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Our bodies seldom get celebrated. For as
long as our realities have been marred by
the legacy of colonization, we have been
silenced, pushed to the shadows and made
to feel small. The time has come to own our
space, take up space, and create space for
our own. In this very special collection of QR
comes a series of stories from authors both
in SA and from the continent. They share
with us their own experiences of passion.
They give us a glimpse into their realities
and challenge us to think outside the neat
confines of the box. They are every reader,
each facing the challenges of an African
society, and so they have written. Their
writing is against the grain, they have
refused to succumb to grand narratives
which dictate to us, that in order to be
accepted, we need to neatly fit a mould.
This mixture of fiction and reality
repackages passion. In this edition we
refuse to yield to the notion of a hypersexualised black body. We are more than
our sex, more than our deviance, more than
the stories you have crafted about us. Here
we claim passion and lust and love and joy,
we are allowed to experience all of these as
we see fit, regardless of what they say. So,
from vanilla to kink, their highs and lows, sit
back, grab a towel and experience pleasure
through the eyes of our peers. After all, “[we]
look too good not to be seen” said Elektra
Abundance
Smooches
C. Anzio Jacobs

This edition of QR has been made possible through the support of:

MY DEALER SENT
ME FLOWERS
I am seated on a beige arm chair watching him smoke on the overflowered balcony of the hotel room. He has nothing on except his
boxers. In the distance Nairobi’s night lights shimmered. We had walked
into the room, two hours ago, after delivering two little sachets of
colorful pills to two of his clients. All this was his idea by the way. After
he made the transaction he came back to the car where he leaned in
and kissed me. “Let’s make a detour.” he said. I don’t know why I
agreed, but I did. Bucie’s All of Me was playing. He was practically a
stranger. I had met him on that same day. I was with friends in
Westlands, and because we are young and silly we decided to order for
a few pills. It was a long weekend thanks to a public holiday on Monday
so we knew we would recover from the “side effects” of the pills by
Tuesday.
One of my girls, Leila, called him and placed the order. A little over an
hour later her phone rang and she said, “We are at number E5. Use the
stairs.” The bell rang and I went to open the door, walking and wincing
on her son’s Legos in the process. I looked through the peep hole and
all I could see was pink. I got the door then unlocked the grille. A scent
wafted from the tall, slender man who stood in front of me. He was
wearing a pink polo shirt, black chinos, with sneakers. He had a bald
head and a trimmed beard. His right arm tattooed with some tribal
symbols. I was speechless. I don’t understand what happened, why I
was weak, and why my heartbeat changed. I did not know why my body
was betraying me, at that particular moment. “You are obviously not
Leila”, he said in a quiet, deep voice. I closed my eyes, “No, you don’t
need to know my name.” “I will by the time this evening ends.” He was
not smiling. “LEILA THERE’S A TALL MAN STANDING AT THE DOOR
AND HE SMELLS GREAT,” I said. “SO? LET HIM IN THEN,” she said
from her balcony. “Leila says I can let you in.” He did not move, he just
stood there and looked at me and I could feel my ears turn pink as I
focused on his broad shoulders. Could he be West African? “You forgot
to put your Legos back in the toy box by the way,” he said, looking over
my head and down to Leila’s floor. “OH MY GOD, I JUST CAN’T WITH
YOU,” I said, aghast, as I motioned for him to get in so I could close the
door. What was happening? I was drinking with the girls and the
evening was calm but barely a minute after he arrives I was shouting
like a scorned parrot. I inhaled and started collecting the Legos and
putting them in a transparent plastic box. Leila’s son’s little truck was far
in under the couch. I removed my slipper and used it to push the toy
out. Why was I even doing this, cleaning up this mess of toys? Why was
he standing there like a supervisor? I finished and took the toys to one
of the bedrooms where I found the boy seated on a bed, fixated on
children’s videos on a streaming website. Three young women, one of
them Leila’s sister, were smoking weed beside the window, barely
noticing my entry into the room. I put the box down and went to the
balcony. He was still standing in the living room but when he saw me go
outside, he followed. The warm late afternoon sun, the wine, the girls,
and now him, made a perfect sight. I sat and he sat across from me.
“Leila, why is he sitting down? I thought he was just dropping these
things off?” Leila was smoking while talking to Serenity, her partner.
She was wearing an orange dera, which matched her wig’s highlights.
That wig looked so real you would think it was her hair. I actually
thought it was until she removed it. “Don’t be rude. This is Milton,” Leila
said. “Serenity and I met him at that house party you missed.” Milton
nodded as he lit a cigarette. “I already said I was sorry I couldn’t make
it,” I told Leila. I had the dates all wrong and missed the party. “Milton,
this is…” “NO DON’T TELL HIM MY NAME,” I interjected. “Why are you
even shouting?” Serenity said. All three of them laughed.
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“But why? What is about your name that he shouldn’t know?” Leila said.
“I told him he doesn’t need to know my name so let it stay that way.” “I’ll
find out,” Milton said. I was trying my level best not to look at him. There
was a wine bottle on the floor. I picked it up and poured some into a
large goblet. Serenity poured him a glass of whisky and I struggled to
hide my approval of his choice of drink. My iPhone rang, Thomas the
Nice One was calling. “Hey baby where are you?” he said.“Hello lovely,
I’m at Leila’s for wine. Wanna come through?” “Nah, I’ll spend time with
the fellas today.” “Sawa.” Thomas has always been nice and he is so
into me. But on that day there was Milton there as well and I was
confused. I drank my wine and watched vervet monkeys up the trees in
the compound. One of them was walking on fiber optic cabling, tail
swinging left and right for balance. “Milton get off those cables, you’ll
fall,” I said. Milton and my friends caught on and laughed. “What? Can’t
you see I’m trying my best,” Milton said looking at the monkey. And then
he smoked his cigarette while looking at me. Serenity watched me. Leila
giggled and looked at her iPhone. She swirled the wine in her goblet
with her other hand. I couldn’t help but feel that I was being set up.
“Yeah, oh look you made it across, well done Milton,” I said still looking
at the one monkey. Milton stopped looking at the monkey and stared at
me. I refused to make eye contact because that is what he wanted and I
also did not know how much more pink heat my ears could take. He
removed a sachet with a few differently-shaped pills from his pocket.
“Here’s your love drug, may you find that love tonight,” he said and
placed them on the table as he ashed his cigarette. “What time are we
