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1. Forrest Overture

Joel Forrest was beating off.

He had found a place in the woods not far from Skillet Lake where he could be down comfortably in
the shade. If he raised his head and peered through the tasseled tops of the long grass hiding him, he could
just make out some of his fellow students at the music school horsing around in the water. They appeared
to be the closest company he had.

It wasn’t, he told himself, that he was a real jerk-off freak. He didn’t masturbate half as much as some
guys. Twice a week was about average. But when he did do it he liked everything to be right

That meant first of all, choosing a suitable spot. The beds in his room were no good because both of
them squeaked, groaned and clattered with virtually every body movement short of breathing. He certainly
knew when his roommate was masturbating: sometimes Jerry’s middle-of-the-night jerk-offs actually
woke him up. So bed was out except in an emergency; usually he tried to find other spots.

Second, he liked to prepare in advance what his fantasy would be, and who would populate it.

Finally, he didn’t want to be rushed: he needed to feel he could take all the time in the world, and
then, if possible, doze in the warm aftermath of a really good cum.

If an inch-worm had been observing Joel, now, from a blade of grass beside him, it would have seen a
conventionally handsome 14-year-old freshman, with honey-colored hair cut medium-long and parted in
the middle, light blue eyes and rather thin eyebrows, high cheekbones and a generous mouth. If a breeze
bowed the grass and brought our hypothetical inch-worm closer to Joel’s face, it would have detected the
distinctive musky-sweet odor of a sweaty adolescent boy: a scent compounded of healthy, moist boy-skin
just starting to shed male pheromones, boy hair, boy saliva evaporating on full red lips — and when these
parted, boy breath coursing over snow-white teeth and across the rough, red surface of a clean and
virtually virgin tongue. A scent not, perhaps, designed to arouse anything but indifference in an inch-worm
but one which would disturb the tranquility of many susceptible humans, both female and male.

In preparation for his pleasure, Joel had parted his flannel shirt and shoved his Levis and Jockey
shorts part way down his thighs. Now the fingers of his tanned, rather wide right hand began to move on a
sturdy erection, slowly pulling its sheaf of loose skin up and down over the hardened core. From time to
time he broke this rhythm, brought his hand to his mouth, generously moistened his fingers, transferred the
spittle to the important surfaces of his penis and then started rubbing it again.

As for his fantasies, the visions which accompanied this still lazy masturbatory stroke, Joel was
thinking about Craddock. The day before, Joel had been sitting with some of the other Freshmen outside
the big wooden rehearsal hall at school while Craddock entertained them with tales of his sexual exploits.

Craddock was a strapping 6-foot Senior, golden blond, with the smooth-cheeked face of a 16-year-
old. He was also a born raconteur of sexy stories in which he himself figured as hero, villain, perpetrator
or victim. He told of meetings, persuasions, kisses, hideaways, strippings, strokings, lickings; he
described the scents, pleasant and piquant, of every part of his partners’ bodies.

Then came the penetrations, the co-operative movements, the murmurs, sighs, moans. Craddock, it
seemed, could stay coupled indefinitely, blasting through one orgasm after another without losing the
hardness of his wonderful magic wand.

Some of the boys (after all, they were barely out of puberty) believed every word of this. Joel had his
doubts. Nevertheless, he had been aroused: he wanted to think of Craddock as the world’s greatest male
lover.

And just before the dinner bell rang they had exchanged a ook — one of the few times an
upperclassman had deigned to recognize him — and Joel had seen that inside his white tennis shorts he
had raised a very hard erection which was embarrassingly evident, right up to the growing pinkish wet
spot at its tip.



So now he was re-working one of Craddock’s tales. Craddock was in his bathing suit, rampant and
erect, strong arms coming around his partner (gender left delightfully ambiguous).

Joel saw, felt, their lips locking, tongues searching, the passion charging back and forth like the
tongues that sought to unite them.

