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Dedication

These stories are dedicated to the guys at the Stonewall Library Book Group and its successor, the Gay Men’s Book Group in Fort Lauderdale. Read on!
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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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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 pre-come 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 pre-come 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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“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.

“You’re such a drama queen,” I said. “Just because I don’t like the way you throw your clothes around the house doesn’t mean I want to move out.”

We stood there facing each other. At six-four, Mike is about three inches taller than I am, though we both have straight dark hair, and because we’re both mixed-race we both have a slight epicanthic fold over our eyes. My skin is darker than his, but not by much, and sometimes people thought we were brothers or cousins rather than partners.

“I don’t know, Kimo, it seems like all we do is argue lately. We’re both always working, and when we get home we just get on each other’s nerves.”

I couldn’t disagree with that—but I wasn’t ready to give up on the time we’d spent living together, or the magnetic connection I felt to him when things were good.

“So what do we do?” I asked. “You want to talk to a counselor or someone?”

“I don’t think that kind of thing works. And I don’t like the idea of somebody else getting into our business.”

At least he was still using the plural pronoun. He sat down on the sofa and Roby bounced over to pile on top of him. Mike looked at me, and I sat down catty-corner to him, the dog sprawled between us.

“I’ve been thinking,” Mike said. “We need to spend more time together.”

When I left my apartment in Waikiki to move into Mike’s house in Aiea Heights, I had given up most the time I had spent surfing, instead hanging out with Mike, talking or going out to eat or going on long runs together. Now I couldn’t remember the last run we’d taken.

I seemed to get hit with one demanding case after another, which kept me at police headquarters or out on the streets of O’ahu. And Mike, a fire investigator with the Honolulu Fire Department, had been asked to review the department’s procedures after a disastrous fire on the North Shore. When he wasn’t at work, he was hunched over his laptop, researching other departments’ policies and figuring out how to apply them to HFD.

It didn’t leave either of us much time for domestic bliss, and the stress was starting to show.

“We could go on vacation together,” he suggested. “You ever been to Kaua’i?” There was something a bit too casual about the suggestion and I was immediately suspicious. Cop habits die hard.

I leaned back against the arm of the leather sofa, one of our first big joint purchases. “Why Kaua’i?” I asked.

“Ben Keaumoku has a time share there that he can’t use. He’s looking for someone to take it over.”

Ah. That was why he’d seemed overly casual when he brought the idea up. He’d already decided what he wanted to do but wanted to pretend it was a joint decision. I got a sour feeling in my stomach. “When?”

Mike looked down at Roby, avoiding my gaze. “Next week.”

“Next week!” I squawked. “What if we can’t get off work?”

He looked up. “I can. I already checked. You just have to ask.”

“How long have you known about this?” I crossed my arms over my chest, too, even though I knew it was a defensive posture I shouldn’t be assuming with the love of my life.

“Just today. His daughter has some kind of respiratory thing going on, and the doctor doesn’t want her to travel for the next month. I checked with the chief to be sure I could get the time.”

Roby sensed that his dads were getting along, and he clambered up on the sofa and snuggled between us.

I looked at my watch. It was just after seven in the evening. “When do we need to leave?”

“Can we go on Saturday? The time share is for seven days.”

I picked up my cell phone. What the hell, my boss called me at home all the time. After I confirmed that I had nothing hot going on, he told me to take the time and enjoy myself.

We each had calls to make – Mike to confirm the time share, me to book the flights and arrange for Roby to stay with my brother and his family. When both of us were finished, Mike said, “You think maybe we could get a head start on our vacation?” He tickled the inside of my thigh with his big toe.

I pushed the dog off the sofa and cuddled up next to him. Even though his body was as familiar as my own, I still loved being next to him, our thighs and arms touching, leaning forward for a kiss. His lips met mine lightly, and I turned my head a bit so we could move even closer. I reached around behind him and snaked one arm up under his T-shirt, tickling the light dusting of hair over his shoulder blades.

