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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO


all the people who aren’t afraid to add some spice to their lives.
This book is meant to delight, entice and entertain.


The stories in this anthology are diverse, clever and ultra-sexy.
It was important to me to include stories from a variety of
authors, both novice and seasoned, so that Flesh to Flesh
can fulfill your sexual fantasies.


Special Note: These stories are works of fiction.
The characters within these stories cannot contract a sexually
transmitted disease because these people are not real—you are!
If you engage in sexual activity, always use a condom!


Always!








I Can’t Tell You What He Looked Like
MAURICE MURRELL



(cover model for Flesh to Flesh)


He came to me in a dream, chocolate light-skinned


Green, brown-eyed, his body thick and thin


His behind was flat and bubbly, his hair was shaved and long, his legs stopped but never with an end


I can’t tell you what he looked like, but I can describe him perfectly


He was my man, the man of my dreams; he was a reflection of me


I can’t tell you the color of his eyes, all I can tell you is they burned my soul


I can’t tell you if his touch was rough or smooth, but it turned all the necessary areas hot and cold.


I can’t tell you the thickness of his lips, just that his kiss filled with passion


And, I can’t tell you what his hair was like, all I know was he was my bald Samson


I can’t tell you if he was tall or short, only that he could look me in the eye


I can’t tell you if he was thick or thin, but laying on me was subliminally sublime


I can’t tell you if his skin tone, reflected the night or the day


All I know is, it was the perfect shade to my own tone, every time we would play


I can’t tell you if his teeth were crooked or even if they were straight


All I can tell you is his smile was the first thing I saw when I fell asleep, or the first thing when I would awake.


I can’t tell you if his style of clothes was expensive or even cheap


Because all I wanted to do was take those clothes off and lay them next to the fireplace in a heap.


I can’t tell you if his smell was either pungent, masculine or feminine sweet


All I know is it was intoxicating, one whiff and I was forever knocked off my feet.


I can’t tell you if he liked to go out all the time or liked to stay at home


All I know was whatever we did was fun; with him I was never alone.


I can’t tell you what he looked like, but I can describe him perfectly


He was the man of my dreams, you couldn’t label him aesthetically


I can’t tell you all those things that most people first list


But on my man, and my only man, my dream, my virgin, my first kiss


He was my everything; I was his—that was never misunderstood


I can’t tell you what he looked like. I wouldn’t even try if I could.


He never had a label, he was here for my soul and I


He couldn’t tell you either what I looked like, but for me he would die


I was his everything, he was mine, we were him, he was I


And we don’t even know what each other even looks like, ’cause love has us blind.


Blind to the superficialness, blind to the shallowness of it all See ’cause when I close my eyes I see him, in his reflection I can recall


See I can’t tell you what he looked like, but I can tell you this He was mine, he was mine; never ever a love like this


I can’t tell you what he looks like, neither can he describe me


But we will be written in history as blind lovers forever to be…


“Dream with no limit; they’re yours to make any way you want.”
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Making Heat, Jazz and Love
LM ROSS



There was a cool blue hue to the room, as the assembled jazz crowd sipped their martinis and smoked their cigarettes. I was slowly imbibing my Courvoisier and slyly checking out the place. This was my scene, my haunt, my NYC jazz dream, and the elements felt just right. I perused the locals and the few heads who boldly nodded in my direction. But this was a typically straight crowd. I made sure I did nothing, said nothing that would arouse unwanted suspicion. I had many friends in the city, but a scant few really dug jazz with the same fervor as me, so it had become my style to usually roll on the solo tip. This night was no different. So, there I sat, sipping and waiting for the show to begin as a feeling of anticipation rose in the air. I could almost taste it, feel it buzzing on my skin.


I needed this escape. I’d been dealing with some deeply emotional stuff that comes with residual heartbreak. Steven, my lover of almost seven years, had fallen for the charms and assumedly the younger dick of a co-worker. I’d suspected something developing between them, but Steven chalked it up to my “crazy insecurity.” Well, a few weeks later, I arrived early from a business trip, and my crazy insecure ass caught them, going at it, in the bed Steven and I purchased and shared. They jumped up, naked and ashamed, with apologies and explanations tripping from their lips. I’d never once cheated on Steven, and there he was, in our bed, fucking some acrobatic bitch on the slide. That betrayal ended it for us. I mean, what good was a relationship if the motherfucka lacked trust?


I had, for all intents and purposes, given up on men. I denied all temptations from that point onward, and trust, there were more than a few! I needed to work on me. I needed to love me again. I needed to spoil me, and accept all my good, bad and bullshit parts. I had been doing just that…for months. My only reprieve was a little entertainment, by way of jazz.


Showtime: The piano player appeared in a shaft of golden light. Brotha with dreads, attired in a natty-blue suit, his long nimble fingers caressed the keys slowly as if he had at his disposal, eighty-eight different lovers. He played and the crowd swayed to the strains of his smooth bossa nova. Gradually the light increased, and in the corner was a stout cat, on bass. He began to thump in slow and sultry jazzy tones, and soon he and the pianist were grooving in song. I dug the vibe they manifested. I nodded my head to their potent fusion. Soon, the drummer appeared, beating those snares in a nasty counterpoint that made something inside us jump as everyone tapped their feet. The sound the three of them manifested was sweet, tangy and saucy to the point of sounding sexual. And then, in a brazenly blue neon glare, the man on the sax appeared.


The bleat of his horn transformed the room. I detected the sighs and swoons. I heard a woman release an orgasmic cry of: “Damn, that brotha be fine!”