popping these,” Leila said.“An hour from now? I think that’s good,”
Serenity said. “Oh and Thomas the Nice One isn’t coming,” I said.
“Awwwwww,” Leila said. “I like him, he’s such a gentleman. He’s
ratchet, but a gentleman. It’s a shame he’s not coming through.” Milton
dragged on his cigarette and looked at the trees again. He seemed
unbothered by the Thomas the Nice One conversation. Leila’s sister
comes to the balcony, “Borrowing the wine bottle opener,” she mumbled
and walked back into the house.“She’s in her room with her friends
gossiping. One of them got dumped,” Leila said.“Meh, they barely
noticed me walk in there,” I said. Milton smiled.“Fuck it I’m popping mine
now,” I said and reached for the pills on the table. “Yeah let’s do this.
We’re here for a fun time not a long time,” Leila said. “Me too,” Serenity
said. “I’ll have one too,” Milton said. I gave each of them theirs and then
swallowed mine with wine. I generally find Ecstasy has such a metallic
taste and it is never ever a pleasant experience. Milton put out his
cigarette and finished his whisky, “What’s your plan from here?” He
asked the three of us. “None really, I mean we could go out dancing. It
would be wasted high if we didn’t,” Leila said. “I like that idea,” Serenity
said. Personally… I didn’t feel like going out. I wanted to go home and
watch something mellow like the Gilmore Girls but I found myself
saying, “Yes, let’s go dancing. It’s a long weekend anyway.” Why do I
do these things to myself though? “Where do you like to dance?” Milton
asked in a quiet voice. I didn’t think it was steered in my direction but he
was looking at me. “I like to dance where there’s good music.” I couldn’t
come up with a more fitting answer, a generic one would do. “Mercury it
is then,” Serenity said. Leila nodded. Milton nodded as well and looked
at his phone then he removed a Blackberry from his pocket and raised
his eyebrow, “I need to make two more deliveries then call it a night.
Should I meet you all there or would you like to keep me company?”
“Well, obviously, we would need time to get ready and make ourselves
pretty,” Leila said. All eyes were on me. I was casually dressed but at
least I looked and smelled good. If I stayed with the girls I could drink
more and feel good when the ecstasy kicked in but there was also the
risk of getting too comfortable and blacking out.
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On the other hand I could hang out with this new, attractive stranger
who delivers Ecstasy. Would he be useful to know? “I could keep you
company; maybe get to know what the supply chain is like,” I said.
“Easy, it’s pretty boring though. People pay ahead, I just deliver and
that’s that,” he said. I shrugged my shoulders, with my near empty glass
of wine held up in the air. “Yeah just go, we’ll meet you there,” Serenity
said. Leila poured herself some more wine, “I’ll just drink your portion
because you’re going,” she told me. How on earth was I going to do
this? I could feel my breathing become shallow – typical trait when I am
nervous. The sun was setting and there were a few clouds in the pinkhued sky.
We walked downstairs towards the tree-lined parking lot. What kind of
car does he have? I was glad I left mine at my residence. Traffic police
with their breathalysers would be on the prowl all weekend. Those
things, do they even clean them? I wasn’t going to risk catching germs,
my car being impounded, and ending up with a lighter wallet. My nose
caught Milton’s scent as we walked, a mixture of cologne and
cigarettes. It excited me. We went towards a black Honda Fit. It looked
like it had been fitted with a myriad of aftermarket things; its gold sixspoke wheels and accompanying fat tires, and a body kit. Milton walked
to it, deliberately, and I followed suit. Then he turned back and said,
“Fooled you”. “If you guess what I’m driving today correctly I’ll get you
whatever drink you want tonight,” he said. Until that moment, I hadn’t
thought he was the playful kind. “You can’t see my car key either,”
Milton said. A mild breeze sent his scent my way again and my
heartbeat increased. “I wouldn’t have been surprised if this was your
car, I mean a black Honda is a cool thing,” I said. I looked at him and
then I looked at the visitors parking lot. Leila’s compound had a mix of
Japanese and German cars, but the Japanese dominated. He didn’t
look like the type to show off. I saw a black Mercedes Benz C-Class,
something a typical corporate person would drive. No, that would be too
easy. There was a navy-blue Volkswagen Passat in the corner. No,
those are a bit bland and it didn’t match his character. The cars at the
visitors parking were all predictable. I knew Leila had two parking slots
but only used one. I turned to my left and saw her silver Toyota RAV4.
Next to it, was an old BMW, dark green in colour. At first I thought it was
a 1990s 5 series but this one sat a bit low with a wider track. I found
myself looking at the 7 series instead. “That one, that’s yours,” I said
nodding my head at it. He laughed. Was I wrong? He walked towards it
and I followed. Maybe it was the Volkswagen. The interior lights came
on with a glow. The door handles also had lights underneath them. I
was impressed, “You have a great eye,” he said and smiled. The dark
green paintwork looked like it had been polished recently. Clearly I was
with a man who treats himself as well as he did his car. He opened the
driver’s door and got in. I opened the front passenger door and got in.
The car smelled of leather and his cologne. It was meticulously clean.
The heavy doors closed with a clunk. The car had already started but
Milton was plugging his iPhone to a cable that was connected to the
car’s radio system. A moment later Praiz’s For Life started playing.
“Random playlist I have going on,” he said. “I don’t mind,” I said. I took
my phone out, the time was 18:49. There were no new notifications. I
put it back in my leather pouch and noticed Leila’s neighbor eying the
car. My nervousness seemed to be fading away. We drove out of the
compound and made our way to Milton’s next client. At the back of my
head a mild, ticklish feeling was forming. Ecstasy was creeping up on
me.
***
I didn’t think our evening would end up that way. I was still looking at
him at the hotel balcony. He straightened up and walked out the
balcony, closing the glass doors behind him. “Feeling cold?” I asked. He
went to the mini bar, “Not when you’re around.” That had to be the
Ecstasy he took earlier talking. He returned with a glass of whisky and
pulled my arm, taking me with him to bed. I felt a wave of heat go
through my body. My Ecstasy, it seemed, was getting into full swing.
The Tiger Lily flowers next to the bed caught my eye, my favourites.
Milton sipped some whisky, put the glass down next to the lilies, and
kissed me. It was surreal. I placed my hand on his cheek, touched his
smooth beard. The ticklish feeling surged through my body in waves.
We fell onto the bed and continued kissing. I could hear my phone
vibrating but I did not care about anyone else at this point. We kissed
for what seemed like 10 minutes with me on top of him half that time.
He got up and sipped his whisky again before pulling me towards his
chest, where I placed my head.