Then the couple was safe in a secret place, where at last, with a careless tossing aside of his swim
suit, Craddock’s glorious penis stood revealed. A gasp of wonder. Hands came around it, felt underneath
where the testes moved sweetly in their generative joy.

Craddock took charge, now, lowering himself, wetting his tool, sliding it around a bit, then entering
slowly, letting the penetration proceed of itself; resting, once fully inside, until his partner begged him to
proceed; Craddock refusing until he was good and ready; then beginning almost imperceptibly to fuck,
building a little, tapering off, starting again, building, stopping, starting — until his partner was frantic
with suspended passion — at last going for broke: driving, pounding, digging, slamming into orgasm,
firing soft bullets of sperm.

But Joel didn’t let himself cum, not yet. It was too soon, and he had the luxury of a whole free
afternoon in front of him. Craddock was a good springboard for more fantasy. Craddock bragged that, one
way or another, he “blasted his nuts” on average twice a day. “Even at school?” one of the Freshmen
wanted to know. Craddock hadn’t answered — and that was when he had looked at Joel, and Joel had
looked down at his crotch and — probably lit up like a radish with embarrassment.

So now Joel imagined Craddock jerking off. It wasn’t, he told himself, that he was attracted to
Craddock, not like a queer would be. It was just that Craddock was such a fantastically successful person,
every guy’s ideal of the potent lover.

Joel conjured up Craddock naked in the corn fields, every muscle and sinew of his fine body kissed
by the sun, while his hands caressed a huge, fat, circumcised tool. (Craddock had actually told them how
he used to sneak off to masturbate in the tall corn back on his uncle’s farm in Ohio.) Craddock stood with
his head thrown back, mouth slightly open, penis and knuckles glistening wet — and as he pumped away
one could hear the slurp-squidge-squeak of tiny bubbles of pre-lube and spit bursting against the coronal
rim.

At last the sap rose in Craddock’s loins: he didn’t choose to put off climax any longer. One last pause
to anoint his cock. Then he wrapped his hand carefully around it, started pumping, pumped harder, until
his body spasmed with exquisite rictus. A fountain of thick, white sperm spewed out of his cock, made a
glorious trajectory in the sun-filled air, gave in to gravity at last, fell, draped over leaves of corn and
puddled in the rich Ohio soil.

This time Joel did come, and, even if his ejaculation couldn’t be compared to Craddock’s imagined
fountaining, it had been a good jerk-off.

He closed his eyes, hand still clutching his sticky-wet cock, and found himself slipping gently off to
sleep.



2. Roxy’s Cadenza

The Farmer Music Academy where Joel Forrest had matriculated only a couple of weeks earlier had been
founded in 1906 by a rich American industrialist who believed, among other things, that lots of Corn
Flakes, fresh air and naked bathing in the cold Canadian waters would transform puny adolescent
mandolin players into vigorous concert virtuosi.

Still enshrined in the Code of Student Conduct was Paragraph 34: “Masturbation is a vile habit
which saps the body and corrupts the mind. Any student discovered polluting himself in this manner will
be expelled from the school.”

While Paragraph 34 was merely smiled at now, the northern Canadian air was still fresh and clean
and the waters of Skillet Lake chilly. The campus itself, however, resembled more a lodge for sportsmen
addicted to the call of the loon and the lure of lake trout than a high school for exceptionally talented
musicians. The buildings were made of solid log, heated in the winter by ancient coal furnaces (which the
students had to stoke) and remained surprisingly comfortable.

Joel Forrest wasn’t the only Freshman who was violating Paragraph 34 that afternoon. Roxy Knowles
was jerking off, too, only he was doing it in his room, on his bed, and he had pulled a gray blanket up
over his shoulder to protect him in case Brent, his roommate, decided to call his practice session on the
trumpet short and come back. If he did, all he would see would be a strand or two of Roxy’s hippy-long
blond hair curled above the blanket — nothing of his sky-blue eyes, or his rather athletic musculature
enclosed in lightly tanned skin of almost pre-pubertal purity.