I must admit that the sista didn’t lie. Brotha was fine, in a winter-white turtleneck sweater and matching trousers. Tall, bald, madly broad-shouldered, he had a presence and a gravity that could not be denied. He played like quiet fire. He played sooooo slowly and soulfully that he conjured up visions of hot Nawlins nights, the cry of alley cats, the bite of bourbon on the tongue, and the sweet caress of an amorous lover. He played as if he’d crawled between my thighs and discovered the clue to my carnal paradise. I felt both shook and hooked on this sound he made. And still he played, as the jazz-heads nodded and ladies swooned. But some part of my senses made me think, he was blowing for me, just me…and that blue-bruised hurt lodged deep within me.


I flashed back to all of those hot and sensuous times Steven and I shared when our bodies would grind in perfect sync, and it seemed we’d shared one mind. Damn! That brotha on the horn, killing me jazzily with his song! And the more he played, the more of a towering black Adonis he became.


Sometimes inside of his performance, I swear he’d made serious eye contact with me. Not the people at the first few tables, not those women he’d given a case of the screaming thigh sweats… but to me!


The whole set felt like I was sitting in a den of audible sex. It made me moist. It made my dick harder than the Empire State.


After the performance, the band was signing their latest CD for all who purchased it. After the mood I’d just experienced, there was no way in hell I could resist copping it. In fact, I asked for three: one for my stereo, one for my car, and one for my portable CD. The brotha who blew smiled as I approached the table where he and his band mates were seated. I glanced causally over my left shoulder to see if that luminous smile was for someone else. But no, it was a smile directed at me. As I drew closer, I felt something strange and warm, and familiar, too. I didn’t know him, but it was as if we both knew each other’s core secret. Odd, sometimes, how you just simply know. This brotha was family. And what a big bald and finely talented addition he made to the brood!


“Tight set. I was really digging the vibe, yo.” These were my first words to him.


“Thanks, mon. Guess ya be a fan. Three CDs?” he asked with a smile brighter than a noonday Jamaican sun that made him even more intriguing.


“Ummm…yeah…when I dig something, I mean reeeeeeeally dig it, I don’t wanna be caught someplace without it.”


Damn! That sounded like I was trying to come onto the cat! I wasn’t; at least not consciously. But then he set his slow sable-eyed glow-in-the-dark ray on me.


Oh shit! It was a look I knew by heart. It was that “yes-I-like-men-and-if-given-the-chance-I’d-love-to-fuck-the-shit-outtayou” look!


“I’m Colin,” he said, still flashing that mega-watt smile. “Colin Elliot,” he added, and my dick jumped inside my suit pants as he said it.


“I’m Lance,” I uttered.


He extended his large, dark jazz-talented hand. I took it, and in that moment, I almost heard music. The wail of a faraway trumpet, the beat of torrid congas, and the sounds of jungle music played in my chest.


I watched that hand as he signed my CDs. And despite the surroundings, I could not seem to take my eyes off him. Just as he was signing the third one, someone tapped his shoulder, whispered in his ear, and his eyes widened. “Ya kiddin’! Duh mon is ’ere?” Colin asked excitedly. And his excitement made me strangely jealous that some person had suddenly broken our spell.


“Hell! I betta jwaun talk to him, mon!” he said. “Been nice… re-e-e-e-eal nice meetin’ ya, Lance.” He quickly shook my hand again. And though disappointed, I was pleased that at least he’d remembered my name.


When Colin stood, he was a tall drink of water: six feet five inches, buffed, and tantalizingly chocolate. He had wide sweeping shoulders, a proud jutting chest. His perfect posture and smooth shaved head gave his whole presence the look of a long, tall dick.


I shrugged off the spell, and made my way outside the club. I took the subway back home, musing on the night’s events. I reached inside my coat pocket to read the CD, to stare at his picture and daydream. And there, on the last copy, that jazz-hot player had scribbled his phone number!


Sly fox! I wanted to call him. I was tempted. But damn it! The last thing I needed was a jazz cat constantly on the road, doing what musicians do: fuck small tribes of groupies. So, I passed on calling this intriguing new man. Besides, in my ongoing campaign of treating myself to the pleasures of life, I’d booked a vacation in Jamaica.


It was a pleasant eighty-five degrees when I arrived on the island. A balmy breeze greeted my skin, as I detected the scent of citrus fruit in the air. The palm trees stood tall and phallic, their full ripe coconuts hung like large brown balls, surrounding me in shade and sultry possibilities. My hotel was nestled just off Long Bay in Negril. Everything within eyesight was white, blue or green. Steven and I had planned to sizzle together in that paradise, to see Jamaica as a twosome. We’d had daydreams of gazing longingly at the sunset, walking barefoot in the sand, and making sweet passionate love under one of the island’s waterfalls. But that fantasy ended when the bastard cheated on me!


So, for my first night alone in Jamaica, I thought of Steven, and ruthlessly masturbated as the cool balmy breeze blew in, caressing every pore of my nakedness.


The next day, I awakened to the light of a blazing saffron sun. Gazing over the terrace and along the beach, the island men were godlike—tall, gorgeous black sculptures with neatly braided dreads and blinding smiles. Everyone smiled. It appeared to be contagious. I quickly showered and went downstairs to have breakfast among the living. On the way, I saw a poster of the jazz band which would be playing in the showroom. And there, right in the middle, stood a tall, bald, elegant-looking Colin! I couldn’t believe it! Was fate placing us both in Jamaica, at the very same time? Well, that was definitely one performance I planned to catch!


