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To KEFI — Hollow'd be thy Name

Some say thy fault is youth, some wontonness,
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;
Both grace and faults are loved of more and less;
Thou makst faults graces that to thee resort.

— Willy the Shake



Author's Fourword

This book — which a quack gynecologist termed 'an interrupted abortion' — is dedicated
primarily to the boy-smitten, with a few enlighening words for mayhemic heteros.

Recently | received a fan-letter from a guy who sells electric-fans and he asked: 'Are boy-
lovers born that way or are they made?' | replied: 'Dear friend — Lovers of young lads (known
as boysexuals in the trade) yea verily are glorously born thus, though later they're usually made
for every cent they've got by the clever little squirts they take to bed. Freud declared that Man
is essentially bisexual and is channeled in one direction or the other by his subsequent
conditioning — but I'm convinced Sigmund was all coked up on a 66% Solution when he voiced
that opinion. More credibly, a German sexpert states that homosexuality begins about the 5th
month in the womb and is delightfully caused by lack of androgens in the foetus, though the few
foetuses I've bumped into are coyly mum on this point. In my own infamous experience, I've
been irresistably attracted to magnetic mini-males ever since | first glimpsed one and made
bumbling overtures — | didn't know then exactly what | wanted from them but | wanted it —
which resulted in only in my suffering a succession of bloody noses, bruises, contusions and
contumely. | trust this answers your question to our mutual satisfaction.' (Anita Orange, please

copy.)

Another correspondent — plainly with Capital Punishment in his mind but misapprehension in his
pen — wrote: 'How can you possibly justify so horrendous a sin as boy-love when Sodom and
Gomorrah were destroyed by a rain of fire for just that filthy abomination?! Human males were
created to love females and none other.' | responded: 'Sir — according to Bibleprecisionists or
revisionists, Sodom and Gonorrhea were destroyed for the sin of Inhospitality and nothing else.
It seems the City Fathers locked up all the pretty lads so they wouldn't become too buddy-
buddy with visiting firemen, thereby provoking Jehovah's incendiary wrath.

I'd also like to mention that boy-love needs even less justification than heterosexuality does —
especially in these days of world-wide population explosion and consequent food-shortage, high
divorce-rate, child-abuse by parents, unwed unfit mothers and overcrowded homes for
juveniles. The fact is, it's you bloody heteros who've been fucking up the works all along and
statistics bear me out. If you have been blessed with a son, you should be aware that a boy-
lover is not half so dangerous to a lad as football or hockey, not one-tenth so perilous as the
youngster's own peers, cock'd or cunt'd.

As to males exclusively loving females, it's obvious that you not only know damn little of the
sexual history of vertebrates but you've also been brain-washed by such Judeo-Christian
asininities as: "Boy-love is the pursuit of the infertile improbable by the felonious unspeakable™
plus similar condemnatory misconceptions — though a wiser, more understanding person
remarked: "All the practical arguments are for boy-love and all the moral arguments are against
it". It's not entirely your fault that you're so woefully misinformed, of course, for what do they
know of lads who do not lads know? | don't know a whole helluva lot about the "fair" sex, nor
desire to, but what | have learned isn't overwhelmingly in their favor yet | forgive them as they
incubate boys and therefore are a necessary evil if not an attactive nuisance.



Furthermore, I'm sure you'll appreciate the true, honesto-Jesus dope on what really took place
some 5000 years ago during Genesis or the Beginning of all our troubles and here's what
actually occurred for | happened to be strolling by at the time. See, first God created the Earth
and the Flora and Fauna and so forth and then he createe Man and He looked at him and said:
"Well, no, you're too hard and angular and hairy and far from what | had in mind". So next He
made Woman and He inspected her and sighed: "Um, no, you're not it, either — too soft and
wishy-washy and too much hair around your man-trap”. So He created Girl and He gazed at her
and growled: "Hell, you're just a pint-sized Woman and though you're nicely bare down there
you don't measure up to my ideal, neither. Goddam it, | can't seem to do anything right today!"
So at last in despair God made a stripling of tender years and He ogled him and cried, "By
Christ, | finally achieved Perfection and It's a Boy! You're the Ultimate, beauteous lad, you're
the One! Hard yet sweetly soft, angular yet tempered with beguiling curves and your love-locks
are all on your head in crowning halo. Come hither and climb upon my knee, Sonny Boy!" Thus,
from that moment on other gods from Zeus to Antinous whom Emperor Hadrian deified have
been following the divine precedent set by the Almighty — and Ancient Greece blissfully fell
because her sodomic 'sins' were so enchanting that she could not bear to forego them. Ergo,
boy-lovers are simply trodding in the footprints of their heavenly predecessors and if anyone is
out of step it's you!

Now don't think for one minute that boy-love is a bed or rosy peni and ani, as Murphy's Law
goes double here: "No little thing is as easy as he looks. Every little thing costs more than you
expect. If any little thing can go wrong, he will — at the worst possible moment.” | need hardly
tell you that he who has a taste for prick'd pubescents is beset from all sides by enemies
ranging from dumb-ass lawmakers through hostile parents to too many charming rip-off kids
themselves. Yet lovers of little males pertinaciously prevail and persist in snatching the
Forbidden Fruit from the Jaws of Danger, Death and Destruction for boys are a Divine Worship,
a fever in the blood — and cold baths don't help. For these reasons, lad-love is at once its own
ecstasy and its own cruel and unusual punishment.

No doubt here you will say: "So why do you awful creeps keep messing around with these
hazardous young ball-breakers?”, and | reply: "Because our motto and our creed is Why Not
the Best? — as Jimmy Carter proclaimed but never proved. Believe it or not, when you
initmately commune with a responsive youngster he will have you thumbing your nose at all the
dull, flat, stale and unspermful hordes of mere females and their uxorious mantis-mates. He will
open up sheer Heaven and let you in — but be wary for he can all raise Hell and bury you
beneath it.

But why should | waste any more time and energy giving good advice to a stonewall like you?
You go your masochist way and I'll go hedonist mine. No harm done, no bones broken and after
all, compared to the many critical problems of these parlous times, boy-love is a very minor
concern, indeed.’



1. Standing invitation

"You are old, Father William," the youngster said,
"And your hair has turned very white.
Yet you're ever kneeling before me—
Do you think at your age that is right?”

"Right or left, it is frabjous,” Father William replied,
"And the consuming boy of my life.
Yet better could | eat you if you laid

In my bed like a proper boy-wife.”

"But, Father dear," cried the lad, hurt to the quick,
"l was only giving you a treat -
For | blast quicker and slicker and thicker
And squirt twice as much on my feet!”

"Your point is well-taken," panted Father William,
Hungrily creaking to his knees.
"O come unto me, thou heavy-laden,
And | shall give you ease!”



2. An Appeal to Reason

In New York City, that vaunted Fount of Liberalism, a man was recently sentenced to 25 years
in prison for sexual assaults on two boys of 9 and 13. (If the man had murdered the lads he
would probably have gotten 10 years or less — and if he had been the youngster's father and
mayhemly abused then, he doubtless would've been given a psychiatrick treatment in free and
cushy comfort.) Justice, we are loftily told, derives from God but in the U.S.A. that deity is
Judeo-Christian and straight out of witch-burning Salem, particularly in instances of
homosexuality where He fire-bombed Sodom and Gomorrah for lack of hospitality — to
females. It is to be regretted that the American God is not that ancient Greek divinity, Zeus, for
he more benignly understood dalliance between men and boys.

However, let's attempt to analyze the foregoing case. As usual, the media give no explicit
details beyond the alarming term of 'sexual assault' or the like for it's through raw
sensationalism that most media sell their sordid wares — but if the "assault' here did result in
painful anguish then the culprit should indeed get 25 years at Hard Labor. Yet the phrase
“sexual assault' is often ambiguous and misleading for it can and generally does — simply mean
patting some lad's Levi'd bottom as he struts by in a probable haze of pot-fumes, or gently
groping him and humbly inquiring if he'd like to be blowed for bounteous bucks. That's hardly
‘assault' by any sane definition but rather a polite invitation to Pleasure and Profit — and
nowadays it's the rare boy who spurns such solicitations as he almost always needs money for
more grass and beer and $40 Western boots and X-rated movies and other juvenile
necessities. So OK, the kid sells his orgasm (wet or dry), both boy and man have their wants
supplied in happy togetherness — but Heaven help the hapless buyer if they're caught!

What causes this fanatic persecution of what are usually harmless sex-acts? Largely it is
because the Authorities and most heterosexuals have been brainwashed by Religion, Politics,
the Puritan tradition and erroneous 'straight' propaganda into blindly believing that all children
are innocent and therefore at all costs must be protected from even the mildest of sexual
relations with peer or adult, but from fairly comprehensive experience | can definitely affirm that
in his Year of Oh Lord! 1984, perhaps one child in 30 is sexually innocent and very possibly he
is doing his damndest to speedily remedy that situation.

The sad fact is that in these days of misdirected liberal permissiveness, children — and boys in
particular — are fast becoming more hazardous to life and limb than the Mafia or the motor-car.
In Baltimore not long ago, two boys of 14 and 16 drowned a 6-year-old and then went to the
victim's mother and demanded $300 ransom for the tot's 'safe’ return. In Michigan recently,
eight young boys complained to parents and police that they had been 'abducted' plus being
sexually 'molested’ in most cases. Exhaustive investigation including lie-detector tests proved
that the eight lads were imaginative liars, one and all the little devils were doubtless hellish
bored and wanted some excitement and attention, sexual or otherwise. These are not isolated
incidents for such are rampant throughout the nation. The latest statistics reveal that nearly half
the crime in America is committed by juveniles of 10 to 17 who account for 54% of all burglary
arrests, 48% of violent assaults, 18% of rapes, etc., etc.



Considering the above, it seems clear that most adults are far more in need of protection than
are juveniles — and where a man and a boy have been apprehended in a sex-act, in all fairness
to the elder the lad should be interrogated as intensively as the adult and the following are
essential points to be stressed in determining the facts:

1) Is the boy demonstrably 'innocent’ or is he a 'hustler'? If there is doubt here, the lad should
be given a physical examination for indications of previous passive anal intercourse.

2) If the boy is not a hustler, has he had homosexual experience with his age-peers? In other
words, does he damn well know the score?

3) Did the lad consent to or even invite sexual intimacies and was there an exchange in money
or other material benefits?

4) Is the boy 'gay’, thus perhaps welcoming another male's advances?

5) Does the lad have a Juvenile or Family Court record and if so, does his offense or offenses
include 'ripping off queers'?

6) If there is any reason to believe that the boy is not responding truthfully to the interrogation
then a lie-detector test should be administered.

Shortly after the Michigan incidents related above, a Grand Rapids TV station — with possibly
an ironic sense of humor aired a Special Program aimed at children and titled: Don't Go with
Strangers! Things being as they are these dangerous days, that TV station might have
performed a more valid and needful service if the Special had been addressed to boy-lovers
and adults in general, and titled: Don't Go with Strange Children!



3. Vanity Fair Fouled

A Kalamazoo Michigosling is Kyle who has flyaway blond curls, roving affirmative eyes and such
other sucker-bait accessories as to render him probably the fairest and most popular piece of
sweet meat in the Great Lakes Area. Virtually climbing out of the womb well-versed in the
Satyriconic Arts, the lad has been peddling his pert penis and peri posteroir since he was 9
three busy years ago. Kyle lives with his widowed mother whose permanent hubby is John
Barleycorn for she spends most of her waking hours midst mild delirium-tremens and looking
through a whisky-glass darkly. Out of his Sin-bad earnings, Sonny-boy keeps his maternal
parent belly-deep in booze so he's largely allowed to come and went as he pleases, often
brining home a rut-crazed John of his own for a quickie or all-night trick — Dear Mama being
under the woosy impression that all these nice, respectable-looking men are her offspring's
teachers at the school he doesn't go to.

| was permitted to wine and dine on Master K's bill-of-fare only once for in dilly-dally amorosity
he prefers quantity to Quality such as myself and never beds with an admirer twice. As vain as
a peecock, it's a point of overblown pride to this lad to see how many different fly'd denizens he
can attract to his honey. As if that wasn't heartless enough, when each too-transient mattress-
mate has reluctantly donned his garb and departed, Kyle with a pin inscribes the initials of his
latest lover's name on a navy bean and deposits same into a Mason fruit jar as another
souvenir of and tribute to his folly'd fascination — and several times a week the lad will miser-
gloatingly count and recount the flattering legumes that so symbolically sustain his super-ego:
100, 200, 300, 400... Bingo, Bango, Bungholo!

O sad! 0 Sob-Sob! 0 Zut Alors! Pride ever goeth before a fall-guy! One day Kyle's mother —
staggeringly attempting to change the infamied linen on her son's much-laid bed — blearingly
came upon his cache of conquest-emblems under a sex-stained pillow. "Did you ever?" to
herself she said. "No, | never!" to herself she replied. Amour makes you hungry, as Queen
Victoria said to Fat Albert.— and Kyle was ravenous that night when he came home to supper.
His Mommy had passed-out in front of the TV blaring about Alcoholics' Rights so the boy avidly
gobbled up the entire pot of tasty Baked Beans on the stove before he noticed his empty
Mason jar in the sink!



4. Meet Market

Look! Look!
See the little boy?

My, isn't he pretty!
Almost lovely as you.
His name is Buffy.

He is eight years old -
Just your age, right?
Buffy is a good boy in
The better sense and
Everybody loves him.
Yes, this is Times Square
Which is far from square
and prime make-out country
Where you can pick up
Sweet goodies here 'n there,
Now 'n then.

Look! Look!
See the creepy guy in
Pointy-toed shoes, pink
Pants and purple coat,
Talking to little Buffy?

He's a pimp as in pimple
Which uglies the face of
Beauty. Stay away from him -
His kind are lazy, greedy, no-good
Bastards who want to monopolize
The best things in life.

Look! Look!

See Buffy spit at the cruddy
Pimp and walk away?
That child has his wits

About him — he isn't going

To share his hard-earned
Wages with some filthy
Brute and parasite!

Look! Look!
See the other man?
He is quite old and shabby
Though neatly dressed.
Perhaps he is very poor but



He is a good man -
You are safe with him.
See how hungrily he looks
At Buffy? He is hungry —
Famished for the tender
Friendship of young flesh.

Look! Look!

See the man go up and
Speak to pretty Buffy?
The youngster replies politely.
What are they talking about?
They're talking about money
And the priceless boy-gifts
It often can buy.

Listen! Listen!

Hear what they're saying?
The man says: Five dollars?
Buffy says: Fifteen.

The man says:

Ten dollars? Buffy says: Fifteen.
The man says: Eleven dollars?
It's all I've got.

Buffy says: OK, Gramps
You gotta deal!

Look! Look!

See the man give Buffy
Eleven dollars, one by one,
And walk away with him?
Why does Buffy go with the man?
Because he is a nice boy.
Are you a nice boy?

You are? That's wonderful!
Would you like to make
Eleven whole dollars, too?
You'd like to make fifteen dollars?
H'm, | can see you're going to
Get along OK in this cruel world.
All right, here's fifteen dollars
Come with me, nice boy.

What? What?!
What's that you say?
You can't come with me?



Why not, little sweetling?
Because your Mommy is
Standing right behind me
With a big ol' hat pin?!
OUCH!! HELP!! POLICE!



5. Alan Spells Anal (ysis)

| should worry,
| should care -
| should lay for a millionaire.
He should die
And | should cry -
And | should lay for another guy!

In California grow sweet little blonds row on row though their forbidding forebears hail mainly
from lowa or hetero-hell enclaves adjacent. Truly California is the Sonshine State but its elders
are mucho macho hypocritico hostile — they'll castrate you in San Diego if they catch you with
your cock in San Fernando's Valley and the Judge in Lompoc who prisonly punitives you for
fellative forays on San Francisco's succulent waterfront, like as not keeps an overblown ladling
in Twenty-nine Palms.

A couple calenders ago | was just about to apply for Old-Age Assistance when | won $4000 on
a Mexican lottery-ticket sold to me by a Chicano paper-boy in El Lay, and being advised by an
IRS illegal-beagle friend that my bonanza would go kid-furthest in Venice just a hop, skip and
hump to the south, | donned my best bib-and-tucker and descended upon that unsuspecting city
— falling into two dry canals three minutes after | got off the bus. My fault as | was too busy
ogling the youngsters, who did indeed appear luscious, lucreless and promiscuous, to watch
where | was going — but when | accosted a likely item he turned his back, bent over and
released a fart so decibel that it depiliated the hairs in my ears. | go on to solicit a silver-blond,
a strawberry-blond and a dunkel-blond but each time am spurned with scurrilous comments,
oral and anal, until sourly I'm persuaded that Venetian boys are like Dead Sea fruit — lovely to
look at but lethal to eat.

Then suddenly the anti-conjunctive fig is lifted for in front of the Women's Lib Building (an
impressive erection) | discern a merry little bootblack who evidently has taken a shine to me as
he is grinning from ear to Adam's-apple, beckoning with one hand and stroking his semen-
stained crotch (too many sloppy stand-up blow-jobs?) with the other. Is the sweetling actually
trying to pick me up?! God knows I'm willing but it's not the usual juvenile modus operandi for
by any stretch of the imagination I'm not the Body Beautiful, my face having been sat on by so
many assertive kidlets that it resembles a ruptured douche-bag. Very possibly it's my new
bankers'-gray suit that betokens a pregnant wallet though my sartorial habits are modest: Bill
Blass, my ass!, Yvette Sant Laurent, Poochie-Pucci (or is it Pussy?) and Goochie-Gucci-
Gussie likewise — | get my clothes at Robert Hall (when Robert isn't looking). Whatever, |
gallop up to the kid and closer see that he's an apple-cheek'd Delicious with tourmaline-green
eyes who obviously is playing hookey from Heaven and I'm just about to sit on his 3-legged
stool to get my brogues buffed plus probable latter benefits when he chirps: "I'm knockin' off
work now, mistuh, an' you doan need no shine nohow.”

"Oh," | rejoin, confused. "I thought you were looking for a customer.”

"l am — you kin carry my stool home fer me you be so kindly," and he gives me an up-from-
under enigmatic glance that combines Yes, No, Maybe and perhaps Perhaps. Sugar-tit has a



novel green-light/red-light approach and though he may be zanier than a polka-dot zebra, he's
also a say-Hey! Ii'l article my lips and lingam long to explore so hand-in-hand | accompany him
through meandering streets and philandering alleys until we come to a Hansel & Gretel cottage
(the Witch is out, | trust) shaded by weeping-willows which seem to dry their tears at our
arrival. Within is one large room dominated by a sultan-size bed, kitchenette and bath in an ell.
Perfect young host, the boy pushes me into a chair and brings out a demijohn of Old Hair-Pie
which he sloshes brimfully into two jelly-glasses. "Drink it fast,” he cautions, "or it'll fight back." |
toss the juice down — smooth as maple syrup and warming to the innards and outards
dependencies.

"Cosy little nest you got here," | remark. "Are you Man of the House?”

"My sister pays the rent on the dump but she ain't never home 'cause she work night 'n day inna
zigzag fact'ry.”

"She make dresses?”

"She makes men is what she makes.”

"A case of 'like brother, like sister’, right?”

"Sis says | make men wrong.”

"She's nuts, honeybunch — boys can do no wrong. By the way, my name's Duke.”

“I'm Alan when | ain't sumbuddy else.” He refills my glass and | gulp it down — still smooth but
a mite bumpy on landing.

"Where's your Mum and Dad?" | inquire. Always wise to early-on case the scene for potential
parental hazards.

"They're into Buddha or some creep like that an' went to India," the boy snorts disgustedly.

Ah, the coast is clear to infiltrate this little dear! "I'm into boys myself," | tentative, "and to come
to the point, would you be inclined to a nice, guaranteed fangless suck-job?”

"Mistuh, I'm bone dry 'cause | blasted-off a storm 'bout an hour ago.”
"You mean a pretty baby like you has to masturbate?”

"Naw, | got milked inna phone-booth. You know, one o' them kind like a coffin on end, with
windows?”

"Wasn't that awfully dangerous, so public and all?”

"For the guy, maybe, but | found two-bits in the coin-return.”



Next | suggest that a big smoochy kiss would not be amiss but the kid scowls that kissing
among males is the first downward step on the Lavender Road to Somohexuality! Godalmighty,
what's with this contrary cock-teaser... can he only sex it up in a Ma Bell closet? I'm just about
to write him off in red ink when he tosses me a seductive Salome smile and pours me another
beaker of Old Bristle-Tart. Mournfully | glug it down easy-riding as before enroute but this time
the slug ricochets around in my belly like a mortar-shell in a china piss-pot, convulsing me so
spasmly that my wallet pops out of my coat-pocket to land sprawling at Alan's feet. He picks it
up and returns it but not before he's seen all the high-denomination lettuce therein which bulges
his eyes, pants his breath and catapults him into my lap to buss me fervently, Frenchly, flame-
tonguingly. "You wannt zigzag?" he croons, licking my nostrils and grinding his hot bottom hard
against my mump'd crotch.

"Uh... transitive or intransitive?”

"Me no spika da Greek!”

"Passive or active, as one Siamese-twin said to the other."

Giggling, the kid prods my chest with a bruising forefinger. "You Tarzan, me Boy, Tarzan bang
Boy, OK?"and he's out of my arms, tearing off his duds and mine though pausing to fondle my
wallet-pocket lovingly. Dang it, here's another greedy money-minor! Can | never be desired by
myself alone? Staggering under my precious lightweight burden, | carry Alan to bed where he
cocks an askance eye: "How you want me... dawg-fashion, on my back, belly, side or pony-boy
style?”

"Can you stand on your head in perverse reverse?”

"That's to die frum — you'd bitch up my bunghole.”

"You're ass prone on three pillows is a pluperfect position for deepest penetration.”

"Yeah, sure, un-huh, prone — like which?”

"Like belly-whop, baby.”

As if from long experience the boy flops in perfect pedication-posture, body relaxed, legs
spread, his honey-buns rising in yeasty allure. Dazedly | reach for the nearly-empty jar of
Rosebud Rectal Jelly on the bedside-table, anoint by blunt instrument, scoop up a gob of Rosie
with my social-finger and tremulously part Alan's silky loaves. Tightly he contracts them. "I doan

need no grease 'cause | shoved a suppos'tory up my intake before.”

Jesus, don't tell me he's constipated! "Before what, for pity's sake?!" | gag, having absent-
mindedly popped finger'd Rosie in my mouth and sucked.

"Before behind!" kiddy snickers. "See, 'Be prepared!" is my motto frum when | was a Boy Scout
— but | hadda leave unner a cloud.”



"For tying too many lover's-knots in Cub Scouts, no doubt?”

"Naw, nuthin' like that. See, | was helpin' a li'l ol' lady to cross the street when her Papa up an'
knocked me on my buttinski ‘cause he thought | was makin' undecent advances.”