We could see to the end of the room, a beautiful painting of flowers
captivated me. “You like art too,” he said. Why was I smiling? How and
why was he asking me this? How was I even in that room with him?
Ecstasy had made my vision slightly white on the sides, “I really do. I
used to paint before I went to law school.” “I can feel it in your kisses,”
he said. “You are corny as hell do you know that?” “Yeah I’m silly
sometimes… I didn’t think my day would end up like this, what have you
done to me that drugs have never done?” I could feel his arm tighten
around my waist. “Um, maybe it’s the scent I’m wearing,” I said. To be
honest I picked the first one I saw, Burberry, when I got out of the
shower and sprayed myself before I went to Leila’s house. Also Leila
had been gifted a Chanel Number 5 and had sprayed some on my shirt
before we had the wine earlier. “Mercury is in retrograde,” I said.
Ecstasy was doing its thing. He kissed me again while sliding his hand
underneath my underwear straight to my ass. “I’d fuck you hard but I
can’t get it up,” he whispered, “I think it’s the pill.” We both laughed. I
looked into his eyes, his pupils were as large as his iris. “Your pupils are
really big.” “You should see yours. You look like you’ve been possessed
by a demon.” “Aren’t I though?” We intertwined on the bed. “Who are
you seeing?” He asked. Wow, what a question. He was looking into my
eyes. I tried to hold his gaze but my eyes couldn’t get enough of his
chest. It was not really the gym-going type of torso but there were
definitely lines that defined it. “So there’s this guy I’m trying to see,” I
said. The answer was in my mouth but it just wasn’t rolling off my
tongue, forming a sentence was difficult. Come on Ecstasy, just let me
speak. “And?” he asked. He leaned in and kissed me again. This time
his kisses were more intense. He felt like a thirst I couldn’t quench. I
stopped the kissing and went on top of him again. I could feel his
heartbeat increase. “Does he know where you are?” Milton said. “He
knows I’m with the girls. He’s hanging out with his boys tonight, I wasn’t
going to see him.” Milton stroked my back and it felt pleasant. “What do
you like about him?” “Why are you so curious about him? I ought to ask
how many people are in your love life.” “You don’t think a guy like me
can have only one lover?” His eyes were twinkling and then he
smacked my butt. “Smacking me won’t make say yes. But tell me, who
are you seeing, kind sir?” “I’m single. There was this nice lady who
worked with a bank and then there was this guy, a model, I was seeing
last year. They found out about each other.” “How did that happen? Did
they go through your phone?” I asked. I was genuinely curious. “Bad
timing I guess. I ran into him at a parking lot at my friends’ house party,
and she was my date. I had no idea that his friends were also friends
with my friends. He came with them and then found me making out with
her. He was furious. He didn’t even confront me first, he went right after
her. I had to separate the two. That’s when he told her to get her hands
off me because I was seeing him. She got even more upset and told
him she was seeing me. Then they both took out their anger on me. As
they should have. Why are you even smiling?” “I mean you got caught
then you got your ass dumped by two people at the same exact time,” I
said. “In retrospect it was foolish of me to try and balance both of them,”
he said. “You think?” I asked. That wasn’t meant to come out
sarcastically but it did. “They both dumped me, again, via text. Next
thing I know they’re best friends on Instagram,” he said, feigning hurt,
“You still haven’t answered my question by the way.” “Which one?”
“What do you like about him?” “I’d have to think about that. I’m a bit
high.” He looked into my eyes and kissed me again. He rolled me
underneath him and I put my arms around his shoulders. “You shouldn’t
have to think what you like about him, if you really liked him you would
know.” “Do you like me?” I said. “Would it be a terrible thing if I did?” he
said. He kissed me again then pulled his underwear away and removed
my boxer briefs.
***
There is a message notification from Leila. Hey, Serenity and I are
almost leaving for the club, still meeting you at Mercury? We’re passing
by Wambui’s place, we might be a bit late but definitely headed to the
club after. It was almost 10pm. Milton and I had been in the hotel room
for barely three hours. I could feel the ecstasy wearing off. He was also
checking his phone. “The ladies are making a detour, which might take
another hour. What shall we do?” I said. “I can roll up a joint, and you
can ask me your version of difficult questions. Then we’ll go.” “You
carried weed with you?” “Don’t you?” “I don’t really smoke up.” “This
one was to start my long weekend off. Then the pills happened and then
we’re here.
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If I don’t smoke it up here I may not get the chance to for the rest of the
weekend. Tell them we’ve also made a detour.” He got out of the bed
and walked to where his trousers were. He removed a small pack of
crushed green and brown powder, together with a lighter and some
rolling paper. “Do you know how to roll one? I’ve already crushed the
buds,” he said. “I haven’t the slightest idea how to do it. I prefer the
finished product,” I said. He laughed a little then beckoned me to sit with
him at a small wooden table. “This is quite a polished table, won’t it
leave evidence?” I said. “Not really look how fine I crushed it,” he said.
He gave me the small bag, the stuff in there was crushed. It wouldn’t be
hard to clean up. He took a piece of rolling paper and scattered the
weed on it. He removed his bank card from his wallet and arranged the
weed evenly across then he lifted the paper and licked it from edge to
edge, finally ending by rolling it and twisting one end. “When it comes to
this I don’t smoke with filters,” he said. He lit it, inhaled a deep puff and
passed it to me. It didn’t taste or smell as bad. It was a good strain.
“Then we use your empty gin glass to ash into. We’ll rinse it before we
leave,” Milton said. I passed it back to him. “Shit this thing is potent, we
might not finish it,” he said. “Milton, really, I thought you’re the kind that
finishes,” I said. “I know I won’t finish this, but I’ll definitely finish you,”
he said and winked at me. My ears became hot. I couldn’t even look at
him so I looked down and laughed. “Bring your phone,” he said. Without
hesitation, I gave him my phone after unlocking it and he started typing.
“What are you typing?” I asked.“A reply to them, and my number,” he
said. He passed the blunt to me and I inhaled one last time. I could feel
it in my system. I gave it back to Milton and he puffed before putting it
off. He took me back to bed and I was on his chest again. “We should
really go. I don’t like being late,” I said. “I want to spend the night with
you,” he said. One of his eyes was a bit red.“You will, but at the club,” I
said. “Sawa.”
I got off him and went to the shower. The bathroom was lit in white.
There was a small potted bamboo plant inside. I opened the shower
taps. When I stepped out he was leaning against the sink, his phone in
hand. “I was going to join you, but you were done quickly,” he said.
“You’ve had enough me for now.” “I refute that, but okay.” As he took a
shower I dressed. Fortunately the smell of my cologne and Leila’s
perfume were still present, my only worry would be sweat. Then again
no one really pays attention to these things at a packed club, do they? I
sat at the edge of the bed. I could see that he had cleaned up the small
table. Shortly afterwards he emerged from the shower with a towel
around his waist. “Please keep it on,” I said. Milton walked towards me
and kissed me. He found his boxers and trousers and put them on.
“What will you drink when we get to Mercury?” he said. “I’ll stick to
wine,” I said. “I thought you were going to say you’ll stick to me.” “Would
it be a terrible thing if I did?” I smiled and his entire face lit up. He kissed
me yet again, “We’ll see.” Later I waited at the lobby as he sorted the
bill. I remembered he had put his number in my phone. I checked but
couldn’t see it. There was no Milton. I put the phone away when I saw
him walking towards me and decided not to ask until later. I was in a
good mood and I wanted to dance. As we drove out the hotel parking I
messaged Leila, On the way, see you soon. Milton played upbeat
music to prepare us for the club setting. RunTown’s For Life came on,
“I really like this song,” I said. “As do I,” he said. We got to the club’s
parking lot just as the song was about to end.“In my car I like to do this
thing where I wait for the song to end before I step out,” he said. “Me
too,” I said. “Let’s find the ladies,” he said after the song ended. As we
walked towards the club’s entrance I checked my phone for a new
message from Leila. Beneath that message notification was another,
from Your Future Lover. I stopped. I had no recollection of saving such
a person but I opened the message anyway. It was a beautiful
photograph of flowers, the tiger lilies in the hotel room. Beneath the
photograph was a message, Your name is Leslie, but I’d like to call you
Lily, like these flowers. Let’s go on a date? I looked at him walking
towards the club. He saw a person he knew and they greeted each
other. I looked at the message again, and then at him. He was laughing
with his friend. Okay. I want the actual flowers though.
He looked at his phone a second later and I saw his face light up, again.