After breakfast I changed into my trunks and hit the beach. As luck or fate would have it, I saw a man who looked just like Colin, talking to some people as they strolled along the sand. The closer I came, my heat began to quicken. It was him! Yes. It was Colin, in a white shirt and matching shorts, his lovely complexion accented sharply against the blue and white of the beach. I wanted him to remember me. I didn’t think he would. But as I approached the small group, Colin’s eyes darted toward me. I knew from the gaze that he did, in fact, remember.


“Ey you! What ya doin’ in my neck of dee woods?” His Jamaican accent seemed even thicker than I’d recalled, or perhaps it was an effect, or an osmosis thing.


“Just enjoying the scenery, man. How are you, Colin?”


“I be good…beautiful, mon. Just ’ere tuh play a few gigs, ya know,” he said, totally ignoring the people he was conversing with earlier. “I hope ya plan to see dee show. I’ll even play sum’m special just for ya.” He winked.


Amidst all that lush and beautiful scenery of the beach, I sat obsessing on Colin, his music, his friendliness, his hotness, his white shorts, housing this mysteriously meaty iguana. That night, I twisted out three nut-busting loads, haunted by buck-naked fantasies of Colin. Hell, I needed the distraction—even more since Steven was gone.


The next day, I happened upon a vision stretched out like some chocolate colossus against a snow-white blanket on the beach. It was a long, dark, stunning picture of rugged masculinity. That vision turned out to be Colin! The warm Jamaican sun shone down on the peaks of his russet nipples. Like magnets, my eyes were drawn to his chest, and the rest of him.


I nodded as I passed, and he smiled the brightest white smile in that land of smiles. I thought to myself, please…just let me chill and lounge beside you!


And, as if he’d heard my private thoughts, with the sweep of a long strong arm, he graciously invited me to sit and hang out with him. In a flash, I accepted and plopped down beside his utter cocoa-butter godliness. My hungry eyes perused him as he lay gazing at the beach. The water was limpid and exquisite with its varying shades of greens and resplendent blues. But my view of nature was obscured by the vision of Colin in his leopard bikini. The more I looked, the hotter I became. Was it the sun, a trick of light stretching out the spots of his bikini? Whatever it was certainly cast a mighty shadow.


“So, ’ave ya been? ’Aving a good time, mon? Ya been to any fun places yet?” he asked.


I was far too busy covertly gazing at his shrouded manhood. For a moment, I thought his voice had come from it. “Fun places”? Hell, I couldn’t think of a more “fun place” to be, than taking a long hot joyride down his…


“Well, it’s lovely, great. But where can a gay man get laid in this place?” I asked. I hoped I hadn’t shocked him. But, fuck! I was just horny enough to let him know.


Colin remained eerily quiet. Had I turned him off by being so candid? I checked his face. His eyes were closed. Had he fallen asleep? Maybe he hadn’t heard me. But then, my wandering gaze peered down at his member, and shit! Right before my eyes, I witnessed an amazingly powerful swelling in that nylon bikini. That fucking leopard print was beginning to move, shift and, shit! I expected it to ROAR! The hot, primal pulse of his man-sex beat there, pounding like some urgent drum. I wanted to grab it, unleash that giant into the cool air to breathe free, unencumbered.


But it was broad daylight, and hundreds of people surrounded us. Still, it was getting awfully hot on that beach.


“So…Ya like what ya seein’, mon?” he asked, in a low and lazy, yet deeply sexy, voice.


I gulped as the bulge just kept growing, enlarging—beginning to shoot sideways and then across his large brown thigh! Did I “like” what I was “seein’”? Somewhere between my labored breaths, I might’ve managed a “yesssss!”


“We’ve got Hedonism II, if ya like it straight and crowded. But ya no group playa…bet ya like it ’ot an private…,” he discerned. “Well, doncha?” he asked. I nodded yes. “Well, I gwan to give ya special pass to my show, mon. Afterward, we can talk, an ’ang out, privately. Would ja like dat?”


Of course, I’d like it. That would be lovely. But, his invitation left me feeling conflicted. Whatever he had in mind, I was very sure sex would eventually be a part of it. I hadn’t been sexual since my last fit of angry sex with Steven—which was almost six months ago. I liked this Colin cat. I felt I could really vibe with him. What if we got together, and fucked, with no emotion—just fucked because the island, and the sand, and the hue of moon and the mood of the place cast some sensually sinful spell on us? I didn’t want this to be some crazy freaky episode of: what happens in Jamaica, stays in Jamaica!


“Ya know, dat night in duh jazz club, I wanted tuh get to know ya better, mon. But circumstances got in duh way.”


That statement alone was like steel drum music to my ears. So, he didn’t extend the invite for some quick and meaningless fuck. Cool. Very cool.


“Well, your playing really captured my imagination. Man. It’s so sensual…and knowing…and dangerous, too. What do you think of when you play, man?”


“Angels…sometimes. And sometimes I imagine a lover from dee past… But that night…when I saw you, I closed my eyes an thought of you…only Lance.”


Stop it! This mofo was trying to charm the towel off my naked ass! It was sweet, though.


“I want ya…”—he paused seductively—“…at dee show tonight. And evvvvvvvvery night we play, mon. Promise me, yah come, my Lancelot!”


“I promise, Colin.”


No one, not a soul, could have stopped me.


