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Wow! | had a hell of an eye opener, in a
good way, this morning on the phone. You
know how your brain creates a voice when
you’re reading messages or texts you receive
from guys you’ve never talked with? We all do
it, whether we are conscious of it or not. Well,
this morning | talked with a regular contributor,
on the phone, for the first time while finishing
this Issue up and his accent took me by
surprise. Like | told him, it made him even
hotter than | already knew he was! Of course,
he hears that alot from men!

But it also goes to the
idea that we all come up with \
preconceived notions, whether L
its a voice, an expected
reaction to something, or just an
overall perception of someone.
Life would be so much simpler if
we just rolled with it instead of
preconceiving things, don’t you
think?

So, a special thanks
needs to go out to Tom “Sarge” Greenlief. In
case you don’t know, he’s the incredible
photographer behind Profiles by Sarge. He’s a
great man with a hell of a talent for catching the
best in men. But the thanks are for him
orchestrating tickets for me to IML this year.
When | started advertising IML, it was because
| believe in that event. | think it brings a ton of
like-minded men together where they can be
themselves, not being judged in the process.
In case you haven’t figured it out yet, that’s a
big deal to me. And then, after providing me the
tickets, | was having a hard time getting a room
in the host hotel and he and the rest of the guys
that put on that event helped me secure a room
at that hotel! | can’t thank him enough for all his
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effort in helping me being able to go there.
Especially with all the work he is having to do
coordinating that event.

With that in mind though, | do have a
Premiere Package | want to give away to the
first reader who contacts me after reading this.
So, if you are inclined to wanting to attend IML
this year, hit me up and I'll get you the voucher
which you can turn in for a ticket. All | ask is
that you use it by attending the event, and
maybe hunt me down to say “hi”.

Another big shout out | want to give this
month is to the men of Big Gay
Sex Show: The Daddy Years
Podcast, Matt and Weegie. If you
have not listened to this podcast,
you need to. These men are
funny as fuck and full of
opinions/information that you
need to listen to. Full disclosure
here, they are great supporters
of the Magazine, but that aside,
this is a show you don’t want to
miss. Bi-monthly too, so they will keep your ear
holes filled up in between other holes getting
filled! If you do give them a try, let them know
you heard about them from here.

Anyway, time to get this Issue to press.
Thanks for reading this!

/

STAY SAFE!

As always, thank you for your continued
support!!

Jobr
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“22” and Jezebel were linked some how, in some distant memory that was buried
deep within. Maybe he could remember or find out what it was if he dug deeper, but it
felt like digging himself a grave, or into a grave that was never meant to be disturbed,
and Blake could see, or rather sense in his mind, that Jezebel was the silent angel of

death who was watching over him as he dug, waiting for him to fall into the fresh grave
in the ground if he try to dig any further.

=

ebel

Story by Elijah James Barrett

Chapter 22 - part 1

Blake didn’t know where Mick was taking
him, or who this mysterious “friend” might be who
he was delivering the “rose in the teacup” to at this
time of night... that was until they ended up in front
of the same Japanese restaurant they had visited
several nights ago.

The rain had finally stopped, leaving the
whole area misty, with reflective puddles on the
ground, the neon jade lettering above the entrance
to the Japanese restaurant reflecting in the water
below their feet.

“Shall we go in?” asked Mick, smiling over
at Blake.

“So, another dinner?” asked Blake.
stuffed from dessert.”

“‘Ahaha! Good one, buddy!” laughed Mick,
slapping Blake on the back.

They went inside.

The inside of the Japanese restaurant was
very much the same as Blake remembered it, the
same surreal environment, like out of a dream, in
fact to Blake it seems less like an actual Japanese
restaurant, but more an impression of one that
would stick with you in your dreams after dining out
at one. It seemed all enhanced, in a strange
sensual way, everything turned up to eleven.
Maybe Blake was still on a high from the bonding
session he’d had over desert with his friends, but

“I'm still

Jezebel

it was so surreal. The screen with the Tiger and
Sea Dragon by Yamada Yorikiyo in the corner still
seemed to taunt him somehow, and even though
it was a beautiful work of art, Blake didn’t like
looking at it for some reason. He was afraid it might
start moving again if he looked at it for too long,
and their eyes, especially those of the dragon,
unnerved him, as if they were watching him. Also
the whole place seems bathed in the water
patterns reflecting from the huge aquarium wall
tank on the far side of the room, where the same
bartender and chef waited, drying glasses and
porcelain sake cups. As Mick and Blake
descended the stairs he noticed that near the
ceiling were statue heads of dragons and tigers,
peering down at them, with eyes that seemed to
glow. Had they always been there? They reminded
Blake eerily of the giant wolf-dragon head waiting
behind the stage of the Blue Rose Hotel club room.

Blake and Mick arrived at the bar, where the
cute Japanese bar-tender and chef greeted them
like old friends.

“Ah, Mick my man,” said the bearish man,
“‘And this is Blake, right?” He asked looking at
Blake.

“Yeah,” said Blake with a smile, taking a
seat at a barstool. He realized he never asked the
man’s name, and was about to ask just that, when
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Mick spoke up.

“‘Hey Kodo, how’ve ya been?” asked Mick
with a friendly pat on the shoulder, an attempted
hug over the bar.

“So, Kodo, was it?” Thought Blake. He'd
have to remember that.

“'ve been well, Mick,” said Kodo with a
smile, “Just here, with customers, me and these
goddamned fish,” he added pointed his thumb
back at the giant glass fish tank wall behind him.
He looked back for a second. “| don'’t like the way
they look at me,” he whispered to Mick.

This made Mick laugh that same over-
exuberant howl! of his. Blake swore he laughed at
the oddest things, and loud. But he was still so
goddamened cute to him. Blake smiled at Mick,
smitten.