MOROCCAN
QUEER CULTURE TO FRANÇOIS
My story begins with one I shall call François. I met him at an LGBTQI+
event, I will spare you details. What is important is the misplaced words,
judgments, mutterings which one would not consider compliments.
François does not represent a people or a race, nor does he represent
a social class or a generation. François represents only himself, but he
is not unique, his reality like others is one mosaicked by words that hurt
us and inform his truth, like so many around him.
“Your life cannot be easy in Morocco. I know that Islam is a difficult
religion, why do you stay in Morocco? Why not go to France?
Moroccans are beautiful but driven by a desire for wealth. Moroccans
are hot but they only go out with the French to get their papers”.
Dear François;
Ten months after we met, I was finally able to express my opinion on
the things you said to me that night. I finally understood that you
exercised power over me while pretending to be a friend, an ally, you
offered a warped Franco-Franco-Moroccan friendship in the French
way! A sort of francophone intellectualization of my reality, a whitewashed version, that of a homonationalist. Our encounter represented
only a lost alliance.
We are not the same François.
Far from being the most beautiful country in the world, Morocco can be
a hell for Queer people. The state homophobia we experience, the
anxiety which underpins our lives, is one of the small gifts left by French
colonization. The homophobia of Moroccan people is displaced,
resultant of the absence of a Queer voice in our society.
I, a Moroccan living in Morocco have the right to say what I say,
because I come from Morocco. I come from this fucking terrain that I
chose to campaign in and against. In the most difficult and complicated
context, for years I have fought. I do not do lecture others on morality. I
myself work towards the change I’d like to see!
I believe like you, in the universal values François. I dream of a better
world for Iran, but I do not have lessons to share with the activists there.
Perhaps now you understand where I come from and know that what I
am able to offer is support. I owe them support. Only support. I dream of
a more inclusive France, but I do not brew over the French context to
find solutions. I do not live in France.
What you know François, it is that I come from a country which
criminalises homosexuality. When reported, a country which offers 3
years in prison for this offence. But what you don’t know, what you find
inconceivable, is that the author of this legislation is from your country.
The General Lyautey. He was openly gay at the time, being gay was not
a crime in France then.
What you don't know, is that at the time when the rest of the world was
binary and normative, we had a thriving popular drag culture within our
Morocco. Drag Queens, Drag Queers, these tropes did not not exist at
the time there? Huh? Not yet? Did they? (I suggest to you the title - THE
SEA IS BEHIND, a film of Hicham Laasri. Perhaps this will help
enlighten you).
Bidaoui. Bchaib Bidaoui. I have spoken to you about this larger than life
character, of this great woman. She was unknown by the queer people
of my country. She was erased and rooted out. But Bchaib Bidaoui is a
Queer icon. A fierce fighter for the popular drag culture. And resistant of
French colonisation. At the time, she sang of love, the nation and
freedom.
“But how can there be a Queer icon in Morocco, when there is no queer
history there”? You asked.

6

CONTINUED ON PG 14

ON MY WAY TO
JOY
‘Are you sure you are ok’,
I asked as I searched her face for the truth. I knew she would try to
shove the answer under the imaginary carpet where other
uncomfortable things go.
‘Do you want the I am fine thanks answer, or the real one?’
I looked for the specks of light that used to dance in her eyes
and found a grey void one caused by her mother severing ties between
us.
‘Hmmm? Which one?’
‘Come on. Empa ua tseba I always want the real answer.’
‘Wow. I missed you so much. So seeing that you are home - and by
the way, congratulations on all the moves you are making-how's about
we do drinks soon? Tomorrow's Saturday. You can pick the place. It
would be really nice if it was tomorrow just like the good...her voice
trailed into silence.’
“Listen, I missed you every day. I still do. But are you sure you
want that, Kopano? Won't your mother barge in whatever we will be
and... I really don't know... Kannete ha ke tsebe.” Pain settled. Tears
blinded me for a while.

My hand moved from her waist to the small of her back while the other
cupped her face. Hers found the end of my shirt and slid beneath it. The
feeling of her hands on my skin gave me goose-bumps. Her lips were
delicious on mine. I always wanted more of her. She worked her way
firmly up my abdomen and our kisses deepened. I could feel myself
beginning to moan, the sound exploded in my mouth when she took my
nipple between her fingers and tugged on it. She pulled back and
scanned my body while softly kneading my breasts and with a look she
announced a deep longing followed by the simple words; “I want you so
bad.”
Hearing this made my thighs weak. I pulled her closer with the loops of
her pants and as my hands started to undo them, she disappeared into
thin air. I woke up alone. Yearning. My loneliness weighed me down
like a tonne of bricks. With my eyes still closed, I reached into my
underwear to find my wetness. With my two fingers I began circling. The
sensation made me open my eyes and breathe heavily.
I noticed the business card on the bedside table. What if this card could
bring me closer to healing? What if it was my route to peace? I withdrew
from my underwear and reached for my phone. I looked at the screen
with one eye open. I started typing…
Cafe What. 8pm?
Send.

“It was nice seeing you. I have to…”
Vibration.
She cut in, “wait, I understand where you are coming from. I get
it. Trust me, it has been hard for me too.” Hesitantly, she asked, “can I
at least give you my new number in case u chencha monahano oa
hau?”
‘Sure’, she passed me her business card, looked into her eyes and
whispered goodbye then turned away. I watched her walk away and
memories I had buried deep in me resurfaced. The memory of her
laughter rang in my ears. Desire kicked in my gut and my body
shuddered. I could trace the curve of her ass inside the grey sweatpants
she was wearing. Her legs looked strong and steady as she glided
through doors. The work I did to disregard her in my mind
came undone. I was coming undone. I felt disoriented and disconnected
from reality. Blurry bodies walked by and I followed them aimlessly
clenching the card she had handed me. I stared at it on my way home,
whispering her name beneath my breath until I got to my hotel room and
collapsed onto the bed. Sleep eventually came.
I saw her again. The walls of the room I was in looked like those of the
house we lived in together. She sat in front of me, her eyes fixed on
mine, a mirror of myself. I wanted to kiss her. She bit her lips nervously,
as if she heard the thoughts racing in my head.
“Is it OK if I kiss you?”
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She responded in a smile. She stood up and pulled me to my feet,
desire swelled between my thighs. I wrapped my hands around her
waist. Her eyes traced my face and paused on my lips which opened
waiting to meet with hers. For a moment only we existed, no
discrimination, no fear, just us. We kissed, gently at first until our
passion turned into a deep hunger for one another.