I attended both performances, and quickly noticed how his band abandoned jazz and catered to the crowd with a set of mostly reggae music, and other island-inspired sounds. I rocked, like the others rocked, lively to their beat. They also flipped the script on their choice of attire, choosing outfits that reflected an island flava: long, flowing printed shirts and pastel-colored trousers. But for the final limbo number, Colin dressed the most provocatively of all. He wore a boldly blue-and-white-printed sarong. Oh, my God! The legs, the arms, the chest, the body on him! Shirtless, shoeless, every lean black muscle gleaming under the lights, he was practically asking to be sexually assaulted, right there, on that stage!


Finally, once the show came to a close at midnight, I, with my backstage pass, strolled, as I was told to, beyond the dressing room into that narrow hallway. There stood Colin, still wearing that damn sarong! He looked like a tall, dark king from another time, a King direct from the Isle of Lust. Shirtless was his best look, and the caps of his wide shoulders were dusted with sweat. He saw me, and grinned the most mischievous of all the grins in his arsenal. He motioned me to the back door. He had things to take care of with the band, but agreed to meet me there. I waited outside, as the warm air filled me with longing and that strange trace of heady excitement. Then, Colin appeared. Still clad in that sarong, his pumped biceps and hairless well-defined chest caught a trace of moonlight as he approached me. His nipples resembled jujubes.


“Ready for a lil’ island dee-light, mon?”


I nodded an enthusiastic yes!


The air was thick with the dick of promise. The ocean breeze eased the humidity, yet didn’t do a damn thing for the heat I was feeling.


We boarded a bamboo raft and Colin stood, rowing us to parts unknown. He knew the island like the back of his strong hand, rowing us to the darkest end of the beach, cognizant it would be completely uninhabited.


“Must be verrrrry careful on my island; ya know, batty-boys are much despised here,” he said with a whisper.


“Yes. I’m aware. There’s much homophobia in this place.”


But did Colin consider himself a “batty-boy”? Did he embrace his gayness, or was he in deep denial?


“Ah…the main reason I left. In New York, I am free, to be all of me…no hiding, no secrecy.”


I nodded in agreement as he continued rowing, to where, I’d no idea.


Finally, we’d reached the spot. Of all the places in paradise, this by far was the most heavenly—a small lagoon, where the moon lit against a lush waterfall. I could hear the gurgling waters; smell every scent the island offered: the allspice, the sugar cane, the mangos and the coconuts.


Once onshore, he suggested we go swimming.


“But I’ve no trunks, man,” I protested.


“Aye! On dis private tour, no trunks allowed, mon. Now, ya strip!”


Shrugging, I kicked off my sandals and very quickly removed my tank.


“Ooh, you’re a beauty, mon. Lean, an not a ounce of fat on ya.” He reached out one large hand and playfully pinched my nipple. “An these were made for suckin’.”


There was a tower in my Bermuda shorts before they fell. Colin’s fingers played along the fine hairs descending my belly. “Lemme git a look at dat ass,” he demanded, gripping my trembling globes. “Ah! It’s a round, tenduh an it be taut too, just the way I like,” he appraised.


As I was about to remove my briefs, Colin briskly shoved them to my feet. My dick was a piece of shameless granite. Colin grinned, then fell to his knees. All at once, his tongue teased my burning head. I shivered to the warm wet friction. He gobbled me whole. The cool breeze, his warm tongue caused a rush of tingling sensations. He licked me slow and methodically. I palmed his shaved spinning skull. He took me to the back of his moist throat. My knees buckled. I fell, and we positioned ourselves into a heated 69. Yes! He was my food; my rich ripe banana, throbbing on my tongue. He ate my lust, whole. Those lips plunged down my shaft, as Colin commenced to suck and savor. Oh! He blew me as lewdly as he blew his saxophone. All a brotha could do was sigh, and twitch and moan. Touching him, sucking him, feeling him shiver, I know I was coating pleasure all through his being. I began to thrust my hips as his hungry throat caught my dick, pitch for eager pitch. “Gooood deek, mon… Good deek,” he sighed, between breaths, between sucks, between slobber. The weight of his full Jamaican boner surged down my throat. I groped the slopes of his thighs. Oh! Colin seemed to suck me more wildly when I gripped the slabs of his ebony ass. Moments passed.


Colin’s sucking ceased. All at once, he grabbed my bobbing hard-on, pulled me by the hub of it, then ran, with me in hand, leading me in a dash to the bay. We jumped in and began our buck-naked midnight swim. Ooh! The tepid water felt so brisk to my dick. The rushing currents calmed my throbbing meat and soon everything grew more serene.


Colin shot me a mischievous leer, and dove beneath me. Quickly he playfully wrestled my buoyant dick inside his lips. “Oh! Yes!” I treaded, shivering as he sucked me warm and wet. Water boiled up around me. His tongue and throat rattled against me. It was bliss! A few luscious moments of this, and in a huge splash he came up for air. Shit! He looked so hot—drenching wet and bathed by moonlight. Then, grabbing my shoulder, he led me down.


His thick floating dick awaited my air-sucking lips. Bloated and full, it entered and quickly jammed my mouth. Oh! I gobbled, gurgled, and nearly drowned trying to contain it, as he laughed uproariously above me. Suddenly, he pulled me to the surface, and we swam back to shore. As we emerged, shivering and drenched, Colin shouted, “To the waterfalls!” He ran ahead of me, naked and dripping, his ripped ass flexing, his long broad dick slapping thigh to thigh.


Colin made it there first, and as I joined him, he slowly pushed me to my knees. “Lick it. Lick dee rim!” He sighed.