Unlike Joel, Roxy knew he was gay. No, that wasn’t quite right: he liked other boys, for he made a
distinction between “gay”, which he thought of as feminine, and... whatever he was, himself. His whole
image of the world was devotedly masculine. He was male — strong, healthy, athletic. He worshiped
strong, male, healthy, athletic youths — like his roommate Brent. And it was Brent who filled his thoughts
so often these days.

How many times had he seen Brent’s prick? Dozens — in the showers, standing at the urinals,
undressing for bed. And climbing out of bed in the morning, when once he had seen it partially erect,
slanting out of the slit in Brent’s blue pajama bottoms, its owner totally unaware of his state and display.

Roxy rubbed the loose skin of his cock slowly, letting his index finger occasionally travel over the tip
to tickle it a bit. He was still on the lower levels of desire and was in no hurry yet to do much more than
gather his thoughts and try out various images in his mind for their effect. His memory of Brent’s half-
lifted cock was one of them. It was nearly full-grown, for Brent was already fifteen, uncircumcised; its
end was always hidden by the pink foreskin which closed over it like the petals of a very pale pink rose-
bud, but that morning the petals had retreated and the glans was fully revealed: purple, symmetrical, its
rear edge lying well back along the penile shaft then the helmet head swelling forward to a rounded tip
and falling away again on the front to mirror-image cheeks guarding the piss-slit between. The sight had
taken his breath away. He had just finished swinging his legs out of bed. Brent’s semi-erect penis had
immobilized him. He hadn’t been able to rise until Brent, oblivious of the excitement he was causing, had
shuffled out of their bedroom with his bath towel around his neck.

Roxy worshiped cocks. As a little boy he had always tried to get other little boys to pee with him.
Some of his earliest masturbation fantasies had been of his classmates standing in the summer fields at
home with their little pee-pees held between thumb and two fingers, jetting bright yellow arcs of urine
almost as high as they were themselves. Later the peeing disappeared from his fantasies but the cocks
remained: big cocks, little cocks, hard cocks, soft cocks. It wasn’t until he was ten that he saw an
uncircumcised cock, and from then until the revelation of Brent’s unconscious morning erection, he had
wondered what the hidden tip of such a pristine organ would look like.



One day when he was twelve and on vacation at the seaside with his parents he had retreated to a
public bathroom to masturbate, something he needed by then to do at least twice a day. Men kept coming
in and out using the urinals, but in the stalls he felt safe. He had just got down to business when suddenly
through a hole in one of the partitions — a hole he hadn’t even noticed, so intent was he in serving his
need — came an erect, mature penis. His first thought was that someone was getting ready to pee on him;
his second thought, even less logical, was that the penis was going to attack him sexually. He pulled up his
pants in a panic and ran out of the bathroom. But a few days later, having thought about the incident calmly
and come to the correct conclusion about what the owner of the penis had really wanted, he was back.
Nothing happened. He returned a third time, and a fourth time, and then on the fifth day he got lucky. He
heard someone enter the cubicle next to his. He was too shy to peak through the hole, but not to display his
erection, and soon what he hoped would happen happened: once again a cock, thoroughly erect, easily six
inches long, eased itself through the hole.

Roxy didn’t shrink from it this time. He touched it. It pulsed in a kind of thank-you, or a gesture of
encouragement. He took it between his fingers, felt it curiously all over, becoming aware of increasingly
troubled breathing on the other side of the partition. After a while the prick withdrew and was replaced
by a note saying: MAKE IT SLIPPERY.

Roxy took his ball-point and wrote on the paper: I HAVEN’T GOT ANYTHING SLIPPERY.

The paper came back with: YES YOU DO.

So Roxy wrote: NO I DON’T! WHERE?

And the reply was: IN YOUR MOUTH.