Great. See you soon. :-)
I rolled over and a smile spread across my face.
The following morning, I woke up in a bundle of anxiety. Nerves frayed.
What was I going to wear? I decided I'd wear black jeans because she
liked the way the hugged my butt, a grey shirt, some light knitwear and
sneakers. The rest of the day evaporated. Before I knew it I was running
out of my hotel room into a cab. I didn't want to be late like I always am.
I couldn't make conversation with Bokang the cab driver. My mind was
occupied by what was before me. Traffic flowed and in no time we were
driving on the gravel that lead to Cafe What. She stood outside bathing
in the moon's light. A cloud of cigarette smoke rose slowly from her left
hand. I paid Bokang, bid bim farewell. My breathing felt laboured. My
hands began to sweat. The sound of the door closing made her look at
my direction. I felt like I was melting under her gaze. I felt seen. She
took the last drag of her cigarette, threw it to the floor and stepped on it.
All this while holding my gaze. I wish I could read her mind, I
desperately wanted to know what was going through it.
‘Well done, you’re not late’, she teased with a smirk on her face.
‘I’ve learned to respect time since we last met’, I responded with a
smirk.
‘You good? May I hug you? Is that OK?’
‘Pssssssht’, she scoffed. ‘Why do you even have to ask?’
Inside, it was quiet and dimly lit. The music came from somewhere
behind the counter.

A group of friends sat laughing next to the bar. I had hoped that we
would be the only customers. I needed the silence. I wasn't in the mood
for small talk and the many questioning eyes unnecessarily filling the
space. I watched her walk to the bar and my heart beat accelerated. I
opened my beer and poured some onto the floor for my ancestors. This
made her smile.

She cups mine and I run fingers along hers.

Silence hung loosely between us.

‘Kiss me’, her hands run on my body, massaging and rubbing. They
stop on my ass and she gently collects it into her hands. We both gasp
with desire. I feel her lips against mine and I giggle a bit. She pushes
the blankets off, and murmurs something while positioning herself
between my thighs. I love feeling her body pressing against mine. She
eases her tongue into me, eyes locked on mine, together. Her breasts
look glorious in the blue lace bra she is wearing which she pulls back to
take off. It’s been a long time since I was this wet. My throbbing clitoris
pushed against my underwear, my eyes are glued to her breasts. I think
about how I can't wait to bury my face in them as I take off my shirt.
Both my shirt and her bra fall on the floor. She gets up to take off her
pants, towering over me.

----Do you miss Mandela? And from there conversation flowed as if
we hadn't watched each other grow on Instagram. Like the time without
each other never happened.
First beer.
Words. Reconnecting.
Second beer.

‘You are gorgeous’.
‘Really?’ she replies as a shy side smile draws focus. I cave into my
desire.

Questions. Listening.
God, her breasts make me salivate. Her face. Her shoulders...
Third beer.

Tears. Hands reach for each other. Pauses. Sighs. Disbelief. Words.
Remembering. Deja-vu. Books. Gazes. Fingers hanging onto each
other longer.

I take in this view. I take in all the stretch marks that snake up
her waist. Anticipation makes me squirm. I grab my breasts and she
takes the cue. Sliding down my body, she first dips her tongue into my
belly button. It makes me moan. She trails my abdomen with her
tongue: circling, tasting, suckling, until she latches onto my breast. All
while her other hand is pressed against my crotch through my
underwear, slowly stimulating my clit. I raise my waist to meet her.
‘I want you so bad’, I say between soft moans.

‘May I…’

She pauses to ask, ‘how much?’

‘Yes, you may.’

The rest was blurry rainbows.

Hands grab flesh. Hands dig deeper. Breathing. Hands brush thighs.

The warm air in the room was imbued with our passion. Our bodies
clung onto each other hips locked, legs intertwined. My hand carelessly
drew circles at the small of her back. Her lips and breath grazing my
neck.

Tipsy loose laughter. Wider smiles.
Forth beer. Gulp of juice.

Leomile in the background.
TIME.
‘Listen’, she pauses as though searching for the right words.
‘Today has been amazing. I really don't want you to take a cab at this
time and I am a tired to drive back alone. So how's about you sleep
over at the hotel? I'll drive you back in the morning.’
My mind trailed to our days together. I remembered the softness of her
skin against mine. The thought of her hands on my body - kneading and
cradling - hardened my nipples. The thought of sleeping next to her...

Day seeped into night. Dawn peaked into night, and with her eyes half
open, she tells me she has to leave early to meet a friend for a
breakfast date.
I pull her closer and sigh, my thoughts spiral back to memories of those
Saturdays together. I pull her face towards me, roll over and position
myself over her.
I have been waiting for this for a year.
Don’t go.

‘Are you sure? I can take a cab, no need to worry.’
‘No. I insist. I am enjoying your company.’
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Our eyes met in silent conversation with one another, I felt myself
getting wet. I wanted her so much. I wanted to feel her lips on mine. I
wanted to wrap my body around hers until we didn't know whose body
was whose. I lowered my eyes. ‘Alright, that'll work. Let's settle the bill
and get out of here.’ My hand feels safe inside hers. The drive home is
punctuated by an out of tune sing along to Kaytranada. I take off my
shoes and get out of my jeans while she is in the restroom. I get into the
bed and wait for her. The air is charged with emotions I can't put my
finger on. When she comes out I'm much more nervous than before.
We both laugh nervously. Her thigh brushes against mine when she
slides into the bed beside me and begins one of her funny stories that
thaws the silence. I roll over to face her. More black spots seem to have
sprouted on her face since the last time I saw her. Her skin is still
beautiful and the two lines I love on the side of her face are still there.
Beneath the blankets I reach for her hand and place it on my waist. She
stops narrating the story, closes her eyes the way she does when
overwhelmed and asks me if I want this. More than anything, I respond.
Our breasts begin to touch.