"Good deeds never've paid off for me, either,” | commiserate. "Why | can recall one time when

"Hey, man, get your shit together! You gonna prong me or not?" And feverishly young Hotspur
pries apart his nether cheeks and wriggles his heart-shaped Valentine ass as if he can't wait to
be raped. On wings of love-lust | mount the boy, slipping my hands beneath him to play with his
stiff tiny chest-nutlets as | pierce the taut little anal-mouth slowly, gently, inch by quarterinchly
— the kid sighing and thrusting up hard against my heaving loins. And my swelling glans with a
polite nod passes by Alan's sleepy prostate and is just about to give a heated kiss to Master
Sigmoid Flexure when my reproductive forces abruptly collect, converge and concentrate into a
sexileptic ejaculation that ecastatically collapses me onto my exciting inciting receptacle de
foutre.

"Did you come already?!" the boy criticals, turning to me a brow furrowed with fuming fret.

"You don't think | did it on purpose, do you?" | groan. "Too damn often this happens to me — |
hardly get the target lined-up in a nice piece like you when | shoot!”

"Shit! Well, go another round an' tryta make it last this time.”

My goodness, will wonders never cease?! As a hard and fast rule, youngsters complain that I'm
in them too long — even if it's only 59:5 seconds. Eagerly | attempt a re-run but my traitor cock
obviously has eavesdropped on our derogatory comments anent him and is in a snit — so
offended that he absolutely refuses for the nonce to do his share in our sexual parley-voo.
Tearfully | apologetically explain this to Alan and make up for lost joy by giving him a super-
adrenalin rim job which soon has him caterwauling for more, more, MORE, until my brown-
nosed tongue hollers Time Out! Then close-entwined the boy and | pillow-talk, | learning that he
boasts a baker's-dozen of years and until about 13 months ago except for nocturnal emissions
he was pure as a shrinking violet — Teacher's Pet, going to Sunday School, singing in the
Church Choir and the whole dismal schmear. But Voila! Presto Chango! One day he was
Pacifically bathing bare-ass 'neath the Catalina moon's gaze and strictly minding his own
virtuous business but deep-down hoping that a faggy blowfish in heat would go down on him
when all of a sudden out of a clear blue sea his vestal male-box is rudely entered and
thoroughly fucked by an aggressive baby eel who evidentely knew a good thing when it saw it...
and ravished Alan discovered that he was totally gone on the rites of rumpticulerie.

"That poor little eel! | exclaim. "He came to a bad end for sure.”

"l doan know if he came or not but he hadda a big grin on his puss when he finally pulled outa
me.”



“If you liked his eelimosynary ministrations so much, why didn't you take him home as a pet?”

"l was goin' to but a big ol' codfish came along an' gobbled him up. Anyway, | like man-cock
better 'cause it's bigger an' warmer an' chinchy eels doan pay!"Here the boy suggests that | live
with him for a spell 'to help each other out' — by which he means his sweet self is at my
complete disposal in return for my defraying the ridiculously modest household expenses.

Immediately | snap up the 'bargain’ though quickly | become aware that | am forking out $50 a
day for Alan's body, bed and board, and which is living sky-high on the hog for me — yet | must
admit that the kid is unexcelled between the sheets and cooks with a touch of genius, feeding
me regally on roasts, steaks, chops, cream, eggs, oysters and other reputedly aphrodisiac fare
which inspires my dick to asspire to such adamantine heights and sustained performance as
I've not experienced since | was 14 and locally known as 'Eberhard the Manass'. Not only that,
but every night at bedtime/funtime the boy brings me a large cup of hot Ovaltine spiked with
Geritol: "Here's your tonic, Mistuh Methusalem — drink it down an' we'll go to town!" Oh, that
sweet chile is so careful of my health and wellbeing but cynic that | am | have no false illusions
— little Alan would never forgive me if | kicked off before he's spent my four grand.

Thus for almost 80 Arabian Nights and Days | live it up with my shining shoe-shine baby — but
Alack! lack of $ ever sorely limits my amours passionelle so there comes the day when | must
leave while I've still got the bus-fare to go back where | came from (my canny love doesn't give
sex on the cuff). That night after plowing Alan's pleasure-hole three times to our mutual
edification and he's teasing my meaty plowshare toward a forthcoming fourth-coming, | query:
"Nimsy-boo, it's really none of my fucking business by why are you so Ever-ready to be
screwed? | find it hard to believe but you seem to enjoy being humped more than | do getting
your Mock-Cherry Delite !”

"It's on'y natcheral," the boy replies, reaching for the new gallon-jar of Rosebud Rectal Jelly.
"Ever since that eel showed me the True Way | know it's more blessed to receive than to give.”

"That ain't the way | heard it and you still haven't told me why.”

"Well, it's like this. You ever had a bad itch in your ear that drove you crazy till you scratched it
with your finger?”

"Yes, now and then.”

"So when you scratched, which felt better — your finger or your ear?!”



6. Bittersweet Ending — Hassled or Happied?

Since 'brown' as a verb didn't enter into the affair it undoubtedly must've been Brownsuville,
Texas that | met Amos & Andy, fraternal twins of nine and a quarter and | first encountered
Amos in a Jupiter Pluvius sort of way for late one night | had gone out on the fire-escape of my
2nd-floor tenement pad to pacify with a bit of picked herring a caterwauling pussy who fancied
herself enamored of me and | was about to crawl inside when | felt what in California the
aboriginies term a 'heavy dew' descending and | licked a drop from my chin quickly detecting
that it had a much more exhilarant flavor than mere rain so | look up to behold just above an
appalled little face beneath a straw-stack of blond locks peering down at me as he whisks his
wee spout into his pajamas and stutters, "Gee, mister, I'm s-sorry! | dint see you down there!"
and he darts through his window before | can assure the comely rain-godlet that | welcomed his
sprinking and would love a repeat but more intimately, like with his spigot between my lips for at
this time | was most aridly boyless, the mini-young bloods of Brownsville seemingly far more
gone on Horses and Hondas than on Dirty Old Men, besides which this present little pisser
arousingly reminds me of a sass-pot 10er biggety-britches from Wood's Hole, Mass. (even his
tender talli entranced!) who abhorred hustler-competition so on his 2nd visit to my Humpus-
Room he like a jealous wolf-hound decanted his pert stinger, raised his off-leg and squirted on
my prone posterior to establish his exclusive claim on me as his private fuck-property alone —
poachers proceed at your peril!

The next day while preparing lunch | ponder the advisability of going upstairs, knocking on the
door and if an adult answers, inquiring can the little rain-maker lad come out and play. Then |
reflect that chances are the adult will be some Hun Papa or Harridan Mama who will at once
assume I'm a child-molester on the loose and I'll end up in the morgue, if not worse. Unvirtue is
ever its own reward — if you don't find yourself cock-deep in Catastrophe. Glumly | sit down to
eat and at that moment Fate — or at least its Brownsville branch — takes a hand and | hear a
brisk tapping on my front portal. | call out: "Come in!" and in bounces a small sweet something
who somewhat resembles the previous evening's dispenser of saline Sauterne but this one is
brightly blonder and more smart-alecky appealing than shyly apologietic plus chubby apple-
cheeks, coruscant green eyes, squiggly bunny-nose and generous gamin mouth — in toto sexily
cute as one of Fagin's farouche young pickpockets who stole men's hearts on the side.

My vivacious visitor ear-to-ear grins and chirps: "Hi! I'm Andy. My brother Amos peed on you
last night!" and kiddy loudly snickers as if instinctively he knows I'm bent in the weather-vane
direction of boys — so being pissed upon is Paradise, not Perdition. He lopes up, leans his
warm little self against me as wet-liply he ogles my lunch. "Y'know," he beguilingly hints,
“there's on'y one thing | like better than shrimp salad an' that's more shrimp salad!”

"So eat in good health!" | hospitality, pushing my plate in front of him while he gulps my shrimp
with gustatory gusto, breathlessly | gently dig out his tastier shrimp and get the better of the
bargain for shortly his shrimp is all gone but mine is still pink, plump, perfect and suddenly
orgasmic in my mouth. Burping salad-appreciatively, now gracious Andy permits me to wholly
de-clad him revealing a lovely full moon on his flip-side and carry him to beddy-bye where we
become close-knit as vas & deferens, the youngster confiding that except for his brother who
doesn't count, | am his very first lover — and though Merry Andrew obviously is already looking



for Mr. Rich bar which | ain't, still I am inordinately lucky that he considers me sufficiently
satisfactory to cut his sexual teeth on.

During the Halleluja weeks that follow, delightfully Pagan Andy is a constant caller at all hours of
the day and eventide but dourly Puritan Amos — though he hasn't yet ratted on us to reportedly
Bryant-brain-washed parents, remains coldly remote and aloof despite my begging him to join
our Disorderly Conduct for palpably two (cock)heads are better than one in every uplifting
sense of the word. But Amos is the Abominable No-man (boy-type), his morals are in an
unnatural state that don't admit to carnal union — nevertheless often when Andy in my bed is
gasping with pleasure as | tongue his hotly eager tiny pucker (still too tightly more of an Exit
than an Entrance but I'm not greedy — that Heaven can wait!), out of the corner of my eye |
glimpse Amos like a thief in the night crouching on the fire-escape outside my window as he
Peeping Tom's with avid gaze while his blurred hand agitates vigorously between his pajama'd
thighs — whatever in the world can he be doing?!

And then one assphodel afternoon when I'm recumbent on the boon of sweet Andy's backside
and engaged in delicate analectory, Amos clambers through the open window exhibiting an
acquiescent smile on the left side of his face and an ominous scowl! on the right, his left hand
displaying an erect and promise-ful fore- and middle-finger in a V-for-Victory sign but his right
hand is a menacing fist from which protrudes a stiff unsocial-finger, stabbing upward — and in
treble tones which sound either inviting or invidious, he says:

(Dear Reader, | leave you to supply what Amos said!)



7. Hystery-Lesson

"Maxi-sweet, why are you called Maxi?”

"Because | got a maximum cock an' a minimum asshole." "Your Botticelli bottom is sure-hell
minimum — you only let me in it on National Holidays.”

"You should thank yer lucky stars you gits in atall — not that | ain't glad to do business with you
otherwise.”

"l got another bone to pick with you. You're not a 12 year-old kid with dick attached — you're a
big prick with a boy at one end. | mean your 8-inch erection with the diameter of a four-bit
piece plays hell with my fragile uvula and delicate rectum where you've damn near uprooted my
shrieking prostate gland!”

"You tryna soft-soap me?”

"You're allergic to soap, remember? Now if | were a philosopher I'd pontificate that a good fun-
gun is hard to come by one that's accessible, suckable, youthful, goodlooksful, juiceful and
reasonable in price.”

"Thass me, balls thrown in!”

"But you're too frigging horse- hung and if you weren't so mouth-wateringly beautiful elsewhere,
I'd've given you the bum's rush the minute before | met you.”

"Yeah, you're real high on my wiggly little bum, ain't you!”

"Truly, babykins, your posterior is the loveliest piece of classical art I've ever beheld since the
Pope screwed Michelangelo.”

"Yer hind-end ain't too bad, neither. Howcome an ol' jasper like you is so tight — you git yerself
a stitch-job, mebbe?”

“No, but if I play wife to you much longer, my aching butt will be looser than a mink's morals.”
(No, Vaginia, my anal channel has not been mistaken for the Panama Canal! Go play with your
nice new dildo or something.)

"You're jist sayin' that to make me feel good but I'd feel a whole heap better if you'd turn over
so | could... Hey! Whut's Abe Lincoln's head doin' on yer wall?!”

"He came with this furnished apartment.”
"Well, you git shed of that two-faced bugger right quick or you kin kiss me goodbye!”

"Peachy-boo, | know you're from Atlanta which damyankee Sherman burnt but why are you



pissed-off with Honest Abe?”

"Honest my ass! When he was runnin’ fer Prez'dunt he told the North he's against Slavery an' he
wanna ‘'mancipate the blacks. Then he flip-flop like a two-dollar whore an' told the South... now
wait a minute, lemme think, 'cause | kin recolleck jist whut he said, word for word.”

"You must have an audiographic memory, Master Ananias!" "l oughta — | wuz there at the
time.”

"You been sniffing glue or sick cunts or something? How could you be anywhere over a hundred
years ago?!”

"Ast me no questions an' I'll tell you some lies. Hey, to change the subjeck — | feel a fuck
comin' up!”

"Belay that! Returning to Lincoln, don't tell me you were therein reverse reincarnation or some
crap like that?”

"Thass right, | was a reink... what you said.”

"Mother of God, why do | always get saddled with every crackpot kid in North America! OK, I'll
bite — what did Dishonest Abe tell Dixie?”

"0I' Wart-face said: 'l can conceive of no greater calamity than the assimilation of the negro into
our social and political life as our equal. A mulatto citizenship would be too dear a price even for
emancipation.' He said lots worse 'n that but | ain't hankerin' to be yer hystery teacher less'n
you pays me extry.”

"Maxi-poo, | think you've been pulling your pud too much for you sound nuttier than Carter's
goober-farm!" (H'm, in Jimmy's case, did the nuttiness possibly rub off?)

"Ain't a bitty use talkin' to you 'cause you're just a rumdum Northerner yerself!”
"Well, whatever Lincoln's sins, the poor guy got assassinated in the end or the back.”

"He dint neither get 'sassinated! Whut reely happened, see, is me an' Abe an' Stanton, the
Seckertary o' War, wuz in the White House crapper an' Abe was sittin' there readin’ a letter
frum this here John Wilkes Booth. Abe gits up forgettin' to wipe hisself and says: ‘Mr. Booth
writes to request the loan of a pistol in good working-order so he can join the fight to preserve
our glorious Union. Most praiseworthy! Stanton, send this heroic patriot the best firearm your
Arsenal contains.' Right away | ups an' says: 'Abe, you ol' fool, don't send him no gun ‘cause |
knows all them Booth boys pussonally an' not only is they lousy actors but nare one of ‘em kin
hit a bull in the ass with a shovel!'

But Abe he's so mule-haided he won't lissen to reason."

Good heavens! Then Lincoln actually provided the very gun that killed him.”



"Thass another damn lie! | was there in Ford's Theater night an' with my very own eyes | seen
Abe that shoot John Wilkes Booth for bad actin'.”

"Then who shot Lincoln?”

"Gen'rul Grant did 'cause Abe cut off his whiskey. Now shut yer big yap an' KY yerself good
‘cause this time when | fucks you | wanna see can | get my balls in, too!”



8. Mommie Dearest

Boy-love is the Joker in the stacked deck of Sex but it's the cleanest game in town (Las
Vaguess, Nev.) and the only one worth playing — though if the odds are against you you're apt
to be punished more direly than an inexpert axe-murderer. Being sorely strapped at the
moment, | was in Las V. enjoying a moderate success hypnotizing hospitable slot-machines into
jackpotting on lead dollars but Man does not live by Bread alone and presently | began to
squirm with an itchy lack in my psychosexual department — no junior ball-bearings! And then —
truly Love is Blind! — tardily | espy a hopeful corrupt cherub of perhaps 12, a Fallen Angel still
burning bright who resides just across the street from my Deficiency Apartment and who is just
about the cutest little Natural Unlawful to drop into my life since Gravity befell Newton's apple.

That first time | glimpsed nicknamed Sparkey he was barefooted, nude above the belt and
enhancing snug blue jeans on the seat of which was a colorful decal proudly proclaiming: “Kilroy
was here!" and lusciously outlining a high-profile compact if not intact little ass — and since he
emphatically possessed that laid-back’ look (actual or potential), and since he appeared to be
the sort of wild little chicken | prefer (their meat is far sweeter than some tame Frank Purdue
cockerel capon), | made my pitch — high, wide and handsome but a little to the left.

Evidently noting the mark of Cain on my brow (unashamedly | admit that | eat wee babies while
they're still in the seed-stage, savorily freshly succulent from their newly-pubescent stud-sires),
Sparky responds with cautious ardency and on closer observation | see that he has curlilocks
dark as witching midnight, wanton ebon eyes, evil eavesdropping ears, wicked blood-hound-
puppy nose and impish lips surely Satanic in tacit illicit invitation — in brief, he's as wet-dreamily
sexy as an emancipated Boy Scout stuffed with oysters, Steak Tartare and Spanish Fly.

Alas! never judge a kid by his cover as | soon learn that Sparky is not what he seems but would
very much like to be for his poor hen-pecked Daddy early died of wedlock and his militant
Women's Lib Mommy is a 6-foot-plus repressive despotic female-wrestler Amazon who by the
threat of her heavy hard hand imposes an 8 PM curfew on her helpless offspring, makes him
prepare his own meals and wash the dishes and mop the floors and carry out the garbage
stenchily redolent of her twice-monthly bloody Kotex besides which demanding that he address
her as 'Mommie Dearest' — so of course long-suffering Sparky is seething with flaming
rebellion (thus do chauvinistic mothers drive their comely young sons into the lad-loving arms of
the likes of me!) and he tugs me by the arm into the house and into his room to his rickety Army
cot with a barely inch-thick mattress where anon | elatedly discover that his penis lactates with
Borden abandon and his anus mirabilis is the ready, willing, eager assoul of generosity for
Sparky is a hot little item on fire to lose his virginity as he craves to be penetrated and
mouthfully milked at the same time to make up at long last for lost time and now is the perfect
deflorative moment while his uspeakable Mommy is attending an ERA conspiracy and won't be
home for hours and hours.

"Well, | don't know," | mutter nervously. "What would your Momma do if she caught you with a
man in your bed?”

"Ooh, don't ask!" the boy squeaks, paling. "But she wrassles under the name of Jackie the



Ripper.”

Now I've always been Johnny on the Spot to bolster a defenceless little male's faltering ego-
identity but here | feel the urgent necessity of a more adequate security-blanket for the situation
seems all too fraught with imminent peril — yet my boy-yen is so overpowering it paralyzes my
sense of discretion, even seeping from the mouth of my riotously demanding prick so in a trice
my pretty co-vivant's knees are socked into my armpits and by dint of not untwingeful acrobatic
contortions (my old bones creaking, cracking, crying out) | am finally able to get the kid's glans
into my mouth and my glans into his rectum and I'm in a Heaven of Edenic bliss when suddenly
the bedroom-door bursts open (lock and all) and our heads swing around, our lust-glazed gaze
appalledly fixed on Sparky's maternal parent looming on the threshold and unmistakably she's
of a thwart disnatured temperament badly in need of distemper shots and my craven feet want
forthwith to flee Las V. and Nevada and the entire United States, which last is a misnomer for if
you're apprehended uniting with a young boy, what inevitably ensues is a distinct State of
Disaster.

My sweet partner quivers and quakes, shivers and shakes and I, closing my eyes and
shuddering in every limb but absentmindedly or from horrendous shock still hungrily sucking on
Sparky's dick, await Instant Annihilation in a manner not to be dwelt upon. Then | hear Mommie
Dearest cough, clear her throat and say to her son: "Go on with your fun and games, darling —
| was afraid you had a girl in here!”



9. Kiddie-Porn Laid Bare

Duke: Nice place you got here, Glyn.

Glyn: It's a slummy dump compared to the White House.

Duke: Ah, yes. As Jimmy Carter said, it's unfortunate that some people are rich and the rest of
us are poor though it was a damn insult for a nutty millionaire to remind us. | hear the

government is in a big tizzy now over the energy-crisis.

Glyn: Shit, them politicians has all got there brains in their ass. | could solve the energy crisis
practickly in my sleep!

Duke: How?

Glyn: I'd attach a small generator to the jaws of every broad in the land and in no time at all
you'd have more energy than you could shake your prick at.

Duke: | can see you're a bright lad and it's a privilege to meet up with you. Uh, | trust your
parents aren't home?

Glyn: My parents're drop-outs — ain't seen '‘em in years and don't want to. | live here with my
grandpa but he was headboy in a Beirut peg-house when he was my age so he knows the
score on Forbidden Pleasures.

Duke: What is your age, by the way? You look about ten.

Glyn: Thanks ever so, Dukey, but I'm like breathin' down the neck of my 12th birthday.

Duke: God, I'd give the rest of my life just to be twelve again!

Glyn: If you're young in your mind you can fake the rest of it easy. Hey, do | get paid for this

interview?

Duke: Well, I'm hoping to sell it to the Anita Bryant Hour and to the Gay Activists' League in
which case I'll share the loot with you 50-50, OK?

Glyn: Great! Just be sure you get my name spelled right. It's Roger Brown — and no cracks,
please!

Duke: That's a perfect name for a feisty young boy — if you live up to it. However, | want to
make it Nixon-clear that I'm neither an Anita-ite nor Gay.

Glyn: What are you, then — a vegetarian?

Duke: I'm a boyist — hook, line and sinker.



Glyn: Slap paws, man — you're for me!

Duke: | got mugged in an alley once. Now, Glyn, | understand you've been starring in kiddie-
porn flicks since you were eight — is that correct?

Glyn: Yeah, | got started kinda late but | can remember the first flick | ever made. It was
called Susie and Her Brother — featurin' me and this ten-year-old cunt who couldn't act worth
beans though God knows she tried.

Duke: Weren't you a bit nervous or even frightened during your debut in Artistic Cinema?

Glyn: Naw! Truth is, | was pissed-off 'cause no matter what Susie did to me — even sloppin’
her big ol' tongue around my manhole — | just couldn't get a rail-on.

Duke: My goodness, under the circumstances that was a tragedy, wasn't it?

Glyn: Yeah, but, see, up to then I'd only been goofin' off with boys so | didn't feel
natcheral with a girl and | kept thinkin': What the hell happened to her cock and balls?!
You know, girls can't make fuck-films by themselves less'n they use dildos or vibrators or
crap like that.

Duke: Ergo, the male is superior. How did Susie react to your... uh, incapacity?

Glyn: The slut bad-mouth'd me — said | should go back to suckin' my Momma's titty.
Goddam slit-tails never need to worry about gettin' a bone-on 'cause all they hafta do is
lay there and get the pleasure of it. That's unfair and it makes me so mad sometimes
that | could sue God!

Duke: As a fellow-cockalorum, Glyn, | too well know how you feel but | hope you were
polite to little Susie and disregarded her down-putting remarks.

Glyn: Hell, | was just about to slug her one when the fotog
showed me a color-pic of two boys screwin' and BLOOMP! my dick popped up like a Jack-in-
the-Box

Duke: Did you enjoy your first intercourse with a female?

Glyn: Naw — the mouth of a milk-bottle woulda been tighter. | wanted to cornhole
Susie boy-fashion but that wasn't in the script.

Duke: Have your appeared in any other movies with girls?
Glyn: Just one about a year later and with two twats who worked on me front and back so |
got stiff pretty quick. This one cow, Maggie, ‘could blow you and chew gum at the same time

— left my peter smellin' of Juicy Fruit for a week!

Duke: What did you do to them?



Glyn: Just laid on my back while Maggie sat on my thighs and humped herself on my whang
and the other broad sat on my chest, beggin' me to eat her pussy but | be damn if I'm
gonna eat cat-food less'n I'm a tiger and anyway, she stank down there like last year's
mackerel even though she hadn't fell off the roof yet so | screwed her with four fingers
and rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Glyn: I'm just a hick farm-boy from loway so you'll have to tell me what you mean by: 'she
hadn't fell off the roof yet'.