My dick stiffened as we kissed. He reached over and tweaked my right nipple and I groaned. He was right, we had been ignoring each other for too long. He pushed me back down onto the sofa and climbed on top of me. That was my favorite position of all, feeling his whole body pressing down on me. I even liked the way I got short of breath if he was compressing my ribcage. I think it made my orgasms better. And what the hell, he had been trained as an EMT when he was an active duty firefighter, so he could always revive me if I passed out. I wondered if I’d like mouth-to-mouth resuscitation from him. Probably.

We kissed again, and he began rubbing his body against mine, the friction of our clothes providing an exquisite pain as my stiff dick chafed against the cotton fabric of my boxers. Pre-come began to dribble out of my piss slit. I could feel my orgasm rising, and I banged my head against the pillows.

He yanked down my board shorts, and my dick popped out. He grabbed it by the shaft and put the head in his mouth. He began to suck and slurp and all the tension I had been feeling faded away, replaced by happy endorphins. He tickled the tender spot behind my balls and I whimpered and squirmed.

Then he raised his head and looked at me, and the love and lust in his eyes was so overpowering that I spurted all over his fist. I slumped back against the couch, my heart beating faster than a battery-operated bunny. Mike stood up and dropped his shorts, exposing his long, slim dick, which already had a pearl of pre-come at the head.

Then his cell phone rang.

I wanted to tell him to ignore it, but I knew he couldn’t, just the way I couldn’t ignore an emergency call from HPD.

He leaned over and grabbed it with his left hand, his dick wagging. He listened to the caller for a minute, then said, “Shit. All right, I’m on it.” He hung up and pulled up his shorts. “Suspicious fire out in Kaimuki. I’ve gotta go.”

“But you didn’t...” I began.

“Rain check.”

I watched his ass as he left the room, and my dick curled up against my groin. Mike changed from his T-shirt and shorts into his standard work outfit of khakis and an HFD polo shirt, and was out of the house in minutes. I tried to stay awake until he returned, to pay off that rain check, but he didn’t get home until I was already asleep.

We were both so busy the next few days that we hardly spoke. Saturday morning I woke to find him standing by the side of the bed fastening his watch. He was already dressed. “Where are you going?” I asked, then yawned.

“Ben was supposed to be on call this morning but he had to take his daughter to the ER. I’ve got to run out to Nanakuli and check out a fire. Can you pack for me?”

Nanakuli was on the Leeward Coast, way out the Farrington Highway. If he got caught up there he’d have trouble making it to the airport for our flight. “I don’t understand why you had to take it over. He knows you’re going to his time share.”

“His daughter is sick,” Mike said, enunciating every word. “Have a little compassion, asshole.”

“What the fuck!” I sat up in bed. “You make these plans without even asking me, and then you run off?”

“I’m going to work. You don’t want to go to Kaua’i, you can stay right here.”

He stalked out of the bedroom, and a moment later I heard the front door slam.

Roby clambered up into bed next to me and settled down on Mike’s pillow. “That went well,” I said to him.

I tried to go back to sleep but I was too antsy. Instead I got up and started to pack—for both Mike and myself. I ran out to the local Long’s Drugs to pick up some travel size items, then went back home, and got Roby, along with everything he’d need for a long weekend with his aunt and uncle and their brood of four human kids and one furry one. Sometimes I swear the dog needs more travel stuff than Mike and I—a bag of food, bowls for food and water, glucosamine and chondroitin for his joints, a selection of toys and a couple of rawhide chews, and a bag of treats shaped like tiny T-bone steaks.

It was noon by the time I got back to the house, and I hadn’t heard from Mike. I tried his cell and the call went direct to voice mail. Was he ignoring me? Out of cell range? Had something happened at the fire?

We had a 3:00 flight on go! Mokulele, and we needed to get to the airport at least an hour early for check in. I started to get irritated, but I stopped myself. This was going to be our vacation, and I didn’t want to kick it off with more fighting. And I’m a big believer in karma; I always worried that if we argued before leaving each other, then that was tempting fate to cause some accident that would make us regret our words forever.

Mike called as I was backing down our driveway on my way to the airport. “I’m just leaving the fire now. Couldn’t get a signal out there. I’ll meet you at the airport.” He paused. “Sorry, babe. I’ll make it up to you on Kaua’i.”

“You will. Love you.”