So when the prick came back, Roxy coated it all over with spittle and started jerking it off. The
sighing in the other cubicle increased. He heard fingernails scratching on the thin wood of the partition
wall. And then suddenly the cock spurted. One, then two, then three, then four great white jets of sperm
narrowly missed his rumpled Levis clustered about his ankles and splattered on the terrazzo floor. He
knew enough to keep off the tip and not to stop stroking the cock all at once, even though some of the
sperm collected at the base of the corona glandis and dripped over his thumb.

At last he let go. Roxy had found that ejaculation, the whole episode, in fact, so exciting that his own
cock needed only a few swift strokes to yield up the light sperm his testicles had just in the last weeks
started to manufacture. He caught it in a wad of toilet paper and flushed the evidence away.

He had no sooner done that than a new piece of paper had come back through the hole: IT’S YOUR
TURN NOW. STICK YOURS THROUGH AND I’LL DO IT.

It was too late, of course, and, besides, Roxy didn’t know if he was ready for that.

He and his family had returned home the next day, and that glory-hole incident in his early
adolescence had been as close as he had ever come to having actual sex with another human being. He
didn’t learn until too late that circle jerks had been fairly common in Junior High at the time. Later one of
his closer companions admitted to having participated in a few. But Roxy had the reputation then of being
super “straight” and sports-minded. “Square” would have been a better description, he thought: no one
would have dared ask straight-arrow Roxy Knowles if he wanted to fuck around with his cock!

Roxy had played football on the junior high squad, had wrestled, had swum. And jerked off, just as he
was jerking off now, thinking about faces, limbs, buttocks tensed in action, cocks imagined in rampant
erection. At the music school there was another freshman who sat next to him in theory class, a boy with
curly chestnut-colored hair that smelled wonderfully male. Once he saw evidence on him of erection — a
ridge the straining cock made in the left leg of his pants. For a week he had jerked off thinking about the
boy, imagining his cock bare. And then had come that glimpse of Brent’s early-morning hard-on.

After that he had begun to notice his roommate. Brent was a Sophomore. He wasn’t classically
handsome; he had the kind of looks that grew on you as you became aware of the personality behind them.
Brent had marvelous, intelligent and friendly hazel-colored eyes. His hair was dark brown, cut



conservatively short. He was tall — over six feet — and broad-shouldered. Perhaps because he had
always been bigger than his contemporaries, he gave the impression of great physical gentleness. Had
those strong hands once hurt a smaller boy when he hadn’t meant to? Had he sworn off fighting forever as
a kind of penance? Whatever the reason, Brent was a quiet boy who seldom sought attention. That was
probably the reason Roxy had never given him a sexual thought until one morning erection had changed all
that.

Roxy began to watch Brent more carefully. He listened to what the older boy said, put out feelers of
friendship, which was a little silly since Brent was, after all, two years older. But by mid-October
something was happening to Roxy that had never happened before: he found himself falling in love.

Or was it falling into sexual obsession? He missed Brent, longed for him, when they were apart. He
was only happy and calm when they were together, especially evenings in their little room, both pouring
over their books, studying scores. The only air he wanted to breathe was the air Brent had breathed.
Brent’s unmade bed was an erotic object which he barely restrained himself from crawling into mornings
when his roommate vacated their room for the showers. He masturbated, as always, at least twice every
day; best was in bed after Brent’s breathing took on the pattern of sleep, his face turned toward Brent
across their narrow room.