Glyn: It means she hadn't started goin' steady with Kotex yet. When | got through finger-
fuckin' Maggie's sidekick she told me the best screwin' she ever got in her whole life was
from a petrified Tampax. Made me feel like change from a penny but it was funny at the
time. What with one thing or another, though, I've boycotted girls ever since ‘cause
they're always mugging at the camera or tryna steal scenes by stickin' out their tongues
and cuttin'-up in general. Cunt just ain't on my wave-length, period. Reminds me of a kid |
knew named Oswald who loved hair-pie until one day when he was tongue-fuckin' her
pee-hole 'cause that was the tightest thing about her, she up and pissed all over his face
and into his mouth — and from that day on Oswald's got halitosis so bad you can't get
within 20 feet of him less'n you wear a gas-mask. Wouldn't surprise me the least bit if
Oswald grew up to kill himself a U.S. President or something.

Duke: How did a sweet boy like you ever get into these filthy smut-pix?

Glyn: Hey, it's clean smut 'cause all us boys take a shower
beforehand. | got into moom-pictures through my grandpa who knew this fotog and since I'm
so goodlookin' | was a star right off the bat.

Duke: I've always wanted to photograph yummy youngsters and I've owned a couple
good cameras but every time | behold all that beauteous bare-ass boy-meat through the
viewer, my hands shake so much with desire that the pix comes out blurred.

Glyn: You should put your camera on a tripod, jerky Dukey.

Duke: | tried that but the tripod shook even worse than | did!

Glyn: | got copies of every masterpiece | was ever in and soon I'm gonna get me a sound-
projector so when | get old and ugly like you, | can look at myself when | was young and
beautiful and all systems were GO!

Duke: | realize that obscenity is solely in the mind of the beholder but don't you feel a bit
ashamed of all your 8mm indecent exposures made available for every hetero slob to

slobber over?

Glyn: Hell, it's a Seller's Market and Money for Jam! See, I'm paid $200 for each flick plus 3%
of the Net which still ain't a helluva lot 'cause friggin' pirates're always copyin' my pix and



sellin"em a few bucks cheaper.
Duke: Your superb epics should be copyrighted.

Glyn: Yeah — and Niagara Falls should stand on its head! But | do get fringe-benefits ‘cause
the fotog is also my Scoutmaster so my sexy bod and my Academy Award actin' has got me
Merit Badges in Nature Studies in the Raw and Cinematic Classics — it all helps.

Duke: Is your Scoutmaster a boy-lover, God forbid?!

Glyn: Naw, he can't even make love to his fist ‘cause he lost his Fam'ly Jewels to a sniper in
Korea so now the poor guy's gotta squat to pee.

Duke: In the few skin-flicks I've been privileged to view, | particularly noted that the lads
involved all seemed to be having a rip-snorting good time. Is that the case with you?

Glyn: Sure! There's nuthin' like futzin' around bare-ass in front of a camera to bring out the
best in you — specially if your fuck-mate is almost as beautiful as | am. Right now my fav'rut
partner is my buddy Alex and he's such prime stuff that | made him my understudy.

Duke: Twinkle, Twinkle, Litte Star! Alec's your lay-brother, no doubt.
Glyn: He lays grand but he sucks better! He can even give head to himself!

Duke: Ann Slanders, the newspaper-person, states that kiddie-porn is sheer child-
abuse. What's your reaction here?

Glyn: Dukey, you are lookin' at the original Battered Child and you wouldn't believe
how us boys is been abused! Like no matter how perfect and professional my actin'
is, | don't never get star-billing on the silver screen! Shit, there ain't no billing at all
— just the title and then Whomp! right into the action!

Duke: | feel for you though | don't think that's quite what Annie had in mind but -

Glyn: Another thing! | oughta get a million-plus per pic like that asshole Marlon Brandy
who's so deep into Indians that he thinks he's a Big Chief!

Duke: Never mind, Glyn-baby — your histrionic genius will be recognized long after
your competition is forgotten.

Glyn: Yeah, like 50 years after | turn up my toes! A real big gripe | got is that all my
films were shot in some stinkin' flea-bag hotel in the Bowery where the mattress is
concrete, the pillows're sacks of cement, the sheets stink of old rut and corruption
and it's either the hottest day in August where you sweat your ass off under the
spotlights or it's the coldest day in January with no steam-heat so your nuts freeze up
and your dick is like an icicle even when it's up your buddy's hot-box and the chinchy
fotog is on an economy-kick and gives you axle-grease for lubercunt which ain't my



concepshun of dignified humpin'! And | got lotsa ideas for sexcitin' new close-ups and
zoom shots but the loopy fotog says they're perverted and not fit for fam'ly-type
viewing.

Duke: Your Scoutmaster-fotog does sound a bit belfry-batted but no doubt he means
well.

Glyn: He's mean as hell is what he is — a crazy mad lunatic always hollerin' at us starlets
like so: 'Eddy, why aren't you stiff — you been playin' pocket- pool again?' and “Glyn, skin
your prepoose all the way back so your glans-fans can get the full effect!" and 'Freddy,
show more tongue as you lick Ronnie!" and 'Glyn, spread your legs more — your pecker's
outa sight!" and "Neddy, quit giggling when Glyn licks you there — | know it tickles but
you're blipping the sound-track!" and "Glyn, don't hang your whang over the side of the
bed — it's out of camera-range!' and 'Teddy, | know Homer bites but you gotta expeck to
suffer a little for your Art!" and 'Glyn, don't waste time on Alec's tits — get down to the
meat of the matter!" and 'Alec, kneel with your ass facing the camera and keep your
thighs apart so your hangdown shows!" and 'Glyn, go easy on the axle-grease — the price
has gone up!" and "Larry, you'll just hafta wait to take a crap until this scene's over!" and
'‘Glyn, | want a profile shot of your cock penetrating Alec in slow-motion!" and ‘Isador, stop
weeping and wailing — it's not my fault somebody stole your foreskin!" and 'Glyn, pull out
of Alec now and finish off with your hand — the paying customers love to see all that
sweet boy-seed gushin' out!" and “Glyn, don't drip on the sheets or I'll hafta pay extra for
laundry!" and "Glyn, I'll hafta re-take your fuck-scene 'cause | forgot to uncap the camera-
lens!"... Dukey, | could go on and on but I'm already so pissed-off | could throw up my
breakfuss.

Duke: You lads do have a hard time, don't you? But you're lucky to be making chicken-
flicks at all as the stupid reformers are on the warpath — they think children are too young to
screw around. It's the old double-standard — adults can hump but kiddies can't!

Glyn: Hell, all the boys | know've been suck-fuckin' it up with each other since before they
got their second teeth but we all gotta do it on the sly and that ain't fair! There oughta be
a Porno Union or a Law protecting kids' sex-rights and kids should write the Law 'cause
nowadays they know lots more about it than some hung-up grown-up.

Duke: | wholeheartedly concur for I've always maintained that it's not so much a
matter of kiddie-porn as it is of pornographic kiddies — God bless them all! Unfortunately,
the puritan Establishment is out to bust us for just the other day | read where some
creepo Judge decreed that acting in smut-flicks is spiritual murder of a boy!

Glyn: That cunt-head's nuts! Besides, spiritual murder is when you kill a fifth of booze, ain't it?
Duke: Glynny-boo, you should be on the Supreme Court you'd kick that blind Goddess
of Injustice out and replace her with a clear-eyed young boy who knows the True Nit from the
Grit!

Glyn: Good Buddy, it ain't an idea whose time has come yet but I'm always open to offers.



Duke: Speaking of which, slap me down if I'm too fresh but | swear you're the sweetest
piece of kid-meat to come down the Pike since Ganymede eloped with the Eagle, so what
say we now adjourn to your youth-bed where I'll be honored to elate your pretty privacies
coming and going.

Glyn: Dukey-poo, I'm pantin' to pound the Innerspring with you but | purely gotta save myself
for my next production tomorrow morning. It's gonna be an XXX-rated Sextravaganza — no
adults admitted unless accompanied by a minor!

Duke: But couldn't you work me in somewhere tomorrow night? I'm highly qualified to
give you bliss beyond the dreams of ecstasy for | have a B.A. in Boyology and I'm
partial to puer parts unlimited and | got take-out teeth so | can money-back guarantee a
biteless blow and -

Glyn: Hey, I'll tell you what! | never made a fuck-film with a

man before so if you think you're up to it, how'd you like to be my partner in my next next
super-colossal, four-dimension Nudicolor spectacular with a cast of thousands... of
spermatozoa!



10. Punktuation

Twelver Rupert is Memory and Desire as well as a sweet joy and enhancer of my spirit but he
is also a sour torment and disturber of my pecuniary peace which is my own fault for on first
meeting | lured him by boasting that | had an In at Fort Knox whereas the dismal truth is I'm on
insufficient Unemployment but gold-digging Rupert albeit that he gets an allowance of $25 per
week from his stupid boorjwah parents still persists in extorting $5 from povertied me every
time he enthusiastically deigns to repose on my squeaky innerspring as he's ripely greedy for
exotic erotic pleasures though he never permits me to kiss his lactose lips or blow him and my
humble penis is far too plebian to presume to penetrate the posh precincts of his patrician
posterior which of course any self-respecting kiddy-lover would dismissively resent but
unfortunately Rupert is the only mini-male availabale in this boondock time and place and he
owns a multitude of physical charms including a cock and an ass who verily could precipitate
the celibate Pope question-mark out of the Vatican and into the boy-fleshpots of Trastevere if
not Taormina so uncomplainingly | sublimely suffer until one June afternoon while I am tenderly
re-clothing him beside the open window of my second-floor slum room-and-bath-down-the-hall
he blandly announces that due to inflation and the energy-crisis he regretfully will have to
charge me $7 per sex-session hereafter which is the ultimate camel that breaks the straw's
back and irefully | reply that since he's financially a Have whereas in this area I'm most woefully
a Have-not then it seems to me only equitable that he should pay me for sexual services
dotingly but unilaterally rendered whereupon offended Rupert delivers a sudden uppercut to my
glass jaw which is so forceful that it catapults me out of the window and onto a pair of
raucously copulating felines thereby scaring the poor just-about-to-come tomcat out of 8 of his
9 lives and into permanent impotence much disgusting his Women's Lib pussy-partner period
end of sentence and Rupert's essay for too much is quite enough even for boy-famished me
thank you.



11. Bad Vibes

Gary, Gary, quite contrary,
How does your garden grow?
"Well, the watermillyuns is ripe to fuck
But rabbits done eat all the friggin' carrots.”

Many outstandingly gropable gamins are ardent, ingenious innovators in the endless ways to
hump and be humped. Gary is a paramount example of the breed who has enthusiastically
screwed everything from Yours Drooly to tightly-rolled magazines (preferably The Open Road
for Boys) or rising bread-dough if Mommy bakes at home. He favors me as a depository for his
precocious young seed as | not only afford him the excitant variation of my greedy mouth, plus
gratefully gulping his Spring Wine as well as tonguing his tiny touch-hole, but | also sumptuously
pay in authentic coin of the realm — and the boy knows from rueful experience that it's fucking
near impossible to extract five bucks from a periodical or a loaf of pumpernickel, even though
half-baked or burnt on the bottom.

Gary's versitile little-big strudelpeter (never pre-shrunk) is certainly not to be sniffed at but |
sniff even more yerningly after his cinnamon-buns with plump perforated raisin between which
allspicedly scent the air as though hot-fresh from the oven — posterior pastry perfection to
crumb-buns of my persuasion. Alas, the lad's ass is not For Sale nor even For Rent — at least
not to me — for it transpires that last year when he was 11 and anally virgin as a new-born
snowflake, he met a plausible aulo-corsair called ‘Carrot Pete' who lured the trusting tot home
with a counterfeit $20 and being a lazy bastard who feared getting his dilative social-finger
night-soiled, Pete forthwith unfeelingly began to open up our pre-teen hero with the vegetable
which was his namesake. Gary stoically absorbed about 8 inches of the inanimate invader
when suddenly probably due to undue emotional stress — the carrot broke in two, leaving its
better-half way up there in the youngster's most private purlieu and it took the poor lad two
days and 26 hours to evacuate the fractured lodger who, kicking and screaming, obviously
thought he had found a happy home.

Despite this sordid debut into the ranks of the newly-ravished, Gary thrillingly discovered he
liked to be screwed but not by carrots which were too knobbily unpredictable; furthermore, he
was unfond of being penetrated by a foodstuff he was most partial to, for in an absent-minded
moment he might gnaw on or even totally consume that which had just browned him. He didn't
take to Carrot Pete's subsequently mounting him either, for that sorry sumbitch (a bisexual by
trade and self-interest, | understand) was stallion-hung and cruelly deep-dicked the kid like a
sex-mad bull who has known neither cow nor heifer since the day he was born. Gary naturally
was both pained and underwhelmed, awarding no E for Egregious Effort — but his ass still
itched for gracious fulfillment.

In the weeks that ensued, our masochistic petit-monsieur, subteen would-be Marquis de Sad,
experimented with a variety of ingressors, human or otherwise — but hastily he or his rectum
rejected them out-of-hand. Gary got pantingly pierced by a couple lance-bearers his own age
but quickly learned to his dismay that boys fuck and tell! He tried long slender cucumbers — too



warty and the green rubbed off; tubular uncapped plastic bottles — too much vacuum resulted,
like a fart in reverse; unripe bananas — but they fragmented under pressure; numerous types
of rubber hoses — but they lost their rigidity in extremes of sexual excitement; dildos — but
they didn't come in junior-size and irritated his sensitive sigmoid flexure; candles with or without
wick — but they rapidly melted in the torrid anal heat or were prone to bend in the middle; his
own or his lovers' fingers — but they were never long enough and unclipped nails were a
hazard. As you would expect, denied Gary and his frustrated fuck-hole are at their wits' end
until one day in a shameless shop-window the boy espies prominently displayed a glans-pink
pecker-like vibrator humming erotically to itself that immediately precipitates his famished fun-
fissure into transports of ecstasy: "l like it! | like it!" so ineluctably our fledging Don Juan enters
the store and by means of supernatural sleight-of-hand cleverly manages to swipe the object of
his anus'd affection.

Now Gary dwells conveniently near my abode and since he has just turned 12 and what he sits
on is more than ever the lovely answer to a deprived degenerate's dreamful prayer, |
passionately renew my butt-smitten blandishments in hopes of introducing myself into that
pedicative puer-parlor where presently only the vibrator — which or whom the lad has dotingly
christened 'Victor' — is permitted to enter. So last night | called on the boy, his parents being
away at some PTA orgy or the like, and after pleasuring him in the limited manner he allows, he
perches his anthemic bottom on two pillows, draws up his widespread knees and grinning
tauntingly at me, proceeds to shove noisy turned-on Victor slowly up his quivering Paradise
Lane and so copulates with the devilish device that soon he is moaning and writhing in the
throws of anal orgasm. A bum-rap if | ever saw one!

After too long a period of torment for voyeur me, Gary reluctantly withdraws vicious Victor the
Violator sticky-glistening with the boy's rectal juices, shuts him off and hands him to me as a
sublimatory sop and which | gratefully accept for lack of anything better. But now I'm overcome
anew with the impelling urge to mount the saddle of this piquant little Pony Boy and ride off into
the setting son, so swallowing my own have-not sobs | blubber that while my lowly penis may
not be altogether a Green Thumb in the Garden of Lad-Love, still it has a movable foreskin
which will tingly tittilate his prostate gland, will hotly emit therapeutic love-milk besides which |
fuck gentle as a flea humping an overweight elephant.

"How | know you fucks gentle?" queries Gary, squinching a doubting eye at me.

"You can ask young Gogo Comecome Snoody who lives just up the dirt road.”

"Him!" the boy snorts. "He doan know his ass from the Holland Tunnel!”

"Well, inquire of some of the lush lovelies down at the New York Boys' Club — they'll be glad to
attest to my penetrative prowess. Furthermore, in the final analysis Victor is just a cold plastic
prick and my warm cock could be his fraternal twin for they're both the same size and shape
and thickness and slickness and quickness and —"

"That's all fine 'n dandy,"” interrupts Gary, "but you done missed the main point.”

"And what's that, for pity's sake?”



"Your cock doan BUzZ!"



12. Paper-Boy

"Hello, Billy! Collection-day again, huh? Come in and sit down — the couch is the softest. Now
how much do | owe you?" "Same's before — a buck two-bits for the week.”

"Here you are, plus a tip for yourself. By the way, do you still have the tip you were born with?”
"Ooh, don't ask — that's a painful subject.”

"Sorry. Can you stay awhile? I'd like to... uh, talk to you." "Sure — you're the last customer on
my route, anyway." "Fine. My, isn't this a scorcher of a day? How about a nice cold Coke or
something?”

"Thanks, but a man just gave me two cans of ice-cold 7-Up.”

"He did, did he? Humph, they say competition is the life of rough trade but you want to watch
guys like that — they're liable to sneak up on you.”

"This old man is 96 and can't even get out of his wheel-chair.”

"My boy, you'd be absolutely flabbergasted at what some old farts can do in a wheel-chair. Er,
wouldn't you like to shed your tank-top, be more comfy?”

“I'm OK. What'd you wanta talk to me about?”

"About you, of course — like how old are you?”

“I'm twelve and one month. How old're you?”

"Billy-boy, believe it or not but I'm working on my third childhood this very week! Now | trust you
won't be offended at the rather personal question I'm going to ask but I've got a huge bump of
curiosity about certain vital statistics.”

"Curiosity killed the cat.”

"Only pussy-cats — females, that is.”

"So what didja wanta ask me?”

"Well, since you're almost a teener | suppose you have lots of wet-dreams?”

"Just two nights ago | had one when there was that big rainstorm — the roof over my bed
leaked and | damn near drowned before | woke up.”

"That's terrible but it wasn't exactly what | was fishing for. Tell me, charming Billy, have you ever
had a nice big steel-hard erection?”



"Man, | gotta dozen of 'em | made all by myself from a Meccano Set and three Number Two
Erector Sets.”

"H'm, you don't get the point here so perhaps | should express my sentiments more rawly. Billy-
boo, have you ever played with yourself?”

"Sure! | do it ev'ry time I'm alone.”
"Delightful! But how do you do it? Could be you know a way | don't.”

"Well, | set up the checker-board on the kitchen-table, see, and | move a black piece and then |
run around the table and move a red piece and then | run around the table and —”

"Stop, you're making me dizzy! In more overt plain-speaking, dear boy, will you let me get into
your pants?”

"Oh, Mistuh D, they'd be way too small for you so you'd prob'ly rip them all to hell!”

"My goodness, we're still conversing cross-purposes! OK, OK, | may be outraging your
possibly virginal innocence but I'm going to cast discretion to the winds and get right down to
the meat of the matter. My beautiful one, will you be so kindly as to permit me to blow your
sweet cock?" (If this kiddy-poo is dodging the issue then he's damned clever at it!)

"Mistuh D, | been dyin' to be sucked-off since | dropped out of Kindergarten but you no can do
— it's too fuckin' late.”

"Too late ?! Damnit, has OI' 96 in his sneaky wheel-chair already drunk all your dew?”
"You don't understand... | been circumcised, see?”

"That's no never mind — skin is nice but not necessary." "You still don't dig. See, the bitch who
cut me was a cunt sawbones and new on the job.”

"Oh? She maybe wasn't too familiar with male anatomy and by mistake sliced a tiny bit off your
balls, maybe?”

"No! The chauvinist pig cut my whole entire cock off and never even touched the foreskin!”



13. Thanks for the Buggery-Ride

Eeny, meeny, miny, moe
Catch a Mousie by the toe;
If he hollers let him go—
And grab him in a better place!

At a time and in a place deep in the heart of Sweet Georgie Brown, | was briefly, nauseously
employed in the Sanitary-Napkin Section of the local Emporium — | tried to get into Boys'
Underwear but a militant lesbian in a fright-wig preempted that Paradise. My boss's sole Son
and Hair — a 19er fatso intellectual (he's read a book) named Chulius and so untoothsome |
wouldn't've bellied his back even when he was 8 quickly leech'd onto me under the impression
that since | came from Hell-Hole on the Hudson, | therefore am on speaking-terms with all 57
Varieties of Sweet Sin (pickle'd or not) plus other delightful depravities that my horrified tongue
shrinks from giving mouth to. | refrain from informing the youth that boywise, at least, New York
City has become more dully proper than Chastity Belt, North Dakota for the only sexy kid |
lately saw on Times Squasre was a baby-goat strayed from a Greek wedding attended by Telly
Savalas who possibly was plastered as his trademark lollipop was stuck up his ass.

After several false starts, Chulius guiltily bad-breaths that inasmuch as he's a devout vegetarian
he's never so much as beat his meat nor even fucked a wet-dream — with the inevitable result
that his sulking fouling-piece has turned downright hostile and has become a virtual Limb of the
Petrified Forest, so what they both urgently need is a standard prossy-type chassis with
preferably such optional equipment as two clits or three tits or an intercoursable pisshole. |
stare at him in amazed disgust and exclaim: "Why, Chulius, you burr-head, there are scads of
itchy-pantsies all over town who're just dying for a ramrod like yours so all you have to do is
crook a finger at one and yell: "Here, pussy! Come, pussy!" and you got it made and laid in the
shade.”

"But them is good girls!" the young man groans.
"Probably they are," | disdainful, "if you go in for that sort of thing.”

"What | mean is they're sure willing but they all got daddies or big brothers with bigger
shotguns and | ain't got no life-insurance! You know how it is in the south.” (I know how it is —
when's the next plane out?) "So what | gotta have,” Chulius slobbers, "is a late-model free-
wheeling reclining-seat hoor with no brakes and second hand is OK if she ain't run up too much
mileage. Would you happen to know of suchlike hereabouts? See, my heel of a pappy keeps
my nose to the grindstone so much in his danged Emporium that | don't have time to look round
towards kicking up my heels.”

Moved by the youth's sore predickament, | say: "According to the Gamahuche Grapevine there
is a certain Maison de Hump which will alleviate your condition if you're so dispoged.”

"Will you take me there — like tonight?”



“I'm above that sort of hetero hay-tumbling,” | sniff, "and anyhow it's hardly necessary. At most
of these joints you just knock on the door with your pants down and your money in your hand
and they'll take care of you — for better or worse.”

Chulius clasps his paws in pitiful appeal. "Come with me for | never had Sex Education in school
or even behind the barn so I'd be awful bashful getting started.”

"Your stiff prick is all the self-starter you need.”
"But please come with me just for... for moral support!”

"Oh, OK!" | relent. "Against my better judgement I'll chaperon you but only as far as the parlor
— after that you're on your own and may God have mercy on your soul'" Jesus! Next he'll be
asking me to put it in for him and whistle ‘O Come, All Ye Faithful' while he's screwing!

That evening | conduct the ruttish youth to a Gothic erection on Tite Street (misnomer) which
sports no guiding red-light but a sign over the door reads: 'The Belles of St. Mary'. My
companion goggles at it and mutters: "Are you sure this isn't a Nunnery or maybe a
Glockenspiel Fact'ry?”

| point to the small metal plate flanking the doorbell and which brassily announces in large
Saturnalian script:

Irma la Douche
Madam-in-Residence

"Chulius, you rock-head, if that doesn't convince you this is a muff-dive then why do we smell
fish when it ain't Friday?!"