“So, Blake,” said Kodo, suddenly, making
Blake jump from his daydreaming at Mick’s
cuteness. He turned from Mick to Kodo, who was
leering at him, his hands spread across the table,
he had big arms, not quite as big as Mick’s, but
still big. That wasn’t the only thing that reminded
him of Mick, that grin. Those white teeth, those
pronounced canines. Kodo and Mick didn’t look too
similar, except their builds (Kodo was shorter) but
they shared an expression, Blake didn’t know how
to explain it. A sort of canine grin they gave....
“What can | get-cha?” he asked with a sparkle in
his eye.

“Oh, just a plum sake for me,” said Blake.

“And Micky, the usual?” asked Kodo, darting
his eyes over to Mick.

“You bet,” said Mick, with a wink. “And that’s
not all. I've got somethin’ for ya.”

Kodo raised an eyebrow. “Oh, this is a
family establishment, Mick. We can’t be having
such behavior on the dining room floor! Even
though I’'m flattered by your forwardness.”

Mick looked confused at Kodo.

“Oh, that,” said Mick with a flattered laugh,
“Oh, that’s not the surprise. Though | wouldn’t mind
doin’ a bit of that with a ya later,” Mick added with
a wink. “No...what I've brought for you...is this...”

Mick takes a package out of his trench-coat,
it's wrapped in a paper lunch back, then a plastic
sandwich bag. He unwraps it, revealing the blue-
china tea-cup, overturned on a tea-saucer.

Kodo sighs, looking at the plastic bag and
the teacup, then at Mick and sassily replies, Mick
14

if you don't like the tea here, just tell me, there’s no
need to bring your own...”

Mick gives Kodo the cup.

Blake was on the edge of his seat.

‘I don’t get it,” said Kodo, “You want my tea
but in your own teacup?”

“‘No,” said Mick, wanting Kodo to guess
again. He pushed to overturned tea-cup a little
closer, like a large cat trying to knock something
off a table.

Kodo smirked mirthlessly at Mick.

“Whats the rub, Mick?” asked Kodo, “l don’t
want your homegrown crap-ass tea.”

Then Mick lifts up the cup to reveal the rose.

“Jesus,” responded Kodo, almost backing
away once he saw the blue rose, “Where the hell
did you find that?”

“That’s what | came here to ask you,” asked
Mick. “To find out where we were.”

Kodo gave Mick a strange expression, then
nodded, as if he understood what Mick was asking.
He looked quickly over at Blake, as if he was
uncertain about examining it in front of him.

“‘He’s okay,” said Mick. “He’s got a right to
know as well.”

“Okay,” said Kodo. “And you and Jane took
a look at it?”

“Yep,” said Mick, “we just needed a second
pair of eyes, to make sure. An expert on these
things. Someone who...”

“‘Knows their flowers, | get ya,” said Kodo.
“But since when? | thought Jane’s perception and
your past with botany would be enough.”

“You’re a botanist, Mick?” asked Blake.

“...No...” said Mick, shortly, “But being
raised on a farm, | know a bit about these things.”

“Also he went to the school of horticulture
here in Chicago, back when he briefly was sent to
the precinct in his early cop days,” said Kodo.

‘Really?” asked Blake, completely
fascinated with Mick’s history.

Kodo poured Mick a cup of his usual, warm
“Nishide sake”, and slid it over to him as he and
Blake talked.

“Yeah...” said Mick, as if this was something
he was embarrassed about; he scratched his chin.
“I just...really like roses.” Blake thought this was
the cutest thing. “Also knew someone who also
loves them...so | wanted to find out as much as |
could about raising them,” Mick started to become

Jezebel



lost in thought, as he stared down at the blue rose.
“He sure loved roses, that guy. | wanted to take him
to Kew Gardens one day, where they bred the
original tea-roses, china roses and hybrids. Always
wanted to take him there,” Mick took a drink from
his sake. “| wanted to buy that guy some of them...
a dozen of those roses...and then I'd ask him to..”

Mick had the face of a man in love, then
suddenly had that solemn sulking look, and Blake
wanted to ask if it was the same guy, John, that
Blake had heard about, but they soon both were
distracted by Kodo, who pulled on some latex
gloves, and stared examining the rose on the plate.
He carefully pulled apart the petals, and crushed
one between his fingers. The aroma was powerful
and fragrant. Aimost too much for Blake to handle.
He felt lightheaded.

“Is it real?” asked Mick, the first time Blake
heard him sounding anxious.

“Yes, it’s real,” said Kodo, who'’s eyes were
still transfixed on the blue rose-petal between his
fingers, it seemed to almost sparkle, and left a
bright blue residue on his gloved fingertips. “And
you might not want to lean in too close, Blake,” he
added as Blake tried to take a closer look, “it's
dangerous.” He held up a finger, with a small piece
of smashed rose petal on it, a small blue blob, “See
this?” asked Kodo. “That’s all it takes to make a
bottle’s worth of Buru Bara.”

Buru-Bara,” said Blake. “That crazy stuff we
had the other night, that made me horny...I
mean...and see all that weird stuff?”

“Yeah, that’s the stuff,” said Mick. Blake was
expecting Mick to smile this time, he didn't.

“The Blue Rose,” said Kodo, “It's poisonous
in any larger amount, if either of you ingested a
petal, you'd be in big trouble.”

“What about smelling it?” asked Blake,
curiously, “Or touching?”

“‘Have you ever seen the movie “Thief of
Baghdad”, Blake?” asked Mick.

Blake didn’t know why this was the time to
mention movies.

“Not that | recall,” said Blake. “I just know it
was in technicolor.”

“Yeah, Jane liked it a lot,” said Mick, “Jack
Cardiff’s a great cinematographer, she could go on
and on about...” Kodo coughed as Mick was
getting off subject. “Anyway, in the movie, when |
went to go see it with her, it featured a “blue rose”

Jezebel

from the Arabian Nights, called “the blue rose of
forgetfulness.” If anyone walked up to it, and
inhaled its fragrance, they would forget everything,
who they were, what they were doing there, they
would only have the vaguest sense of self left over.
Easy to manipulate. In this case the Princess, who
had been in love with Ahmed before she smelled
the rose, was convinced by Jaffar that she was his
one true love. And you can imagine where it went
from there.”