He said he loved me, too, and hung up. I drove to the airport, parked, and checked everything except a little daypack with our reservation information, a couple of granola bars, and a book to read.

The gates at the Interisland Terminal are open-air, sheltered from the elements by a hipped roof, low stone walls, and hibiscus hedges. I paced around waiting for Mike as the minutes ticked by and a light rain began to spatter the tarmac. He still wasn’t there when the plane began boarding.

I called him. “Where are you?”

“Waiting in line at security check. I’m almost there. Don’t leave without me.”

“I’ll stand in front of the plane,” I said dryly, and hung up. There was a sudden gust of wind, and rain began to beat down on the tarmac. The last couple of patrons scurried over to the plane’s staircase and began to climb. The wind turned and the rain began to blow into the open gate area. I huddled in a corner, rubbing my upper arms against the sudden chill.

The gate was empty except for me and a couple of agents when Mike ran up. We handed over our boarding passes and hurried out over the tarmac to the plane, getting soaked in the process. We rushed up the slippery staircase, and I nearly fell once as I got close to the top, but Mike was right behind me.

We made our way to our seats, dripping down the aisle, and then the flight attendant closed the door and we pushed off. “Sorry I was late,” Mike said. “I really did try to get through as fast as I could.”

“You talk to Ben? How’s his daughter?”

“She’s better. They had to put her on a respirator to help her breathing until she gets over the infection.”

I realized how lucky we were to be healthy, to have good jobs and a safe place to live, and the chance to go on vacation together. I resolved not to argue the whole time we were on Kaua’i. If I could manage.

The flight was brief, and while Mike dozed I looked out the window at the endless miles of ocean. We got lost in the rental car leaving the airport, and argued about it. “I thought you’d been here before,” Mike grumbled.

“Twenty years ago. Can’t you read the map?”

Both of us were ragged by the time we got to the time share. All I wanted to do was get into a pair of shorts and a T-shirt with a very tall, very cold tropical drink in my hand. But as soon as we walked into the one-bedroom condo with a view of Poipu Beach, Mike said, “I’m going to hurl,” and rushed to the bathroom.

So much for our romantic getaway, I thought. I brought all the luggage in and then went back out to get him some over-the-counter medication. He took the pills, crawled into bed, and zonked out.

I walked down the beach and stopped at the first bar I found, where they were playing Jawaiian music—a combination of Hawaiian and Jamaican reggae—and ordered a strawberry daiquiri. It was an open, thatched-roof place with a gorgeous view of the beach. The sun sparkled on wavelets that lapped at fine white sand. The shore curved around and disappeared into a lush rainforest.

I sat on a stool and drank, tapping my foot on the bar rail.

“I see you like this beat, too.”

I looked to my right and saw a forty-something haole tourist with thinning brown hair and a bit of raccooning, where he’d fallen asleep in the sun with his sunglasses on.

“Yeah, it’s kind of infectious,” I said.

“You mind if I join you?”

“Sure.”

He sat on the barstool next to me, and motioned to the bartender for a refill of his frozen margarita. “I’m Reed.” He reached out to shake my hand.

“Kimo,” I said. “Where are you from?” He had a good strong grip, which I liked, and he made sure to make eye contact.

“Omaha. Here for a convention of financial planners at the Hyatt. Turns out not to be as much fun as I was hoping. Everybody else brought a wife or a girlfriend.”

“Let me guess. You don’t have either of those.”

“And haven’t wanted one since I was about seventeen and figured myself out.”

I nodded. “Took me a lot longer than that.”

The bartender brought his daiquiri and Reed raised his glass toward me. I clinked with him and we both smiled.

My dick was swelling in my pants. Shit. What was I doing here, flirting with a stranger, when I was supposed to be on a romantic weekend with Mike? But it had been a long time since another guy expressed some interest in me. It was shady behavior, and cruel to Reed, but I wanted to savor the feeling for a few minutes. There was no real harm in flirting, anyway. I’d still end up with Mike, though if he was sick we’d probably be in separate beds.

We were the only people in the bar, and I noticed both Reed and I were tapping our feet to the beat. “You want to dance?” I asked.

“You think we can?”

“Nobody here to complain.”