The Emporium scion mops a sweaty brow. "On second thought | think I'd better —" but
clutching quaking faint-heart in an armlock, | thumb the bell which chimes: 'The Bell Tolls for
Thee!". Presently the door opens and something | assume to be the Douche bag herself looms
before us — an Amazon on the sour side of 60 possessed of watermelon boobies and a stern
like a Mrs. Sippi paddle-wheeler, her fool's-gold hair tortured into a huge inverted pyramid
surmounting cold gray eyes busily calculating potential Wages of Wantonness.

"Howdy, boys," she husks in a Jack Daniels' accent. "What's your pleasure — as if | didn't
know.”

Delicately elevating my left social-finger, | stab it at the stars and then at my bug-eyed
associate: "My friend here has permanent hardening of a muscle so | brung him to your Clinic
for treatment.”

"How nice!" Madam tigress-purrs, rubbing her hands like Shylock before wet-blanket Portia
appeared. "A naive sheep for the slaughter — or is it only an unfledged lamb? Seek and you



shall find." Extending a be-jeweled claw, she roughly gropes my quivering side-kick. "Urn, umm!
Somebody's obviously up downtown! Young man, you're a terminal case of unbridled lust if |
ever felt one!" and she gives Chulius a coquettish push that almost hurls him into the gutter.

Alarmed, | caution Madam X-Rated: "Uh, the lad's a virgin who never should've left his Mother
So please be gentle.”

"He'll be coddled like a babe-in-arms sucking both his Mommy's titties at once."” She squints a
procurer-eye at my associate. "Now what would you desire to cut your teeth on Continental or
domestic cuisine?”

"Is this an eating- place?" the befuddled youth blurts. "I thought it was —”

"You can eat it if you like it," Irma beams, "bicarbonate of soda on the side and there's a Doctor
in the House.”

"Give him the works," | say grandly, "His pappy can afford it.

"Oh, we'll fix him up — but good. Come in, boys, this night air is bad for my piles," and la
Douche ushers us into a capacious parlor, onto a bosomy sofa. "Make yourselves to home and
if you don't see what you want, don't ask for it — it's laid up for repairs. The rates for our
services are posted in every room so pay the girl of your choice before spartaking — we
operate on the honor-system here. And don't give us no grief, dearies,” she adds with friendly
menace, "or you'll end up on your ass in the alley with a fractured fuck-stick." Dropping a
curtsey and some sequins, Irma disappears between pink plush portieres, her butt vanishing
like the Chessy Cat's grin.

"Do you think it's gonna be OK?" Chulius asks nervously.
"Well, there's a strong odor of Lysol and that's often an auspicious note in a gasheteria.”

We are alone, evidently the first patsies of the evening. | inspection-tour the room which is
furnished in ornate but dingy antebellum style, lots of faded reds and tarnished gilt midst a
profusion of frills and frippery. On one wall is a portrait of Robert E. Lee crowned with the
Stars and Bars, a bowl of fresh forget-me-nots beneath him. A shallow niche shelters a
pockmarked plaster bust of Ulysses S. Grant, sticky condoms dangling from his ears, nose and
lips. On a corner pedestal stands the bronze figurine of a naked boy, a hinged fig-leaf
concealing his genitals. Lifting the leaf, | see a pretty erection that squirts Eau de Garcon in my
face — not the real McCoy, alas!

Adjourning to the crapper for a bladder-break, | observe that some Confederate Caravaggio
has painted General Sherman's dour countenance on the inner walls of the urinals, and further
investigation reveals Honest Abe's visage, mouth ajar, etched into the bottom of the toilet-
bowls. The South Shall Rise Again — if only in a whorehouse. Returning to the parlor, | find it
thronged with gents of all sizes, shapes and social strata and a gentelman, be it known, is he
who keeps his socks on in a prossy's bed — it prevents his conscience from getting cold feet.
No split-tails as yet within sight or smelling but passing around a trayful of cherry tarts and



mulled hard-cider in crystal mugs, there is a boy.

There is a boy! Ah, | could indite a sonnet (sophmoric but sincere) or an encyclopediphilia on
that one wondrous word alone! And this sweet boy glows like youth's bright lexicon 'mongst the
drab assemblage: a slim smallish 11 or 12, frison of blond curls, brown-velvet eyes, ears
kittenish, nose puppyish, moist red mouth paganly generous. But the paramount feature of this
plus plush puer is his smooth and sculpted bottom which snares the eye like a seductive
signpost of Sodom, inviting in-depth exploration of that Wistful Vista. The youngster is tastefully
attired in show-white tank-top, lilly-white gym-shorts with baby-blew border, passion-red
sneekers on his slender sockless feet.

"Who," | ask a Kernel Sanders type sitting on the other side of fidgety Chulius, "is the fresh-
faced young Ganymede passing out refreshments?”

"That sawed-off runt,” the Kernel red-faced apoplectics, "is the towel-boy and general dog's-
body around here. Devilish brat — plays tricks on the customers.”

"What kind of tricks?" Properly reared kids trick with the customers.
"Like putting poison-ivy in the beds!" the Kernel grates, irritably scratching his testyculls.
"Do you know his name?”

"Name of George as in 'Let George do it!" but everyone calls him Mouse because he's such a
little rat-fink.”

Being a rodent of endangered species myself, | feel great kinship with Mousy boys as in a
manner of speaking they are doubly-endowed, having a tail in front and a tail behind and they
usually come in the eminently cuddlable, piggybackable economy-size that ever makes me
yearn to be a kangaroo so | could carry them off in my pouch — yet a pretty little mouse in a
cat-house seems not only highly unlikely but lowly unspeakable. Soon the youngster comes to
us with his heavy-laden tray and | smile broadly and tip him a lewdly suggestive wink. He winks
back twice and as he proffers his provender he whispers in my off-ear: "The tarts're OK but
don't drink the cider — | spit in it!" Well, now, that's the only possible attraction hard-cider
would have for me so thirstily | drain all the mugs on the kid's salver and lick my chops for even
diluted the potion is boyant home-brew of the Nth Superlative that goes down smooth-sweet as
goassamer sonlight to warm the cockles of your heart and hangdown. Not accustomed to
having his tricks become treats, Mouse gapes at me: "You like it?”

"Yea, verily," | burp, "for 'tis liquid lad and lure and lusciousness though in the final analysis 'tis
not the spit but the spit-ter that persuades... do you follow me?”

"Ooh, man, I'm so far behind you're outa sight!”
"Never mind, your loss is my gain, though frankly | druther sip your boy-dew unmixed and

straight from your fleshly dispenser. However, | realize such nectaric transferral is hazardous in
this crowded caravansary of cunt so here..." | shove my last empty mug at him, "...fill ‘er up



when you get a wee-wee moment of privacy.”

Numbly accepting the crystal chalice, the boy stares at me as fascinated as Eve by the
Serpent. "Will do — but if Irma ketches me she'll cut my cock off and use it for fish-bait!”

"Be not alarmed, my precious Piscine, for all such morsels are prized fish-bait to worm-hungry
hookers.”

Mouse grins, silently wolf-whistles at me and squeaks: "Ooh, man, you're the way-out end so
don't go 'way — | be back tereckly." And he skips off to present his tarty titbits to new arrivers.

Now a clangor of belles descends upon us, garbed only in high heels and high spirits (90-proof)
and not a bad-looking herd of heifers if you're wearing smoked-glasses. A shady brunette
snaffles Kernel Sanders though you'd think he of all people would choose a chicken like Mouse!
and a 5-alarm redhead sweeps Chulius into her arms like he's her long-lost orphant chile.
"Duckie," she quacks, "my name is Hortense and it's darling of you to come way up and see me
in time!" As Hortense (a tense whore if | ever smelled one) drags the youth off in a fool's-
paradise daze, | wave to him. "Ta-ta, Chulius don't do anything you can't do in a straight-
jacket!" I wish him well though his partner's last name must be Brillo for her pubic-jungle is so
steel-wool dense that the poor guy will have to use a shoe-horn to get into her — not to
mention the grievous hair-burns accruing from the ensuing to-and-froing. Then an ersatz blonde
grabs my arm but tactfully | decline: "Thanks a whole heap but | just came along for the ride.”

"That's what I'm here for — the ride.”

"Much obliged but I'll just sit this one out.”

"So take it out and I'll sit on it," she smiles. "We don't stand on ceremony here.”

"Well, see, the damnsel of my choice is... uh, in the Ladies’ Room laundering her Tampax.”

"We can knock off a nice quickie before she gets it rinsed out!"

"Young lady, | didn't want to tell you but the pitiful fact is I'm suffering from impotentia coeundi."
"What's that when it's at home?"

"Leprosy."

Blanching, the blonde hastily departs in quest of healthier prey while | sit there — one hour then
two, three hours, watch men cockily come, copiously come and limply go. So where the devil's
Chulius? He must either be dead or staying all night, or both. And where, oh where is my juicy
little Mousie?! Then | recall that he must be busy handing out trick-towels though for the life of
me | can't see why the dough-does don't use their God-given mouths — that's what | mostly do
but then | deal with a more hygienic and superior type of merchandise.

At 4 in the morning the boy finally staggers in, flushed and panting, and plops himself down
beside me. "Where's my spit-cider?!" | say right off.

"Oh, man, I'm sorry but | clean forgot — | been run off my feet and outa my mind by the dirty
pigs in this pen!”



"Familiarity breeds contempt, right?”

"It breeds babies, too, but | wouldn't stick my dick into the Statchoo of Liberty!”

"You're finicky, huh? Where would you stick it?”

"In you, mebbe, if you ast me nice. Blow in my face, please, man — cool me off.”

| blow and blow and blow though that's seldom the way | employ the verb. Soon breathless, |
wheeze, "My poor baby, does la Douche mistreat you? She looks like she might've invented
child-abuse all by herself.”

"Naw, Irma don't hassle me too much — she just kinda ignores me like I'm a bad mistake
somebody made." Now the boy kicks off a sneaker and puts his bare foot in my lap. "Have |
got a blister on my heel, man? It sure feels like it." Close, loving inspection of the graceful
appendage discovers only perfection. "No blister? Then my arches must've fell ‘cause my dogs
hurt like hell!”

Hintfully 1 say: "I gopher fallen boys and always try to pick them up!" and | fall to syruptitiously
licking the chamois-soft smooth bottom of his foot (Sole-Food Supreme!) and nibbling on his
piggly-wiggly pink toes like five little cocksies all in a row.

"You hungry, mister? | gotta nice piecea tenderloin you can gnaw on!”

"Show me!" | grab for his crotch but Mouse adroitly evades my hand. "Easy, man — you wanna
get us killed? That Irma's got eyes in the back of her ass!" He gives me a searching glance.
"You're a faggo, ain't you?”

"You got anything against fags?”

"l don't know — | never met up with one before.”

Encouraging note — | might have me a little virgin here! "Well, I'm just a poor honest law-
abiding boy-backdorer who loves to do everything including backdoring — if Laddy Luck is
kind.”

"What's “backdoring'?”

"It's backside massage by a smooth-talking prick that'll make your prostate prostrate with bliss
— so let's me'n you retire to your bed and I'll be happy to demonstrate.”

"Come again?”

"Aren't you available — one of the girls, so to speak, for the occasional boy-lover who might
happen to stray in? Surely it's reasonable to expect to find a cute catamite in a cat-house!”



“Look, creepo, | ain't on the menu and you're in the wrong place — this is stricktly an All-Holer-
House. If you want Holes and Poles, go down to Boy Scout Headquarters on the corner of
Queen and Gay — they let it all hang out!”

"Oh, Lord, | put the make on a fawn-shy Cub Scout there and the wee Ii'l bastard KO'd me with
a low blow and tied me to the tracks of the Louisville & Nashville RR — the Chatanooga Chew-
Chew due in ten minutes!”

"Did you get run over, | hope?”

"l don't remember." Incensed by the incense of the kidlet I can smell his budding-puberty
fragrance which over aphrodisiacs my taste-buds and a lowdown coarser organ — | plead:
"Sweet Mousie... uh, you don't mind if | call you Mousie, do you?”

"Naw, but | hate cheese — even the kind on my dick.”

"Fairest Mousie, a foul den of loose women is no place for an innocent boy like you so let me
take you out of all this. Ever since | first saw you I've been ass-over-tongue smitten with your
charms. Come live with me and my love be — you can stay off your pretty arches 25 hours a
day for I'll wait on you hand and foot!”

"Oh, man, you shovel out more bullshit than a heard of steers!”

| hold up my right hand. "I mean every word and | swear it by all | hold sacred — yourself!”
"But | don't know you from Adam, 'cept you got more clothes on."

"Oh, | come very highly recommended! Why in '76 | was awarded the Pull-ltzer Prize for being
the Outstanding Boyeur of the Year.”

"Which '76 — 17767?”

"l despise calendars — they never tell the true truth, agewise. So have we gotta deal?”
Mouse sighs, ponders. At length he says: "OK, I'll try you out for a spell 'cause my feet sure
could use a rest — but no messin' with me, man! Oh, you can look all you want and mebbe
touch once inna while but | seen so much cunt, cock and currupshun upstairs that I'm fed up to
here with the blame stuff.”

"But just minutes ago you said you'd give me your dick if | asked you nice!”

"l was just playin' a trick on you, man, so don't feel bad. Besides, | promised Irma | wouldn't
fool around with sex till | was 21.”

"You should live so long! Anyway, what's that old bag got to do with it?”

"l reckon she was afraid I'd tire out all the girls without payin' .



Though my fine hopes and my hard-on are dashed to bits by this turn-coat betrayal | accept

Mouse on his own faithless terms, trusting that a patient motherly approach will eventually be
rewarded by an ardent and incestuous response from sonny-boy. "Can you come home with
me now, Mousie?" | beg. "I won't touch but I'm dying to see you in the nude!”

"Man, I'm so pooped right now that all | wanta do is sleep! Where you live? | be over tonight
'bout 8, OK?”

| tell him my address and he permits me briefly to feel his gym-shorted fuse then limps off to
the arms of the Sandman(?). | leave without Chulius — if he can't find his way home alone he'll
just have to buy a compass.

Promptly at nine that evening a tubbed, scrubbed and shining Mouse appears... falling-down
drunk! "Hi, man, | brung you a present!" Propped against the door-jamb, he wobbily extends a
virgin fifth of Old Loch Ness, a monstrous distillage known to vaporize kilts and render bagpipes
speechless. "Irma hadda go to Savannah on diddle-bizness so | swiped summa her booze."
"Why, thanks, Mouse — | sure appreciate it for boys almost never give me presents to speak
of!" And the gift with the giver should be bare, | muse as | scrutinize my sagging visitor, a lop-
sided clown's grin pasted on his face — obviously he can talk coherently but he seems to have
little control over his limbs. (Whoa there, Casimir! You wouldn't take advantage of a helpless
child, would you? Uh, ask me tomorrow — I'm busy right now.)

Hiccuping, the boy starts to slide down the wall and | grab him, carry him to my smirking sofa
— sneaking in some happy feels enroute. "I think some strong hot black coffee is indicated
here, don't you?" | foolishly say, probably defeating my own Blitzkrieg campaign.

Mouse looks shocked. "What's this black cawfee shit?! | thought you wanted to mess around
with me!”

"l did... | do, but you didn't want it — remember?”

"Naw, | musta been drunk. So ¢'mon, man, start messin' ‘cause | feel good — I'm floatin'!
Whee! Catch me, I'm a flutterby... butterfly!”

Blessing the kid's susceptibility to Scotland's peaty potion, | sofa-sit to stand him lurching
between my thighs while | rain kisses on his slack-stick face then slobber down his smooth
body as | denude him, inventory him: svelte hairless pelt, perky half-inch boy-niplets, push-
button navel, bouncy ping-pong balls in a snug, silken sac but his Roundhead weenie is hardly
three inches at its sauciest and the long and short of it is that later febrile fellation reveals my
little White Mouse to be not yet in the Milky Way — the most minor of matters for his modest
mouthpiece is a superbly suctionable non-meltable flesh-lozenge that you can delightfully rollick
around with in your mouth for hours, tongue-teasing the twee twitchy twig to a succession of
tumultuous dry-orgasms. And whatever the sweetlet lacks in his Prow is more than
compensated for in his Stern, shipshape and seeworthy as the saltiest old Cruiser could desire
in a lifetime of portholing.



"You like the view?"Mouse snickers, sagging against me.

"Dazzling as an unguarded diamond-mine!" | laud, bending to kiss the upstart little dick — inhale
fragrance of frangipeni, taste honey-suckle sweet as a humming-bird's ass.

Staggering out of my embrace, like a homing-pigeon the boy heads straight for the adjacent
Chambre Intime, clambers into bed, sprawls on his belly — | like a wagging tail behind him,
"Hey, where's the bottle? I'm thirs'y.”

"It'll be along in a minute.”

"Ain't you gonna undress — or d'you bugger with your pants on?”

"Are you really going to let me in, Mousie pet?”

"Why not? | wanta know what Irma’s cows feel like when they gotta man in them — but watch
out! I might just up and play a trick on you!”

"Like what?”

"Like mebbe I gotta fish-hook in my hole.”

"Something tells me you've been pronged before — if not worse.”

"That something's a damn liar ‘'cause | ain't never even hadda emena... enema up there!”
Throwing off my clothes | join my bedlamic love, snake between his wide-spaced legs,
reverently lick then pry apart his warm spicy loaves to feast famished eyes on the inner
sanctum before me — plump tiny smooth brownie lips encircling an opening scarcely larger than
a love-bird's tushy and forthwith | am tongue-deep in the Valley of the Moon sniffing, snuffling,
laving, sucking the mini whoopee-hole till my squirming prey raucously keens his pleasure to the
ceiling'd skies.

"You like that, baby?" | pause to ask.

"No, it's disgustin' — do it some more.”

"Sorry, greedy-guts, but | got to rest a bit as this kind of mouth-to-mouth resuscitation always
raises hob with me... look!" | lift up to display my conscienceless organ, a bubble of liquid

lubricity on its straining tip.

"What the hell's your little finger doin' hangin' around your balls!" Mousie sneers. "l see dozens
o' bigger cocks ever' night at Irma’s.”

"Bigger ain't necessarily better," | reply, reaching under the mattress for the KY. "Now, then —"

"Now, then, the fifth first, man — | need a drink.”



"Later.”
"Hey, whose booze is it, anyway — mine or yours?”
"It's Irma's.”

"Hell with Irma! 01' dingbat ruin my life, keep me inner sewer, work me like a dawg, whip me
for a few tricks, drive me

to drink an' faggos like —"

"Please lay off the juice, Mouse — You're pickled in the stuff already and | have moral
compunctions about plugging a plastered kid."

"Aw, man, it's on'y Scotch an' the Scotch is too Scotch to put much Scotch in their Scotch.” He
nearly falls off the bed laughing at his wet wit.

"Even so, how about a nice big glass of milk instead?”
"Look, man, I'll lay it on the line — no Scotchee, no screwee!”

| get the Scotch. Rolling onto his back, the boy grabs the bottle, kisses it, cradles it in his arms.
"Now look in the toe of my left sneaker, man, an' gimme what's in there.”

Suspecting another trick, | retrieve the sneaker and gingerly probe in the toe, draw out a
squashed bit of amber rubber. "What's this — an infant's condom ?”

"It's a nipple, stoopid — like what you had stuck in your yap a hunnerd years ago!" He puts a
vertical finger against his lips and whispers: "Don't tell nobody but | snitched it from a sleepin'
bottle's baby... sleepin' baby's bottle. Now put it on my bottle, please, man.”

| fit the nipple onto the uncapped Scotch and hand both to Master Rumpot who swigs gustily,
making sucking sounds so suggestive that my cock becomes obstreperous. "You wanna snort,
man?”

"What | crave the most is you on your belly again so | can —" "I can't drink on my belly! You
can do me this way, can't you?”

"It'll be hellish rough on your virgin sump-hole but my motto is: The humpee always calls the
shots." | put two pillows under the boy's bum to get the target-elevation just right, then KY the
squiggly little bull's-eye and my insubordinate arrow. "Ooh, it's so cold!" the kid yelps,
contracting his sphincter on my slick finger.

“I'll make it a hot-spot in a minute. Now raise your legs and hook your heels over my
shoulders." Nursing on his bottle Mouse complies, managing to kick me in the face with both
feet as he does so. | hover over him, position my wet cock-tip against the pulsing little pucker,



gently push till | feel a slight give then thrust my rude can-opener hard through the stubborn lips
into the steaming passage beyond which reluctantly accepts me then vigorously, blissfully
massages my glans and shaft with ever-tightening muscular spasms. "Oh, Mousie, Mousie," |
gasp, "you trick a treat and | love your organ-grinder ass!”

"And you're the m-m- monkey!" the boy hiccups. "Hey, don't lay on my bottle so hard — if it
breaks we're both outa bizness!”

Now | plunge deeper into the voracious mouth hotly clasping my maddened tool and faster and
farther until with a final frantic thrust my turgid glans swelling... swelling... burs—"

"Sweet Mousie," | sob, "I'm sorry but you're going to lose your little cherry any second now!”

"It feels good! Kinda like a Ii'l lotta... lotta li'l bees buzzin' around in there. Ooh, one just spit his
load o' honey way up in me so far | can taste it!”

"That was no bee, baby — that was me, coming off. Am | your boogie-man?”
"Yes, you am! Yes, you am...! Jeez, what'm | say in'!”

My tricky Dick eager for a second round, | buss the boy's Scotch-kiss'd lips then once more line
up dart and target. "And now —”

"And now," Mousie giggles, shoving me away and grabbing his own stiff little lance, "tit for tat!”

In the thirty-odd days and nights that follow, my jubilee joy-boy and | make love 'neath the
silvery moon/sun/stars and Seventh Heaven and true to my word, | keep my precious suckling
in bed as much as possible — to spare his fragile feet, of course! There's only one minor
(expensive) drawback — | have to feed my sweet souse a quart and a half of Auld Peatie-Piss
per day to keep him in fine fucking fettle.

One evening we dine at Ho Chi Minnie's Vietnamental Ptomainateria and with the ice-cream
arrive fortune-cookies draped in black crepe. My cookie warns: Brace yourself for bad news!,
and Mousie's mournfuls: It's 10 PM. Do you know where your Mother is? causing the boy to
look disturbed and downcast. The poor kid probably has been a product of sordid foster-homes
and houses since his earliest years but | refrain from questioning him lest | revive painful
memories. Instead, | summon Minnie and loudly, irately complain that his misfortune kookies
are an insult to an already outraged digestion.

Oh, Sad! Oh, Sorrow! Oh, Beating of Breast! The best-planned lays of Mice and men gang aft
agley and the last trick is won by the wiliest player. The next afternoon (‘twas Halloween, Eve
of All Saints' Day) | early return from work, on fire to again catch my cock in my beauteous
Mouse-trap but all | find of the little rat — pinned to an empty KY-tube — is a note and this is all
he wrote:

Dear man -



I like your crazy style in bed but I'm going back to the cat-house ‘cause Irma's my
Momma and | miss her real bad so | reckon blood is thicker than boogery.