“She believed him and forgot who she had
been in love with?” asked Blake.

“Good, you must have seen the film,” said
Mick, smiling.

‘I don’t remember,” said Blake, “But it was
an easy guess.”

“Well, anyway the princess is under the
spell of the rose, about to marry Jafar until Ahmed
appears, and she hears his voice again, simple
Hollywood nonsense, but entertaining,” said Mick,
going on, as if trying to speed through the story,
when Kodo raised his eyebrow at him again. “But
in real life, it don’t quite work like that. It would take
much more than his voice to wake her from that.
But the stuff about the blue rose...that’s real.”

Blake nodded, somewhat following.

“So if you touch or smell it, it wipes your
memory, makes you forget?” asked Blake.

“Well sort of,” said Mick. “Consuming way
too much buru-bara can do that, but direct contact
is trickier. Remember how | said it brings out your
true self. Well, it’s like it makes your mind clear and
free, and you're purified to the most primal version
of yourself, you see things in their “truest form” as
well as yourself. Some people used to come to
Artie’s club just to do that,” Mick added, looking
back at Kodo. “To truly be themselves, be who they
were, let themselves go together. You know how
the world is with people with our...ehem...more
varied preferences. Into men, women or both,
people could go to Artie’s club, take Buru-Bara,
socialize, and then one on one or in groups...let
themselves go.”

“Wow, the ultimate social lubricant,” said
Blake, somewhat sarcatstic, and somewhat
truthful. He had first hand experience how much a
small amount let his “true self’, after the fun he had

Continued on page 20
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War has broken out and | love men in

rubber.
Both are true a

and
these
statements
make
sound
pointlessly
absurd.
heart is heavy
for the people
of  Ukraine.
I've been quiet
on Twitter
about it all as .. .

everyone is talking

about the invasion. | wanted to believe that Putin
wouldn’t dare but the opinions and ideas about the
United States have changed. Let’s face it, this country
isn’t living up to it’s ideals. If the United States wasn’t
such a joke, maybe this act of aggression wouldn’t
possibly not have happened. You can disagree with me
all you want.

But men in rubber are sexy as fuck.

| also wonder how many American’s could
actually find Ukraine on a map. | feel we’ve all been
conditioned to be hardened and callous in America.
Shell-shocked from non-stop tragedy and terror. Like
there is this constant, low hum of dying horribly in
America. In it’'s blood. Colonizers preying on indigenous
people. Gun violence. Cops. | also wonder how many
mini-malls can be built over Native American burial
grounds, you know, since white man invaded. Invaded
another country. Have you guys ever watched
Poltergeist?

Sweaty, stinky men - dripping in skintight rubber.

So, no, | don’t think Twitter is a great place to
virtue signal in 280 characters or less. It certainly isn’t
the place | want to give extended treatises or brow-
beating lectures on why war is abominable and how I've
given up on humankind ever reaching the stars. We can’t
even stop making each other ill from COVID, BETCH.
I’'m tired. I'm so disappointed in humanity. | wish aliens
would take me away. I'd make a great pet.

My big, bulging cock and hungry hole clad in
rubber.

I wish | didn’t understand things or | was as dumb
as some of these faggots online. This whole “himbo”
thing is born out of the need to protect ourselves mentally
from the horror of being alive in this timeline. I'm
convinced of it. Hey, kid! Never meet your heroes. A lot
of us can’t fly. And I’'m pretty sure this whole puppy-play
thing is a CIA psy-ops to make gay men docile and
obedient. Like Jackson Pollock during the Cold War.
Fuck you, if you don’t think so.
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Thirteen rubber clad, thigh-
high wader wearing men. Pissing
and spitting all over me.

I’'m a witch. Not on

Twitter. In real life. |

don't like talking about

the workings of my

- practice because |

think  that's  very

* private. | also think it

\ makes your magic less

effectual if you run your

mouth off about it. | think

witch wars are immature and

dangerous and I’'m warded up

the ass because some of you are

crazy. I've heard about the antics at

PantheaCon. I'm turning my kitchen into a working

temple to honor some goddesses, domestic and

chthonic. The simple act of refurbishing my kitchen is a

powerful act of devotion. Hail, Hecate! Guardian. Guide.
Gatekeeper.

Gape-Keeper. Poppers. Greasy forearms up my
ass. Black rubber. Fist-fucking my brains out.

Out on Twitter, it isn’t real life. People are dying
because of a greedy megalomaniac while our world
leaders figure out how best to justify their astronomical
defense budgets. To justify why we can’t have a
minimum wage increase or Platinum-plated health care.
I’'m frightened in real life. War budgets. Big, fat tanks. Full
of seamen/semen. My ass in a sling. | don’'t want to
worry. | don’t want to think. Gang-banged and my insides
painted white. Purified. Just like my kitchen. | don’t know
what you want me to do or say. I'm powerless/powerful.
I’'m a socialist, too. Shh! The gay brown shirts will come
for you.

Press your ass in my face. I'm in brown rubber.
I’'m flagging. Treat me like shit.

All | wanted to say is I'm just one guy trying to
stay sane and bring joy. A guy who hates war but loves
seeing men in rubber. Both of these things can be true. |
can unzip my rubber codpiece and drench you in a
ridiculous amount of piss and visit Baba Yaga in a
shamanic journey to beg her to trample the Russian
army. | can wear rubber that says “TOILET” across the
shoulders and still be a prince. All | know is that
sunflowers will grow from the pockets of every fallen
Russian invader. | know a mistake when | see one.

| can’t take anymore horror. Make filthy, filthy
love. Not war.

So mote it be.

www.drubskin.com
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Continued from pg 15

with Mick and Jane over dessert.

“Yeah, well, that and good ol saliva,” said
Mick with a wink, nudging Blake. Blake chuckled.
Kodo nearly laughed as well, then gave Mick a look
that told him to get on with it.