I licked, I sloshed, I feasted, and a man could get drunk on it! Peeling back the long russet skin made him shimmy in my hand. My palm was full of wild pulsations. The long cola-colored dick flexed and stretched like elastic in my grip. As he fed me his bloated manhood, his natural musk mixed with my slobber, its taste only hardened me more. I licked and lacquered him in smooth slick circles. Shit, he was big! I drew back a wild gag. I traveled down its grossly thick ridge, lapping seven, then eight velvet inches. I jacked the lower half with both hands as my mouth assaulted the top.


Surrounded by the crash of water, I gazed upward and saw Colin’s pleasured face. Beyond the big wet blur of his unconquerable meat, he was smiling down at me. My tongue slithered back and forth across the massive head, like a slurping carnivore gone hog-wild for his meaty feast! By the sounds I made, Colin could surely tell, I was ravenous!


Making a treat of him, my lips fell to his low loose-hanging balls which hung like ebony ornaments between his thighs. I made an effort to suction them both into my jaw. It was useless. Still I licked, lapping his bulging sac. But soon he groaned, lifted my chin, and brought my lips back to his wet and waiting boner.


“Ya like it? Oh yeah! Eat that cock, mon. Yes! Whatta mouth! Mmmm. Eat me, mon!” he cried, his eyes rolling in his head. He was warm and tangy and growing hotter. “OOOOH! That feels, fuck, fuck, f-f-fucking FANTASTIC, mon!” he purred.


We made it to the sand and tumbled down, contorting in a luscious 69. His massive prick pressed at my lips, as mine did to his. He then braided his long tongue around my throbbing cock, and the moment he slithered down, it sent a wildfire through my scrotum. I was treated to Colin’s warm wet throat as I pistoned through his full, slick lips. He licked me up and down, saturating my shaft with cool, wet swirls. I thrust, and his soft generous lips cushioned my slide. A sigh, a touch of his teeth made my cock drum some near orgasmic beat. He mouth-fucked me with a long throbbing cock so thick, so hard it felt like a slab of lead, pumping on my tongue.


I grabbed his dusky globes, kneaded them, and his thrusts increased. His flopping nuts slapped rhythmically beneath my chin. I licked them as his cock rode across my face. The pulsation in his balls extended up his shaft. I wanted his every stupefying inch pumping up my ass. I stopped. His suction ceased. Colin could see my lust to be fucked coupled with the fear of a dick the size of his, splitting my asshole in two.


“Think ya can handle it, mon?’ he asked, shaking his long spit-soaked prick at me.


“It’s a fuckin’ monster! I don’t know, but I’m willing to try…”


He pulled me in close. He licked two long fingers and jammed them up my hot asshole. As he parted my nervous cheeks, his lips floated up, and he kissed me with a yearning as strong and urgent as my own. Oh! My skin, cock, every part of me caught fire and light when Colin kissed me.


He spread me out on a blanket, and ran a slow tongue across my toes, calves, thighs and balls! Oh! Yes! I turned, and Colin’s long tongue swiped the building sweat beading at my burning crevice. He darted inside, fluttered, and I ground my cock into the blanket, thrashing and swirling my pleasured butt! Two fingers, then three was enough for him to determine I was deep enough. But knowing the length, width, breadth of his own cock, he smeared globs of lube inside my puckered anus. Then he coated his long thick threatening member, as I stretched spread-eagle on the blanket.


I was dizzy with heat as I pulled my cheeks open in a horny invitation for him. Colin sighed, held his long, condomed piece in both hands and mounted me. I felt the poke as he guided forth, his thick crest brushing at my breech. Oh! He moved in so fucking slowly, I ached for him. But then, his fierce knobby crown probed and pricked and it broke soundly into my flesh. “YEOW! SHIT!” It was instant anguish!


He kneaded my blistering cheeks around a long staff of shaft meat, which was only halfway inside, and still lengthening. Oh! I felt the slow and steady sting, and grunted as it went deeper. “AWW! Shit!” My straining anus flexed to enclose his malicious measure. My whole body sizzled with rough heat-filled painful pleasure. He wiggled there. I felt it all as the sweet pain of it made me jabber.


“Oh, Colin! You, you gotta monsta! Easy! Please!” I growled.


He dismounted me, and I wondered why.


He gestured to the falls. We waded through the churning waters and over to a group of rocks. Colin steadily beat his rigid measure, as he positioned me against a wall. “Bend over, mon.” I did, gripping the stones facing me for extra leverage. Holding my globes, he led his big invasive pole in a slow pulsating probe up my ass. “Aww! Oh! Ah! Yes! Yes!” Still lodged inside me, Colin walked us closer to the rocks. “Bring ya one leg up, an put ya foot on top, mon.” He sighed.


I placed one foot on a jagged stone. This position spread me wider for him. He pushed. I felt a boiling heat push past my coil, as it snaked past my prostate, then deeper still. My moan withered into his sigh. A violent groan rose between us. He commenced to slide, to move, to thrust and throw me a mean almost tribal fuck. It was hard, rhythmic and he bucked with emotion as he pushed past places no other man had ever been. I sighed, I grimaced, and I took it. The water from the falls tumbled down, washing down over us. He molded his torso to my wet back, and bucked with a violent thunder. “Oh! Aww! Yes!” I bellowed. He found a new rhythm and set a feverish pace, his thick legs crashing—his thickness banging me sore. Sore, yes, but utterly satisfied. “Oh yes!” I chimed. Colin was born to pound a man’s ass, to fuck it with heat and sweat, wind and sexual lightning.


“Mmm! Yes! Ya got some good stuff, babeeee!” He sighed, before his motion began to slow.


The rhythm he’d set only made me hot, so hot, I wanted, needed, desperately to DO HIM!