Yours truly,

Mouse



14. Eros Unchosen

Every night | hang out
with the other boys around
Playland in Times Square
and these men come to
look us over and maybe see
someone they like and
soon one by one all
the other boys find
friends but me for |
have an ugly scar
on my right cheek
from falling on a
piece of broken glass.
| wait and wait but
at last I go home -
if you can call it home -
and cry a little because
nobody wants me but tomorrow
| will try again.

"Mister, take me! | am clean,
| do not cost much
| have love."



15. Mistaken Identity

| will now take pen in hand to write about a time-lapse I'd just as lief forget and beginning with
an Autumn in New York where there appeared to be a General Boy-Strike for | couldn't score
even with a zit-faced fat four-eyed redhead | wouldn't've concupisced with anyway. Things
finally got so bad that when | found myself going down on a nude statue of Endymion in the
Metrophallitan Museum of Art, | decided to take my pernickety awful appetites to Topeka to
visit an affluent aunt... true, boyesque conditions would hardly be better in that benighted Bible
Belt but my wallet cried out for a blood-relative transfusion.

Never before had I inflicted my pediatrick presence on hostile Kansas as I'd heard it was Hell
on sexual shenanigans in general and in particular on carnally cavorting with lads — so much so
that even respectable heteros felt guiltily squeamish about bedding their own legal wives —
double jeopardy as it were, and it were. Imagine my delighted surprise then to discover when |
arrived in Topeka that the City was in the throes of a juicy scandal that rocked the State from
Top to Bottom and from End to End — several prominent pillars of the church (male, of course)
were caught with sundry Junior Hi-School boys in acts which my blushful pen refuses to
describe. But Oh, Hosannah! Here I'd been tearfully regretting all those Sonflower State little
cocks and assholes going to shameful waste, unloved even by their owners — when in reality
Kansas kids are patently as partial to peni-ani play as most other right-thinking youngsters the
world over!

Now you would expect that this sordid revelation of sublime public disgrace would cause the
local Establishment to be more hard-nosed than ever about sex, straight or bent, but unofficially
the exact opposite was the case. The heretofore largely virtuous lads of the area learned a
pleasurable new way to make easy money and, of the men involved, two fled to Canada where
| hear they're giving the French boys of Montreal a greenbackly gloriously hard time; one man
tried to shoot himself (aimed at his ear but hit his mouther-in-law) whereupon he regained his
common-sense and flew to Mexico to pursue the hot-tamale ecstasies of Aztec muchachos,
and a fourth man was slung into the Municipal Slammer where interprising Boy Scouts call on
him and with sly legerdemain slip their succulent suckables between the bars for five-buck
blow-jobs. Thus at long last is dull Morality defeated and Boysex Blue Laws defied.

My aunt lived on the fringe of Gage Park and next-door squatted a long, low ranch-type house
wherein dwelled a Golden Child named Oren — a milky 12 or 13er with a throwaway charm
that immediately entranced me so | contrived to meet him one day when he was returning from
school, telling him we were the closest of neighbors and I'd purely love to be his friend. Hitching
up his tight blue jeans by the crotch as if his prick was getting too big for its britches, the boy
with cool politeness says he will think my offer over and let me know his decision in due course
— and it's then | dismally note that he wears the smugly satisfied, fulfilled look of a lad well-
tended-to admidships from stem to stern but this only adds fuel to my infatuation and hardens
my determination to cut me a slice of this so palatable piece.

That night | thrillingly observe that my bedroom-window is virtually within cock-spitting distance
of Oren's wide-open ditto and breathlessly | watch while flesh-tinted blind is drawn down,
strong light is switched-on as the Vision begins to undress — his form like shadow'd beauty



outlined 'gainst the near-transparent shade... watch as the boy's nakedness wondrously is
revealed, my feverish eyes focussing on his slim penis which lustily juts out at maddening right
angle to his slim body, yearningly ogle the precious part until suddenly the kindly light is cruelly
guenched and | am left cursing my steaming rut as | think of what bare-ass'd bedded Golden
Boy is probably up to now!

Impatiently | wait until crescent-moon'd midnight when all about me seems asleep including my
left foot, then | creep from my window toward Oren's. No doubt I'm on a hazardous Fool's
Errand and the kid has so thoroughly hand-sapped himself that there's nary a drop left for me
but pee will serve in a pinch, plus hopefully such other perquisites as | perhaps can persuade
from my pulchritudinous puer. Window gained without a mishap... ah, no screen! Beware,
sweet prey, here comes a big Mosquito to sting your pretty suck-stick! Cautiously | tug up the
shade then slither serpent-silent over the window-sill, over carpet to the bed — top sheet on
the floor, boy on his back, legs spread wide, the measured susurrus of his breathing betokening
slumber. Noislessly, inch by inchly | snake onto the bed from the footboardless bottom, nestle
my face between the warm smooth thighs, kiss the little penis which miraculously is already
eagerly alert for pleasuring, its ruby-red taut head nodding to me as if in hearty welcome.
Reverently | fasten my mouth upon the tender morsel, forehead gently pressed into the boy's
hairless pubis, hungry hands caressing the firm satin buttocks, nostrils aflare with the heaven-
scent of quickening passion-dew, adorant tongue tasting, tickling, teasing the heating young
meat within me.

Eyes still closed in half-sleep Oren squirms, languorously sighs, raises one leg and then the
other to dig his heels into the small of my back, arches his humid loins to force his love-dart
deeper between my lips and drowsily murmurs: "I hope you didn't forget to lock the door,
Papa!”



16. Drop Dead, Father-Image!

Too often a lad-lover's Hell is paved with good intentions. That was the case with captivating
Cass whom | should've tied down with strands of spider-silk and blowed him bow-legged, then
prick'd him in the most delicate, lubricate manner known to Man — but I'm getting ahead of
myself like a rampageous cock in a nudist Chicken-coop.

At the time | was staying with an ancient great-aunt who had the first dollar her poor defunct
husband ever made and I'd hoped to be her heir but she up and went and left it all to a Home
for Strayed Pussy-Cats... if it'd been a Male Cat-House | wouldn't've felt so deprived for there
by the Grace of God go I. This was in Opa Locka, Florida, which belied its name for search
how | might | couldn't detect even the smell of a kid who wanted his hot little lock-box opened
by my type of key. But the boysexual's sustaining principle and precept is: Don't lose hope —
sooner or later some sweet something is bound to come up! and that very afternoon | spy a
small native — one of those lightning-blonds who strike you witless with thunderous desire —
toting a huge sack of groceries. | lope up to him and to allay any initial suspicions on his part,
ask directions to the nearest Baptist Church. While shyly he's telling me he lives right next door
to it, | gaze at a blue-eyed young face vulnerable as a slumbering infant's — innocence shines
on him like a dazzling halo and precipitates me headlong into Love, prima facie. Ah, this artless
little heart-stealer will be so easy to make that I'm actually feeling guilty in advance! Little did |
know.

| relieve him of his grocery-burden and accompany him while he prattles away all about himself
and | hear that his name is Cass, he's newly turned twelve (years, not tricks), his parents died
in a car-accident and he has no other blood-kin so is now living with a foster-couple who I infer
care only for the monthly check they receive from Children's Aid for the youngster's
maintenance. Here | sense in him an overwhelming need for recognition and identity and the
warm reassurance of being loved and cared for by someone for himself rather than what he
represents in mere dollars-and-cents. |, of course, am gladly prepared to play fond Poppa to
Cass — and since it's what's up front that counts, when | catch a glimpse of his denim-clad
swollen 5 inches I'm avid to be incestuous Momma to him, too!

Arrived at his door, he thanks me for carrying his bag and yearnfully | tell him I'm staying not far
away and invite him to drop around for such fun and games as are enjoyed by every
emancipated Little Leaguer and Children's Rightists. He promises to come over the next
afternoon, adding wistfully: "You're my friend, aren't you? | never had one before." (Small one,
Friendship is Love without Wings! | aspire to be your Lover with friendship as a chaser.)

Soon Cass becomes my constant companion for a few hours each day (except Sunday) but my
courtship creeps at a lazy snail's pace — my sweet fledgling is afflicted with unassailable virtue
or some such arrant nonsense which is made worse by the too-obvious fact that his pants'd
penis readily erects and long stays that way in pre-pubertal rigidity — a most propitious sign
from on high. Though I'm dying for affectional reciprocity | contain my impatience, rein in my
unbridled lust and sneakily impart cogent hints to persuade my pretty to Contrary Pleasures but
clothed in Victorian euphemism: "Temptation resisted is ecstasy lost', ‘Lost opportunity can
never be regained' and "Virtue is its own punishment'. Cass looks at me with eyes limpid as



woodland pools and piouses: "Mr. Duke, the Bible says 'If sinners entice thee, consent thou
not!" — would you like to play Old Maid with me?" Wreaked with acid havoc by this Casscara
put-down, | seize his hand and slobber kisses on the soft warm inside of his wrist until he jerks
his paw away and departs in pink confusion. Ah, well, Rome and some lads aren't made in a
day yet have | possibly gone too far too fast with this wee case of Acute Puritanitis? Is he
perhaps this very minute on his knees in the Baptist Church, praying his little head off?! No, he
is back the next day fragranced with purity and wreath'd in shy smiles — and though my
exchequer is ailing | now attempt to seduce Young Incorruptible with sumptuous gifts: a bicycle,
wrist-watch, Billy the Kid suit and since he gets only rice and beans at home | take him out to
dine on costly roasts, steaks and chops while | pine to eat only epicurean Casserole. And later
we stroll in the lambent hibiscus night as he confides that he likes to read and though he's too
old now for The Bobbsey Twins, he just loves Horatio Alger books, especially Ragged Dick.
Gnashing my store-teeth in jealous envy, | refrain from informing my unworldly darling that
Ragged Dick was a tail about a poor lad who had been clumsily circumcised and furthermore,
Horatio Alger himself, who was reputed to be such a morally shining example for male youth, in
hard fact so thirstily drained the kids in the Newsboys' Lodging-House that the weary
youngsters were hardly able to stagger forth each morning to vend their overweight bundles of
Hearstian headlines.

Still later while Cass and | sit side-by-side on the sofa watching a Shirley Temple film on TV (he
refuses to look at anything more erotic), | press my face close to dreamy-eyes, inhale the
springtime scent of his goldilocks and murmur: "My lovely, you smell fresh and clean as a
newborn rosebud!”

"Cleanliness is next to Godliness," he sermonizes, "so every morning | wash as far as Possible
and on Saturday night | wash Possible. "Then he blushes furiously as he realizes the
horrendous Thing he has referred to and, excusing himself, dashes to the bathroom, forgetting
in his flurried state to hook the door on the inside. Stealthily I follow and kneel to apply my
bloodshot eye to the keyhole, hoping to discover that Cass is a normal boy, after all, and
aroused by delightfully lascivious thoughts he has now retired to pound his meat. But no — |
see him stand before the toilet, raise the seat, unzip and with a piece of elated Scot-tissue
protecting his fingers, pluck out 5 glistening inches of hard-core glory followed by the beige
skin-Cassket wherein his twin jewels repose, then spurt a Casscade of sparkling pee-pee into
the ardent porcelain. Socrates, you got any of that there hemlock left?

Crazed with frustration | burst through the door, fling myself down and gaze up at the turbulent
boy-fountain, but all | get is a splatter of warm wee-wee on my trousers as Cass, scarlet-
faced, shuts off the stream and backs away. "The candle of the wicked shall be put out!" he
preachifies — hellish inaptly for he puts his virgin taper back in his pants.

"Sweet child, be kind!" | sob. "I just want to suck your under-privileged prick a little bit and |
guarantee you will like it, | will adore it and your neglected cock will positively jump with joy!”

"But, Mr. Duke," says the boy, seemingly with sincere regret, "you're like a kind father to me
and | respect you too much to let you do nasty things like going down on me!”






17. Sweetheart of Sigma Chi

There was an old woman
Who lived in a shoe;
Had so many sons
She knew what to do:
Her little boys suck for Harvard,
Her big boys fuck for Yale -
And Oh! how the money rolls in!

Long ago and far away when | was 19, | was as usual not only broke from boys but I'd recently
lost a cushy job because a chatterbox 10er couldn't keep a secret, so | attended a certain
grassroots college — not as a student but as assistant gardener, for I'd already had too much
of Academe, literally just bare-assly skinning through high-school by the Grace of Oh, God! and
the Principal, a rootin' Teuton Ph.D who educated me into equating scholastic A's with
unlubricated lays. Fortunately, my bodily part that went over the fence last had already been
stretched to reasonably tolerant dimensions by a 14er activist ass-artist named Clive so | was
spared too sore an orifice. Candidly, though, except in an erotic emergency, | prefer oiling
antecedent to intercourse, give or take — it's the effing principle of the thing.

It being Autumn in Minnie Sota and other Midwest matrons, pursuant to my horticultural duties |
was raking leaves against a breeze when there skips by, ponderous text-books under one arm,
about the primest piece of prick'd poultry I've ogled since the Franklin Del Ano Roosevelt
Administration when Eleanor was President. But the wee cockerel's so young! What the hell is
a surely not more than newly pubertal puer doing on a college campus — or is he perhaps
campy-inclined? A Transgressional Investigation is imminently indicated. As my steaming orbs
attempt to X-ray the sweet stranger's too-clothed self, he casts me a passing coy glance, the
ghost of a co-op grin hovering about his lush lips... and hippity-hops on. Smitten with instant
love-lust | follow him, dog his felicitous footsteps whereupon soon he is turning his head to flirtily
smile at me, twitching his plump little rump like a sexy Bump of Knowledge and occasionally
even skipping backwards presumably to show off the luring lump lolling in his lilaceous frontier
— and his Come Hither corpus and demeanor persuade me he can at least be sampled, with a
firm option to buy.

Anon the small idol and his bewitched disciple arrive at a ramshackle house within the college
grounds. Catching up to him on the doorstep, | pant, "Hi' My name's Duke. | work here and
have a couple rooms next to the unisex crapper in the basement of the Physics Building so
would you maybe perhaps like to come over for an hour or two and we could... uh, plumb the
Ups and Downs and Ins and Outs of Homo Sap, or acts to that defect?”

Lad bestows a cheeky smirk on me and trebles: "Gee, I'm awful sorry but | gotta do my
homework now — I'm studyin' Unnatural Abnormality and the Modern Inhumanities.”

"Well, couldn't | be your understudy or vice versa?" | yearn. "I'm nothing if not adaptable in
every imaginable position of trust.”



"Thanks oodles but | already got more help than | can handle,” the kid spurns as he slams the
door in my face. Obviously the little shit knows from zero about simple Humanity, much less
Boy-manity! Stupid schools are turning out jungle savages now and that is not what | don't pay
taxes for. But this youngling's power is stronger than ever and a lad who initially denies me is
always a challenge so, trailing my rake behind me like the tail of a kicked cur, | continue to
pursue this perverse pupil's orbit as faithfully as the Earth follows the Son, enroute learning
from sundry leering undergrads that the youngster's nickname is Bim, he's a collegiate
Sophomore at 13 and he's disreputed to be the hate-child of the spinster Dean of Wimmen and
a sexually precocious Cub Scout who evidently got himself tangled in a knot he couldn't untie.

Alack, my sedulous shadowing of Bim's charmant physicality results as before — his eyes and
anatomy whisper: "Follow me and take!" but his tongue ultimatums: "Scram!" though now | am
wild to recline in his Seat of Learning and drink deep from his Fount of Wisdom. Tracker-tired, |
drag-ass into the local cafeteria and try to drown my woes in what the joint is pleased to call
coffee when the head-gardener, a short stocky 40-plus with wet mouth and humid eyes, comes
up and sits down opposite me. Guiltily I stammer: "I was j-just having lunch. Uh, | hope my work
is s-satisfactory, Mt. Um.”

"You do well enough for lack of anyone better," he says, gnawing on a prick-shaped cigar, "but
| notice you seem spellbound by our home-grown Infant Prodigy or Enfant Terrible Bim by name
and ill fame.”

All my ingrained caution suddenly forgotten, | blurt: "Truth is I'm so taken with that sweet piece
that | can't think straight or even crooked — | want tenderly to touch him, taste him and smell
him, love him, love him, love him! But he ever rejects me — he wouldn't give me the right time if
he were Baby Ben!”

Mr. Um hitches his chair closer, conspiratorily lowers his voice. "Since you seem to be a sincere
assoul-brother, | will confess that | too am grabbed by little nut-bearers but | like them so dumb
they think Gone with the Wind is a fart in a hurricane. So | advise you to forget wise-ass Bim —
he's not for you.”

"But why? | wouldn't harm a hair of his head!”

"Because he's too damn class-conscious is why and in the pecking-scale you're below the
bottom rung. But don't let that bother you — | can introduce you to a couple sexy sub-teeners
who don't give a hoot what you are as long as you don't have a padlock on your wallet and are
negative VD.”

"Well, thanks very much but my heart belongs to Bim hook, line and sinker.”

Mr. Um sighs, shakes his head, taps me on the arm. "I see you're more romantic than practic
so I'm forced to break the bad news to you fast and ungently so you can get back to work.”

"Wh- what bad news?" | wince.



"Like so — your seductive little Bimbo will never so much as let you sniff his dirty rosebud
because he's strictly and exclusively the Sweetheart of Sigma Chi!”



18. Best as in Bestiality

Agnew lives in a small town near Sheepshead Bay, NY and in which | hid out for an interim to
escape an irate Madhattan Momma who caught me sticky-mouthed teaching her yummy young
son that what he had between his legs wasn't just a siphon to drain off pee-pressure with.
(When dealing with Boys God's gift to Man — always end a sentence with a proposition.)

Agnew's backyard butts onto mine and since he's 12 and comely as a premature ejaculation |
quickly contrive to meet him and to woo him with all the Etna'd ardor of my deprived exile,
presenting him with huge boxes of his favorite confection (chocolate-covered marzipan nougats
at $4 the pound) and shooting baskets with him which | ever miss — | can't see the bluddy
hoop for his beguiling basket.

One lazy afternoon the lad and | are sitting side-by-side on his rickety back-veranda (he lives
with an aged grandmother who is in complete rapport with the spirit-world — that is to say: the
local liquor-store) and | gaze into Agnew's lambent eyes, caress his caracul curls, stroke the
lambsdown softness of his cheek and subtly intimate that he could transport me to Highest
Heaven if he would permit me to tongue-bathe him from cowlick to ten rosy toesies — plus
other sweetmeat pleasures too penitentiaried to prate about in public.

Oddly, the youngling is impervious to my heart-throb courtship; my blandishments bounce off

him like hail on a cold tin roof — even when | murmur in his pastel ear that in my bed he'll be

wearing silk pyjamas when he comes! Finally he gives me a sheepish grin and bleats: "I doan
wanna put you down, Mistuh D, but | jist ain't too gone on futzin' around with guys.”

"l see — you like damnsels. Well, that's only natural, nobody's perfect, but | can't say |
recommend it at your tender age. As for me, I'd crawl over a dozen naked girls to get at a nice
boy — even with his pants on.”

"l doan like girls, neither.”

"l get it, you make lover to yourself and certainly a boy's best friend is his fist — always
conveniently at hand and truly the Hand that rocks the Cock shall rule the World!”

"l ain't used my fist since | were eight year old.”

"Sweet Jesus, don't tell me you're a little saint who's both continent and abstinent — that's the
worse perversion of alll”

Agnew furtively glances this way and that, then cups warm fingers about my near ear and
whispers: "Doan go blabbin' it around but I love sheep!”

| shudder. Lizzie Borden loved mutton- soup for breakfast and you know what she up and went
and gone and did! Besides, | feel monstrously sour-grapes rejected in favour of some damn

ramheaded wool-gatherer but shortly | recover sufficient composure to mutter: "Well, chacun a
son goo as the cow said when she kissed the milkman — but can a sheep really blow you with



felicitied finesse?”

"Fuck suckin' — screwin' sends me the most.”

"Historically-speaking, for centuries shepherd-boys have been pronging and later eating their
woolly charges but | should warn you that Syphilus, a sheepherder in ancient times, thereby
contracted the first case of syphilis on record.”

"Shit, that mutton-head musta humped a ewe! | on'y dick lambs.”

"Boy lambs, | trust?”

"What else?! Their wool is softer an' fuller of lanolin so they doan need a lube-job or nuthin' an'
they doan baa their stupid heads off when I'm pluggin’' ‘em.”

"Do you have to get them in a corner and tie them down before you can start shafting?”

"On'y the first time 'cause onct a boy-lamb gets it from me he wants more, lickin' my pants-fly
an' buttin' his ass up against me like he can't wait for it! What | do now, see, is | wear rubber
knee-boots an' | stick the lamb's hind-legs in the boots an' right away his tail flies up an' his little
hole puckers out all hot an' ready for me!" The boy rolls his eyes and oscillates his groin in
remember'd ovine ecstasy. "Y ow-wee, Mistuh D, frigassee of lamb is the best there is!”

Dolefully | sigh: "That's what Mary said about her little lamb. Well, I'm very happy for you in
your devotion to animality but my exclusive yen is for two- legged sweet beasties though they
do create problems now and then.”

Agnew frowns. "I gotta kinda problem, too.”

"Oh? Are you having trouble toilet-training your assoulmates or do you put Pampers on them?"

"Naw, nuthin' like that — but yesterday a big ol' hunka fuzz came bargin' in here an' hit me with
a summons for keepin' sheep inside the City Limits!”



19. Virginibus Pueri

Boywise, when is a Virgin not a Virgin? It's impossible anatomically to detect a genitally Intacto
urchin and a seemingly inexperienced and tight-mouth'd ass-hole may only be snapback super-
elastic. Nowadays a vestal lad is almost as rare as a prepuce at the Last Supper yet many kids
are clever actors in body, mind and demeanor and can credibly counterfeit that which they lack
— thereby commanding a higher price, greater esteem and immense personal satisfaction as
they laugh up the sleeves of their hustling tank-tops.

The attitude of lad-lovers toward virginity is mixed. Some snobisme elitists prefer to be sexually
First in Line so they can break the kid in to their favorite style of four-balls balling and it is true
that to acquire a youngster cellophane-fresh from his Mommy's apron-strings is the fond dream
of most of us, yet one should keep in mind that the apparently accessible lad who is Untouched
may well turn out to be an Untouchable. Other boysexuals are less difficult to please on this
point — primarily they seek objects of Virtu and Virtue is more by-the-way though ever a
delightful surprise. The average doter on the cock'd immature is grateful for what he can safely
get as long as it's reasonably house-broken and doesn't have to be chained up at night.