“Then hell, yes.”

When he stood up and I got a good look at him, I could see Reed had more middle-aged spread than I’d expected, but he had a great sense of rhythm and he was comfortable in his body, and that came through as he danced. At first we were just doing our own thing, rocking and swaying, but then Reed took my hand and pulled me toward him, and then back, and then swung me around.

We danced through three songs. Out of the corner of my eye I saw some other people start to come into the bar, but nobody said anything. They were all on vacation, after all, and who wants to get worked up when there’s warm weather, a beautiful view, and a well-stocked bar?

We finally quit and returned to the bar, where we ordered another round of drinks, and a pupu platter to share—some bits of roasted pork, Chinese dumplings, and pineapple. We kept eating and drinking and talking and laughing, and a lot of the tension in my gut begin to fade.

Then I looked up and saw Mike in the doorway of the bar. “You left me in that condo with nothing to eat,” he said.

“Well, come on over here and order something.”

I didn’t mean to sound irritated, but even though I knew I wasn’t going up to Reed’s room with him, I was enjoying the delicious sensation that something might happen, and Mike’s arrival harshed my mellow.

Despite his mood, Mike was still a very handsome guy, with wavy dark hair, a black mustache with just the faintest touches of gray, a strong jaw and a killer body. Reed’s mouth hung open as he stared at Mike. “Friend of yours?” he asked me.

“Partner.” I know I sighed as I said it, and I shouldn’t have.

Reed’s body sagged as he realized what was going on. Then Mike stepped into the bar and crossed over toward us, sliding onto a stool next to Reed. He stuck his hand out. “I’m Mike.”

Reed was almost too flabbergasted to respond, but he did shake Mike’s hand and introduce himself.

“They have burgers here?” Mike asked.

Reed pushed a menu toward Mike.

“You’re feeling better?” I asked.

“Right as rain. Shouldn’t have grabbed that chili on the way to the airport.”

I wanted to say that if he hadn’t, he’d have been on time, and we wouldn’t have gotten soaked on the tarmac either—but for once I kept my mouth shut.

The bartender came over, and Mike ordered a Fire Rock Pale Ale and a mushroom burger, medium well. “Sounds good to me,” Reed said. “I’ll have the same.”

I had to be contrary, so I ordered a bacon cheeseburger, medium, and another strawberry daiquiri.

When the bartender left, Mike turned to Reed. “So, where are you from?”

Reed wasn’t quite sure what was going on—and neither was I. But he played along, and soon he and Mike were flirting just as he and I had been. I sat on the far side of Reed, feeling left out. This was supposed to be a sexy getaway for Mike and me—so why was Reed still between us?

I had a sexual history longer than some modern novels, first with women, then, after I came out of the closet, with a lot of different guys. By the time I met Mike, I was ready to settle down and commit to one man. He was my first real boyfriend, the first man I fell in love with.

I was his first love, too, but he didn’t have anywhere near the sexual background I had, and sometimes I thought he regretted not having sown enough wild oats. We’d see a guy covered with tats, for example, and Mike would wonder what sex with him would be like. Or we’d be watching a porn movie and see a guy with a Prince Albert, with pierced nipples or bars through the frenulum, the scrotum or the perineum, and he’d wonder what that would be like.

He’d never been with a black man or a guy in his senior years, though he’d had some interesting experiences with a leather daddy in Waikele that he remembered fondly.

The bartender delivered our burgers, and Mike bit into his lustily. “This is great,” he said. Then he turned to Reed. “So, you into threesomes?”

I nearly choked on my burger. Mike knew damn well that I didn’t want to share him. He’d expressed interest in threesomes in the past, but only in the most general sense, and I’d shut him down every time.

Reed was quicker on the uptake than I was. I figure he guessed Mike’s interest as soon as he sat down at the bar with us. He looked Mike in the eye and said, “Having sex with a stud as handsome as you is a wet dream for a guy like me. The two of you, as gorgeous and built as you are? I’d feel like I died and went to heaven.”

“Well, don’t die on us just yet.” He licked his lips. “What about you, K-man?”

Mike has a million nicknames for me. K-man, Keeper, King Kong Kimo. When he uses one of them I know he’s teasing. But who was he teasing—Reed? Or Me?