Roxy sped up his stroke. The feeling was spreading out of his groin, into his stomach, making his thigh
muscles tighten and shift. He decided, now, to concentrate on one image he had deliberately held back. It
had happened the day before when they had returned in the school mini-bus from a concert at Loaner
Lake. By taking care to be in the right place at the right time, he had grabbed the place beside Brent. Brent
had fallen asleep and Roxy had pulled his head over against his shoulder. They had ridden that way for
almost a half hour, Roxy surreptitiously breathing through Brent’s hair, catching the light musty scent of it,
looking down at Brent’s sleeping cheeks, his slightly opened lips, straight nose that flared a bit at its end.
All of this had lifted him at the time into an incredibly high state of arousal. When they came to a bumpy
section in the road he could barely keep himself from coming inside his undershorts. And Brent had
woken up, had lifted his head off Roxy’s shoulder and looked at him through slitted eyes for a moment,
then smiled and affectionately ruffled his hair.

Roxy relived that touch, that smile, those intimate smells, the warmth of Brent’s head resting on his
shoulder. As he jerked harder and faster, he felt his sperm rising, pouring into place. And now came the
giant spasms. The first pulse of his semen shot along his urethra and boiled out its tiny mouth on the tip of
his cock into the crusted handkerchief he had pulled out from under his mattress to catch it. That vigorous
spurt was followed by a second jet, and a third, a bit lazier now, and a fourth, and a fifth, until the pulses
died away into a feeling of frustration that it was only in his thoughts that he had touched the warm body
of the older boy he worshiped.



3. Small Victories

Now, as Joel Forrest slept in the woods not far away with his hand wrapped around a wet and satisfied
cock, and Roxy Knowles dozed in the aftermath of his ejaculation, two mini-buses pulled into the campus
and disgorged fifteen football playing musicians, home from the first game of the season. They were
happy and rowdy, for their team had won.

One of the players, however, had suffered a sprained ankle and had to be helped to the senior dorm.
When he was put down on his bed by his admiring team-mates (he had played on, and even scored,
despite his injury), O’Neill took one of the three pain pills the nurse had given him and told everyone to
get out and send Mallory in.

Mallory was a small, sad-faced Sophomore who had been kept back a year by a bout with hepatitis.
Mallory wasn’t especially handsome, and he wasn’t especially strong or especially bright, but he had two
great advantages which kept him, if not exactly popular, at least accepted by the other boys: he gave good
head and he never complained about the sexual uses to which he was put

Waiting for Mallory to arrive, O’Neill let the game run through his mind, especially the parts where he
had excelled. The lineman opposite him was tough and fantastically handsome — at half-time he had seen
him with his helmet off and he had a golden halo of blond curls. Perhaps inspired by this vision, he had
played really well, endured a lot of pain to make one of the winning touchdowns. It earned him a grudging
slap on the back by the handsome lineman — and what he could swear was a sly grope. Now the pill was
dampening his pain, spreading a kind of gentle euphoria through his tired body. When the good feeling
started to concentrate in his groin, he unzipped his trousers and took out his hardening penis and played
with it, knowing it would soon be providing him an additional thrill, more intense, if shorter lived, than
the nurse’s narcotic.

Without knocking, Mallory came through the door. “Jesus, O’Neill,” he said, “I could have been Mr.
Kauder.”

“But you weren’t, were you?”

“They said your ankle’s hurt pretty bad.”

“Nothing this can’t cure.” And O’Neill waggled his cock at the younger boy.

“I suppose you gotta have something.”

“I already had that something.”

“Marijuana?”

“No, airhead, one of these.” He pointed to the remaining yellow pills on the table beside his bed.

“Can I have one?”

“I don’t know. I might need another hit tonight.”

“Okay.”

“Meanwhile, put this in your mouth.” And again he waggled his penis at Mallory.

“Oh, all right!”

O’Neill spread his legs and Mallory lay down between them. He took O’Neill’s cock in his hand,
brought it close to his lips, then drew away saying, “Man, it smells raunchy!”

“I played a hard game,” O’Neill said. “I earned that raunch.”

Mallory tried to wash it off with a little with spit and his handkerchief, but the thick, musky odor
persisted. Finally he resigned himself to the smell, the somewhat bitter taste, and popped the head of it
into his mouth. Rhythmically, he began to suck.