As for the little males themselves, the majority of normal, aggressive, masculine lads from
kindergarten-age up can't wait to lose their front-and-center cherry and aren't at all finicky how
they bid it Goodby. That 99 44/100% pure-looking choirboy warbling soprano praises to Maria
Immaculata in the Cathedral of St. Paul's St. Peter is very probably counting the mini-seconds
until he can escape to sweetly Sixty-nine with his lusty song-mates in the shadow'd semen-
reeking Vestry. (Do girls compare clit- and booby-sizes like boys do Cox 'n Balls?) Anal-
intercourse, of course, is OK too if the kid plays the active role though passivity is frequently
spermissible providing the frame of reference is keyed to the improperly proper definition.

An instance of the above was when | briefly cockanally communed with a peccable puer named
Petey whom | met at a Tupperware Kaffee-klatsch where | got a lien on Petey and bought a
Vidal Gore-red plastic Kotex-dispenser under the mistaken impression that it was a two-
handled drinking-cup with no-drip lip. North of the neck and between the thighs Petey was no
bargain, either, but his balsam bottom was ordained for pagan Pan-handling and his mellow as
a Harvest Moon anusette was like a cherry-sundae every day of the week — plus he solemnly
swore by his Mother that his dishy rear dimple had never known a penile spoon! The lad being
willing to try anything new and blue if it's well-wrapped in green (three 10-spots), | speedily
supplied that requisite and afterward in post-coitum curiosity | asked: "Petey-love, you sure
fuck famous but how does it feel not to be a virgin any more?”

Patently contemptuous of my hinterland unsophistication, he replied: "Shit, man, that wasn't
fuckin' — that was just plain ord'nary ol' corn holing!" Obviously he didn't know what a virgin
was, though he wasn't. Conversely, a double-standard seems to prevail in the case of girls for
I've heard herds of hetero teen-stallions snort: "If pigs put out they're no damned good and if
they don't put out, what damn good are they?!" In contrast, my feelings toward sexy boys are
bubbling over with tender loving kindness: If you can't lick ‘em, to hell with 'em!

In Queen Victoria's prime during which she killed her spouse, Prince Albert, through excessive



sexual demands, Virginity was the Rule and not the Exception throughout the realm. To confirm
this even while denying it, there dwelt a small exclusive Boy's Preparatory School in
Bedfordshire whose curriculum included a Virgin's Club but | don't know what sort of initiation-
test was administered to determine beyond a shadow of doubtful sphincter this Edenic (before
that applesaucy Serpent) condition of being. An academic question, really, as the youngsters
weren't cherry long and in fact a cherry short due to the Headmaster in person leading his
young charges down the primrose path to a foreskin sin — an easy conquest, I'm informed, and
actually aided by the admonitions of maternal parents: "Me muwver never told me not to hump
boys — she just warned me against girls!”

The wise and wily Master of Head took many indecent exposures of his pupils performing the
Rites of Eros and I've ogled some of this Devil's Handiwork which is drooled over by boyeurs
even to this day. One flammatory photo depicts a nude grinning kidlet of about 11 on his back,
between his raised legs a slightly older boy whose slender ass-auger is halfway in his buddy's
sub-continent to the mutual bliss of everybody including the rumpl'd bed. Another naked tableau
shows a smiling blond 12er cheeks-to-cheeks sitting his pretty pootie on the face of another lad
with a taste for Master Brown and whose jaw muscles stand out in such strained ecstasy that
you just know he's eating the orgasmic orifice for all he's worth. All good clean fun and such
one-on-one boy-bacchanalias served to weld the male youth of Albion into a colonizing force
that stunned the world with dismay and admiration. If Waterloo was won on the playing-fields of
Eton, the British Empire was won in the dormitories of Prep Schools.

To little note nor long remember but ironically apropos is the statement of T. E. Lawrence's
brother that T. E. (better known as Lawrence of Arabia) died a virgin. Mirabile dictu! Reminds
one of the Immaculate Misconception but the ballsy-wallsy truth is that old T. E. peeled many a
plump juicy little Tangerino in Morocco, overslept with the beautiful Arab boy Dahoum and in
Constantinople or Canstandicockle was well and truly screwed by an Ottoman Staff-Officer
who presumably found Lawrence to be a superior brand of Turkish Delight for he took Seconds
and Thirds in the on-offing.

Summing up the foregoing, the impartial reader must surely come to the ineluctable conclusion
that a boy is Virgin if he's never 'known' a female — human or whatever will hold still for him.
This liberal definition of the minor male Vestal State flatters the lad, edifies his lover (s) and
allays the suspicions of the snarling Watchdogs of Morality so forthwith | am petitioning Noah
Webster to amend his remiss Unabridged accordingly.



20. Shadow and Substance

In a skin-to-skin sense I'm a nature-lover from way back and | don't like to brag but I've been
Organic Gardening roughly tenderly since | was 8 (started late but that's Fate), Green Thumb
growing wee peni and tilling tiny ani gently as a butterfly's burp. I've raised posies: lovely boy-
buds and blossoms, and vegetables: asparagus-tips tasty as a 6er's slim sprout, carrots (much
in demand by rectum-oriented personalities), and Artichokes — Artie had a big one! No,
Vaginia, | never raised Kotexes — I'm scared stiffless of what might be underneath.

Sometimes | get a yen to fiddle around with evoluted nature in the Wild if not the Raw — such
as tads from 7 come 11 who in various degrees are generally primitive, savage, uninhibited,
illegal and unlawful but aweful fetching. The likeliest place to cultivate this type of elusive fauna
is in their private lairs: playgrounds, parks, meadows, secluded sylvan glades or by the sandy
shores of Gitchee Goombah. In approaching this wary and occasionally hazardous game, |
employ a ruse that often is blissfully effective — that is, | invoke the shadow of a boy to aid me
in snaring the substance of one. Lemme give you a horrible example...

The need having arisen, one May lay-day | prowl the local Fairgrounds which is deserted this
time of year except for the odd explorative, exploitive, adventurous lad who isn't above a
passive suck job nor beneath liberating any marketable object not cemented down. The scene
proves boy-joyless but just beyond the east exit | spy an enticing little baton-bearer sitting on a
lucky log. He appears to be about half-past 8 or a quarter to 9, shaggy blond hair tumbling
about his rounded brow, dark-blue eyes, creme de fraise complexion — beauty unadorned. His
tank-top is ragged, threadbare his jeans, sneakers holier than Swiss cheese or the Pope —
evidently a poor kid but Midas-rich in golden allure.

Positioning myself for come-what-may, | kneel reverently at his feet, my nostrils blood-hound
sniffing his body-bouquet like heady boysenberry wine. Kid crosses his eyes and sticks his wet
pink tongue out at me but evinces no signs of alarm — so far, so good. "Hello, handsome," |
ingratiate. "Did you happen to see a boy about your age around here? He usually wears only
cut-offs and he's short, dark and toothsome." (The 'shadow’, as aforesaid.)

“If 1 did | wun't tell you!”

Humph, is this one of those Under-achievers who won't even give you the sweat off their ass-
crack? Doggedly | press on. "Dadgum it, Humperdink promised double-crossed-his-heart to
meet me here — but | guess he doesn't need to make a buck today.”

The kid's ears twitch, his eyes widen. "How was he gonna make a buck?”

"Uh-uh! I'll take the 5th amendment on that.”

"Tell me — | could use some bread.”

"No, it would shock your shorts off.”



"Mister, | ain't wearin' no shorts an' the 'lectric chair might shock me but nuthin' else would, so
give — let your bald hair down!”

"Well, uh, Humpy was going to let me go down on him for a dollar.”

"Hell, you can do my Dirty Dick for six-bits!" And Fantasy becomes Reality as cute weeny-bop
leaps to his feet, shoves jeans below knees, tank-top above belly-button and re-seats himself,
wincing as the rude log-bark chafes his velvet bottom. Panting, | seek to part his bide-a-wee
thighs but am summarily repulsed. "Whoa, twat-lips — cough up the scratch first!”

| give him a single which he whisks into his left sneaker with the speed of light. "Don't | get any
change?" | snivel, ever exchequer-conscious.

"Six-bits plus tip, OK?" And he spreads his lissome legs, inviting me in.

At the moment I'm in no condition to argue — but what is this?! The tot's revealed personal tip
is damn near non-existent, his limp, clipped penis hardly bigger than the filter on a crumpled
unLucky Strike. Try as he might, this unhung son would be hard-put to hump a plate of soft Jell-
O! Making the best of a bad bargain | burrow into his baby-groin, marvelling at the clean fresh
scent of him there, at length tongue-find and mouth-inhale the shriveled flesh-tube.

Surprise! Surprise! As | roll his short shrift hither and yon, giving it a good soaking and hoping
for miracles — it does begin to quiver and quicken, to stiffen, to increase and multiply like the
loaves and the fishes until it peaks into a 5-inch prickalilli that dry-comes 3 times in speedy
sucksession. H'm, here is an extremely substanced sweet shadow, indeed, and staying on the
vibrant big little member I try for a fourthcoming but kiddykins slaps me away. "Oink! Oink!
Don't be sucha pig — you awready taken six-bits' worth an' more!”

Feverishly | search my pockets for additional fellation-fee yet all | unearth is emptiness but for
an ad touting edible lubricants in sex pure-Fruit flavors. Shamefaced, | haltingly suggest to my
savourous suckee that he give me a last helping of his cock-confection on credit for which I'll
gladly reimburse him tomorrow. He Bronx-cheers me and scornfuls: "That ain't the way | do
bizness!" Bloody Hell! The denying dumpling has been this route before!

"But you will be here tomorrow, won't you?" | anxious.

“Lessen | die before | wake, | will — but since you like it so much, my dick has gone up to two
bucks, includin’ tip.”

"Get lost, snotface — you ain't got the only sausage in the meat-market, you know!”

"Mebbe not, but | bet tomorra you'll be waitin' for me with your tongue hangin' out!”
Lordamercy, this cheeky twerp'll get along — if he isn't cut short by some economy-minded go-
downer. Of course | acquiesce to the surcharge and reluctant to leave his impudent presence,

we chew the fat for awhile during which | learn that he's called Ginger, he doesn't know how old
he is as he's never had a birthday-present, and though Sex Education is not among his list of



acquaintances, he's often played Papa-&-Mama with a neighbor-girl and Papa-&-Papa with her
12er brother — he likes the latter better on account of brother bestows a dime a time but men
like me hafta pay more, natcherly. Essaying to change the depressing subject, | interject: "By
the way, why aren't you in school — are you playing hookey?”

The boy scowls. "I got 'spended for two weeks.”

"Don't let that bother you, small one. In my experience most Boreds of Education are a bunch
of stupid knotheads. But why were you suspended? Did you pray out loud in class? Did you
salute the American flag? Did you stand when The Star Spangled Banner was played? Or
perhaps you only tried to sodomize your teacher, | trust?”

"No! | got kicked out for tellin' the honest-to-God truth!" "Some truths are more dangerous than
dynamite. What particular such got you in trouble?”

"Well, in class we had this what they call Show an' Tell where you're s'posed to bring your
fav'rut book or toy or like that an' show it around an' tell about it.”

"Certainly an innocent scholastic pastime — and instructive, too.”

"That's what | figgered but see, my fav'rut play-toy is my cock!”



21. A Small Idiot's Delight

‘Twas on the Isle of Capri that | met him (my Parole Officer, that is) and 'twas on the Isle of
Staten that | first laid (eyes on) Shan, my mumchance moron. No perjorative intended here for
I'm a notorious numbskull my own self, felonied foul-up ever seeking the dimwit bedship with
crackbrain'd concubini, achieved same with zany Shan, name music on my tongue, happy happy
happy beyond the Last Hurrah.

Sitting on the soiled outskirts of St. George (dragon snoozing by his side), drowsily |
contemplate a scowling hydrant resentful of its underdog status as canine comfort-station...
lazily observing, idly musing when along comes this boy. There oughta be an edickt against
coming boys, along or ashort — raises Hell with Lead Me Not Unto Temptation though into
Temptation is legal if Tempter is toilet-trained. Lad-famished me wide-awake now, quivering
nostrils sniffing the feral fragrance of a Junior Testicleer for there was a devastatingly definable
feature about this cocky chick that instantly aroused — his blue jeans jutted out two full inches
in frontal zipper-zone. Boy Scout knife in pocket, strayed out of orbit? Slingshot? Orgy-sized
tube of KY? Hotsy-totsy young hard-on? Easy, man, you're jumping the beguiling gun you're not
even sure is there.

Cruel little stranger takes no notice of dissolving me all eyes, sighs, stiffening of yearning, skips
directly to fire-plug, confronts it affording me an even more unsettling side-view: clustered terra-
cotta curls, biscuit-tinted flesh | long to spread marmalade kisses on and regally dine, midriff a
prostrating profile of Stick-out now even more Stuck-up than before — an Erect Ephebo if ever
was, truant from what Scythian shore? And then the tumescent young tantalizer unzips and
extracts five ineffable inches of dawn-tipped delirium (big for its age but small for its birthdays)
and proceeds to benison the insensate iron. A beverage from the tap that tittylates callously
laving a mutt's latrine — Oh! it's a martyrdom!

Piss-hard drained but not appreciably wilted, youngster vigorously agitates his uncut dispenser
of delight — ah, to be the tongue that rocks this cute cradle of come! but don't shake too hard,
my wee darling, lest you have an accident to annihilate me. Hot-eyed | gaze as he crams his
still dew-drop'd hose back into his thirsty pants and while carelessly he half-zips, a salacious
Sealyham eagers up to the hydrant, excitedly inhales the bouquet of boy-bestowed brew, and
avidly adds his two-cents' worth of irrigation... wish I'd thought of that! Hemingway once said
that Death is the smell of a whore's skirt and of course he was familiar with such apparel but
were you in ernest, dear Ernest? More hygienically esthetically | can knowledgeably state that
vibrant Life is the immortal attar of a boy's briefs, can presently detect a wisp of fly-revealed
white in pertinent puer bit of pink pubis-skin, too. Gotta make a pass at little angel-puss here:
droll face of a teeny-flop troll, gray-green-blue mosaic eyes, lush wet coral lips inviting bee-
sips, terra incognita of slim strange boy-body inciting intimate exploration... gotta make him,
hysterical inevitability, but which modus operando to apply? Let's try the Verveful Verbal Grope
Inverse. "Little boy, don't you know you're not supposed to wee-wee in public? You're not only
inviting me to riotous rut but you've also made me envious of that bless'd hydrant!”

"Ain't none 'o your bidness, mister, but | coulden hold it no longer an' besides, dawgs pee in the
street an' is they any better'n | am?”



"They're not better, baby-dumpling, just different — their tail is in back.”

Kid gapes down at his generation-gap (more rosy flesh than pale cloth showing now, God give
me strength!) and frowns that | must be outa my mind 'cause he don't got a tail front or back.
Delicious little dummkopf don't even know his own dummy though his fingers must still hotly
tingle from handling it. Please, can | feel the merchandise, Master Macy?

Tremblant with illicit lust | suggest to the sweet stupe that if he will accompany me to my hotel-
room | will gladly geography the precise location of his tail, plus other purlieus too punitive to
prate of in the open — that there fire-plug just might be bugged. Hackles raised, halcyon half-
wit hauls off and hollers: "Now jist hold your horses, mister, ‘cause they is runnin' away with
you! | mean how do | know you is not got evul designs on my body?”

"Pudding-pie, be not alarmed — a tattoo-artist was never I." "Thass whut you say but | been
warned time'n again about strangers with cars an' candy-bars. Is you a stranger?”

Ogling mini-minor's yawning fly, | gulp, "Of course not! I've been around these scenic parts for
years.”

"Is you got any candy-bars, then? | is wild about the ones with nuts.”

"l don't have any nuts on me to speak of but I've got a 5-pound box of chocolates in my room
and there's sure to be a filbert or two hanging around in there some place.”

"You gotta car, too? We could go for a nice ride to Bermuda ony | hate onions.”

"Punchy-poo, | don't even possess a Hardly-David'sson tricycle but I've an enormous collection
of comic-books featuring such hilarious sad-sacks as the American Snivel-Liberties Union and
Congressional cut-ups in the House that is not a Home — you will laugh till you cry.”

One flagellantly-lash'd eye closed, thumb and forefinger stroking his chin, Utopian urchin
ponders deeply while shameless sucker | bated-breath hope the beauteous bait will bite. He
does — as he rudely upzips his down-fly! OK, no sweat, I'll get it open for business again in
short order or my name isn't... my name... my... Jeez, this is ridiculous, it's right on the tip of my
tongue, know it as well's | know my own... no prompting, please! Oh, hell, skip it — | know the
name of the game!

Flotant with inflation of boy'd anticipation, | whisk my ding-bat delicado to my lair where at once
he endears himself by spurning my comics, declaring that pollytishuns stink — Polly wanna
cracker? Yeah, Polly wanna cracker an' ever' friggin' thing else he can grab. However, my nutty
bonbons enthuse the boy considerable, little almondine hardshell himself, becomes enchanting
chatterbox now and confides that he's called Shan, he's like 12-teen, loves riddles: Whut's
round upon round with a hole in the middle? A pugilistic prostitute? No, dopey-dilldock, it's a
stove-pipe! Which came first, the hen or the egg? Don't be simple — you ever see an egg
come? He hates his parochial school ‘cause they is more prayin' in the class-room than humpin'
in the washroom and he speshully can't stand New Math. | tell him | was taught only Old Math



which is mostly delightsome subtraction, like 69.

"Whut's 69, mister?”

"That's where the 6 bites 6 inches off 9.”

"Sure listens like sexy 'rithmetic an' | is gonna ast my teacher to switch.”
"Better not, my son, my sun. — or the fit will really hit the Shan!”

Particularly in subjects intimate is the sweet dolt a charming dumbo — ever grist to my groin.
This little gubbins literal don't know his ass from the Panama Canal and later when | partook of
his rectumic rhapsodies, Shan afforded me passage as if | were a gunboat hurtling from the
Atlantic to the Pacific, tight sentimental journey. Proudly daffydowndilly boasts that he's had
Sex-Education from A to Zee-Zee at his mother's knee. (I had mine on my father's knee — |
Remember Poppa, he had a chipped tooth in front that scraped.) Shan, beloved bonehead,
knows it all and goes on to witless prove it: Birds and Bees? The Feathers eat the Buzzers.
Where do babies come from? The stork brings them in his little black bag, boys are made the
same as girls but it takes longer, the vulva is the uvula spelled backward, Vagina is short for
Virginia, the Fallopian Tubes is the London Subway, toilet-water is just pee put where it should
be, testicles is them there goddam exams teachers is awways springin' on you when you leas'
expeck it, a prepuce is a Indian infant, Semen is salt-water sailors and Cocks is boy-hens that
crow when they lay an egg like you, mister, Sheesh!

And throughout the juicy young jarhead coolly sits there on my strait and narrow bed, instead of
me the lucky box of chocs nestling between his thighs — if his zipper was undone his nozzle
would be nuzzling the nougats. Little knuckle-head doesn't just eat candy — he opens his
greedy yap wide and wholesale hurls the confectionery down his throat, frantic tonsils dodging
like crazy. Though suffocant for a bit of boysex I'm still tactful, hintful, look hot-pointedly at
Shan's uptight fly-zipper, licking my lips. Nitwit noodle-head looks at a fly on the ceiling sweet
estupido lacks the grace of simple hospitality. Other gambits prat-fallen, | despairing decide to
employ the Pitch Direct.

"Shan, love, will you please let me blow you?”

"Blow me? OK, blow in my ear — it feels kind dusty.”

"No soap, huh? Well, break your heart and just let me get a look at your prick of a cock!”

"You got one o' your own — look at that!”

"God bless you to hell for a blasted little teaser!”

"An' where'd you buy this cruddy candy — at the Five 'n Dime?”

"Oh, baby, at least let me kiss you — that's not too much to ask, is it?”



"Mister, | woulden let you kiss me if you was my own Momma!”

Moaning low, foul foiled fiend | shut my eyes, clutch my aching head, consider alternatives that
include depressing demises. I'd take it to the Lord in prayer but doubtless He's entwined with
His psycho analist on that built-for-two black couch. Should | lover's leap out the window? From
the 2nd floor? I'd only concuss my raging bone-on. Cut my throat? With an electric-razor? No
hemp to hang nor pistol to perforate, so... poison? Hell, I'm already almost moribund from the
deadly-nightshade of dunderhead denial. Turn the TV on loud so it drowns Shan's screams as |
take the temptant temperamental will-he, nill-he? No, too shamingly amateur — any half-cock'd
creep can rape. Dismally a Moment of Truth so face it, fool! The delicate prey has eluded you
before — ever inquisitional but nothing new, you've got scars all over your id-ego as souvenirs
of boy-lost battles. Besides, this put-down little frazzle-brain probably wouldn't even know how
to put his penis into your mouth — or addle-pated dick wouldn't know what to do when he got
there. So chalk it up to sad experience, plaster a Good Loser smile on your silly puss, give the
nugatory knucklehead a buck for his time and bid him an unfond adieu. Better luck next time
with some other wee puppy-dog who knows his tail wags in front!

Mournfully 1 lift weary lids of resigned eyes to... to see... to behold Shan standing bare-ass
before me, wicked grin on his chocolate-relic'd mouth. Suffused with ecstatic consternation |
cry: "Baby-love, what is this — is that really you?!”

"Ain't nobuddy else an' | is a nudist — didn't you know?”

No, | didn't — why doesn't somebody ever tell me these things! My heated gaze embraces
glowing pink perfection: tiny boy-niplets beigely erect, navel a concave moonstone nestling in
satin flesh, silky-smooth hairless pubis sucrose path to the gem'd loins, aggressive penistinger
thrusting out like a stiff thumb — gimme a ride, mister? Buttons popping | tear off my clothes,
sweep beatitude of boy into bed, into my arms, curled half onto my chest, proffer of lush lips
for frenzied kisses, one sweaty hand between hot young thighs fondling felicity, tremulous
whisper against wet little mouth: "Have you ever been with a man before?”

"l don't jist eggzackly remember, mister.”

"Don't crap me, sweet teasling — you ever been in bed with anyone else before?”

"Sure! | was in bed with my Momma when | got borned made her hoppin' mad 'cause | come
out feet first.”

"Oh, my untouch'd beautiful, | adore you — you even smell like a chocolate-covered cherry!”
"Thass your fault, mister — | is gonna be burpin 'chocklut till next Tuesday!”

H'm, wonder what Shan-flavor'd chocolate would taste like? Food for thought. My hungry
fingers caressing small meat-balls simmering in rich sperm-sauce, | pause to conjecture if

there's Honey in the Horn. Feverish query against wee dripping tongue: "Can you give milk yet?”

"No, not the white stuff but | get a Ii'l sticky when | fool aroun' down there.”



Praise the Lord and Pass the Semenition! If Nectar'd mucus comes, can Ambrosia be far
behind? Shan's cock arrogant, now, demanding relief, and my ardent hand tightens about the
warm moist love-spear, frictions slowly, gently until my wanton darling squirms closer into my
embrace, bites my ear, murmurs: "Go faster!" Craving intenser intimacy | attempt to slip down,
go down on downy little bed-warmer but the boy's urgent arms restrain me: "No, no, keep your
hand down there — 1 is gittin' the feeling!" My fist a blur of speed now as | ravish the young
mouth with violence of kisses, fascinated watch the lad's eyes become heavy-lidded, features
slacken with paradise pleasure, breath quicken, sighns and sinbols of imminent bliss... rub
faster, faster until suddenly Shan's lips writhe against mine as | feel the sweet spasms shudder
through him, feel a wetness on my fingers, plunge down to lick up several crystal drops and a
single pearly tear | strip out of the still throbbing boy-glans.