“‘Anyway, you see the amount Kodo showed
you, that can make an entire batch, a bottle of it |
mean, and it only takes one shot glass for it to take
full effect on even a larger person, such |, or
yourself Blake, to bring out your true self, and start
seeing the world...well...differently.”

“What Mick is taking forever to say,” added
Kodo, “Is that the more you take, of course the
greater the effects are. Some people at Artie’s old
club, would take much more than that. The mind
can only handle so much of it's experience under
the influence of the “Buru-Bara”. Those who had to
return to their own daily lives, maybe they had
families, things that would be difficult to return to
after letting themselves free in “The Harvest
Moon”, and couldn’t convincingly lie about what
they had been up to, would take a little more, to
wipe their memory, make themselves forget. But
for many of them...it would take more and more
each time, as their tolerance went up, some could
handle it, but others overdosed, and they forgot
everything. Sometimes amnesia that would last
years...some permanently.”

“So...if a single piece of a petal is all it takes
to make a bottle...” said Blake, “...and you can
overdose from that and forget everything...then
touching the flower or smelling it would...”

“Oh, it would cause some damage for sure,”
said Mick. “But then again, that depends on the
individual’'s experience and resilience to the toxin
as well. If they’'ve ever had Buru-Bara before.
Different with different people,” said Mick, “I'd go
as far to say that as long as the residue of the
flower remains in contact with your skin, or traces
the pollen or fragrance remains in you, it can affect
you. Perhaps washing off the residue would bring
you back, if it hasn’t been on you or in your system
too long. But... breathe in too much or consume a
petal, or being exposed to a blue rose, without
even knowing, for an extended period of time...the
damage could be permanent.”

“Huh...” said Blake, as Kodo passed
him a glass, and poured him some plum sake from
20

a bottle, not in a porcelain sake cup like Mick’s.
“So, a fantasy movie... who knows they’'d get
something like this right.”

“That’s just the thing, Blake,” said Kodo,
“You see they don’t technically exist, at least not
many people know about them. They don’t grow
on this side of the world.”

“So...China...Australia?” asked Blake.

Mick and Kodo looked at each-other.

“No, Blake, he means not on this side...not
of this world....”

Blake gave a blank expression still not
grasping this concept.

“Wait a minute...” said Blake, looking how
dead serious Kodo and Mick looked. “You mean...
this literally doesn’t come from here...it's from
another...” Blake looked from Mick to Kodo who
were both nodding.

“‘Another... place,” said Mick, nodding
assuringly, “I'm not sure how else to put it. A world
that exists almost mirror to our own, one that
shouldn’t be accessible to us, but is...in certain
circumstances. For instance, since Blue Roses
grow on that side, it's possible that what we see
when drinking “Buru-Bara” is the way things
appear on the other side, we're getting a glimpse
of that other world...not so much a spirit
world..but...a.....a...” Mick seemed at a loss for
words.

“A Fantasy world?” asked Blake.

“Yeah, that it!” said Mick with a laugh,
patting Blake’s back. “You got it!”

“‘Mick...”  sighed Kodo, sounding
exasperated, “Calling it a fantasy world doesn’t
exactly sound like the sanest evaluation of it.”

“Well, anyway, its the same basic concept,”
said Mick, shrugging. “We can call it whatever we
want... long as Blake gets it.”

But Blake wasn’t sure he did. It just mad the
whole thing sound crazier. Well, he understood, he
just didn’t quite accept it. But it would explain so
many of the things he’d seen lately... Blake would
think on this later... he brought his focus back to
the subject at hand.

“So, if blue roses don’t grow or exist in this
world...What about this one?” asked Blake,
indicating the blue rose laying on the plate.

Mick looked at Kodo, and Kodo nodded.
Mick took a deep breath, shut his eyes, then
looked back at Blake.

Jezebel



“We brought it over with us,” said Mick,
“That’s how they enter this world.”

Blake looked flabbergasted, his mind
putting things together like he was trying to weave
something extremely difficult with a tiny needle and
thread in his mind.

“Wait, then...so if that means...then where
were we?” asked Blake.

Mick and a Kodo shared another look, as if
contemplating whether to tell Blake, then nodded.

“Ikenai no basho,” said Kodo.

“What?” asked Blake.

“Ikenai no basho,” said Mick, with a nod.

“Freeholdu?” asked Kodo, looking at Mick.

‘“Mhmm...Freeholdu,” Mick confirmed with
an affirmative nod.

“l...don’t know what that is,” said Blake.

‘It means...a place you can never go. It's a
place that shouldn’t technically exist,” said Mick, “a
pocket of a place, between worlds, on the
threshold...of a larger place....Freeholdu...the
freehold.”

“A freehold?” asked a Blake. “Who’s?”

Mick gave a look of both fear and hatred.
Kodo shared this look, mostly of fear.

“Grandfather’s,” said Mick pouring another
cup of sake and downing it whole.

Blake felt a chill, a freezing cold in his blood
at the mention of that name, a strange sense of
deja-vu, as if he had heard that name before.

“Grandfather?” asked Blake. “Who’s...” But
before Blake could ask, he saw an expression on
Mick’s face, one of both fear and anger, the
intensity and fierceness, as he had never seen
before.

“We...don’t talk about Grandfather, okay?”
said Mick, shortly. “Not in a place like this...” he
looked over at Blake, as if he could see the
concern on Blake’s face. Mick spoke as if recalling
a terrible memory, some traumatic event, like in a
war, or a death, something haunting those usually
beautiful and warm olivine eyes. “It doesn’t bring
good luck to mention him here...not anymore than
his name, anyway. There...there are things you still
don’t understand Blake, that your mind couldn’t
comprehend. ...I'm sorry, but we’'ll leave it at that
for now...”

“...Okay,” said Blake, still concerned, but
not prying any further. He trusted Mick so far, but
something about that sudden burst of rage that

Jezebel

filed his eyes, almost like fires deep inside,
unsettled him. He knew it was bad, that
Grandfather was bad news, and whatever had
happened involving him (if it was indeed a person)
and Mick had been equally, if not more terrible. “I
understand, but... | have to know...what is this
Freehold?”