“You wanna give me a go at that sweet ass of yours, man?” I asked, not knowing what he’d say, but hoping he’d say, YES!


He pulled out of me, slowly, and whispered, “Ya think ya can handle it, mon?”


Before I knew it, I was sliding a rubber down the length of my dick, and slowly aiming it to his sweet puckered starfish. Moist, pliable, warm, giving, it was like entering a dark unknown cove, where a tight cave of skin awaited to bring me pleasure. I gave it to him soft and slow, at first. Oh, I felt his insides squeezing me, teasing me, letting me in deeper, gradually. He rolled his hips in that sultry Jamaican wine, and I just went all wild inside it. It was like my passion unzipped its careful coat of behavior. My dick sliced inside him, hard and quick, catching his slickest rhythm. The sounds of our sighs collided. My sultry effort brought forced choppy breaths from him. With an occasional smack to his cheeks, I loved when he jumped and shivered, and said, “Fuck me, mon!”


The falls trickled down and around us. Drenched with sweat, water and lust, we moved, engulfed and lunged and enveloped, as each jolt I made inside him sent his manhood swinging. I sent hot, tender kisses slowly along his neck. Colin shivered with a vibration centered deep in his gut. We locked into an exacting rhythm, rolling our hips in lusty unison. I swooned. Colin groaned, and I went in so deep, both our bodies stiffened.


I felt him shudder and I shuddered with him. I pulled my piece slowly from his deepest recesses. Ripping off the condom in a flash, without even tugging, I erupted. And just then, Colin turned to face me. With his manhood long and rigid, let loose a Jamaican holler, and the great slab just sputtered! As hard as the falls surrounding us, our cream shot in warm and milky torrents, pelting each other’s skin in a deluge.


Under the rushing waterfalls, we stood gazing and breathless and kissing, kissing like we meant it. I watched his huffing moonlit silhouette. A feeling of utter consummation welled up in me so strong. Oh! In that instant, I erupted, again, not knowing I would. But a thick soul-cleansing load charged to his wet, heaving torso.


“Oh, shit, yes! Yes!” I puffed, my lust, at long last quenched.


“Mighty ’ot one, mon.” Colin sighed, as he re-tied his sarong and carefully tucked that beauteous Jamaican jumbo away.


For the rest of my stay, there was jazz, and vibe, and neon and Colin.


That last night, we made love on the white sands of another beach, off a secluded section of Jumbee Bay. I thought of plantains, ripe mangos, and the rich fortifying milk of coconuts. After he climaxed, Colin lay on his side, and I pondered what would become of us. Was he ready to be more than a secret he wore inside his pants? Was he man enough to own who and what he was?


“Lance. I don’t want it to end, mon. I been feelin’ ya. Feelin’ ya deep…and not jess ya deek, but ya heart.”


Those words were sweeter than all the cane in Jamaica. Colin let it be known that he was ready to step out, and more importantly, to step out of his private closet. It was easier in the States, and he was already a New Yorker, like me.


Three months later, this beautiful musician cat moved in with me. And now we make heat and jazz and love, almost nightly. Maybe Stella went to Jamaica and got her groove back. But me? I found Colin, and got the whole damn musical suite!


[image: image]


L.M. Ross is a New York writer and a jazz poet of immense musicality. His work, which has appeared in over 270 magazines, journals and anthologies, echoes the best of lyric writers, and yet contains brutal slashes of honesty. His haunting novel Manhood…The Longest Moan is a story of youthful ambition, maturing success and heartbreaking disappointment. It is a deep, wistful, brave and sexy story. It’s follow-up, The Moanin’ After, is a look at life in the big city, after the party, after losing friends, and after the onset of AIDS. Ross, as a writer, possesses the innate quality of making his characters breathe.





The Snake Handler
ARMAND



The first day I stepped onto the zoo grounds as an employee was like walking on a cloud. As a zoology major at the local university, my lifelong dream was to work with animals—saving rhinos on the Serengeti Plains, capturing and releasing problem bears, running a sanctuary for endangered cats, rehabilitating injured horses, tagging wild eagles. I wanted more than anything to work with animals and people who love animals. Having grown up on a farm in rural Illinois, I was accustomed to being around both livestock and wildlife, and the zoo was a perfect place to combine my love for animals and my training in zoology.


Because demand was high, it was tough to get a job at the zoo, but I finally scored an interview and was offered a position as an assistant handler. Though I preferred to work with mammals—primates, marsupials, ungulates, ursine, lupine—I was assigned to the Herpetarium, the Snake House. Very few people requested jobs with bugs and reptiles, so they were usually the last positions to fill, but I had agreed to take any opening in order to get my foot in the door. I was even willing to tend to serpents, if it got me the job. After all, back home I had removed many troublesome cottonmouths, rat snakes and racers that had the misfortune of coming in contact with scared humans. I knew I could handle the Snake House until something better came along.


On my first day, after a brief orientation by an administrator, I was escorted by a lackey, some non-communicative sixteen-year-old girl with freckles and braces, to the Herpetarium, where I was deposited in a feeding and handling room behind the scenes. While I waited for someone to come and tell me what to do, I furtively looked around.


By snaking (no pun intended) through the walkways, handlers could get to the backs of each cage to feed and care for their ophidian charges. At the north end of the building, out of view of the visitors, was the handling room where I had been unceremoniously abandoned. In this room, food was stored and prepared and snakes could be weighed and examined. A large dry erase board listed the feeding schedule of each animal. I could see from the board that a rhinoceros viper was on loan to another zoo, that the Burmese python was gravid, and that the green mamba wasn’t eating and needed close observation.


