang of his pre-come.

I came quickly in Gunter’s mouth, my body tightening, then exploding with the relief that had been denied to it for so long. My dick was so tender then, and I wanted to pull it out of Gunter’s mouth and curl up somewhere, but he wouldn’t let go, and Ricardo kept on fucking me, pounding his rod into my ass long beyond pleasure and pain, into some rarefied dimension where all I could focus on was the sensation of his dick in me, sliding and pounding until I was almost senseless.

By the time I felt him stiffen and shoot into the reservoir at the condom’s tip, my body had turned to jelly and I’d lost all sensation in my toes and fingers. He pulled back from me and rolled to the side, and I was able to relax my clenched butt muscles and let my legs drop to the sheets. “That’s the way we do it ghetto-style, baby,” Ricardo said.

Gunter burst out laughing. “You grew up in the suburbs of Oklahoma City,” he said. “I read your bio. And you have a master’s degree in poetry.”

“It’s a metaphorical ghetto,” Ricardo said, and I started laughing too.

“I don’t care what it is,” I said. “But it felt damn good.”

Ricardo and I sat back against the headboard, and Gunter stood before us, naked, declaiming another of his poems, this one about the glory of the penis. His own dick swelled as he recited, and we both clapped politely when he was finished.

“How about you, Kimo?” Ricardo asked. “You got a poem in you that’s dying to get out?”

“I express my poetic voice through my body,” I said. “Can you hear what it’s saying?”

“It sure as hell ain’t iambic pentameter,” Ricardo said, grabbing my dick, which had started to harden up again during Gunter’s reading. He went down on me, and Gunter started tickling his bare ass, his fingers dancing down the hairy stretch that led to the poet’s butthole.

I figured we were all ready for another go at making physical poetry, and I dove into the fray like I was chasing a wave.

Ricardo had an early flight the next morning, and I awoke bleary-eyed around six to find him padding around my apartment picking up various pieces of clothing. Gunter was sprawled next to me, snoring lightly.

“I called a cab,” Ricardo said. “Thanks for showing me some real Hawaiian style hospitality.”

“We aim to please,” I said. “The tourist office will be sending you a satisfaction survey.”

“I’ll be sure to let them know how well you treated me,” he said. He looked out my window. “There’s my cab. You tell your friend to keep on writing his poetry. He’s got a voice.”

“I will.” I got up to lock the door behind Ricardo, used the bathroom, and then cuddled back up against Gunter, who shifted against me so that my stiffening dick rested in the crack of his ass.

When we both woke up a few hours later, sore in all kinds of places that reminded us of the fun the night before, I found a copy of Ricardo’s poems on the kitchen table, which he’d autographed to both of us—Gerhard and Nemo. “Pleasure getting slammed by you,” he wrote.

“The pleasure was all ours,” Gunter said. Then he yawned and motioned me back to the bed.
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​Paniolo
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“Of course, when I wear these chaps at a rodeo, I’ve got jeans on underneath,” Kalani said, modeling them for me without benefit of jeans or underwear. “What do you think, Kimo?”

“I like them better like this,” I said. He was shirtless, and as I reached up and rubbed his nipples, his dick stiffened and stuck out of the opening at his crotch at a forty-five degree angle. I kissed him, and our tongues danced with each other, the way Kalani and I had two-stepped earlier that night.

Kalani was the handsomest, sexiest cowboy at the Paniolo Festival, and when I saw him that morning astride his palomino, I knew that if he turned out to like guys as much as I did, I wanted to ride that cowboy.

Almost any Hawaiian will be proud to tell you that the paniolos were the first American cowboys. Captain George Vancouver brought the first cows to Hawaii in 1792, and the first horses arrived around 1804. In 1832, Hawai’i’s king invited Mexican vaqueros to teach islanders how to rope and ride. Because these wranglers spoke Spanish, the Hawaiians corrupted the word Español into paniolo, and the word came to mean Hawaiian cowboy. Mainland cowboys only date to the 1870s, when vaqueros from Mexico began teaching Texans to ride and rope.