Mick looked at his sake cup, then into
Blake’s eyes, as if contemplating whether to tell
him, but could’t lie to him about this.

“It's a territory... said Mick. “A large portion
of that other world, belonging to him. We don’t go
over there, he doesn’t come over here. But
sometimes there are trespassers, sometimes he’s
one of them, sometimes it's someone from this
end. But it upsets things on both sides whenever it
happens. There are ... pockets of places that exist,
on the threshold of that place. Thin areas, like
where we entered the fairgrounds though the back
of the hotel...that shouldn’t exist, but do. Those
places are dangerous. They don’t always hold or
exist for long, and the places that surround them
are also unstable. | have a feeling that Newman
stumbled upon one of these places on purpose,
perhaps for his own selfish reasons, perhaps
because of someone else...perhaps for her.... And
| think that's why he built the Blue Rose Hotel
there. Because it’s a thin place. Now why he built
it there, and what the Blue Rose Hotel's purpose
truly is...is another story. Whether it's for her
purpose or his... Either way...it can’t stay that way
for long. The longer that place remains, the longer
it remains open...and the longer things can come
in.”

“What things?” asked Blake.

“You don’t wanna know, buddy,” said Mick,
taking another drink.

Blake’s mind immediately went to the jackal.

“So, what do we do?” asked Blake. “About
this, | mean. What does this mean?” Blake pointed
at the blue rose.

“We find out why it exists,” said Mick,
looking at Blake sideways, “And the only place to
do that, is the Blue Rose Hotel...we confirmed it
that night, with this...” said Mick, looking at the
rose. “The Blue Rose Hotel... is a gateway...and
I’'m sure this all involves your Jezebel some how,
Blake.” He patted Blake’s back, in a way that Blake

Continued on pg 36
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I've always fantasized about being bred by
another guy. The desire to have a man dump his
load into my hole always turned me on, but | would
be too afraid because of HIV. That all changed last
September (2020), i was scrolling thru Grindr horny
like usual when suddenly a really hot gym rat
around my age messaged me. He was 20 and |
had just turned 21, we chatted for a bit until he
asked for some pics. | sent him ass pics and some
others and he did the same. “WOW, this dude is
totally hot” | thought and my excitement only grew
when he replied “bro, nice ass. You got me hard
as a rock in the gym rn”. After that we made plans
to meet up that night at his place.

Closer to the time we were suppose to meet
he mentioned he liked hairy ass, so when | got
ready | didn’t shave which was honestly nice for
once to just have a top that didnt care how it looked
down there lol. | douched, showered, threw on my
PUMP jock and raced over to his apartment.

When he opened the door he was shirtless
and had that post-work out swole and musk, | was
instantly aroused. “No hello hug?” He joked. He
could tell | was nervous (I previously mentioned to
him how this was my first time hooking up since
COVID started) and tried to ease me into comfort
by making small talk. He showed me a fleshlight
he had impulsively bought while getting the lube
we were going to use that night. We then
transitioned to making out on his bed for a couple
minutes before there were clothes being ripped off.

Being Bred for the First Time

His body was AMAZING I'm very twinkish and
skinny myself so the thought of being railed by a
muscle jock made me WEAK, | guess | discovered
a unknown kink that night lol.

Anyways he moved closer to my pelvics
before lifting my legs up and asking if he could eat
my ass. I've never had my ass eaten before this
hook up (surprisingly) so of course | wanted to try.
He ate my ass for a bit and even thanked me for
leaving it hairy for him, but | couldn’t help it
anymore | needed him inside me. | told him | was
ready for him to fuck me and he asked if | wanted
to use protection. Before we hooked up, |
remembered seeing his Grindr bio say he was on
PreP... however | wasn’t so | was still too nervous
to do bareback. He understood and went to grab a
condom from his bathroom.

He came back, lubed two of his fingers up
and began to finger me while giving me head. Most
young tops before weren’t as experienced and
tended to be more selfish during hookups, but not
this guy... he knew exactly what he was doing. He
slipped a thumb in, then we tried 3 fingers and
once he could fit 3 | told him | was ready for his
cock. He slid the condom on and lubed up his dick
and my ass. We started in doggy style position as
he entered my hole without much resistance my
hole was practically hungry for his dick at this point.
We fucked in doggy for a while before switching to
missionary. | personally love missionary because |
love looking at the tops face as he fucks me deep,
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but with this guy it was also nice to be able to hold
his sculpted biceps while fucking.

Not even 15 minutes in and the condom
breaks. He pulls out and let’'s me know and asks if
| just want to jack off each other to finish... that
wasn’t going to happen. At this point | didn’t care
about the risks | just wanted to continue being
fucked senselessly. | asked him if he was on PreP
to verify, he said yes and that he’s also good at
taking it regularly... so | said fuck it and said | was
okay to continue fucking bareback. | lubed up his
cock, laid him on his back and began to slowly
lower myself onto his dick. with my hands on his
pecs, | began to ride his dick taking as much of it
in as | could. At this point we were skin to skin and
| wanted to enjoy every moment. We transitioned
through a couple other positions before landing
back on missionary. At this point we were like 45
minutes in and ready to finish, he was covered in
sweat as he restlessly pounded my hole. “I'm
close, where do u want me to finish?” he asked and
| knew exactly where | wanted his seed, deep in
my hole where it belongs. | let him know | was okay
with him cumming inside me and not more than 15
seconds after saying that he shot his massive hot
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load in my twink ass.

He pulled out and | checked to see if | was
leaking, | was not. We showered together
afterwards and | still couldn’t push the load out in
there. After showering we went back to his bed and
chatted for a while about our personal lives. |
mentioned to him how | thought his load was still
inside me because | didn’t feel anything come out
yet (this was my first time | didn’t know what to
expect honestly ¢2). He replied “haha that’s my
present to you, a surprise to push out later”. We
wrapped our chat up and he walked me to the door,
‘what? no goodbye kiss” he said. | gave him his
goodbye kiss and drove home. It was during my
ride home | began to feel the snail trail starting. |
rushed home and ran to the bathroom to let a huge
load out my ass... | did not know a load that large
could stay inside for more than 2 hours.

