Del

by John Bishop

Tropical sunlight filters into a room through halfen shutters.
Though mid-afternoon, the room has retained a &sslifrom the rain of
the night before, and a sudden morning shower.oldrceiling fan stirs
the air above a bed, where a dusty-amber youthdiresis stomach,
looking at pictures in a magazine. At the foottaf bed, idly at ease in a
large armchair, a pale young man studies the Bopewspaper covers
his lap, where it has dropped from his sight. Agaas slipped to the
floor. His gaze envelops the boy in the way ardbhviews the world;
unmoving, intent, absorbent, weaving a slow weblifervation around
the slim body engrossed in its pictures.

The boy has lately returned from a shower. A htowkl, loosely
wrapped around his waist, has come adrift and riesvunder his hips
and stomach, his back bare to the dry caress datheAs his hair dries
it lifts and waves in the shallow breeze, as thoadhand were playing
with it; a lock here, a strand there; taken, reptacAs the boy absorbs
the pictures, so the man absorbs the boy. Outidenuted cacophony
of sounds, an occasional silence, and in thatcglegistant breakers on a
beach.

Bars and flecks of light dapple the boy in slow mnent; the chair
and its occupant in luminous shadows. The boydsath light. The
shadow of a tall palm splinters the sunlight; ibgwff his back, hips,
legs; cascades across the sheet in a shower ofr.arifigere his body
touches the bed, a golden halo reflects from his. ske lies propped on
his elbow, his face close to the book. Sometinesilizzles a picture
with his nose, touches it briefly with his tonguvortex of diffuse light
glows in the smooth hollow of his shoulder. Thegamne is his favorite
after-shower study; a mild collection of naked gitbrought as an after-
thought by a friend. He studies every page in meifaisurely detalil;
small murmurs of pleasure punctuate his conceaotrati

Apart from his breathing, only the man's eyes miovéheir careful
survey. The boy lies across his vision, diagonadly the large bed.
Occasionally he raises a slim calf and neat fott the sunlight, and
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drops it again. From time to time, a slow squedzieis small fruit-like
buttocks, and a gentle, purposeful, thrust intottlveel. He has carefully
positioned his erection for this pleasurable movame

The line of neck, shoulders, back, hips, thighs ealdes has a cool
mathematical logic; a perfect balance, immediatakible and self-
explanatory, as though a complex and intricate Iprobwere suddenly
found to have a solution of surpassing simplicityd eelegance. A
paradox, expressed simply as a collection of cuareb arcs and lines.
“Thus,” says this image, “is that not the answau gought?”

A leaf is missing from the book of pictures. Theylurns and returns
the pages. Half a girl is left across one page,ldégs agape, her torso
severed by some young trophy hunter for the imagisareverse. “Girl
robbery,” the boy says thoughtfully. He looks uwpnfi the book. “Del,
this girl is in big trouble; her legs are in bedtwine, and her body is half
way across town, maybe.” They laugh. The boymesuhis study.

Del is still unsure in the boy's environment. Hadlsurvived his
youth and early manhood in a distant land reasgnatact, he felt,
though logically not without scars. His emotiorald sensual life, of
necessity, something of a blasted stump, but apstinat somehow still
harbored the germ of life, and now and then thousta pale shoot and
unfurled a green leaf to the light. More recenitlyseemed to him, the
very air had become poisoned, and an acrid raifeaf and paranoia
shriveled up the young shoots, so that their leés#tso the dead earth,
His one-time pride in his culture, in its achievense came back to mock
him in the sterile wilderness of his life, and heurid himself
occasionally longing for an opportunity to dealaitbody-blow from
within, a self-inflicted wound to dent the seamlessior of its smugly
hypocritical values. These bitter thoughts beirgitally alien to his
nature, it seemed sensible to spend some time dawayerilize them in
sunlight, and not let them fester within him.

He also hoped to extend his knowledge of boysheir tdiversity, of
his enjoyment of them. Iall these things he felt he was making
progress. A wide chasm of culture and languagaratgd him still, but
the binds of his past were loosening and fallingyawHis challenge to
the preconceptions of his own society made him pteoe to other,
perhaps better, ideas.

Emotionally, he seemed to have exchanged a warnfofog crystal
maze no less impenetrable. It happened that hisg/ériends of the past
had been, in a sense, exclusively his. They hadtadis knowledge,
shared their intimacy. They were truthful almogt reflex; concealed
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nothing from him, nor needed to. If they had fountker, similar, adult
friends, they would have lost no time in tellingrhi He had never had
intimate friendships with more than one or two bayghe same time.
Without exception, those boys had cloven to himdgadly until their
lives had become so twined and bound in with his ¢t it excluded
the possibility of an unknown third element. Fbistreason he had
never known jealousy, or possessiveness, only anags emptiness
when, sometimes, there had been no boys at albsélboys had been
surprised and pleased to discover that they weigt@fest to an adult for
their own sakes, and that an adult might prefeir t@mpany to that of
others. Their friendship had always grown firstgerly embraced, and a
physical intimacy followed in its turn. He founkat, far from needing
to seduce his young friends, it was merely necggssatrto take any steps
to prevent physical closeness from occurring. Dbgs were mildly
surprised when it happened, and then more surptiieddt had taken so
long, as it seemed to them, though Del knew thatlidom took more
than a month or so. “I never knew that a man caplgreciate a boy like
this,” one of his friends had said, “if | had knowme could have done
this long ago.” And, “I didn't know it was like ith— that's why | was
frightened of men following me.”