“So you’re the new guy,” a deep voice called from behind me.


When I turned, I could not have been more surprised. Before me, wearing the ubiquitous zoo uniform of khaki shorts, a button-down shirt and work boots, was the most beautiful Italian man I had ever seen.


“Uh, yeah.”


I was reduced to caveman speak.


The hunky man began to walk toward me and I felt my knees quiver beneath me. He extended his hand as he said, “Tony.”


I read his nametag—which actually said “Antonio”—took his hand in mine, shook forcefully and responded, “Samson.”


“Well, Samson, let me show you around.” He smiled wide, showing the most perfect teeth behind full lips. When he turned to give me the tour, I finally took a breath, and I wondered if he had read the desire on my face. “Here are the live rodents,” Tony said as he pointed. “A couple of our snakes won’t eat euthanized prey, so we have no choice but to feed them live. Keeps us from having to force-feed them.”


The snake handler could have been reading the Dead Sea Scrolls to me—in Aramaic—and I would have been rapt with attention. He had a deep voice with a slight rasp and a hint of an Italian accent. It was so fucking sexy that I felt my cock twitch just hearing him speak.


As he led me through the corridors, I stayed close behind and never took my eyes off of him. While I had the medium build of a soccer player, green eyes and auburn hair, Tony had the stocky build of a rugby player, brown eyes and black hair. The khaki fabric stretching over his muscular frame highlighted his manly physique. As he walked ahead of me, I admired his thick calves and round ass. When he turned to make sure I was listening, I snapped stiff as a board, afraid that I’d been caught gazing at him with lust in my eyes.


As time went on and Tony trained me in the art of snake handling, I had the opportunity to learn a great deal about the reptiles from Tony, and I was amazed by his knowledge about and comfort with his charges. He loved the snakes and handled them (only as much as was needed) with deft precision and an almost spiritual intuition. Through his gorgeous, soft brown eyes, I learned to appreciate the serpents in a new way. From the massive reticulated python to the stocky puff adder, from the highly toxic Egyptian cobra to the non-virulent kingsnake, from the green Emerald Tree boa to the yellow eyelash viper, he loved his snakes. For more than one reason, it was exciting to watch Tony work.


On occasion, another keeper would joke about the way Tony “handled his snake,” and the puerile, obvious double entendre always made me smile. At night, I dreamed about how Tony might indeed “handle his snake.”


After a month at my job, I had learned how to feed most of the animals and to clean their cages, but I was still not allowed to go near the highly toxic snakes, like the fer-de-lance and the tiger snake, unless Tony was there to supervise. While trying to learn to handle snakes, I made some mistakes. Once, while trying to put the female rock python away, I looked away briefly, and she swung back and bit into my arm. Because of my shock, I really didn’t feel much pain, but Tony had to pry her jaws apart to release my bruised arm. Thankfully, she was a juvenile and had only grown to about eight feet, instead of her potential twenty feet. I knew she had no intention of trying to kill me, but she was preparing to shed and wasn’t her normal placid self. I should have known better.


My pride was hurt more than my arm, but I was able to keep my composure, and Tony commended me on not losing my cool. He merely put the rock python in her cage, got out the first aid kit and calmly washed the small puncture marks on my arm with antiseptic. He made no disparaging remarks while he cleaned my wound; he merely pointed out that bites happened to all snake handlers. While he held my arm it began to tremble, not because of the snake bite but because of the touch of the snake handler. Our faces were only inches apart, and I felt a slight swoon. Tony bandaged my wound, patted me on the back and then told me to finish my daily tasks. So I got right back in the proverbial saddle, and handled the next serpent, a much more cooperative common boa. Tony rewarded me with an approving smile and said, “You’ll make a great snake handler. You’ve got what it takes.”


Damn, I could eat him up.


After about three months at the zoo, I was invited to hear a lecture in the series being hosted by the zoo. The speaker was a naturalist who was touring the country with his animal photos from around the globe. The zoo remained open late and staff was able to attend the lecture for free. Tony and I sat together and afterward we went to the Snake House. He said that he wanted to check on the newest addition, a Gaboon viper from Africa, and I merely wanted to follow Tony.


After checking the animals, Tony turned quickly and ran into me. I stumbled backward against the stainless steel counter. He apologized and I froze in place. The sheer contact of his body made me raw and exposed, and my cock began to grow.


Tony looked up and down my body. I remained still, leaning against the cold counter with mice scampering in bins behind me.


He licked his lips.


I took a deep breath.


Then he lunged at me and began to devour my mouth with his. Our tongues explored as our pelvises ground together. Next, I did what I had imagined doing since the first time I laid eyes on him: I slid my hands over his round ass.


Tony ripped my shirt open and began to lick my nipples. He was like a hungry animal about to tear me apart. I tugged at his shirt and was able to untuck it from his pants. Then I pulled it over his head and caught sight of his naked torso, which was exquisite. A cleaved chest with a sparse dusting of black hair, dark nipples and a glorious trail around his navel made me salivate with desire.


“Damn, you’re hot,” I uttered.


“I was hoping you were gay,” he said, “because I’ve been dying to do this to you since the first day I walked in and you were standing here.”


He ran his hands over the blond hair on my chest. My nipples were standing at full attention and felt like they might explode. He kissed me hard and caused the stainless steel counter to creak under the pressure of our bodies pushing against it. In the distance I heard the sibilant rattle of a snake’s tail. I reached for his belt, adroitly unfastening it, and yanked his fly open.


There straining against black cotton briefs was his fat cock. Without delay, I reached inside his underwear and wrapped my hands around it.