“PASSION IS ENERGY.
FEEL THE POWER
THAT COMES FROM
FOCUSING ON WHAT
EXCITES YOU.”
OPRAH WINFREY

NOISSAP YM GNIDNIF

ALL YOURS:
TAKING ME IN
TWO ROUNDS
Round One
You're there, across the room undressing me with your eyes. I can feel
you hungry for me, bewitching me with your gaze. I follow you in the
shower and see you stroking yourself, whispering my name. I join you
and I am on all fours looking up at you, feeling the water play off my
body. You stand me up to kiss me passionately and then bend me over,
sliding your tongue inside me from behind. Gently you tease my ass
and taste my essence.
You lead me to the bedroom and you tease my body with your lips and
fingers, until I am begging for you. I am desperate for every inch of you
to fill me, pushing my hips upward, searching for you. I feel your body
close to mine, pinning me down and hear you breathing hard, your
hands all over me. Your breath starts to tickle my neck then I feel it
trace down to my stomach and finally, to the junction of my thighs.
As your fingers slide inside me, your tongue toys with my clit,
occasionally teasing my ass, and I feel a thrill run through me. You
reach up, sliding your hands over my body, holding my breasts as you
tease my nipples, watching my back arch, hearing my muffled moans,
knowing I am cumming for you, soaking your jaw as I call out your
name.
Round Two
You want me blindfolded.
My hands are tied up and I’m powerless beneath your touch as you toy
with me. You swing me around and position yourself behind, feeling me
shake as I rub the tip of your strap-on up and down the soft wetness of
my pussy. I feel myself trying to push on to you, but you pull away as I
do.
You turn me over, push me onto our bed slide up onto my body and
straddle me. So much pleasure makes me dig my nails into your skin
creating blood murals on your back. You push your length between my
breasts, reaching back to play with my clit before sliding yourself
between my lips…in and out my mouth as I remain blindfolded,
completely unable to see what you are doing.
Painstakingly slowly, you lower yourself to me, your head to me. Your
lips lightly graze my ear and move to my mouth. You kiss me hard and I
taste myself on you. I can feel you inches from filling me, before you
take my arms and pin my hands above my head. I surrender my body to
you, and you know I am desperate for you inside me. Knowing I am
yours and I submit to you, you untie me and I sit up and lean forward so
I feel your strap-on resting against the warmth of my pussy. I keep
pushing against you until you are flat on your back, now at my mercy.
I straddle you, lowering myself and feeling filled while you thrust into me
as I force my hips into yours, throwing my head back and moaning in
pleasure as you fill every inch of me, your hands roaming freely over my
breasts and waist.
I rock back and forth welcoming the nuclear explosions of pleasure
building up inside me. As my pussy contracts becoming one with your
strap-on and holding on to it like Christianity to the cross, I cum in
violent spasms that leave the sheets wet, the neighbours alarmed and
my body drained of its strength.
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I lay beside you tracing the contours of your body with my fingertips.
You’ve committed my curves to your memory with your lips, kissing
down my back, the back of my shoulders and the nape of my neck, your
fingers tracing shapes down my spine as your lips follow.
You have enraptured me: mind, body and spirit. The beads of sweat
that frame your flushed face, the heavy breaths you take, the way you
look right this very moment…..
Perfection.

IF YOU ARE ENJOYING
QR AS MU C H AS WE ARE,
WE EN C OURAGE YOUR
C ONTRIBUTIONS,
C OMMENTS,
SUGGESTIONS AND
ADVI C E. THIS QUEER
C ONVERSATION WILL
NEVER BE BROAD
ENOUGH, BIG ENOUGH,
TIGHT ENOUGH, THI C KE
ENOUGH FOR ALL OF
THE DELI C IOUS THINGS
THAT IT NEEDS TO
EN C APSULATE - BUT WE
TRY, C UM ON... LEND A
HAND .
FOR MORE
INFORMATION C ONTA C T
C AMERONANZIO@GMAIL
. C OM
SMOO C HES

USES OF THE
QUEER EROTIC
I write this essay, in part, as a meditation on Audre Lorde’s seminal
essay, Uses of the Erotic, and also as a way to reflect upon my own
experience of finding the queer erotic within my life as a queer man of
colour. Echoing Lorde, we live in society that is systemically ‘racist,
patriarchal and anti-erotic’, a society that confuses the erotic for the
pornographic. But if, as Lorde tells us, the pornographic is sensation
without feeling then the erotic is sensation with deep feeling, feeling
invested with our deepest sense of being caught in the tumult of
creative emotion. What does it mean, then, to embody a queer erotic for
me? The only way I can begin to explore this is by telling my own
journey into the erotic and what it has shown me about myself and the
world.
I grew up in a Catholic household. It was a relatively liberal
Catholic household but still one that upheld most of the Catechism’s
teachings: taking me through the various sacraments in order to be an
adult in the church. As I entered puberty, and my body started changing
and responding to my touch, I discovered the pleasurable sensations
lying in waiting between my legs. I became quite fixated on these
sensations at one point in my life. After every self-satisfying session
with myself I remember feeling dirty and shameful, a feeling that was
compounded by attractions towards men and by being aroused by
images of men. As I slowly found comfort in my own skin I rebelled
against these feelings of guilt and shame, casting myself far out into the
catacombs of the pornographic. This included random hook-ups,
countless nudes, and a sharing of myself that was pure sensation
without feeling.
As liberal and rebellious as I thought this was at the time I had
completely misunderstood the question of intimacy and my need for
connection with another man, a need I thought I could economize
through apps like Grindr. But the erotic is not something that can be
economized. Sure, sex sells and has been selling for decades, but the
erotic “is not a question only of what we do; it is a question of how
acutely and fully we can feel in the doing” (Lorde, 2017). I learnt that I
was not feeling in my doing but rather attempting to flee from feeling, to
give into pure sensation that negated all aspects of my spiritual and
emotional being. I realize that this negation of spirituality and emotion is
not something felt only in my queer experience but in a lot of queers
who have had to come up against the emotional labour of surviving the
structures of religion, family and a society that continually divorces
spirituality from queer sexuality.
When a society refuses to see the spiritual, psychical and emotional
sides of queer people it teaches us that our sexuality can only be seen
in the physical: as the perverse workings of a confused body/brain. This
is why I think I labelled myself an atheist for most of my undergraduate
years, believing that there was no spirituality (other than the negation of
all spirituality) that suited my queer experience. But this belief was
something planted in me from very young by religious and societal
framings of what being queer meant; it was a belief I had consumed,
trustingly, as a young boy.
Near the end of the undergrad I experienced intense physical
and emotional traumas that made me feel angry for being ‘born this
way’. Yet still, despite the traumas, life carried on, friends continued
loving me, I continued writing, reading, working and, eventually, I turned
to yoga practice as a supplement to my fitness regime. I was not
unaware at the time of how practice yoga would impact my relationship
with my own body.
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Yoga and the erotic have an interesting relationship with another. Both
require a sense of mindfulness and connection to one’s own body and
both show our bodily limitations and potentials in slow, compassionate
ways. The more I practiced yoga the more I understood and
appreciated the sensuality of the body and the uses of that sensuality in
fostering healthier relationship to others, and myself.
These experiences compelled me to re-understand what the erotic
meant to me, what it meant to share in the sensuality of dancing,
working and loving with deep physical, psychical, emotional and
spiritual feeling. I learnt that the erotic could be felt when I danced alone
in my room (or in public), touching myself and swaying my hips in the
most flamboyant and feminine way—an impulse I had been taught to
suppress all my life. I learnt that the erotic could be felt in the dance of
conversation between two people at a coffee shop, so engrossed in
their conversation that they don’t realize when the café is closing. It
could be felt in my own writing as well, as I composed a poem, played
with a new story or kneaded an idea into words. And I felt it most
lyrically when I entered into sexual liaisons with another man, seeing
the man not as a means to an end but as a meeting of two ends,
sharing in the joy of each other’s being.
This kind of joy shared between two men, two women or any
facet of the LGBTQI community is a joy that is not only physical,
emotional, psychical and spiritual but one that is intensely political. It is
a joy worth protecting, fighting for and, crucially, representing. This is
why TV shows like Pose and the emerging queer ball culture that I see
in and around Johannesburg give me immense hope that queer people
are staking their claim to their own sense of the erotic in their bodies,
minds and hearts. This is the kind of erotic that channels the masculine
in women and the feminine in men: an erotic that throws all labels and
definitions into a blender, seeing what lies beyond our differences—the
need to be loved and share love.
The erotic—as a deep feeling of meaning that we get caught up
in and mesmerized by—is a feeling of truth within each of us. It is the
truth of who we love, how we love and what work we love doing. This
love is not something feeble and romantic but something that politically
challenges, and sustains, all queers trying to live in a heteronormative
world. It is a love that poses tough political questions to queers in our
own community: questions of fat and femme shaming, questions of
bisexual shaming and questions of race fetishization (among others).
The erotic is then self-affirming but not in the presence of negating the
feelings and sufferings of others like us (and not like us). For deep
sensual feeling takes us across the physical, emotional and psychical
boundaries of the self to witness the suffering, self-negation and
numbness permeating our society, of which the pornographic is one
part.
So what am I really trying to say? Am I saying that pornography
is bad, that you should not have one night stands and only engage in
‘meaningful sex’? No, that is not what I am saying. What I am trying to
get across is the idea that feelings matter, that an awareness of feelings
matter, and that if we were truly attuned to the deep satisfaction within
the erotic then the question of ‘meaningful sex’ or pornography does not
matter. It does not matter because entering into an erotic life already
assumes a refusal to objectify others into pure sensation and a means
to an end. Entering into an erotic life assumes that because we have
become so engrossed across the spiritual, emotional, psychical and
physical spaces of our being that we are, now, ready to respond—with
strength, poise and fervour—to the moments when our basic humanity
as queer people is demonized into a physical perversion void of any