His eyes continue to reflect the luminous figuretiom bed. Between
pages, the boy acknowledges his gaze with a bm#ésa wink, a raised
eyebrow. All one gesture; sensual, friendly, r¢ivep

These boys certainly know, he thought. They ark aveare of their
likely attraction for men. They extend or denyitHgendships to men
depending on how they visualize the advantagesntiigtit accrue from
it. They are not frightened by men following theat,least not in the
same way. Their friendships with their peers, lye- 9osed, would not
be so very different from his earlier boy friengsrhaps; though with a
more physical, less modest dimension. In this etgcichildren and
adolescents seldom slept alone. The idea of sepbhsals for all the
children of an average household would be abshetgtwere far more
urgent uses for money. There was also often \v#thy space for such
luxury. Households usually extended beyond a sirfgimily group.
How much more would he have learned about his sdihsuand
sexuality, he wondered, if he had slept until laite Iteens with lots of
brothers, cousins near and distant, and a varietther youths, older
and younger, from time to time? No wonder thesgslitad no modesty
to speak of, except in very public places. Evenltbyish modesty of the
colder countries, he reflected, was hardly the sessnweb of propriety
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parents evidently wished on their sons. Let a twage display himself
naked to an admiring friend, and he will shrug @iutis clothes at every
opportunity thereafter. Imis own youth, he remembered, his school-
friends had always showered together, but his paread been, at that
time, very careful to instruct him in a decent n&tgieand he was always
as shy and bashful as a maiden aunt, and dreadusieg himself.
Now, twenty years on, his parents holidayed indtwath of France, on a
naturist beach, and went into middle-aged raptores the beauty of
naked children and teenagers.

So take a society with a little less hypocrisy absex, in private, at
least, he reasoned; make its boys beautiful andsusénand
unselfconscious; sleep them in a jumble of cousind friends from
infancy to young manhood, and these are the res#ited give these
boys a certain brightness, and independence, atdninreadiness to
seize every possible advantage, and you have thmaty developing
first, and a friendship possibly growing into tfi@atindation.

The boy came to the last picture in the book. Erew his routine.
He had one special picture which excited him mbemntthe others. He
would turn back to it, to crown his enjoyment. Tdwy turned on to one
side, his shoulder to the sheet, and arranged dge ef a pillow to
support his head. With the book open in frontiof,the raised and bent
one leg, opening his thighs. A pearl of lubricahbne at the tip of his
erection. His hand cupped and fondled the tigbtsdow.

Del resisted the temptation to get involved in bleg's climax. This
once he preferred to be an observer. Slowly thg biarted to
masturbate, sensually stroking his foreskin, whike eyes scanned the
page in front of him. His thighs and hips jerkgasmodically.

Del had been surprised at the size of the boy'staden He had
expected, if not the flower petals of pre-pubeseemt least something
flower-like. This boy was more like ripe fruit;lascious heavy fullness.
Though otherwise smooth, a springy bush of shiaglpubic hair made
a base for his heavy limb, and his testicles whrmst as large as Del's.
In erection, he was unable to conceal the fact fautdto force his unruly
member straight upwards inside his shorts, wheoeutd be restrained
by his belt. Even then it was inclined to pokeroWe top, like a small
warm pet, anxious to see out into the world frasmoitvner's pocket. His
pubic hair did not extend to his testicles, and Welld often study the
intricate pattern of deep ridges, and the one loghiral ridge leading
from them. His sac never seemed to be still, evean the boy slept,
but kept a sinuous movement always somewhere aiteossrface and
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within.

Del felt this boy knew more about sex than he didself. He had
often made love to boys, as completely as he ceush, or could
imagine at that time. The boys had enjoyed it, dnithey had ever
seemed not to, he had stopped. This had seenm&ah taght and logical.
There had also been plenty of kissing and cuddlimgrigh always as a
statement of affection, not sexuality. With thisybit was different.
Physical closeness immediately produced a largetieng and the boy's
own hands quickly dispelled any idea that it cattap there.

There were other differences. Early in their fdehip the boy had
asked Del whether they should have intercourse sapdorted this with
an unmistakeable gesture. They tried, in the polsition Del knew at
that time. At the very first muted groan, Del witbw, as he had
expected he might have to, considering the boys. sirhe boy looked
up, his face a picture of confusion.

“Why?” he asked.

“It's hurting,” Del replied softly. The boy lookeédven more
confused.

“Alittle,” he agreed, hesitantly. They lookedeatch other.

“l don't want to hurt you,” Del explained.

“A little hurting,” the boy said quietly. He hadonchanged his
position.

“Are you angry?”

“No, no, not angry.” Del bent to kiss his forehea@lhe boy was
upset and disconsolate.

“Why did you stop?” he persisted. “Don't you wamto it?”