Mallory didn’t dislike O’Neill. In fact, he rather admired him. He was flattered that O’Neill chose his
mouth so often to spill his sperm in. He couldn’t be too much of a nerd if what he did turned on an
important guy like O’ Neill.

But was it true what they said behind his back, that he really loved to suck Seniors’ cocks?



He didn’t think so. He never wanted to masturbate while he was doing it. His private dreams were of
smaller boys or younger boys — cuddling with them, holding them, stroking, kissing, licking, nuzzling —
gentle penetrationless intimacies — sleeping curled around a beautiful 10-year-old just before his body
turns that final corner into adolescence.

Dreams, alas, which thus far had never been fulfilled. At home there was a sick mother he had to care
for, and now that she was at last in a hospital and an uncle had coughed up enough money for him to come
here to the music school — now that he was free to pursue a private life of his own — he didn’t really
know how to proceed.

As for O’Neill, he lay his head back on the pillow and gave himself over to the nurse’s gentle drug
and the warm, wet lips pulling at his root

In that narcotic and sexual haze, the bliss built, subsided, rose again. The quietness of the room was
disturbed only by the ticking of his old-fashioned alarm clock on the dresser and the wet sounds of
Mallory’s practiced sucking. He had all the time in the world. He floated on a cloud of time. “Slack off,”
he said once, when he felt the cloud beginning to raise him too high, and he hit the head sharply with his
knuckles.

Mallory’s lips froze; the tempting promise of terminal bliss temporarily retreated back into his balls.

For O’Neill was remembering the summer of Billy Baumgarten, now, and he didn’t want to be brought
to the frantic edge of orgasm before he had a chance to re-taste some of the more delicious things they had
done together.

That had been — what was it? — two years ago, before his sophomore year. And Billy had never
even masturbated! O’Neill had had to take him in hand, explain about erections, show him how to do it —
Billy, the big, blond boy from the apartment building across the street, so naive, and then so passionate!

He’d also taught Billy how to kiss. It had been a whole education, starting with kindergarten pecks on
the cheek, progressing to the brief juxtaposition of dry lips, then wet lips — then very wet lips, so that he
sometimes thought he might drown (and, oh, so sweetly!) in Billy’s abundant, honey-scented saliva.

After he had taught Billy how to kiss it was easy to substitute his penis for his lips — and then his ass-
hole for his penis.

From then on, Billy simply devoured him. Once awakened, Billy’s passion was overwhelming. Every
day he showed up around noon, hung around the apartment until O’Neill’s parents had gone out, or Billy
would take O’Neill back to his empty flat, or an empty flat of one of his friends — or even a cheap hotel,
posing as two country lads who had run away from home looking for adventure. And there, in his bed,
Billy’s bed, or in some grotty room with the Third Avenue Ls thundering by, they would grapple and roll,
with Billy moaning and sobbing and licking out every crevice and orifice of O’Neill’s delighted body,
sperming three, four, sometimes five times in a single two-hour tryst.

But that was nostalgia. What O’Neill now needed was present possibility, opportunity, or, as his older
brother used to say, consummatability. For some time he’d had his eye on a ‘cello-playing freshman
named Roxy Knowles — a virgin, unless he missed his guess. Fine, straight blond hair worn hippy-long.
He’d seen Roxy swimming in the lake a couple of times. The kid had good shoulders, strong arms, a deep
sun-tan for someone so fair — and an absolutely fantastic ass: tight, rounded, firm and smooth. What
wouldn’t he do to get into that ass — glide home free through what he imagined to be the tightest sphincter
in the freshman class!

Now O’Neill was ready to cum. Mallory would suck him off while the image of that perfect ass was
fresh in his mind’s eye. “You all set to drink?” he asked.

Mallory, without unplugging his mouth from O’Neill’s cock, looked up at him and nodded.