Youngster smiles down at me, tweaks my nose. "You wanna hear sumpin funny, mister? |
knowed where my tail was alla time!" Clever Cupid with his beau-and-errors! Eternally
hoodwinked by chronic puer hubris, | still never learn — if there's an idiot on the premises it is I,
itis I, it is me! | bear-hug divine deceiver, twitter assininities: "Will you love me in December as
you do in May?”

"How should | know — | is never been in May.”

Operative word combusts me. "Fuck? You? Can |? Please? Oh, please!" Paradoxied pet
shoves both hands under my nose, palms up, obviously itching and | put a 5-spot within the
greedy paws. "Hit me again — you is gittin' a cherry, y'know!" Second fin joins its twin, swift
flipflop of boy-body. Jesus, Mary in Joseph, sun and moon collide for if I've ever beheld a more
bellissimo bottom ‘twas in fig-leav'd imagination. The privileged prospect of penetrating so
hyperbolic a behind cocks my gun anew — | feel double-barreled, loaded for bare.

Dithering with unholey delight | descend upon ass-I-call Corinthian Classical, pry apart the
roseate mounds, sink my fever'd face into sweet cleft, tongue-search the tight pucker avid to
be lip-serviced, penis-kiss'd, lingeringly savor the vestal portal supreme. Cooing pleasure-
sounds, Cupidon shoves up hard against me as wet-slippery | caress his tiny hot-box pulsant
with new-found passion: "Oooh, that feels so good!"Brief intermission for essential mechanics
preparatory to Archimedean screw — inquire if Shan is a baby-oil boy or a KY-kid (my First
Laid Kit, ever at hand, contains all the Penetration Paraphernalia bearing the Good
Housekeeping Seal of Disapproval). Sapient sapling says: "Since gittin' broke-in's sure to hurt
me more'n you, | want you should gimme a local anusthetic please, mister.” OK, an infusion of
glycerine plus novocaine for tender cherries and you won't hardly feel a thing — till it's too late.
Lovingly | apply slathers of numbing goo in out up around Seflorito Assholito, little Latin from
Staten.

"You all set for the Big Opening, baby-boo?" | ask solicitously.

The boy turns a face furrowed with last-minute doubts. "Uh, mister, how 'bout | give your 10
bucks back an' we jist call the whole thing off?”

"Oh, Shan, no! My cock would die from the shock. Tell you what — as a bonus you can have



the rest of that 5-pound box of candy.”
"Whut rest? | done ate it all!”

"Godamercy! This's the first time | ever made love to a piglet! Alright already, I'll buy you
another 5-pounder, OK?”

"OK, but | want Rosemarie de Paris chockluts this time not that ol' Woolworth junk.”

"Ouch! That's a total of $35 for one possibly secondhand cherry! I'm beginning to wonder if it's
worth it.”

"Look, mister, | know a dozen guys would sell their wives to getta crack at my fresh fruit
cocktail!”

"Enough, sugar-tit, | was sold from the start. Batten down your hatches and prepare to be
boarded!”

| kneel over Shan while surprisingly he finger-forces his blushing loaves agape for my easeful
entry, spreads his thighs wide, braces himself for my assault. Positioning my rapacious
screwdriver adrool over the treat laid out for him, | gently rub his swollen head against the tight-
furled boy-bud. Tinkle of soprano titters from my twitching partner: "Do that some more it
tickles the most!" | do it some more to giggly squiggly beneath me and am just on the point of
breaching beauteous bubchen-breech when there sounds a fusillade of knocks on the door:
House-detective's rap, | know it well.

Exterior growl: "You in room 213 — you gotta woman in there?!”
"Only a Boy!"l insulted yell back, "so get lost or I'll sue you for Disturbing the Piece!”

P. S. — Don't never make boy-love on Staten, the Isle of. They don't bust you for Buggery
there — just for double-occupancy of a single room.



22. How to Brush Fuzz off your Jump-Suit

Though the lover of lads never needs a vasectomy, which can painful the offended testicles, he
usually has to be a double-jointed acrobat swinging on a mad trapeze between boy-heaven and
fuzz-hell and if you insist on loving '‘bad' boys or loving boys badly, at least once in your life
you're going to suffer an eye-to-eyeball confrontation with a hunk of coppola which will usually
occur suddenly if not unexpectedly — and if you're the average respectable law-abiding male
your toes will curl in your overpriced Floorsheims and your heart will be either in your mouth or
down there trying to join your alarmed nuts to make a furtive three's-a-crowd. However, this
understandable panic will last only a few seconds so don't lose your head, upper or lower —
hang in there and tough it out ‘cause the old adrenalin soon will come to the aid of all good men.

Should you discover fuzz on your doormat, don't let them in unless you're shown a search-
warrant and examine the document carefully to determine precisely what it covers — the
Gestapo may be hunting only for renegade Republicans or runaway tomboys, though for
convenience' sake they'd love to see all homos, actual or suspected, conspicuously display a
pink triangle as they were forced to do in Nazi Germany.

Even if you get caught with some cute kid's cock massaging your tonsils, never volunteer any
information beyond your name (Peter Brown), your rank (Boy-Lover First-Class) and your serial
number (either Social Insecurity or the digits from your mug-shot at San Quentin, Leavenworth
or whatever hoosegow hospitalitied you). Be clam-mouth'd but physically cooperative for the
fuzz have all the firepower — not to mention night-sticks, thumbscrews, handcuffs and other
persuaders. Don't insult the gendarmerie either — even a dirty old sow resents being called a
pig. Be polite and like President Lyndon B. Johnson when he yanked out his Colt .45 and said:
'Let us reason together’, try to establish rapport with the officer, telling him you realize he's only
doing his duty in trying to enforce a stupid law enacted by dumb-ass legislators who attempt to
impose their fishy hetero sex-style on all and sundry. And who knows?! Perhaps the cop is a
boy-fancier himself and merely wants to scare away the competition.

If nothing avails then allow the Cossack to escort you to the station-house and if you can afford
it, promptly phone your lawyer who doubtless is a shyster even Scottissue would shun, but for
a grand or two he can probably get the charge against you reduced from Highway Sodomy to
Impairing the Moral Welfare of a Minor in a Broom-closet. If worst comes to prison worst, you
just might by mistake be sent to the Warwick Training School for Boys where the juvie delings
therein will be only too happy to contribute to the delinquency of an adult.

Though | ever strive to practise what | preach, in a recent topsy-turvy incident | did get a trifle
burr-ass'd with the Polizei as | was somewhat polluted from Madhattan air and a Fifth of Four
Roses — gift from a friend who is hetero but human. | was down on Times Square seeking a
slice of impromptu impropriety when | glimpse this youngster surely on the sunny side of 13
with gamboge locks, amethyst eyes and a big Tor Rent' grin on his gamin face. A double-take
confirms that he's verily a Nescafé lad — just add scalding-hot desire and stir, he has his own
cream and sugar. Approaching him, I'm just on the point of uttering an unspeakabale proposal
when he lilts: "Hi, my name's Bonney — you wanna score?”



"Hey, I'm s'posed to ask you that!”

"So | asked first in case you was bashful or from outa town." "So how much? And break it to
me gently — my wallet has a weak heart.”

"Fifteen smackers an' worth a hunderd, easy.”

"What do you do, pray tell?”

"Anything you can do, | can do better.”

Eagerly yet with a groan | count out 14 one-dollar bills, three quarters, two dimes and a nickel
which Bonney swiftly secretes in a pants-pocket secured by a huge safety-pin, slips his grubby
paw in mine and...

And a heavy hand descends on my shoulder spinning me around to stare at an evilly-gleaming
badge and the plainclothes-dick holding it, my young companion vanishing faster than an icicle
up the Devil's ass-hole. (Bonney — wasn't that the last name of Billy the Kid?!) | wince at the
rough arm-lock suddenly applied. "Come with me!" the fuzz rasps.

"Why?”

"Morals charge.”

"l don't understand — am | charged with having morals?" "Sexual solicitation of a minor.”

"Oh, man, have a little pity! For two weeks | went without lunch to be able to lease a sporting
lad for an hour or two — and then you come sneaking up!”

"That's what you get for being careless.”

| peer closely at my opponent. He's young and not unhandsome (must've been a Whiz-bang
item at 12 or so), appears collegiate, not too hard-nosed and perhaps even vulnerable to a
logical essay. "Officer, I'm the sole support of an aged parent.”

"Prove it.”

"I've also got a loving wife and... uh, six beautiful little girls.” "You're either a liar or a bisexual —
no help.”

"l have many powerful friends at City Hall.”
"Name one.”

"Damn it, why're you hassling me!? | don't bother you and for all | know, your bag is nine-year-
old females in pinafores and pigtails.”



"If it is | don't get caught at it.”

"Can | help it if | like boys? | was born in the Gay Nineties." "You look it.”

“Listen, | never use force or violence or hard drugs on a kid. | simply enter into a non-
destructive intimate relationship to our mutual benefit — everything sweetness and light and
‘can you stay all night, baby?".”

"Skip the self-serving propaganda.”

"Do you think I'm debasing myself by picking up a boy or demeaning the boy because I find him
all that is desirable?" "Tell it to the Judge.”

"Since when must Justice wait on Judges?!”
"You know, I've often wondered about that myself.”

"Look, if the Establishment was strictly Homo and our positions were reversed, I'd bid you
Good Luck and Ladspeed." "I bet you say that to all the cops.”

"Does it make you feel proud to haul in a man older than this century?”
“It's really the Sanitation Department's job but they're short-handed.”

"Is there a Queer-guota you have to fill — drag in 10 fags a day or you'll be pounding a beat in
the sticks at the ass-end of nowhere?”

"No, but it sounds like a good idea.”

"Why the hell don't you go after the pimps in their pink mink coats and purple Cadillacs? They're
the real villains of the sex-scene.”

"Well, see, they're usually young, strong, armed and fight back.”

What to do now? | consider passive resistance — dragging my feet, clinging desperately to a
lamp-post, yelling 'Police Brutality!" and appealing for aid from the passers-by. Um, | guess not
— the passers-by are all either black or illegal aliens and neither gives a cold shit about elderly
WASP Americans. And where's my bonny wee Bonney, the little rat?! Probably spending my
hard-saved 15 bucks on his bosom-buddy and laughing at the sucker that got hooked.

In the gloaming the precinct-house looms shabby but sinister, fuzz thick as flies cluster'd about
it. We arrive, are just about to mount the steps when a small figure dashes up, waving an
official-looking paper. It's Bonney, big as life and twice as sassy and he winks at me as he
shoves the paper underneath my captor's nose: "Here, | forgot to show this to you!" The cop
reads it, snorts, swears under and over his breath, releases me.

"You're free — get the hell outa here while you can still walk!”



Rubbing my arms, | exclaim: "Did that sweet child get a Writ of Habeas Corpus?”

“No, the little runt's got a Street-Vendor's License — dated last Sunday!”



23. Caucasian Orientation

East is East &

West is West &

Ever the Twain
Shall Meat.

Most Orientals are so effing inscrewtable that | rarely waste cruising-time on them, Ming Toy
excepted. Ming (called Toy-Toy in the vernacular) is Chinese and more Almond Joy than
Lemon-hued. He was starch-boy in the Nanky-Poo Laundly (no tickee, no washee) but when his
personal starch manifested itself in his agile chopstick at age 12, Toy-Toy promptly entered
another profession (tax-free) where the catchword is: No payee, no tlickee — and withal he's
most grateful to live in the United States as he is fully aware that if he peddled his little litchi-
nuts in his home-town of Sukwon Oolong, he would be shot at son-rise for antisexual hanky-
panky.

In addition to possessing straight black hair, crooked black eyes and a bent style of
deportment, this accidental unOccidental has a rump you'd love to Shanghai, a Yangtze cock
clearly visible though his sheer Peekin shorts and a catercorner'd way of covering the shortest
distance between 2 points — his mouth and his customer's prick or ass, as the mood may be.
He offers a de luxe line in blow-jobs, blissfully elevating you to a High Tor of screaming ecstasy
from which you leisurely descend to a delicious lethargy and he can Mao Tse-Tongue your
heaving anus with such chow mein finesse that you'd bet your bottom dollar Toy-Toy's long
slender mouth-organ was slipp'ry slurping your purring prostate-gland!

Yes, Confucius, did you have a question? Do Chinese boys' fun-holes run crosswise? Not quite.
Toy-Toy's tiny slit runs more Northwest by Southeast but | lubricate him with soy-sauce and
hump him on the diagonal and we orient perfectly except that my left ball complains that even
though he does most of the work and supplies 85% of the semen required, he is ever being
crushed to death between his lazy twin-brother and Toy-Toy's right buttock — but | don't pay
Lefty no mind as that cantankerous little bastard is always griping about something and
confidentially | think it's just a case of plain old sibling-jealousy.



24. Misconceptions

Ride a cockhorse
To Bunbury Cross -
And you get five years
If Horsie is under 16.

One Laddy Luck afternoon | chanced on 12-year-old Damian who was rooting in a gold-plated
garbage-can on Park Avenue near 60th Street where rich bitches walk pedigreed sons-
ofbitches in the simoleon sunshine. | almost passed the youngster by as he was so dirty-faced |
didn't immediately descry that the grime masked an ethereally comely countenance more sexily
desirable than Nelson Rockefeller's inherited though not merited treasure-trove. | took the boy
home to my 'Efficiency Apartment' which is just rental-agent screw-sell for one super-expensive
small room, mini-bath and kitchenette so mini- mini that when | stand at the doll-house stove my
ass is in the living-room.

| feed Damian a whole Frank Purdue roast-chicken with fixings (despite the fact that a cute
chicken eating capon is sheer cannibalism), bubble-bath him, Beauty-rest him where he proves
eagerly amenable to my wildest yearnings, for | am whirligigged by his refulgent responsive
rectum which welcomes my perfervid piston with such tightly slick smooth reciprocating-action
that | explode 3 times in 30 minutes without once limpening or withdrawing. (Guinness Book of
World Records, are you listening?)

While we rest, the lad confides that he has run away from Plains — not the Georgia Plains of
peanut shell-shocked Jimmy Whozit? but the Great Plains out Dakota way. He has apparently
left Home Sour Home under a cloud (Never darken my door again! — or does that pertain only
to unwed mothers?) and though he gives no details here, | assume he had been playing the
double-backed beast with a neighbor lass and got caught with his pants down. However, later
he remarked that he hated girls ‘cause the first and only time he fucked one her pussy
scratched the Bejeasus out of his tomcat aifrontery.

To make a short story longer, before | know it | am so sick with love for delightsful Damian that
| can't eat, sleep or work and I'm constipated — so | gulp quarts of Perfidia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound which is s'posed to cure Male Complaints but all it does for me is get my
tongue stuck in the bottle-neck. Nevertheless | quickly recover when | discover that maladied
though | might be, | never felt better in my life!

Alas, every rose has its thorn, every budding bloom a hostile bee within its petals to sting the
life out of your nose when you but seek to sentimentally sniff romantic floral fragrance. That
night Damian crawls into my bed, into my arms and mournfuls: "I don't know how the hell come
but I'm in the Family Way.”

A pregnant silence, then thunderstruck | can only mind-fragmented gasp: "But don't you take
the Pill?!”

"What pill? | take you, don't | — and you're the only pill I know!”



Oh, Christ, he doesn't take the Pill! Why didn't he tell me the first time he let me in — | could've
douched him with No-Knock Gas or used a Trojan though | hate 3 in a bed. But wait a minute
here! Boys don't need the Pill or any other contraceptive because they aren't bodily constructed
to conceive... or can they be altered? These days the bluddy medical-surgical wizards are
effecting so many monstrous miracles such as changing females into males, complete with
cocks, or metamorphiditing men into she-asses that you never know what in Blue Hades they'll
come up with next.

Could | have knocked my Ii'l darlink up? Is this possible now that we're harassed by the Unisex
Unethic? | sincerely hope not for I'd hate to inflict my face and sodomic metabolism on some
helpless babe, expecially the prickly type. Still, in all modesty | must confess that while | was a
hopeless dunce at conjugating in school, in lads | am pluperfect — or so my leering love-muscle
informs me, licking his sticky chops, though naturally the little males involved generally have a
diametrically opposite opinion.

Dazedly | gaze at supine Damian, his face dolorous, his hands behind his head, his
whangdoodle at High Noon and invitational. Now he brings his knees up, spreading his legs and
| glimpse just a teensy bit of his peekaboo anus — is it the Tender Trap that has caught this
careless rat? Fearfully | inspect the boy's belly but it's reassuringly firm, smooth and even
flatter than my wallet. Also, | know for a fact that the only morning-sickness he has is punching
me awake at 4:30 am to carry him to the loo so he can minister to his leaksome needs. Nor
does he have an overwhelming craving for strange and exotic foods — he merely demands filet
mignon three times a day, medium-rare. And he can't have stopped menstruating even if he'd
begun because he couldn't commence in the first place — or could the odd lad, perhaps
tinkered with by a mad scientist, be able to menstruate internally?! Oh, this is all utter
nonsense! The child can't be enceinte... or should | maybe take him to the Maternity Clinic to
have his wee-wee rabbit-tested (Piss in the bottle, dear!) ?

But if the kid is sprouting a fetus, am | necessarily the father? Just to experiment, has he been
fooling around with artificial insemination or some such? Has he borrowed a couple ovaries
from some damn twat and stuck them up his bum? Has he deliberately gotten a bun in his oven
just to spite me? Or could someone else have been humping him? Well, no... he's lived with me
for three months and had no opportunity for extrafuckicular activities — or is the gestation-
period in a boy longer than in a female? Jeez, I'm goin' NUTS!

First things first in any emergency, so after I've given squirming, panting Damian his evening de-
creaming (you have to milk little boy-cows frequently or their swollen udders become painful), |
caress his upper apple-cheeks and quaver: "Sugar-titsy, what makes you think you're
pregnant?”

Ladling turns on me a visage reddening with outrage. "Are you out of your midget-mind, man? |
never said | was any such thing!”

"You did, too! Not an hour ago right here in this bed you told me you were in the Family Way!”

"Oh, that!"The boy waves an airy hand. "Yeah, | did say that but | guess you don't understand



English too good, do you?”

Blushingly | admit | just barely squeaked through high-school with the help of a horny Principal
who was come-and-gone on my affable ass — but I'm most talented at boy body-English!

Damian pulls a vinegar-puss at me and pursues: "Well, see, what | meant there but hafta
explain 'cause you're so iggorant, was that when | lived in Pee Air, South Dakota, | just couldn't
seem to get along with my folks. Like I'd ask my Dad to play Spanish Checkers with me and
he'd bark: 'Don't pester me, I'm trying to finish a cross word- puzzle.' So I'd try to help my Mom
with the supper-dishes and she'd yell: 'Get out of here, butterfingers, you break more dishes
than we've got!" Then I'd go to my sloppy Big Sister and ask if she'd like me to clean out her
messy drawers and she'd scream: 'Get lost, you randy little creep — go to your room and play
with yourself or something!" So last I'd go to my bastard Big Brother and beg him to take me
for a spin in his car which | kept washed and polished, and he'd snarl: 'Drop dead, runt — how
the hell can | pick up a put-out pig with a snotnose like you along!" You dig me now, ol' Duke?”

"Poor Damian!" | condole. "Nobody appreciates you but me.”

"Yeah, man, and that's why | hauled ass — no matter how nice | tried to be, | was always too
friggin' much in the Family Way!”



25. Uptight Little Isle

Oh! to be in England now that Spring is here and here is Spring and I'm in England -
geographically, not anally. | didn't sail the ocean blue to see the Changing of the Guard (no
diapers involved) nor Big Ben (Baby Ben's more my yen) nor even the Boy Reserves — they're
so primly reserved you can't even reserve them! What led me to Britannia was primarily to
investigate Wilde Oscar's old haunts such as Cleveland Street and its accomodating kid-
messengers and to muse on OW's conviction for sodomy which incited blowsy whores to dance
in the streets and caused little joy-boys to deprivedly weep — for where now is Bliss? Also |
desired to test the cogency — by personal contact if feasible — of Wilde's judgemental
comment that:

English lads by far are easily the best -
So who'd give a two-penny fuck for the rest?!

though later Oscar wrote even more glowingly about the boulevard-boys of Paris...but who am
| to doubt the taste of the most famous Queen of England?

So | arrived in London bulging with Great Expectations only to land in the worst pea-souper fog
since that other queen, Victoria, hanged Disraeli for revealing that her grandson, the Duke of
Clarence, was tongue-deep in the toothsome britches of teen-age Naval Cadets. | taxi to a
hotel where the scenery vastly improves, for the page who shows me to my room is an English
muffin of tender pre-pubertal summers, blond as sunshine and rainbow'd in a red pill-box cap
with strap 'neath his dimpled chin, brass-buttoned blue bum-freezer jacket and rose-gold pants
so skin-tight that his perky genitals and bounteous bottom stand out in cameo beauty. Ever a
bookish person, there's nothing that sends me more than to turn over a thrilling page or two so |
tip the wee bell-hop lavishly then tip up his pert mug to quaff a kiss from his lips — but little
Buttons shrinks away from me so fearfully you'd think | was Lizzie Borden in drag. "Are you
from Transylvania?" he tremble-trebles?

“I'm from the Disunited States that your King George the Turd lost at a Tea-Party.”

"Thank God! For a moment there | thought you were Dracula's grand-daddy, aiming for my
throat.”

"Dear child, my aims are far more low down.”

"l say! Are you the sort of bloke who believes that whatever is gone down on must come up?”
Trusting his cock isn't as clipped as his accent, | reply: "I'm guilty as heavenly hell in that
respect so kindly list the dishy items available on your bodily menu — no matter how stiff the
cover-charge.”

"I'm not sure | grasp your meaning, sir.”

"You're a Love for Sale lad if ever | saw one so permit me to get you out of that ridiculous



clown-suit and onto yonder couch to trip the light bumbasstic.”

The youngling makes a moue of regret. "Indeed, sir, I'd love to take on a Yank for | hear they're
top-hole... but | am bespoken to another.”

"Are you a Bishop's sweet folly or a Deacon's delight?”

"Oh no, sir — organised religion is too painfully boring." "Well, truly your beauty is worthy of the
Prince of Wales... uh, is he good in bed?”

"Charles is straight as a skeleton's bone-on, poor chap! Alas, I'm mortgaged to the Director of
Public Prosecution. He has something on me - besides himself, that is.” The boy blushes
prettily.

"Inasmuch as your little well has already been drilled then come Sing Cuckoo with me," | entice,
"for what the DPP doesn't know will never hurt us.”

"Ooh, | wouldn't dare to take you in, sir — he'd smell you on me!”
"Are you implying that | stink?!”

