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Amazon Don

By R.W. Clinger


Chapter 1: Away We Go

I wanted Amazon Don inside my tight and
bulbous ass, having the biggest crush on the guy. His sexiness was
the purest sin. One look at the five-eleven zoologist and I melted
like a puddle of pudding. I never missed his television show on
WTUR, Channel 4, in Barefoot Beach, Florida. My knees grew weak
because of his dark Latino skin, scruffy cheeks, soft-brown eyes,
and chiseled chest. The dimple in his chin just about rocked my
world to slivers. The man was muscular and handsome like no one
else I had ever seen. Again I took in his thick jungle tan shorts
that were snug against his hips, the khaki shirt with its sanded
print and six buttons, sage boots, and Tillie Airflo hat. When four
o’clock at the office of Millbourne & Mosser Insurance struck,
I made sure I was watching him, glued to his kids’ show: Amazon
Don’s Wild Animal Adventures.

“Close your mouth, darling, you’re drooling,”
Liv Lynn, my best friend of eight years, sidekick, fag-hag,
confident, personal assistant, and blond bombshell whispered into
my left ear. “He’s really not all that.”

“He is all that,” I wooed, in lust for
the man, glued to the forty-two inch Sony.

Liv and I were alone inside the break room,
which looked exactly like my office: tinted windows, beige carpet,
stainless steel everything. She rolled a seat up to my side, placed
her head on my right shoulder, and added, “He is all that,
isn’t he?”

“In more ways than we know.”

“Your Mr. Right.”

“The man of my dreams.”

“Your Prince Charming, Casper.”

“So out of my league. Dammit.”

* * * *

I knew too much about Amazon Don. Liv thought
I was stalking him, but I wasn’t. His real name was Donlito Eban
Estar. His birthday was August 18. The sixth child of seven to
Francisco and Isabel Estar of Bisira, Brazil. He liked Italian
food, had a fear of flying, never used drugs and drank a little,
but didn’t have a problem with his alcohol. He moved to Florida
when he was eighteen, attended Miami University, and obtained a
master’s degree in zoology. He was thirty-two years old now and
worked at WTUR for the last dozen years. The zoologist created his
hit show from nothing and built it up to the empire it was, and
grew wealthy. The Barefoot Beach show went national in 2009. And
the marketing behind it was a complete success, which entailed
stuffed animals, board games, video games, lunch boxes, erasers,
pencils, clothes, rub-on tattoos, cartoons, DVDs, and music. Amazon
Don made over ten million bucks last year. The man was definitely
out of my league. Someone better than me. Royalty in Barefoot Beach
and the rest of the United States, which meant there wasn’t a
chance in hell he was ever going to be my boyfriend, let alone
notice me.

* * * *

Liv consoled me as I watched Amazon Don play
with a red-and-yellow coral snake on the Sony. She rubbed my back
with a palm and said, “He talks to stuffed animals, Casper. Maybe
he isn’t your Mr. Right.”

“Beatrice the Beaver is cool. Who doesn’t
love Beatrice? I would talk to her if I could.”

“What about the hammerhead shark? Tell me you
don’t like him?” Liv inquired.

“I love Harry, and Amazon Don does too.
They’re best friends. Harry always gets him out of trouble.”

Liv clarified, “I’m rolling my eyes.”

“What can I say? I like Donlito. So what if
he talks to stuffed animals.”

“He’s a child in a man’s body. There’s a lot
of immaturity there.”

“He’s young at heart, brilliant, and the man
drips of money. Amazon Don is a genius in my eyes, and quite the
businessman. He sold his idea and it worked.”

“You have your own money.”

“Not until my parents die.”

“Twenty million, right?”

“Something like that. My accountant
knows.”

“You can buy a guy like Amazon Don when your
parents finally kick the bucket.”

I laughed at Liv.

She laughed at her own comment.

And Amazon Don started to sing a playful song
about the python wrapped around his right wrist.

“My God,” I whispered, “he makes me hard.” I
readjusted my ass in the uncomfortable seat, felt a semi-boner pop
to life between my legs, and sticky semen at the top of my cock in
my Pistol Pete underwear.

“This is sinful,” Liv said. “You’re getting
hard over a kids’ show. Isn’t that illegal?”

“I’m getting hard for Amazon Don. It has
nothing to do with the kids.”

“If I had a dick, I’d be hard for him, too,”
Liv added, removing her palm from my back. She stood, stretched,
and said, “We should get back to work.”

“Go without me. There’s ten minutes of
Donlito left.”

“You’ll have to stay late and make up the
time.”

“The guy is worth it.”

Liv started to leave the break room, paused,
and called over her right shoulder, “Don’t be jacking off in here,
friend. People use this place to eat.”

I laughed.

She laughed.

And Amazon Don started to talk to Harry the
hammerhead shark about snake bites.

Ten minutes later, Amazon Don smiled at his
audience, waved goodbye, and sang, “Away we go, kids.” He swung
from one jungle vine to the next through the Amazonian jungle. Baby
monkeys sang an upbeat song about jungle travels and Amazon Don.
Sloths tossed bananas and coconuts to and fro. Stuffed toucans
whistled. Baboons beat on drums. A tiger shifted its tail from left
to right with the melody.

“So long, you succulent piece of Latino
man-ass,” I said to the Sony, stood, adjusted the hard dick
underneath my khakis, and flicked the television off. Smiling from
ear to ear, daydreaming about being locked in Amazon Don’s arms,
swinging from vine to vine in an imaginary jungle with him, I
eventually walked back to my office, sat behind my desk, and pushed
insurance papers from my Inbox to my Outbox, lusting for Donlito
Estar the entire time.