emotional, psychical and spiritual significance. My entire queer life is
significant because it has taught me to question the unquestioned of the
everyday, why things are the way they are and how could things be
different if we thought, and felt, differently. Most importantly, it has
taught me that no act of discrimination, violence or objectification rests
upon unproblematic assumptions of the other—assumptions that always
work at distancing ourselves from others, when, in fact, we’re all in this
drama together.

Mercifully, one hand made contact with the railing, my feet made
contact with the pool bottom and I righted myself. Who drowns in the
shallow end? I asked myself as I tried to stop the ringing in my ears.
Almost immediately, I heard someone chuckling behind me. No. No. No.
I couldn’t believe someone had witnessed my shameful sinking. I stood
rooted, trying to decide whether to face my audience or to sink back into
the pool water. The chuckling evolved into hearty laughter. I decided to
grab my things and go hide in my tent.

FAMILY
HOLIDAY

Turning slowly, I gingerly tried to inch out of the pool.

I have never been a fan of family holidays. Family is great but I am a
firm believer in taking them in small doses spread evenly and thinly
throughout the year. A family holiday meant spending three days or
more, in close contact with my kin. It meant putting up with the
inevitable bickering, petty fights and the interminable awkward silences.
As far as vacations go, this one was staying true to script. My teenage
sisters had fought over swimming costumes. As punishment, my
parents made them join in on a trek up the nearby hill that had been
scheduled for that afternoon. I was pleased to find myself with some
alone time. Changing quickly into my leopard skin one piece, I grabbed
the Marian Keyes I was currently reading and headed to the pool.
Tucked in the heart of Meru National Park, Chui Luxury Tented Camp
boasted of providing a luxury wilderness experience. How those two
words could be put together was beyond me. With only 7 tents, the
place was pretty deserted. The website hadn’t lied, it was truly stunning.
Paths had been roughly carved from the wild, unruly ground and
marked with white-washed stones of varying sizes. The natural fauna
hadn’t been interfered with, which served to add to the feeling of being
in the wilderness. Plants, shrubs and trees grew on either side of the
paths, stretching up to pay homage to the African sun. A shock of wild
flowers sprouting in some places, as if on second thought. Scattered
across this wild terrain, were some stunning tents that housed us.
The pool was an ethereal mass of green water which reflected the huge
mass of fauna that surrounded it. Were it not for the lounge chairs
spread on the side, one would think that they had stumbled on a spring
in the thick of the forest. As I had expected, there was no one at the
pool.
Slowly and carefully, I sunk my body into the water. I contemplated
sitting on the stone steps at the edge of the pool but ended up choosing
standing over sitting. Holding on to the edge of the pool, my book in the
other hand, I moved further from the edge and set base. While I loved
the gentle lapping of the water on my skin, I was dreadfully afraid of
drowning. A twenty three year old who couldn’t swim. I knew I wasn’t
novelty but I was slightly ashamed of my fear. In that moment however,
that was the last thing on my mind. I was concentrating on dipping my
body as far as I could in the shallow water, while reading my book and
not drowning. That proved impossible so I just focused on dipping and
not drowning.
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As usual, my mind drifted to mermaids. Were they real? Were they all
pretty? Could they survive in swimming pools? Could you keep one as a
pet? As my mind mulled over the complexities of mermaids, my hands
slipped off the rails. I found myself thinking, I don’t want to die. My mind
seemed to forget that I could stand. I was flailing around, trying to grab
at the railing, trying to call for help and successfully gulping pool water
while at it.

“Noooo. Don’t go.”
At that, I fixed my meanest look on my face and faced my audience.
How can someone so pretty be so mean? Was my first thought. She
stood at the edge of the pool, hair in cornrows, her lean body in a green
bikini and an amused look on her face. I wouldn’t talk to her. I resolved.
I would dry myself, pick my book and run to my tent. Once out of the
pool, I reached for my towel, wrapped it around me and grabbed my
book.
“Don’t go. I’ll teach you how to swim”.
She chuckled.
“How can you laugh? I could have died!”
She doubled over in laughter, hitting her knee. Struggling for air, she
said.
“No one… No one can die in the shallow end.”
Clicking my tongue, I started walking away.
“Okay. Okay. I’m sorry. Don’t go. You can stay and read your book.”
“It’ll be hard to concentrate on my book over your laughter.”
“Are you saying my laughter is better than your book?”
“You know what I mean.”
“Unless you start drowning while reading your book, I doubt we’ll have
any problems.”
I lowered my head and smiled. I didn’t think it would be wise to show
her how she was affecting me. Turning back, I took off my towel and sat
down on one of the lounge chairs. I grabbed my book, opened it and
pretended to read while I eyed her. I hated to admit it, but she was
stunning.
Lean and lanky and perfect. At the moment, she was standing at the
stone steps in the pool, acclimatizing, or so it seemed. Her left leg
stirred the water, and her taut muscles tightened. My eyes moved up to
her ass. Tight. I bet it wouldn’t give in if I prodded it with my finger. She
inched deeper into the pool and idly swam to the deep end. Her
swimming was graceful. Everything I imagined my swimming wouldn’t
be. I pictured myself moving around the pool like a hippo. Maybe hippos
were more graceful than I would be. Shaking those thoughts away, I
returned my gaze to her.
She stood, her back facing me, in the middle of the pool. The water was
playing at the bottom of her bikini bottoms. Staring at her glistening,
perfect bottom, my insides stirred. She was playing with the water with
her hands, scooping it up and letting it trickle it out of her fingers. I
thought of those same hands scooping up my thighs and groaned.
“Wouldn’t you rather stare at me from a closer distance?”
Blushing furiously, I averted my gaze and pretended to be concentrating
hard on my book. She laughed, a delicious sound that reminded me of
wind chimes.
“I meant it, you know. “
I looked up.
“Teaching you how to swim. I could teach you if you want to learn.”
Did I want to learn? Part of me was still smarting from her laughing at
me. On the other hand, learning how to swim would mean being in the
water with her. It would mean those hands touching me. She swam
away, as if giving me time to think about her offer. Standing up slowly, I
made my way to the pool. I winced as the cold water touched my skin. I
stood at the edge, gripping the railing, waiting for her to swim back at
me. Effortlessly, she glided to my side and stood, towering over me.