“Do you like it?” Del asked.

There was a pause. “l dotike it,” the boy said slowly, as though it
was a stupid question. “If you want to, we caritdike | told you.”

“If you don't like it, I don't want to do it,” Deleplied gently.

“Then | like it,” the boy answered.

Del changed the subject, but the boy was unhappthéorest of the
afternoon, as though blaming himself for some maddePreviously, he
had a sure touch with Del, a confidence, and naswtlas somehow lost.
Del felt he was back at the very beginning of tienidship again.

Later he worried at the events of the afternooa deg will worry at
an old bone. Clearly the boy was prepared to dacaemeasure of
discomfort, even perhaps pain, in those circumssncBut could he
proceed in that situation? Anghy was he prepared to accept it if he
didn't have to? He was not lacking in experiegogfident that he could

96



cope with it. He had probably managed on hundoé@smilar occasions
in the past, Del realized, perhaps in all sortsbifarre positions.
Possibly in this same room, on this bed. He hageebed, and wanted, to
continue, despite the noises of mild protest.

Could it be, Del wondered, that he felt he vgapposedo suffer a
little discomfort in the interest of his friend'sjeyment? Could that
situation be in some way meaningless without itthasigh he had been
asleep throughout? Del was no stranger to thetiattmost boys need a
little domination from time to time. Not completebr permanently, but
enough, within well understood parameters. It alsurd to pretend a
kind of democratic equality with a boy; leave hirouirishing in
uncertainty. A boy who makes friends with an adeén expects him to
remain an adult, and not become a generous sctemalfr Was this how,
and when, he was expected to dominate this boy@htMi not destroy
what was already there?

The next afternoon, the offer again accepted, tbg kept a
determined silence. Then slowly he began to gaadtgroan to himself.
Del stopped moving, unsure. “No, nbnish!” the boy pleaded in
exasperation. Del finished, and collapsed exhdusilighe boy lay still,
breathing heavily. Del wondered what would be thecome of this
savagery.

“Nice?” the boy asked him.

“Beautiful.”

The boy rested for a while, then leaned over arghéd him before
getting up. Del heard him singing over the noisthe shower.

And now this boy was coming to his own climax. fdéed over onto
his back, and brought his legs together, thrusting hand deep down
into the cleft of his thighs, his thumb curled arduand buried in the
tangle of pubic hair. His other hand moved in apuen frenzy. From
time to time his body curved and stiffened, the chess of his hips and
thighs straining. His eyes closed. One last thrds exclamation. All
over. His body relaxed in a death-like attitudexduisite exhaustion.

“Nice,” Del said. The boy laughed back. Pearlgmr spattered his
shoulder. He wrung his hands in a towel, and wippedrest of his body,
then tossed the towel off the edge of the bed.

Now he will sleep for a while, and then it will kiene for him to go
home — if he goes home, Del thought. Once or twieehad stayed
overnight, and even offered to move in completélyt Del, fearing
parental complications, had refused. Boys seeroeehjoy what Del
considered an awesome degree of freedom. Parentsnet possessive
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in the way he was used to, and youngsters lived fi¢nds, relatives,
strangers, virtually as they pleased. Comparettidse boys, teenagers
in his own country had about as much control olerrtlives as a bird in
a cage.

Del wanted to make a friend of this boy. He redénggh that it would
not be easy, their differences being so wide andgools. The boy could
not yet know as much about him as he knew aboutdy and that
chiefly by a process of analysis and deduction. ni€k that adult
science, he would have only intuition, observaton habit to work on,
and those things took time. So he would giventeti he had enough.
His holiday was open-ended; he had pulled up allrbots and scraped
together every crumb of money to expend on the kihdducation he
was getting now, and the experiences he was emoyiHe couldn't
imagine ever regretting it. There was nothingHion to return to, and in
a sense that was very appropriate, he felt, ag thed never really been
anything there in the first place. To go anywhgwe must first depart
from where you are, and he had at least done that.

An afternoon shadow fell across the sleeping bdyp wtirred and
awoke. He stretched in the way of cats and bagsatms curving back
above his head, a full luxurious extension of Hisnssheer body. A
blissful instant, fan-fingered, tip-toed, at histhest reach. Then out to
the kitchen, where Del, ever merciful to adolescstioimachs, kept a
schoolboy's dream of cakes and fruit and fizzy ldrjrtheir combined
internal effect no doubt riotous, but producingeaysatisfied external
effect. He pulled open the door of the refrigerass always surprised
by the gust of cold air around the lower half of bbdy. A shiver, and
boyish squeal of shock and delight.

Del helped him gather his clothes from around tdwer, and watched
him dress. “See you tomorrow,” he said. The lmmached up around his
neck for a last kiss. Del bent, folded his arrghtening, lifting the boy
gently from the floor. He felt the small body relagainst him, enjoying
his helplessness in the strength of a man's aa. was on familiar
ground here. He squeezed a little more, untilldbees in the young
chest and spine clicked. The boy laughed and Vetigtp be free. Del
lowered him slowly to the floor.

The door closed. There was the sound of a boysldas whistle
outside, and he was gone.
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