* * * *


Chapter 2: Accidents Happen

Flamingo Boulevard was jam-packed as usual.
On a good day I could get back to Sunset Cove along Barefoot Beach
and my mini-hacienda in twenty-five minutes. That particular day in
July was hell and ninety minutes stared me down. Trucks and cars of
many sizes and different colors, busses, and taxis were bumper to
bumper. At a snail’s pace we slid along the concrete. A Bentley
Mulsanne was in front of me with a license plate that read
BIGBITCH3. Behind its wheel was a brunette female texting. The Cube
behind me was a candy apple red color. Two high school-aged
Hispanics lounged in their seats and listened to loud rap music. I
was driving a three-year old Nissan Frontier, which was charcoal
black, had a few dents, and terrible gas mileage. Steve Grand was
on the radio singing about riding a road with a guy he wanted to be
his boyfriend.

Putting along gave me enough time to check my
pretty boy Latino face in the rearview mirror. I had curly
cinnamon-colored hair, matching eyes, a slender nose, an Ecuadorian
hue from my mother, no wrinkles around my mouth at thirty,
clean-shaven cheeks, and a rounded chin. I was six-feet tall, not
bad to look at, but not a supermodel, either. I was average any way
a stranger wanted to gawk at me: financially, physically, and
intellectually. Casper Reginaldo Dasio at your service. No one
spectacular. Mundane. Plenty to work with to get a date, but a
chain of men was not following me around as my personal sexual
entourage. Too bad.

I was just about to phone Liv to see if she
wanted to spend the ninety-three degree evening in my
screen-covered pool with a pitcher of margaritas when an abrupt jar
sent my Frontier jolting forward, snapping the seatbelt against my
chest, between my solid and hairless pecs. Crunching metal sounded
in my ears. My neck snapped forward with a quick motion, flew
against the seat’s headrest, and caused a slight wobbly spell to
take over my consciousness. Horns blared. Jackasses yelled
obscenities out their windows; I think it was the two teenagers
behind me in their Cube. And glass sounded like it was cracking all
around me.

My first instinct was to slam on the
Frontier’s brakes, which I executed with skill. The last thing I
wanted to do was hit the Bentley and Miss BIGBITCH3. My second
instinct was to throw the truck into park, which I carried out with
speed. Next, I shook my head and realized that I had clearly been
struck from behind; a rear-ender had occurred. It wasn’t my first
accident on Flamingo Boulevard, and it certainly wasn’t going to be
my last. Amen to that.

A quick glance in my rearview mirror told me
that a bumblebee yellow Hummer had tried to squeeze between my rear
bumper and the Cube’s front bumper. Mr. Hummer totally misjudged
the distance between the two vehicles and nailed me from behind; I
would learn later that the Cube was unharmed and the high school
kids drove away from the scene.

Road instinct for me kicked in again and I
popped the truck into drive, steered it off the side of the road,
into Rushdie’s Scuba Gear Underworld. In doing so, rubber smelled
like it was burning, the truck barely moved, and the sound of metal
continued to peel apart, providing a strange crinkling noise.

Mr. Hummer pulled into the empty lot behind
me. I sat in my Frontier and attempted to calm down. My heart raced
inside my chest, my neck throbbed, and my hands were jittery. After
a few seconds of calmness, I gathered my Millbourne & Mosser
insurance card, registration, and license. Ready to battle with Mr.
Hummer, I climbed out of the Frontier, stepped into the steeping
heat, and…my world changed in an instant.

* * * *

To my surprise, low and behold, I immediately
decided to forever bow down to the queer gods of a distant heaven.
Shock rocked me as I made eye contact with the Hummer’s owner: the
sexy and alluring, drop dead gorgeous and Latino television star,
Amazon Don!

Yes, my mouth fell ajar and I thought I would
simply drop to the shell-covered parking lot in hopes that Mr.
Hot-of-the-Block would lift me up in his hulking arms. Sultry
sparks of lust immediately burst from every pore on my body. A wave
of excitement rushed through my center and caused the cock between
my legs to instantly go semi-hard. Perspiration lathered my cheeks
and forehead. Dizziness swept over me and I felt breathless. My
legs started to tremble and I believed my tongue was hanging out of
my mouth like a dog’s.

There was my Mr. Prince Charming, the man of
my ultimate queer dreams, right before me. A knight in shining
armor who was wearing tight shorts the color of the Mojave Desert.
A beefcake of a man in his tight T-shirt who I imagined would jack
semen out of his nine-inch tube of veined dick, into my open mouth,
feeding me. Mr. Perfect. Mr. Roll-Me-Over-And-Fuck-Me-Hard. Mr.
Debonair and Marry Me. Mr. I-Love-You. Just what I was waiting to
have ram into the rear of my Frontier.

“Shit,” he swore, squinting and studying the
damage to my truck: crinkled bumper and side panel, mutilated wheel
well, fucked up tail light, and other crucial issues that could
skyrocket my insurance rate. Amazon Don rubbed the back of his
right hand across his mouth and added, “What the fuck was I
thinking, man?”

My father said that a man who used
vulgarities was a man who had a limited vocabulary. My father was
dead, though—God love him. In truth, I came across a man who just
happened to be sexy as hell and a total turn-on. A potty mouth on a
man was a pure sign of masculinity in my opinion; an Alpha male
characteristic that would often cause me to
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