We didn’t talk at all after that. He mentioned
how he really wasn’t looking for any strings
attached after his last break up, including FWBs. |
wanted to respect his preference so | never
messaged him again. | hope he’s doing well tho
because that's the best dick I've ever gotten
honestly.
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Continued from pg 21

didn’t care for, he felt like he was being pitied. “But
until then,” continued Mick, “We have to wait, and
try to find what we can, as to why this is happening
here, and what Jezebel has to do with this...and
you...” said Mick, wrapping his arm around Blake.
Blake got a closer look at Mick’s expression, and
his eyes, and Blake’s opinion changed. It wasn’t
pity, as he had briefly thought it was, it was
concern, and perhaps fear, but a different kind, it
was as if Mick was afraid something was about to
happen, something was creeping in on them that
they couldn’t defend themselves against, that he
was afraid of losing Blake somehow, (perhaps like
he’'d lost John? Blake thought in the back of his
mind). Mick then cracked a warm smile, as if
seeing the concern reflected in Blake’s eyes. “But
until that time buddy,” said Mick, he poured three
cups of sake, for himself, Blake and Kodo. Mick
then lifted his cup and motioned for the others to
do the same. “...To the Blue Rose Hotel...” he said.

“To the Blue Rose Hotel,” said Blake.

“The Blue Rose Hotel,” said Kodo, with
some reservation.

They all drank down their sake.

‘“And may we all stay safe while we'’re
there,” said Mick.

They turned over their sake cups on the bar.

Later, Mick and Blake had a few more
drinks, courtesy of Kodo, while they discussed
what their next step would be in the Jezebel
investigation, and how to bide their time until
infiltrating the Blue Rose Hotel. One thing kept
creeping into Blake’s mind during their discussions
however. What the hell was he going to tell Charles
Newman at their meeting tomorrow?

“So, where to start next?” said Mick,
sounding a bit tipsy, “I mean, where do we go
next?” He asked Blake.

Blake took another drink of plum sake, as if
trying to drown his own growing fear that
something might go terribly wrong between now
and The Blue Rose Hotel, and the solving of the
case. He felt there were large pieces...missing
pieces...that he needed to find, perhaps of himself,
before going forward and confronting Jezebel, if
36

she really was behind all of this. But every time he
tried to find those pieces, it felt as if Jezebel herself
was blocking him, stopping him from getting any
further.

‘I don’t know...” said Blake, thoughtfully
putting his fist to his mouth, “I don’t know...
something...” then, as if an answer had jumped out
from behind the corner of a dark alley, it happened.
He saw it, or rather remembered, looking at the
glass aquarium tank in front of him. That great
black shape, the shark, the size of the whale, a
large swimming shadow, a creature he couldn’t
identify. He saw it, swimming along the aquarium,
there but not there, a burned image in his memory.
He watched it, both in awe and horror, as it swam
amidst the smaller fish in the aquarium tank,
knowing it was impossible to be there, which meant
something must have happened in his mind, if he
was seeing it here...something had gone terribly
wrong. The large creature, shark or whale,
continued to swim out of the aquarium glass, and
its shadow continued across the walls of the
cavernous restaurant room, as the reflections on
the walls looked like the waves of the ocean, as
they might as well have been sitting deep within
the oceans depths, here in this Japanese
restaurant. Perhaps the nightmare was the answer.
Then it hit him...

“l...think we should visit the aquarium,
Mick,” said Blake.

“What?” asked Mick, looking down at him.

“The aquarium,” said Blake. “I know this
came out of nowhere...but I've been seeing
things...in my nightmares...sometimes when I'm
awake. And it involves something, a shark or some
kind, a large black thing...and | can’t remember
where I've seen it before. But it's been frightening
me almost every time I've gone to sleep, and |
thought...what if | follow it...instead of following
Jezebel. Christina, | mean Jezebel, has always
seemed to be my angel in my dreams, comfort, she
makes everything else go away. But what if that’s
a lie. She’s always been in my good dreams. What
if | follow my nightmares. ....Maybe if | try to find
out what it is that scares me, instead of more about
her...I might find some answers...”

Mick now looked like he was the one having
difficulty following.

“So...” said Mick, looking down at Blake,
putting a big hand on his shoulder. “You want to go
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to the aquarium...”

Blake was certain Mick was a little drunk.
He had expected something a little more profound
from him. Or....perhaps...maybe he was just good
at hiding it, when he knew something and was
afraid it might scare Blake. Perhaps he already
knew...

“Yeah,” said Blake, “I can’t explain it, but...
wait...” Blake felt his pants, and his wallet. He
remembered something in it. He had forgotten it
until now. How? It was one of the first things he
should have brought up when he first talked to
Mick about this case. Perhaps that was Jezebel's
doing. He knew he couldn’t blame everything on
her...but maybe... “I have this list,” said Blake,
quickly taking out his wallet. “Charles Newman
gave it to me. A list of places Jezebel frequently
visited. Places she liked going, where she was last
seen.”

Blake hands the list to Mick, who takes it
and looks it over immediately. Mick’s eyes scan all
the names of places on the list, looking amazed.

“Where was this list the last few days we
were searching?” asked Mick. “This is really
helpful.”

‘“In my wallet,” said Blake. Mick looked at
him dumbfounded. “I forgot | had it,” he explained,
not expecting Mick to believe him. “| know it sounds
crazy...but...it's as if every time I've tried to look at
it again, something’s happened, a memory...or an
event...almost falling in the lake at night...”

Blake felt like he was going crazy again...
so many things didn’t match up...then Mick put a
big warm comforting hand on his back. He looked
down, as Mick stared down at him, with a look of
certainty in his warm eyes.