My dick had already made its vote. I was hard the whole time I danced with Reed, and I was sure he’d noticed the tiny wet spot on my jeans. I shriveled up as soon as Mike walked in, like an embarrassed kid caught with his hand in the candy jar. But once Mike mentioned a threesome, my dick pronged up again.

I took a deep breath. I knew couples who had broken up, and one of the first signs their relationship had shown of going south was when they opened up to other people. But I also knew a couple in Kahala who had been merrily engaging in all kinds of sex, together, separately, or with one or more others, and they were just as much in love as they’d ever been.

Reed put his hand on my thigh. “What do you say?”

My skin tingled from his touch. I drained the last of my drink and said, “Whose place is closer?”

“My hotel’s right next door, and I’ve got a king-sized bed,” Reed said.

“Sounds like a winner,” Mike said.

We dropped some cash on the bar and Reed led the way out. Mike reached for my shoulder. “This is all right with you, isn’t it?”

Was I going to be honest and say no? That all I wanted was to go back to the time share together and fuck our brains out, just the two of us? The look in his eyes said this was something he wanted, and it wasn’t like he was asking me to do something painful or degrading. “I love you. If you want to do this then I’m right there with you.”

He leaned over and kissed me. “That’s my K-Man.”

We went in a side door of the hotel, and Reed led us to his room, which had a lanai overlooking the beach. As soon as the door was closed, Mike said, “Here’s the deal, Reed. Kimo is too bossy sometimes, and he won’t do what I tell him to. How about you? You do what you’re told?”

“Yes, sir,” Reed said. I could see his dick was rock hard and pressing against his cargo shorts.

“Good,” Mike said. “Here’s what I want you to do first. Get naked.”

It was almost comical to watch Reed hurry to unbutton and toss off his aloha shirt, then drop his shorts to the floor and step out of them. He was wearing a pair of generic white briefs, and as he pulled them down his stiff dick bounced out.

“Well, now, that’s a nice surprise,” Mike said, as he and I both noticed the barbell at the base of Reed’s dick. I guess Omaha is a more exciting place than I thought.

“I know, I need to work out more,” Reed said, pinching the flesh at his waist.

“You look just fine to me,” Mike said. “Now I want you to take off Kimo’s shirt.”

I shivered at Reed’s touch as he began undoing the buttons of my shirt. Without prompting he leaned down and took my right nipple between his teeth and I moaned with pleasure.

It was weird to feel this man working on my nipples, and the sexual pull that resulted, and yet look up and see Mike watching, not participating. He was the only man I’d been with since we reunited, and it was strange and yet very sexy to be with someone else—especially with Mike right there.

Mike stepped up close to me and I wondered if he was going to push Reed away. Instead Mike kissed me as Reed continued to work, using his fingers on the nipple he wasn’t sucking. It was almost too much sexual input—I felt overwhelmed.

Mike was still fully clothed. He reached down and unbuckled my belt, then pushed my shorts and boxers down. I shimmied out of them and kicked off my deck shoes, so I was as naked as Reed.

Reed reached down and palmed my dick, and the feel of his hand, soft and a bit sweaty, was so different from what I was accustomed to—Mike’s work-hardened hands, the way he wrapped his hand around my dick and teased the head with his thumb.

“That’s it,” Mike said, stepping back. “Work his dick. Get him all juiced up.”

Reed continued his nipple play, and began rubbing the flat of his hand up and down over my dick. As I watched, Mike pulled his polo shirt up over his head. He’d been working out more, and his abs rippled as he reached up and pulled it off, then tossed it to the dresser across from the king-sized bed.

I felt a pang of love and longing as Mike unbuttoned his jeans, then unzipped them. He wore a pair of white cotton low-riding briefs, a stark contrast to his tanned chest and the silky black hair that covered most of his body. He stepped out of his running shoes and kicked off his jeans. His dick was stiff and already leaking pre-come onto his shorts, but he kept them on.

Reed wrapped his hand around my dick, slippery with pre-come, and began to work it up and down. Mike stood there and watched for a minute, then asked, “So tell me, Reed. What’s your pleasure? You like to suck or get sucked? Fuck or get fucked?”