The Paniolo Festival celebrates the heritage of our island cowboys. You might think Hawai’i is all palm trees, beaches and volcanoes, but the Parker Ranch, the largest privately-owned ranch in the US, is on the Big Island. As a mixed-race kid, part Hawaiian, part Japanese and part haole, I’d grown up on legends of the paniolos, playing either the cowboys or the Indian, and my favorite part of the game was when Georgie Kamura tackled me and took me prisoner inside his makeshift wigwam. For some reason, he insisted I remove all my clothes before he tied me up, but I didn’t mind at all.

I guess I was remembering those childhood games when I decided to fly over to the Big Island for the Paniolo Festival. I lost touch with Georgie in seventh grade, when my parents sent me to private school, but I was hoping I might find a new cowboy to play with. Plus, something about all those sexy cowboys in one place really made my dick stand up and salute.

It’s only a forty-minute flight from Honolulu to Kona, on the big island, so I left early on Saturday morning, picked up a rental car at the airport, and drove out to the festival. I’d taken some care in getting dressed, wearing a Chicago homicide t-shirt that reads, “Our Day Starts When Yours Ends,” a tight pair of jeans that accented my butt, and worn cowboy boots.

I watched the parade, noting Kalani James as he pranced by me on his pony. He wore jeans and a light blue chambray shirt, with scuffed brown cowboy boots and a bright red lei of scarlet lehua flowers. He had a shock of dark hair, a killer smile, and biceps that rippled as he shook the palomino’s reins. He looked my way, our eyes locked, and I felt electric shocks shoot through my body.

A little later, I watched Kalani come in first in the quarter-mile race, and snapped a digital picture of him accepting his award. After he stepped down from the dais, I made a point of meeting up with him. “Hey,” I said, reaching out to shake his hand. “You rode a great race.”

“Thanks,” he said. Our eyes locked again, and he smiled. We introduced ourselves, and I used the display on the back of my camera to show him the picture I’d taken. “Hey, that’s great. I’d love to get a copy of that.”

I offered to email him one, but he said, “I’ve got a computer over at my place. Maybe you could stop by and download it.”

From the glint in his eye I could tell the picture wasn’t the only thing he was interested in. “Sure,” I said.

He looked at his watch. “I’ve got to be back here at four for the roping competition,” he said, “but I’ve got a couple of hours free. If you’d like to...”

“I’ve got a car over in the lot.”

He shook his head. “Pua’s faster, for where we’re going.” Pua, which means flower in Hawaiian, was his palomino’s name. I followed him over to where he’d tied her up. In a quick motion, he jumped onto her back, and then motioned me to follow.

I wasn’t quite so graceful, but I got up behind him. “Give me your hands,” he said over his shoulder, and I reached around his waist. He took my hands and placed them around his waist. “You hold on tight and let me and Pua take care of everything else.”

That was an instruction I could follow. I scooted up so that my dick was right up against his ass, and he shook the reins. Pua took off at a trot until we cleared the festival grounds, and then with another shake and a little knee action in her flanks, she sped up.

My body didn’t know what to do with all those messages. Kalani was warm and sexy and a mixture of his sweat and aftershave filled my nostrils. My dick loved the friction of riding up against his ass, but my butt was bouncing along like a dribbled basketball and I was deathly afraid of losing my grip on Kalani and sliding backwards over Pua’s tailbone.

We cantered up a slope, then down a country road, and about ten minutes later Kalani was reining Pua in as we approached a double-wide trailer on a gorgeous piece of countryside. “It’s not much, but it’s home,” he said.

As we came to a stop, I loosened my death grip on his waist, and he jumped off, saying, “Now, I liked it when you were holding on to me. You’re gonna have to do that again real soon.”

I tried to get off the horse as gracefully as he had, but I ended up stumbling and sliding off the horse right into Kalani’s arms—which come to think of it, was just where I wanted to be. We kissed for the first time then, under the warm sun, with Pua breathing heavily next to us.