“‘Don’t worry, Blake,” said Mick, “I believe

”

ya.

Blake looked deep up into Mick’s eyes, then
nodded. If Mick believed him, that was all he
needed to know to go forward with this.

Mick nodded and smiled back, then looked
back at the list.

“What'’s this?” asks Mick as he looks at the
piece of paper that Blake gave him.

Blake wondered what Mick meant by this,
since he had just told him what the paper was, but
then he noticed Mick was pointing a finger at a
number on the corner of the list, circled. It was
positioned on the list next to the “Shedd Aquarium”,

Jezebel

the number “22”.

“22,” said Mick, “Is that another place...or
is that significant to one of the other places?”

“l...” Blake didn’t know. He didn’t remember
that being on this piece of paper at all, what’'s more,
it looked like his handwriting. Had he written it
down when he was tired, late at night, one of these
past few days...or maybe...he had written it while
under the trance, or the dreamlike state he entered
whenever recalling a memory with Jezebel...
JEZEBEL...something about her and that number,
“22”, rang a bell...but, as it always did, it felt like
she was somehow blocking his memory from
finding out what exactly it was. But he was sure of
this... “22” and Jezebel were linked some how, in
some distant memory that was buried deep within.
Maybe he could remember or find out what it was
if he dug deeper, but it felt like digging himself a
grave, or into a grave that was never meant to be
disturbed, and Blake could see, or rather sense in
his mind, that Jezebel was the silent angel of death
who was watching over him as he dug, waiting for
him to fall into the fresh grave in the ground if he
try to dig any further. That horrible sense of fear
and foreboding that hung over him whenever he
tried to remember these forgotten things. It was as
if the Jackal was taking her place in his mind, as
the silent graveyard angel, looming over him, as he
dug, robed in black, ghostly white skin and fur, red
eyes and lips dripping blood, sharp white teeth,
with hungry, open jaws. “Don’t stop now, Blake...”
Blake told himself... “Don’t be afraid...what was
the significance of that number to Jezebel...was it
Christina?” He tried to look further into his memory,
as if he was looking, staring into the deep dark
grave he had just dug for himself, trying to ignore
the terrifying monster who was standing over it. He
looked into the dark of the grave in his minds eye,
his eyes closed...the number “22” and Jezebel
swimming in his mind, through the inky depths, like
he was swimming in deep water, and a great black
creature opened it's blind, seemingly sightless
eyes. He remembered where he had seen it
before...and what he had heard, where he had
heard her mention this number...it was at...

“The aquarium,” said Blake, opening his
eyes. “I knew | heard her mention that number
before, or | had seen it. It was at the aquarium as
well.”

“Well...what a coincidence for us,” said
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Mick, grinning at Blake, and folding up the list in his
hands.

“Yeah...” said Blake. Or was it a
coincidence? Was she leading them there? Was it
a trap? Blake didn’t trust anything when it came to
his memories of her anymore, it was as if she could
reach out and touch him (or hurt him) through
them. Either way, Blake didn’t seem to care now.
He was on to something. He could feel it. And he
wasn’t alone. He felt he could face her if he had to.

Blake couldn’t explain it, but somehow he
felt more certain about this now, now that he had
recently connected with his new friends, in such a
physical manner, he felt he could think straight
again, for longer periods of time anyway. It didn’t
always involve her... (it wasn’t always about her.).
He thought more fondly of his attraction for Mick
and Jane (and maybe even Charlie) than about
Jezebel now. He had others for support now, not
only Jezebel (but he knew Jezebel would hate that,
like she was being replaced.)

“That shark I've been seeing has something
to do with it too,” said Blake, feeling more confident
about telling Mick this, not afraid that he would
think he was crazy. He had been so afraid to even
mention this to Mick before, as if by mentioning it,
it would find him...or she was making him afraid to
say anything about it. He still felt this way, but in
spite of this, continued speaking, “...And it’s the
last thing | remember in my dreams that involve
her... in my memories...is standing at the docks...
looking down at where she leaped into the water...
and seeing that... thing...the shark, pitch black...
like a great shadow under the waves.”

Blake looked at Mick, who was looking him
in the eyes, listening, attentive, sympathetic even,
nodding, but not looking at him as if he was insane.
Blake appreciated this and smiled. Blake looked
back over his shoulder before he continued
speaking, as if still afraid someone might be
watching or listening, or he might catch a vision of
the great black shark out of the corner of his eye.
He turned back to Mick and continued talking to
him in a more hushed voice.

“‘Now the last thing | remember seeing was
that shape of the shark in the water, so | figured
what better place to find out what kind of shark it
was that | saw, and that I've been seeing in my
visions, than at the Shedd Aquarium.”

“Well...it is the biggest aquarium in the
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world,” said Mick. “Jane told me that fact many
times already...she said Cassie was disappointed
that it was closed and she couldn’t go there.”
“‘Oh?” asked Blake, surprised “Cassie can
talk?”
“‘No,” said Mick, “Jane just uses her
imagination to speak for her. She really wanted to

”

go.

Blake laughed at this.

“Yeah, | like Jane’s imagination,” said Blake.

Mick grins over at Blake and nudges him,
“That’s not the only thing you like about her,” said
Mick with his cute wink.

Blake blushes.

“Well she does have all the right... stuff.
Besides, you're one to talk Mick!”

Mick suddenly blushed as well.

“Well, I uh...eheh, yeah... she does, ehem,”
Mick coughed. “l...weren’t we talking about the
aquarium?” Mick tried changing the subject. Blake
suspected he was getting a boner. Mick picked up
his cup of sake.

Blake looked at Mick, amused at how
adorable he got when talking about those kind of
thing sometimes, when it was about the two of
them, Mick didn’t hold back, but it was cute how he
got embarrassed how he talked about Jane, as if
because he held her in such high regard, he
shouldn’t be thinking these naughty things about
her. Blake wondered if this John was still around,
if Mick would behave the same way when talking
about him.

“‘It's agreed then,” said Blake, “We’ll go to
the aquarium, and see what'’s there...tomorrow...”