Reed looked up at him, glassy-eyed with lust. “Whatever you like.”

Mike nodded. “Well, then, down on your knees, pal, and open your mouth.”

Reed obeyed, and took most of my dick down his throat. The feeling of warmth and wet was so overwhelming I almost came right there.

Mike pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them, leaving them on the hotel room carpet, but I wasn’t about to complain. He leaned close to me once again and began kissing me. I felt his hand stroking my lower back, and he half turned so that his dick was close to Reed’s mouth.

Without any prompting Reed switched from me to Mike. My dick was so hard it ached, and the drying saliva on it was cold in the air-conditioned air. “That’s it,” Mike said. “Get my dick nice and wet so it’ll slide right into the K-Man.”

Reed pulled off for a second and said, “I have rubbers in my bag.”

“Nobody goes into the K-man’s ass except me, so we won’t be needing them right now,” Mike said. “But thanks for the offer.”

He gently pulled out of Reed’s mouth and stepped behind me. As Reed resumed sucking me, Mike grabbed my shoulders and positioned himself at my ass. Then with one hand prying open my ass, he slammed his dick into me, his pubic hair scratching against my globes.

If I’d hadn’t been so swamped by lust it would have hurt like a bastard. But instead the pain was absorbed into the endorphins surging through my blood stream and all I did was moan and lick my lips.

Then Mike gripped my hips and started banging me fast and furious. Tears welled up at the corners of my eyes and I felt like my ass was being plunged by a power drill. A soaring pleasure shook me all the way down to my toes.

“I’m gonna...” I began, and Reed clamped his lips down on my dick and suctioned for all he was worth, and I squinted my eyes shut to focus on my pleasure. The orgasm surged through me and I saw stars behind my eyelids. My arms and legs were like jelly and I felt myself standing only because Mike was holding me up. The come rose from my balls and spurted out into Reed’s mouth as my body shook with the power of my orgasm.

I clenched my ass tight to hold onto the sensation and Mike groaned behind me, slamming one last time into me and leaning his head back and howling. I felt the hot rocket of his come coating my ass chute, and I flexed my muscles on him in the way I knew he liked. He stayed in me as his dick softened.

Reed backed off and sat back against the bed as Mike and I disengaged. Reed’s dick was still hard. “That was frigging awesome,” he said.

“And you didn’t even come,” I said. “Stand up.”

He did, grabbing onto the bed for a hand up. I went down to the carpet and wrapped my lips around the head of his dick, which was already loose with pre-come. Mike stuck his right index finger in Reed’s mouth and said, “Suck my finger, Reedie, so I can use it to fuck you.”

Reed’s eyes opened even wider, and he took Mike’s finger into his mouth. A moment later Mike pulled it out and reached around behind Reed. I could tell when the finger penetrated him because his dick jumped in my mouth. He didn’t last more than a minute longer, and then he was shooting off such a load in my mouth that the come was dripping out one side no matter how hard I tried to contain it.

I stood up shakily, and saw that Mike was kissing Reed. I wanted some of that action so I pushed my face in there, a confusion of tongues and lips and chins. Then Mike wrapped one arm around me and one around Reed, and he fell back to the bed, taking us with him.

It took us a minute to get ourselves organized—Mike flat on his back in the center, me on my side facing him, Reed facing him from the other side. Mike extended his arms so that one was behind Reed’s shoulders and one behind mine, and the three of us dozed off, surrounded by the tang of sweat and sex and the afterglow of an amazing exertion.

Mike woke first. I felt him stirring beside me as he extricated his arm from beneath Reed, who was snoring gently. Mike pushed at me, and I got up off the bed. “Get your stuff and let’s go,” he said.

“What about...”

“He’s sleeping with the angels. And when he wakes up he’ll have some amazing memories,” Mike whispered.

We dressed quickly and as quietly as we could, while Reed continued to sleep, and then we slipped out the door of his hotel room, both of us carrying our shoes in our hands. The tails of Mike’s polo shirt were outside his pants, and my shirt was buttoned funny. Mike looked at me and started to laugh, and I joined him.
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