The kiss was tentative at first, just our lips meeting, but as I wrapped my arms around him and our bodies meshed together, our lips opened. The scrape of his light beard incited me to kiss him more deeply. I was conscious of the twenty places where our bodies touched each other, the way his hand rested lightly on my shoulder blade, the warm pulse of his living, breathing dick against my leg.

Finally, Kalani pulled back. “Come on, let me show you what’s inside.” He took my hand and led me into the trailer. “I’ll skip most of the tour for right now,” he said, leading me through a door to the right, into a bedroom with a double bed under a bright-red Hawaiian quilt.

“More scarlet lehua,” I said, before Kalani turned to me and started kissing me again.

The next couple of minutes were a frantic blur, struggling to get out of our clothes as quickly as possible, while not breaking the kiss. We fell onto the bed with our pants down around our ankles, both of us stuck in cowboy boots that wouldn’t come off so easily. But it didn’t matter; we rolled around on the bed together, our stiff dicks rubbing against each other as we kept on kissing and panting for breath.

I’m a strong guy; I don’t work out, but I surf, I run and I roller blade. Kalani was an equal match for me—six-pack abs, ropy biceps, and strong calves and thighs, from all that riding. His body was smooth, like mine, with just a dusting of chest hair, tufts under his arms, and a wiry black thatch around his groin. He had a dolphin tattoo on his back, just above his butt crack, and a thin, wavy scar around one kneecap.

Finally Kalani pulled off and scooted down the bed a bit, to take my dick in his mouth. I was so worked up that almost as soon as his warm lips touched my stiff rod, I felt I was going to come. I warned him, and he pulled back, finishing me off with his hand, as I spurted up over his fist.

He flipped over onto his back and I got to work on his dick, licking it from top to bottom, tonguing the piss slit, then deep throating him. His body tensed up and he started making these little whimpering sounds—my cue to finish him off with my hand the way he’d done for me.

Then there we were, lying next to each other on the bed, both of us catching our breath, both with a handful of come and jeans twisted around cowboy boots. “Man, that was hot,” he said, finally. “We both went off like rockets on the fourth of July.” With his free hand, he pulled his pants up a bit, hopped off the bed and walked across to the bathroom. I did the same thing.

After our hands were clean, we were able to disentangle our jeans and our boots. A warm breeze wafted through the open windows of the trailer, caressing our naked bodies as we lay next to each other. We traded life stories there; I told him I was a homicide cop in Honolulu and he explained that he was a carpenter during the week and a rodeo cowboy whenever he could be.

Pretty soon he looked at the clock. “I’ve got to get back for the roping,” he said. “Will you stick around?”

“I’ve got a ticket for the last flight out tonight, but I can change it til tomorrow,” I said. A deep kiss and a quick caress from my crotch to my chest told me he was happy with that idea.

We rode back to the festival together, and this time I was able to get off Pua’s back without falling, as Kalani cantered off to the roping competition. His team was slow, though, and didn’t win anything—which was just fine with me, because it meant he was back at my side that much sooner.

We walked around the festival together for a while, admiring the crafts and eating the food, and ended up at the two-step dance. We joined the men’s line next to each other, and it was fun trying to match my rhythm to his.

“Come on,” he said, when a song—probably the fifth or sixth—ended. “Let’s get something to eat, and then head back to my place.”

There was a huge luau at one end of the festival grounds, and we ate our fill of kalua pig, chicken long rice, poi, shark-fin soup, sweet and sour spareribs, and Portuguese sausage and beans. Though my stomach was groaning, we had to have dessert—pineapple, banana, and mango ice cream. Finally, when neither of us could eat another bite, Kalani said, “I’ll ride Pua back to my place—on the road, this time, and you can follow in your rental car.”