“Fuck yeah,” Tony moaned.


His cock was the thickest one I’d ever seen. It was hard and arched up against his body. The description “beer can” came to mind. On the end of his dick I could feel pre-cum, and I wanted a taste, but before I could Tony tore at my shorts until he had me standing there buck naked in front of him.


Not to be outdone, I dropped to my knees and yanked down his khaki shorts. For a moment, I stared at the bulge in his briefs and time began to run in slow motion. I reached for his underwear, folded them down and watched his hard cock come into view. It was fucking glorious. I grabbed the elastic band and pulled his underwear all the way down to his ankles.


Once the shock wore off and I realized that I was actually going to have sex with Tony, I went into action, taking his cock in my hand and squeezing the pre-cum out of the tip. Then I leaned over and licked his cock from base to tip and sucked on the end of it, tasting the pre-cum. He moaned as I slid my lips over the crown of his thick dick.


His member was definitely thicker than any I had ever sucked before, and at first I found it difficult to work the entire cock into my mouth. While I stretched my mouth over his organ, Tony reached down and rubbed his hands through my blond locks, and before long I was taking his dick deep into my mouth.


“Fuck yeah, buddy. Suck my cock. That’s so hot.”


I looked up at him as I sucked. His eyes were drifting up in his head as if he were lost in a drug haze, but it was just intense orgiastic pleasure overtaking him.


“Yeah, that’s it,” he moaned. “Fuck, that feels good.”


I couldn’t quite get my lips all the way to the end of the base of his cock because it was just so damn thick. So I wrapped my thumb and index finger tightly around the base and squeezed while I vigorously licked the sensitive spot on the underside of his dick, and Tony went fucking nuts. He gasped and his legs buckled.


“Oh my God. Shit. Ohhhh. That’s it.”


I let go of his cock and stroked it in the tight grip of my fist. As I stroked it, I slapped the head of it against my cheek.


“I love your dick,” I said. “I love your body.”


“Yeah. You’re fucking hot, buddy. I hope you got some time to do this right.”


My response was a wide grin and a nod.


“Let me get my boots off.” So I let go of his tumescent penis, and he madly tore at the laces of his work boots. Once he had them off, he kicked his pants and underwear aside and then lifted me up. We began to kiss like we were insatiable for more. His lips were so heavenly.


Tony suddenly dropped to his knees and took my own stiff cock in his mouth. Within minutes he was devouring my entire cock, and it was wet and warm, and I was lost in ecstasy. With my left hand, I reached down and brushed the stubble on his cheek, and it was surprisingly erotic and made me shudder with pleasure. With my right hand, I played with one of my erect nipples.


I was moaning loudly. The cold steel against my ass could not distract me from what he was doing to my cock.


“I want to lick your ass,” I heard myself say.


Tony stopped sucking. “Yeah?”


“Is that okay? You have the best ass.”


Tony turned around and bent over showing me his glorious, rock-hard ass. It was the most perfect butt I’d ever laid eyes on, and I wanted to dive in, so I reached out and rubbed his massive globes.


“You like my ass?” he asked.


“God yes.”


“I fucking love having my ass eaten. You going to fuck me too?”


Could I have heard right? Was I hallucinating? Was this fucking Italian stallion going to actually let me poke my dick inside his tight pucker? Now I knew I must be dreaming.


Well, if he was going to let me fuck him, I knew that I’d better get started loosening him up with a good rim job.


Tony bent over the island in the center of the room and I knelt behind him. His cheeks were covered with sparse black hair. I licked each cheek in turn and then pulled them apart. Eureka! There was the pink rose surrounded by small curly black hairs. I tickled my tongue lightly against the tight muscle and heard Tony moan. He pressed his ass back toward me, and I dove in with gusto.


Nothing could have stopped me from licking avidly at the snake handler’s pink pucker. My tongue toyed with it playfully, poked at it aggressively and lapped the surrounding skin.


“Oh fuck, Samson, you’re gonna make me cum just licking my hole,” Tony called out.


“Hold on. Don’t cum yet. I got more for you.”


With that, I wet my middle finger and slid it into him slowly and felt his hole grip tightly.


“Yeah. That’s it. Damn, your finger feels good.”


Fuck, he was tight. I reached between his massive thighs and grabbed his cock. It was still arched, rock hard, up against his belly. Once again I felt pre-cum, so I used it to lubricate my hand and I began to stroke his dick while I fingered his ass.


Suddenly, Tony looked back at me and said, “Let’s six-nine.” I slid my finger out of his ass, and he jumped atop the island and lay on his back. I crawled atop him in “69” position and immediately felt his lips around my cock.


While he sucked my dick, I lifted his legs and continued to finger his ass like I was a child with a new toy. Eventually, I worked two fingers inside of him. I had never been so turned on.


“I’m going to cum,” I said.


“No,” he insisted. “I want you to fuck me.”


“Okay.” If I must, I must.


I jumped from the table and Tony followed suit. Before bending over in front of me, he gave me another long, deep kiss.


“You got a condom?” I asked.


“In my bag,” he said as he pointed. Rather than get it for me, Tony just bent all the way over the island, his torso at a forty-five-degree angle, his ass pressed back out, and waited.


I all but ran to his bag and flipped open the flap. Inside I found a strip of condoms. I tore one free, ripped at the wrapper and then slid the lubricated condom onto my tumescent dick.


“You ready?” I asked.


“Fuck yeah. I’m usually more of a top, but I’ve been wanting your dick in my ass for a long time now. Give it to me.”
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