“Not at all, sir, but the Director has a nose like a bloodhound and spies everywhere. However, if
he should suddenly become morgue-bound | shall be wholly at your disposal. It's been simply
ripping conversing with you, sir... Cheerio!" And kissing his hand to me in a lewd gesture, the
boy smilingly makes his exit leaving me mired in a morass of chagrin. Either the kidlet is the
Soul of Truth or he's adept in evasive diplomacy and the Art of Preserving Cherries.

The next day is fogless and in back of St. Paul's behind | am accosted by a Cockney nipper
who announces that he belongs to the Boy Reserves so would | like to reserve him for the next
hour or two? Since he's delicate of feature with a bello figuro and a piping treble sexy as
statutory rape (male minor-type), | ask precisely what are the services he supplies. Wee
gubbins declares that for three and sixpence he will wank me off while he whistles '‘God Sod
the Queen!" and for a pound-note he'll go all the way and back again as long as it's in front for
his arse belongs to Jesus. A part being better than a whole nothing, | accompany the urchin
through a succession of noisome alleys until finally with trepidation inquiring where the Devil he's
taking me. He divulges that he has a bed in Clapham Common and he snickers so lewdly, VDly
(?) that | assume he's AWOL from some tertiary-stage genito-urinary clinic — which unpleasing
prospect scares me so limp | forthwith decamp after explaining that | just recalled a previous
engagement with a straight-shooting choirboy in Winchester Cathedral.

In a park beside a lake | zero in on a dark-haired lad all tattered and torn and with the onion-
stench of stale sweat about him, yet his face reminds of Pierrots and Putti and his crotch
displays an optimum bulge — but before | can make my pitch he nudges me in the ribs and
says: "You see that goose down there in the lake?”

"Goose?”



"She's my bird — | slam her 3 or 4 times a day, reg'lar. Coo! It's smashin’'! You ever screw a
goose, guv'nor ?”

“No, though when | was about 10 a neighbor-boy introduced me to hen-humping but | had to lay
off because my prick violently objected to getting egg on his face.”

"Geese're better — nice and loose and they honk gorjus when you slip it to them.”
"You ever sex'd it up with men, | hope?”

"Effing no! That'd ruin my reppytashun!" And the raffish ragamuffin proceeds verbosely to boast
that he's a runaway from an Approved School, a Borstal in Sussex and a Remand Home and at
this very moment Scotland Yard is looking high and low for him — in Glasgow.

Weary of the juvenile triple-runaround I'm getting, pointblank | offer the sweet smelly braggart
two guineas to go to my hotel with me for bath, board, and bed.

"Bugger off, mate — I'm true to my bird!" And the nixy pixy scoots down to the lake where he
begins crooning to his feather'd inamorata. Stupid kid is ignorant. His beloved goose is a swan
— and male at that!

Fuming away, my eye is caught by a pub named The Golden Ass which certainly ought to be a
hangout for high-priced boys willing to sell what they sit on, so | enter. No young flesh-
merchants but the first man-face | see belongs to one Andrew Pleris, an old acquaintance and
devout boysexual — also a turncoat Limey working for the Irish Republican Army as weekend
terrorist. "Andy!" | hail, plopping down at his table. "You still making like Guy Fawkes?”

"Lumme!" says he, extending a corpse-clammy hand, "I'm Tom Fool in the flesh. For two
months I've been trying to blow up Buckingham Palace but the gunpowder Belfast sends me is
damp, the matches won't light and the fuses are solid asbestos.”

"You're wasting your time — there'll always be an England!”
“Not if Ireland can help it.”
"Ireland is powerless. God is an Englishman and takes care of His own.”

"So that's what's wrong with Him — I've often wondered." "On the other hand, of course, mad

dogs and Englishmen go into the mid-day son.”
"Not any more, they don't. You still got the boy-bug?" "More than ever! How's Trix with you?”
"The perishin' kid left me for Sir Chinston Wurchill, got cheesed off with Chinston's eternal

cucumber sandwiches and became a look-out for a smash-and-grab gang in Bermondsey, got
busted and is now in Squirmwood Rubbs where he's making ..£50 a day as chief bum-boy.”



"l always knew that kid would make the Big Time," | enthuse, "for he's the good old-fashion'd
type who always gives you quo pro quid.. Ah, where are the boys of yesteryear that Bun-bury
Rabidsom wrote so pink-holely about ?!”

"They're all in Tangier and points East, punking for oily Arabs.”

"The Decline of the West. Believe it or not, I've been in the Big Smoke barely two days and got
the brush-off three times!" The sterling old values are vanishing. Women's Lib, the Sign of the
Fish, is taking over and brainwashing the youngest generation.”

"By Heaven, it's a Crime against Nature!" | seethe. "Why, | can remember when the Son never
set on the Bridish Empiah ‘cause he was too busy laying! Now all the likely little John Bullocks
are either in jail or abroad.”

Plexis lays a powder-stain'd forefinger alongside his ship's-prow nose and closes one bleary
eye. "Ah now, friend, 'tis not yet so bad as all that, doncherknow. Tell you what, I'll give you
some clues to concupissant kiddies if you'll spring for a meal. Frankly, | don't have tuppence to
rub together.”

"By all means! Eat, eat and reveal.”

Andy summons the waiter who is a frowsy old frump (born and christened Herman but
transvestited to Hermione) with henna'd hair and a dirty pink petticoat for an apron. "Hermie,
luv, bring me a pint of bitter, beans on toast, fish'n'chips and a large bubble-&-squeak." |
shudder at the menu as earthy Hebe pirouettes elephantly off, scratching his skirted posterior.

"l know," Plexis shrugs. "The beer will be piss-warm, beans on toast is an abomination, fish'n-
chips is shark-meat and deep-fried cardboard and I'd rather forget about the B&S.”

When the offal appears, | stare in horror at the forgettable last item for it's noisier than Elton
John and looks worse. Herman the Vermin puts a pudgy claw on my thigh and smarms: "And
what's your pleasure, dovey?" | tell him I'd like a hot Sir Loin of Beef sandwich with plenty of
gravy — but Hermorfydite goggles shocked mascara'd orbs at me as if I'd ordered poach'd
Archbitchop of Canterbury on grilled Kotex.

"Ha!" cries Plexis, bubbles frothing from his mouth, "the only prime loin of beef in Britain today is
in a boy's shorts — if you can corral the boy!”

"So give!"l grate. "Have some more beer — it might loosen your tongue." The brew shortly
arrives — a gallon of pints, the foam still indented by an epicene thumb.

"Well, now," burps Andrew, wiping his lips, "pay close attention to the pearls of wisdom I'm
about to impart. First, don't get caught with your pants down on Humpstead Heath as you'll be
arrested sure as shit — not for sodomitic intent but for sartorial disarray.”

"That's a warning not a clue.”



"Patience! If you avoid the pratfalls you're halfway home. And stay away from Priccadilly Circus
— it used to be Paleface Pickup Paradise but now the youngsters all go for ThirdWorlders. If
you're not black you're nowhere.”

"Now | know what Kipling meant by "The White Man's Burden'!" | moan. "But what about Eton?
I've heard it's literally a Garden of Eatin'.”

"Yea, verily a Feast for the Gods and the Eton Boating Song is still

Little boys are cheap today,
Cheaper far than yesterday -
But Peter Bottom's the bestest trick
Because he's got an 8-inch prick!

but the damn place is also an ultra class-conscious closed-society where the bluddy little snobs
share their goodies only with their peers and the peerage. Earls can blow them and Dukes
screw them but a lousy Colonial like you hasn't got a rat's chance.”

"Can it be ?!" | wail. "Why, just recently a good friend of mine met a delightful Harrow fourth-
former who let him plow his sweet little furrow so often than he ran out of seed and bent his
blade!”

“Then the boy was the rare exception to the rule and doubtless a status-rebel.”
"Does this horrendous decadence extend to private prep-schools, too?”

"Unspeakable degeneration rife there as well, I'm afraid. True, those sublime havens are spilling
over with democratic young Adams pubertally Abel to raise Cain but the grunchy Headmasters
and Instructors thereof have got the striplings all sewed-up — they've cornered the market, you
understand. If a pupil bends over for his pedagogue he gets an automatic 'A" in his worst
subject.”

"Damn it, Plexis, you keep telling me what | can't get! Christ knows I'm not finicky — I'll take
almost any little thing that comes my way so give me a positive lead.”

"Well, | know a retired Lord Chief Justice who keeps a redheaded boy in Golders Green and
for a modest sum in three figures this illegal ignoble will give you dibs on the kid who is barely
10 and enjoys his work.”

"Thanks dead much but forget it — I'm allergic to carrot-tops and | resent the general attitude
here that an American's only virtue is the dollars he leaves behind!”

"My dear chap, nothing personal was intended, | assure you! And to demonstrate my good faith
| will let you in on a closely-guarded secret known only to myself. Boy-hymens abound on the
Maidenhead Road — that's where | found Trix!”

Early the following morning, Sunday, I'm trudging up and down the aforesaid road dodging mini-



cars all driving on the Left which doesn't seem Right — not a nonage spear-toter in sight though
an oversupply of over-upholstered matrons on male bicycles from whom | hastily avert my
affronted gaze. Then a slim, shining, bare-headed, bare-chested teenling on a Moped comes
tootling along and stops when | call to him. "Wotcher, mate!" he greets. "You lost or just
blotto?”

| mutter that I'm lost in a morass of unassuaged desire, to relieve which I'd appreciate the
privilege of discharging his little spark-plug. Lad knits his smooth brow in puzzlement. "Wot's
that, mate?"

| decide to be explicit. "Easy rider, would you be interested in an elegant blow-job done to the
Queen's taste?”

Lad blushes from brow to belly-button. "Get stuffed, you tatty old tart — | gotta date with Idi
Amin!”

So much for hopes of Moped pedication. In darkest despair | resume my peregrinations when
from around a bend there roller-skate approaches a farouche faunlet of 10 or 11 with columbine
eyes, narcissus nose, hyacinth cheeks, lush moist red mouth like a crimson tulip opening to the
dawn — and pants with snap-open fly so hard-salami delicatessen'd that it sends my
inseminator into rigid future shock. In shrill soprano the crumpet trills: "Cherry ripe! Cherry
bright! Who will buy my cherry?!”

Hardly believing my stunned ears, | sprint up to him. "I'll buy! I'll buy!" I gasp, not even asking
the price. Bathing me in a big rip-off smile, the youngster hauls out a bottle of withered,
juiceless maraschino cherries. "Only sixpence apiece," he Judases, "imported speshul from
sunny Lapland.”

Taken aback (which | seldom am as my ass is nowise aesthetic), | inform the false fruiterer that
| prefer cherries grown between limbs rather than on trees — and to stress the point | gently
stroke the boy's bloated crotch, the exciting lodger within slightly curved and smooth and
tapering at the tip.

"Blimey!" the kiddie gruffs, "that's a shockin' liberty you took and I'd call the rozzers but me and
them ain't on speakin' terms at the moment.”

Confident | have caught a slightly counterfeit impatient virgin and conscious of the persuasive
powers of pelf, craftily | discourse of multiple pounds, shillings and pence whereupon the lad
cries: "Good show!" and whistles piercingly at a passing taxi. As he clambers in, still on his
skates, | aroused observe that his undulant bottom is as firm and round as two ripening
honeydews - forsooth a Welcome-Waggin' tail loaded with promise.

Sprawled in the far corner of the seat, my companion permits no physical familiarities but
serenades me with ballads which seem to indicate that he well knows the intricacies of the
Great Game in all its aspects even though possibly he's never played it professionally. Loudly
clearing his throat, he first renders a touching tribute to the military:

Oh, he may've been just a drummer-boy



But he was rotten to the Corps!
followed by

You can hug him and kiss him all you please
But you need a crowbar to open his knees!

succeeded by

When Daddy parts the dingle-berries
Sonny farts with joy!

which the fledgling sings so soulfully, assholefully that I'm more than ever convinced the sweet
troubador is obtainable meat right down to the bone. As our cab stops for a traffic-light, a
barrow piled high with Lesbians' Delight pulls up alongside, the hawker bawling: "Bananas!
Bananas! Get your fresh bananas here!”

My brash young Briton leans out the window and yells: "Who needs you? | got my own!”

Dizzy with anticipated ecstasy, | stammer: "Sweet stranger, when we're more private will you
let me p-peel your top banana?”

"You can peel it and eat it too, if you like," the boy laughs, "but watch out you don't slip on the
skin!" Then he again clears his supple throat to air another aria but | press a gentle finger to his
Scarlatta lips — we have arrived at decorum and my hotel. "What's your name?" | murmur,
removing his skates and pocketing them, "just in case some flunkey here gets nosey." "Jan," he
whispers back, "like in Janus, the Two-Faced God.”

H'm, is there a sudden ominous chill in the air — or is it merely the usual inclement English
Spring? In the hotel-lobby the desk-person, an ageing Medusa with pince-nez and a serpentine
coiffeur, frowns at my juvenile prey's gaminesque exuberance. Hastily assuming a mien of
Innocence Abroad, with disarming smile | confide: "This poor lad is a victim of maternal
circumstances so I'm taking care of him till she sobers up." Looking dazed if not dubious, Pince-
Nez raises no Hue and Cry — but in my room Tragedy strikes!

As | start to disrobe Jan, | become aware of a strong funky smell as of slathers of dried semen
and since he's obviously too immature himself to ejaculate, the swirls of spunk-scent must come
from coming others. Ah, well, not to worry — a boy-bronco broken to the bit is often best for
buggering. | unpants my ambiguous angelico then as is my wont snail-slowly de-brief him...to
discover to my horror the junior Tower of London in his groin that so fascinated me is not his
own sweet flesh but a leering green banana! "What's this doing here?!" | groan, crestfallen.

"That's sucker-bait!" titters Jan. "Fools 'em every time!" and he plucks the infamous imposter
from his crotch, tosses it on the bed. What remains between his thighs is virtually nil more of a
stunted clitoris than a self-respecting cock, with a cord attached to the shriveled foreskin-tip.

"Kinda on the small side, innit?" the boy remarks somewhat wistfully. "I hadda tie a string on it



so | can find the fuckin' thing when | Water the Loo.”

Oh, well, Jan's genitals may be falsies but from wee pricks do large whangs grow, under
sufficient stimulation, so vigorously | commence to rub the dwarf twig, to lick and suck it, tease
and tantalize it — but nothing begins to began and, in fact, the miniscule morsel seems even to
have shrunk. Merciful Jesus, save me from a perfunctory penis that persists in presenting a low
profile! "What's wrong, baby," | plaintive, "can't your thingumbob stand up for itself?”

"Too right it can't, chummy,"” says the boy morosely. "l s'pose it's too young”

To spare his feelings and a bruised ego, | forbear informing him that I've seen three-inch
erections on year-old babies...and not withstanding, it's hardly the kid's fault his frontal
cherry(?) is a lemon but perhaps he nicely compensates behind. "Turn over, Janny-boo — let's
see if your backside is brighter.”

It isn't. His buttocks are more ribbed than wide-wale corduroy and what's between gapes
swollen and inflamed with a wad of cotton stuffed into the jism-redolent orifice. Too evidently
this little too-big pitcher has too often gone to the well and has sprung a leak. The kid squirms,
spreads his legs with the ease of much practice, looks at me over his shoulder: "Well, what're
you waiting for - aren't you going to fuck me?”

"Sweetie, it kills me to say this but | wouldn't even screw you with Plexis'prick!”
"Plexis? | know that nothing bloke — he always wants to hump on the cuff.”

Sadly | reverse Jan and seek at least to deep-kiss his pomegranate mouth but he pushes me
away — osculation is not part of his inventory. | sigh, fit to cry — my delusive delicatamite has
flunked the rites of Eros in toto, so reluctantly | re-clothe him and fee him for his time if not for
his unfruitful company. Perhaps feeling guilty because his penis wasn't up to the job and his
anus too open for closed-circuit screwing, the boy departs almost apologetically — though |
notice he doesn't forget to restore the green banana to its deceptive position of dishonour.

Browned-off with the misnomer'd Tight Little Island, I'm at the Airport eager to return to my
homeland where | hear the latest admission to the Union is the unabashed 51st State of Sin.
Then a hand claps me on the back and | turn to behold detestable Plexis, his pseudo-pimp face
aglow with insular perfidity. "Leaving us already?!" he chirrups. "Didn't you score on the
Maidenhead Road?”

"Twas a fiasco and a farce, you bum-steering fake!" | holler. "Since you people lost your
Empire you don't make boys like you used to.”

"The trouble with you, my good man, is you've lost the Magic Touch and simply can't cut the
kid-mustard any more!" And in a creaky falsetto, Plexis begins to chant:

London Britches falling down,
Falling down, falling down,
London Britches falling down



My Fair Laddy!

Too much too soon is the Last Straw so | slug him, hard he's smaller than | am. Amid gathering
onlookers | pick him up and belt him again and again and ...and with good behaviour I'll get out
of Dartmoor Prison next Spring, | hope!



26. Chicken to Go

Ten little hustlers, high on youth and grass.
One got hair-burns humping a Judge's ass.
Then there were...

Nine little hustlers, parading their pretty wares.
One got his nuts cracked, falling down stairs.
Then there were...

Eight little hustlers, sitting in a row.
One got amnesia, forgot how to blow.
Then there were...

Seven little hustlers, all so fine and sleek.
One got kidnapped by an oily sheik.
Then there were...

Six little hustlers, prone for Push'n'Shove.
One met a nice guy, madly fell in love.
Then there were...

Five little hustlers, bright eyes all a-roam.
One saw his Mommy coming, scampered off home.
Then there were...

Four little hustlers, of their kind so grand.
One got guilt-feelings, couldn't make it stand.
Then there were...

Three little hustlers, selling bliss for pelf.
One aped Narcissus, went down on himself.
Then there were...

Two little hustlers, yearning for a grove.
One got Holy and eloped with the Pope.
Then there was...

One little hustler, feeling Oh! so lonely
Till he took Jesus for his One'n'Only.

Ah, little hustlers, may your tribe increase-
Toward men good-will, on earth Heaven-piece!






27. Corky

No, no, a thousand times No
He'd rather die than say Yes!

— Hello, Ambrose, you're late, as usual.
— | almost dint come over but | needed the bread.

— Look, you little beast, never tell a man you go to bed with him just for his filthy lucre — it
lacks sentiment and the romantic touch. Here, let's get those clothes off you.

— Dook, I...

— Umm, baby, you peel like a prime piece of passion-fruit, all pink and sweet and flavorsome!
Upsy-daisy, into bed with you — let me plump up those pillows a bit. There, you comfy?

- Yeah, but...

- Now to wet my whistle with a big swig of your penis-parfait! Hey, why's your little fiddlestick
0 limp — you been playing naughty tunes on it again?

- | hadda couple real heavy wet-dreams last night that stickied-up my pajama-pants down to my
nees.

- H'm, maybe you should've stayed home and just sent your pajamas to see me! Well, no
natter, turn over and

- | don't want to.

- Oh, Ambrose, don't start that again! I've told you and told you I'll never screw you unless you
live me the high-sign. Don't you trust me?

-1 don't even trust my own Momma!

- My child, mothers and lovers are two different predators entirely.

-1 know, but all you faggolas are only after one thing!

- It's true I'm after all of you but if one part is off-limits, so be it — I'll make do with the leavings.
\nyway, getting humped is no big deal and if it's done right all you'll feel is a tickle to make you
liggle. Why do you think you've got that lovely little hole there in back — just to shit with?

- | don't...

- You enjoy getting blowed so you know your penis is not just to pee with — and the same goes



or your anus. You may not be aware of it but statistics prove that if all the boys who've been
ucked were laid end-to-end, there wouldn't be standin-room for the rest of us. So bottoms-up,
addy-buck, and don't be afraid — | merely want to swan-dive my tongue into your salubrious
subterranean See.

- Well, OK, but don't try no sneaky tricks or you'll be sorry!

- How can | — I've still got my zipper-stuck pants on! Umm, umm, your tasty loaves are warm
\nd fragrant as oven-fresh... Hey, what in the name've God you got stuck up your rectum?!

- Only a cork, is all.

- Why? You got diarrhea? Has your Ambrosial asshole got the trots?
-No, I... uh, wanted to keep myself pure for when | get married.

- What the hell has your ass got to do with your wife?

- Never can tell — | might just up and marry a boy or a crud like you!
- Come off it, Fibber McGee — what's the real reason?

- Well, see, | thought you might wear me down into layin' for you so | shoved the cork in me for
)ertection.

- Baby, do you want to ruin yourself?! Your tiny heaven-hole is a very tender, sensitive individual
\ind that blasted cork feels bigger than the thermos-bottle kind!

- It's from a champagne-bottle.
- S0 some bastard's been plying you with booze, has he?

- One of my Momma's men-friends brought it over last night and they drank it all theirselves, the
:heap pricks!

- Does your Momma like whore on the side, maybe?

- No, on her back. So this morning | found the cork in the garbage-pail and stuffed it up what
'ou're hot for.

- 1 hope you washed it off first, at least!
-1 guess | did but | don't remember.
- You mean to tell me you crammed it in without using any lubricant?!

- | smeared it with bacon-grease.



- Ambrose, | am sorely disappointed in you, you've hurt me to the core of my being that you
ihould so mistrust me as to possibly injure yourself by shoving some fucking French was that
:hampagne domestic or imported?

- | don't know.

- Well, same difference, corkwise. Now, you grab your clothes and go to the bathroom and shit
ut that hell-sent cork and wipe yourself and then you get dressed and go straight home and tell
'our round-heel Momma she wants you.

Oh, Dook, ain't you even gonna drink me or anything?!

- No, you've disillusioned me beyond repair — so get going!

ntermission of one hour and 9 minutes — and though from beyond the closed, locked bathroom-
loor can be heard muffled grunts and groans, sniffles and sobs, | do not invade Ambrose's
)arlous privacy. Giving birth to a cork is like having a baby — strictly a one-man job. Finally
laked Ambrose emerges pre faced, tear-stained and panting and with a despairing wail belly-
lops on the bed.

- Dook, do something! I've squeezed my guts out but the cork won't budge an inch!

- | don't blame it a bit — but what can | do?!

- Couldn't you suck it out, maybe?

- Sweetie, I'm a sucking fool but corks are out of my league.

- Oh, God, what'm | gonna do?! It's startin' to hurt me!

- In a case like this, | think the best thing is to take you to a doctor or perhaps a surgeon.

- | don't want no doctor horsin' around back there and besides, what would | tell him — that |
ke to push corks up my ass?!

- You could always say you bent over to tie your shoelaces just as your Momma opened the
:hampagne-bottle and the cork flew up your cubby-hole.

- Damn you, Dook, don't joke about it!
- I'm sorry, baby. Look, how about | give you a nice strong physic?

- Shit, no! That'd bust my insides for sure!



- You're prob'ly right, An enema is out of the question, too.
- You gotta corkscrew? That should do the job.

- It would only screw the bloody thing further in.

- Try an ice-pick, then — you could sorta chip it out.

- That'd be worse than a corkscrew. Hey, I've got an idea! I'll soak your entry-way with plenty of
)aby-oil and then you squeeze like holy hell and..

- That won't work either ‘cause |