Driving up to his trailer, I started yawning. Too much excitement, too much food, I thought. Would I be able to get it up again, or would I fall asleep as soon as my body hit that double bed? I must have dawdled a bit, because Kalani disappeared inside the trailer—then reappeared a couple of minutes later, wearing only those chaps.

I walked up to where he stood in the doorway of the trailer and kissed him. I was about to drop down and take his dick in my mouth again when he said, “Come inside, cowboy. And this time, take off your boots.”

I followed him to the bedroom, and he sat back on the bed in his chaps and watched me strip. I was hard even before I got my boots off—just seeing his lean, muscular chest, the leather chaps with their big round opening—and of course his sleek, hard dick staring at me.

Though I felt my blood rushing, I tried to take it slow—what good is having a killer body if you can’t show it off sometimes? I teased and tantalized him a bit, showing first one nipple, then the other, then dropping the whole shirt. I unbuttoned my jeans and let them sag open, giving him a glimpse of pubic hair, then turned my back to him and eased them down over my butt, sliding my boxers down with them.

I looked at him over my shoulder as my pants dropped to the floor and I stepped out of them. “Man, you’ve got a great ass,” he said. “Come here and sit down on my dick.”

“You want me to ride you, cowboy?”

He reached over to the bedside table and ripped open a condom, which he slid over his stiff dick. Then he squeezed some lube into his hand and rubbed it up and down his pole, all the while staring into my eyes.

I couldn’t resist any more. I climbed onto his bed and positioned my ass in front of him. “Grease me up, boy. I’m getting ready to ride.”

The lube was cool, but as his finger worked it up my ass it warmed. When he pulled his finger back, I squatted down over his dick and lowered myself onto him. It hurt a bit at first, but I went slow, then once my ass was accustomed to him, I started to move up and down faster, building a rhythm. My calves locked onto his around the leather chaps and my thighs strained, but I didn’t pay them any attention—I was focused on the feeling of his dick riding in and out of my ass, clenching my muscles around him, moving faster and faster as he started making those moaning noises again.

He was crying out by the time I felt him release into me, and I was glad there were no neighbors close by to worry about him. I slid off his dick after he stopped panting, and lay there next to him. “Somebody’s still hard as a rock,” he said, reaching over to stroke my dick. “We’re gonna have to do something about that.”

He ripped open another condom, and slid it over me, then started rubbing lube over me with a gentle, almost feathery movement. I worried I’d come again fast if he kept that up, but he didn’t. Instead, he stood up and moved over to the bureau, which he grasped with both hands. Then he bent over. The chaps cupped his ass, leaving it open for me like a special present on Christmas morning.

You don’t have to make a movement like that twice for me to catch on. I squeezed some lube onto my finger, but before I stuck it up his ass I bent down to give him a tongue bath, gripping the sides of the leather chaps. In and out my tongue shot, loosening his muscles and making him squirm again. “Oh, man, stop teasing me,” he said at last. “Fuck me, Kimo. Stick your dick up my ass NOW.”

I’m a cop, you know, and our motto is “Serving and Protecting With Aloha.” It was time for me start serving, and I did—I served my dick right up his tight, slippery ass. He was whimpering again, but I didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure—and I didn’t care. I drove my dick up his ass until my nuts banged against his skin, then pulled almost all the way out and drove it in again. I braced my hands against his shoulders and plowed him until my whole body erupted with the force of my orgasm.

Then suddenly, I could hardly stand. It was all I could do to pull out of his ass and stumble over to the bed. “You all right?” he asked, looking over.

“You killed me,” I said, moving my hand over my heart. “Fucked to death. But man, what a way to go.”

He laughed, and jumped on top of me, and we wrestled for a while, until we settled in for the night, spooned up against each other, his limp dick nestling the curve of my ass. I hoped he didn’t have anything planned for Sunday, because I’d booked myself on the last flight back to Honolulu, and I knew I wanted to try those chaps on myself.
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“If you’re not happy here, there’s the door.” Mike pointed toward the front door, where our golden retriever, Roby, sat nervously watching us argue.
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