“That railing didn’t save your life last time.” She chuckled.
“If this is what you’re going to do, I’d rather go back.”
“Come on, don’t be like that.”
“There are better ways to spend my afternoon than being laughed at.”
“Okay, I am sorry. Can we start over? I am Kendi.”
“I am Tiffany. Tiff”. I said.
She reached out and enveloped me in a wet hug.
“This is a reconciliation hug.” She said. I wondered how long I could hug
her for, without it being awkward. My hands went round her back,
pushing her into me. Hers slowly inched down my back and settled at
the curve of my ass.
“People don’t hug in pools.” I spoke to her chest.
“People can do whatever they want.”
“Do you want to hug or teach me how to swim?”
“Can’t I do both?” She asked as she let go of me. Her full lips were
curled in a smirk. I couldn’t help licking mine. Her eyes slid down to my
lips, back up to my eyes, then she turned.
“The secret to swimming is floating.” She stopped a few inches away
from me and turned back to face me. Her eyes slid down to the ample
cleavage my swimsuit was displaying. I followed her gaze.
“Don’t say it.”
“Say what?”
“Everyone says that with boobs like mine, I should be able to float quite
easily.”
She laughed.
“They are impressive.”
“I don’t think they have been called that before. Big, nice, ample, yes
but not impressive.” She wasn’t paying attention to me. Her eyes
seemed to have glazed over and staring right at the subject matter.
Following her gaze, I was stunned to find that I had been idly caressing
my right boob over my swimsuit. As a result, my sizeable nipples were
clearly erect and thoroughly visible.
“Sorry. I didn’t realize….” I whispered. When she didn’t say a word, I
cleared my throat.
“So, shall we swim?”
That seemed to do the trick.
“Have you been taught how to swim before?”
“Not many people have the patience to deal with me.” I returned.
“To be able to swim, you have to float, and to float, you need to relax.”
“I am relaxed.”
“Are you?” With that, she moved behind me and settled her hands on
my shoulders. I let out an involuntary gasp as her hands started to firmly
knead my shoulders. She slowly inched her way down my back,
kneading here, jabbing there. I leaned on the edge of the pool and gave
in to the feelings her hands awakened. She scooped up a handful of
water and slowly trickled it down my back. Then slowly, torturously, her
hands slipped under the water to my ass. It was heaven. For the first
time, my ass was no longer ticklish. Instead, my insides sang out
lustfully. I could feel myself moisten. When she squeezed my ass, I
couldn’t take it anymore. I heard myself say, ‘damn’, turn, grab her head
and kiss her.
I could tell I had caught her by surprise but she quickly recovered. She
deepened the kiss and ground into me. As the water lapped against our
bodies, our tongues lapped and danced. I pulled out and bit gently into
her lower lip. She growled, pushed me against the edge and lifted me
up. I felt her nipples against my chest and moaned. I pulled away from
her lips. I found her neck and dug my teeth. She moaned. I struggled
out of her hands, held on to her and enveloped her left breast in my
mouth through her bikini. As I teased her with my tongue, nibbled at her
nipple with my teeth, her hand dug into my back as she gruffly said my
name. It wasn’t enough. I pushed the flimsy material away and exalted
as my tongue met her nipple. It was salty, it was wet, and it was
heaven. I licked, teased, sucked. Her grip on my back tightened.
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I wanted more but I hesitated. If I slipped lower, would the pool water
affect her nether regions? As if sensing my hesitation, she pulled my
head back up for a kiss. She made a feast of my mouth, alternating
between dipping her tongue between my lips and diving inside my
mouth. When she pulled away, I whimpered.

“If you could swim as good as you kiss, you’d have nothing to worry
about.”
I was about to reply but my words morphed into a half moan, half
scream. Her finger had slipped inside my swimsuit and discovered my...
‘Shhh.” She said, covering my mouth with her hand. Her other hand
gently circled, toying with it. I gritted my teeth and pushed my thighs
together, trying to make her give me the contact that I needed. I could
feel the pressure building. I could feel the warming, warning signs of a
looming orgasm. As I pushed and bucked against her, she smiled.
Please. I begged with my eyes. With my body. She wouldn’t listen. She
continued drawing circles, pushing me to the edge but not quite. I
closed my eyes and breathed deeply, welcoming the orgasm. Instead,
what I felt was the water lapping against me. When I opened my eyes,
Kendi stood there, looking at her finger as if she was thinking about
licking it.
“To be able to learn how to swim, you need patience.”
“I don’t want to learn how to swim, I want to cum.”
“That can be arranged.” She said and swam away from me.
Watching her lap around the pool, I smiled to myself thinking this would
be a family holiday to remember.

MORO CC AN
QUEER C ULTURE
- TO FRAN Ç OIS
François remember, remember as the devourer of books, I told you
about this openly gay writer in the Morocco. Abdellah Taiaa. You have
read the first ten pages of his book The Army of Salvation. You judged
him. You judged it. You did not listen to it. You did not hear his account
of history. His words and what he saw as wrong.
“I don't like his style. It is very obvious. His sentences are short. Very
photographic. Perhaps he best is known for his homosexuality”. You
said.
And when I told you about Moroccan men, who feel inhabited by
women, those who make the pilgrimage as Queers to Sidi Ali Ben
Hamdouch. I defended them and defended their identities.
You asked ironically; “Why have we not seen this in France? How can
there be Queer Moroccan icons, when there is no queer history in
Morroco”?
France, the French, France again and again François. You refused to
see my Morocco. To accept the Moroccan in me. I am not radical
François. I quite simply believe in intersectionality and the
independence of my fellow combatants.
François, to answer one of your questions, the Moroccans are not
superior or inferior to anyone, Moroccans are simply Moroccan.
Change will come from us. We Zwamel. From our oral histories, from
our beautiful Queer stories long forgotten. I write this text for you, on
behalf of all Queers in my country. Those who left without living the lives
they wanted. On behalf of all those arrested because of this cursed
legislation that criminalises homosexuality, written by a country that was
decriminalising homosexuality while criminalising us!
I don't need you anymore François, I'm alone. With people like me. Our
daily struggle is hard, but fair. Simple but present.
Our encounter had a colour in my life, white. I wanted my life coloured,
but I wanted it nuanced with all the colours of rainbow!
PS: The first surgical sex change of a French person, took place in
Morocco - Casablanca in 1956. Ladybug. Your favourite Star!
Moroccans for Queer freedom.
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