“Tomorrow?” asked Mick, confused, about
to bring his sake up to his lips, looking down at
Blake.

“Yeah, why?” asked Blake, looking over at
Mick at his side.

“Well...why not tonight?” asked Mick.

“Tonight?” asked Blake. “Are you crazy?”

“Only crazy as you are,” said Mick with a
shrug. Blake frowned at him. “Hey, I'm kidding
man,” He said, patting Blake on the back, “But not
about tonight. | think we should do it tonight.” He
put his big arms around Blake’s shoulders. “As I've
said before, you always find the most interesting
things at night,” said Mick.

“At this late hour?” asked Blake.

“Ah, but Blake,” said Mick, tapping his nose,
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and winking, “It's only...” he looks at his watch...
“One 0’ clock, so it’s really early.”

“Why not wait for tomorrow?” asked Blake.

“Ah, Blake,” said Mick, as if pretending to be
a philosopher, “Tomorrow is already today.”

Blake’s mouth dropped open, and his
eyebrows furled. “I give up...if | really wanted to
sleep...”

“We won'’t be there for long Blake,” said
Mick, “It's just around the block. And we’re just
going there to look.”

Blake looked back up at Mick, who seemed
so certain.

“Just to look, then,” said Blake.

“Just to look,” repeated Mick.

“To see if my hunch is right,” said Blake,
filling in for him.

“That’s the spirit,” said Mick, pounding Blake
on the back with a strong pat. They had some more
sake before heading out.

At the great Shedd Aquarium, everything
was locked up tightly for the night, as it had been
before. The doors were barred, in spite of the sign
outside reading: “Welcome to Shedd Aquarium,
Aquatic Creatures from around the World”. It was
a humongous marble building, and hanging above
the great stone entryway, atop the stone steps, and
balcony, flanked with pillars, was the inscription
“‘John G. Shedd Aquarium” (for a moment Blake
almost thought it had said “John C.”) Over the main
doors was plastered another sign, vaguely stating
“Closed for Duration.” The only possible way
inside, Mick indicated, was a skylight up on the
vast roof. At first Blake thought Mick was kidding,
but he showed Blake around the corner (the bend)
to the shade of the aquarium, and to a fire-escape
ladder that led up to the roof, several stories up. It
was scary how close the aquarium was to the Blue
Rose Hotel and Northerly Island. Now that the rain
had subsided, Blake could see just how close it
was, it's blue outline, towering above, even at it's
distance, on Northerly, it's three supporting towers
and one main towers, rhombus shaped at the side-
view, but triangular on top, the glowing blue
outlines making it look like a cluster of giant
crystals jetting up out of the earth and toward the
heavens.

Jezebel

Blake was distracted by the close view of
the Blue Rose Hotel, like a giant blue diamond in
the night, before Mick nudged him, motioning for
him to follow him up the tall (fire escape) ladder to
the aquarium roof.

Blake followed Mick up the incredibly high
ladder. Once on the roof, they could see all of
Northerly Island, and the Blue Rose Hotel, just
across the small bay, the late night/early morning
fog rising around it like a ghostly veil, and behind it
a blacked out area of forbidden land, invisible
under its shadow, the Century of Progress World’s
fair ruins, while vast, were not nearly as vast as
how they looked when Blake and Mick had been
on “the other side” before.

“‘Hey, Blake, we’re almost there, come on,”
said Mick in a whisper, motioning for Blake to
follow.

“‘Almost?...” asked Blake, as he turned, and
saw Mick motioning toward another ladder on the
side of a central tower, topped with a great
octagonal skylight, surrounded by what might have
been a battlement of white marble. Blake followed
Mick, and they climbed the central tower to the
great skylight.

Once they reached the tower, which,
looking out from the “battlements” surrounding the
skylight, Blake felt he might be looking out from the
great wall of China, Mick stated to unexpectedly
climb the sloping pinnacles of glass panels on the
skylight (it must have bee incredibly sturdy glass
for Mick not to break through, Blake thought.) At
the top of the skylight, where the glass pinnacles
intersected, were a four concerned fish statues,
with four heads, their tails and fins entwining at the
top, their mouths gaping open.

Mick didn’t have to climb far, he simply laid
down on his belly on the skylight and, unlocked
one of the panels that lifted up like a large hatch,
and peered inside. He took a flashlight out of his
pocket and pointed it down, inside the building.
Blake watched from below before Mick eagerly
motioned for his to come up.

“‘Blake, come on, take a look,” whispered
Mick.

Blake steadily and carefully crawled up the
roof skylight, on his belly, to where Mick was.

Continued on pg 50
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GETTING RAW

Barebacking. We love it
more than anything. Nothing
feels better than having that
raw skin-to-skin contact. It
truly brings the sexual pleasure to new
heights. It feels good and satisfying. But
let’'s be honest, it's not something we
should be doing with just anyone for
obvious reasons. Like with everything
else, they are pros and cons to
barebacking, and they all must be
taken into consideration before
engaging in unprotected sexual
encounters.

Listen, | am not going to get on a high
horse and tell you what you can and
cannot do. | ain’t your mom. I’'m not
here to preach to you or change the
way you live your life. You do you...
whatever that is. However, what | am
going to do is give you the necessary
information — the ugly, the bad, and
finally... the good — for you to practice
a more cautious barebacking sex life,
S0 you can reduce your and other
people’s risks as much as possible. You
do with this information as you please.

Out of the bat | will state that | am not a
licensed medical professional, nor | am
trying to convince you to forgo the
safety of condoms. That’s not my
intention. | just know that the practice
has become more prevalent since the
advancement of medications that are
used to treat some medical issues
associated with sexual activities.

The Ugly: The Risks

I'll start by being 100% honest: | always
fuck bareback. | haven’t used a condom
since 2008. | am allergic to latex, so
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BAREBACKING:

THE UGLY,
THE BAD,

& THE GOOD

condoms are a “no no” for me. | fuck
raw and will always fuck raw. | am