O’Neill closed his eyes. He conjured up the beautiful freshman. The boy was coming towards him,
smiling, white teeth and blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight. Roxy crossed his arms, grabbed the bottom of
his music school sweat-shirt and pulled it over his head and tossed it aside. Now his fingers went to his



fly, undid the top button, lowered the zipper, shoved down his pants, stepped out of them, pushed down
his underpants, too, so that at last his big boy-cock was standing out stoutly from his loins, confessing
total arousal. And then the kid was turning, the shapely ass seen in profile, round, smooth, puckered at the
sides by the strong muscles within, until the buttocks were backing up against him, the boy bending over,
two strong hands grabbing the cheeks and pulling them apart, uncovering the target — pink and moist and
puckered. That ass was coming to him, now; he connected; he was pushing, pushing harder; the ring was
expanding, giving way...

O’Neill’s sperm exploded out of him. He could feel Mallory trying to swallow, but that’s difficult to
do with a cock-tip lodged against your tonsils — and O’Neill made sure that his prick stayed buried as
deep as it could go. The blow-job, and especially his come, had felt so good! He had arranged it just
right, manipulated Mallory’s mouth, held his head in positions for maximum pleasure — and Mallory had
done what he was supposed to do. Now, slowly, O’Neill came back down to earth. His grip on Mallory’s
head relaxed a bit Mallory began to breathe again, and O’Neill watched, with a sense of satisfaction and
accomplishment, a white stream of his own semen come trickling out of Mallory’s nose.



4. A Letter From Home

Life at the Farmer Academy was settling down. There are always a few weeks in the autumn when
everyone, especially the freshmen, are in transition — from home and vacation to school and work. A
society is being built, and that consumes energy. By early October everyone knew who his classmates
were, when to expect exams, what each teacher was like. They had their first Thursday concert — the
student orchestra playing the delightful little Bizet symphony. Junior and senior projects had been decided
upon and begun. And the weather remained warm and dry — all through September and well into late the
following month. The students worked, played, slept... and — some of them — made love.

The night of October 19. Eleven o’clock.

Mallory lay awake with his head turned toward the window where he could see a small triangle of the
starry heavens. He was playing with himself, wishing his hand belonged to some dear friend.

Joel Forrest, after a particularly good practice session on his violin that evening, was reasonably at
peace with himself. He had slipped off to sleep for once without being troubled by a persistent hard-on.

The senior dorm, too, was going silent O’Neill’s pain had subsided to a dull, bearable ache; his loins
were at rest; he slept. For a while the soft sounds of Buxtehude slipped out from under one of the bedroom
doors, but eventually that too, stopped, the young man who had played it creaked into his bed — there,
presumably, to sleep like a rock till morning.

Craddock, however, had no intention of going to sleep so soon, although for some time he had been
stretched out on his bed. He was thinking over a letter he had just received from his old history teacher,
his old lover. Jim Harley hadn’t really taught him all that much in bed — sex, for Craddock, had started at
twelve, first with an older brother who had shown him the ropes, then with a group of jack-off buddies,
then a girl-friend, then a boy-friend — and then came Mr. Harley — or, rather, Jim — the guy always got
pissed off if he called him Mr. Harley when they were in bed. But the experience had been nice, Tom
(then Tommy) Craddock had more than enough sperm to share — and it guaranteed him good marks, or at
least special tutoring when his accomplishments in history started to fall short of the mark.

That was unfair. Jim Harley was a friend, lover, big brother, father.

He decided to read the letter over again. It was, after all, pretty horny:

October 15

My Dear Tom Craddock:

Here I sit at my desk at home with my cock in my left hand writing you this letter with my right, and do
you know what my cock is saying? “What the fuck! You think I'm dumb? I deserve something better than
this! How do you expect me to give you any kind of decent feeling if you do it dry? Out in the open?
Alone? Christ, man, I’'m used to something better ‘n that! Like Tommy Craddock’s mouth — that was
something else.”

Okay, I haven’t been faithful to your memory! When you’re almost thirty the sanctity of celibacy
begins to pall. And I’m pretty damn sure you haven’t been faithful to mine either, surrounded by all those
brass and woodwind players with finely trained lips. Have you noticed a difference in technique with
kids who play the flute, the oboe, the horn, the bassoon, the trumpet, the tuba (sorry, the contra-bass
euphonium)? Do a little research and write me the results.

Two nights ago I had to take the boat across Lake Michigan. The boss wouldn’t spring for a bed so I
had to sit up — and so did a whole covey of kids from Inniscauld which, in case you’ve never heard of it,
is one of these fancy boarding schools, the kind where teachers watch you day and night, check the sheets,



don’t let you have Kleenexes, control your laundry (especially your undershorts and dirty handkerchiefs),
and make you wear dark blue jackets with school crests on them and gray flannel shorts, even in the
freeze-ass days of fall.

Anyhow, out of that school group there was this blue-eyed beauty, maybe twelve, sitting right across
from me, so close that our legs kept getting tangled. He tried to sleep — I couldn’t, with those gorgeous
bare knees within cock-spitting distance. The kids were the school’s debating team, I discovered
(probably defending a subject like “Virginity before marriage is the only way to go!”). The other boys
were kind of lined up on the seats beside him and beside me.

Along about two o’clock in the morning one of the boys a couple of seats away from me came to,
looked about him and asked the guy next to him, “Where’s Mr. Miller and Harlow?”

The other kid answered, “I don’t know, probably having a session,” and they got up to buy some pop
in the automatic dispenser. Now I was really turned on!

I looked around me; everybody else seemed to be asleep — except for blondie, who had opened his
blue eyes and had obviously heard what the other two had said. I leaned forward and asked him, “Do you
think they’re having a session?”

The kid grinned. “I don’t know.”

I moved my legs together, catching one of his in between. He didn’t try to extricate it He just sat still,
with that faint grin on his face, meeting my eyes.

I leaned forward again and asked him, “Would you like to have a session?”

The grin slowly faded. “Here? Now?” he whispered.

“I’11 get up first You wait about five minutes, and we’ll meet beside the men’s room.”

He nodded, and I took off to look for a place.

I don’t know if you’ve ever taken that ferry. It carries cars, down below, and on the bottom deck
there’s a lot of little rooms filled with life preservers. The rooms have doors, but the doors are
unlocked — so people can get at the preservers if there’s an emergency, obviously. I found a room I
figured might just work, and returned to the passenger deck, hardly daring to believe the kid would be
there. But he was, and I brought him down.

“You know, we’re not supposed to do this,” the kid told me once we were safe inside the compartment
and I was jerry-rigging a lock on the door with life-lines and jammed flare boxes.

“Does Mr. Miller do it? And Harlow?”

The kid just shrugged. A good sign, I thought. A kid that doesn’t tell on his buddies and his teacher
wouldn’t be likely to tell on me.

We took off his jacket and laid it carefully on top of a pile of orange life-preservers. Then I loosened
the top button of his gray flannel shorts and lowered his fly zipper and slipped everything — gray flannel
and blue jockeys — down about his knees. The kid was ready, all right — he was hard as a hammer
handle — all three hairless inches of him — and it was as nice and shapely a cock as you’d ever want to
see. That poor appendage was just coming into the prime of its life and now it was subject to crazy school
rules which throttled it, month after month — in theory, at any rate.

“You going to suck me?” he asked.

“You bet,” I said.

But the trouble was that our little nautical love-nest had practically no room to maneuver. I couldn’t
drop to my knees. I had to sort of help him up onto some life-preservers, yank his shorts still further down
about his ankles, wedge myself between his tender white thighs, bend down at a break-back angle to take
him.

But, Jesus, Tom, was it worth it! I'd risk a double hernia for it any day. It was beautiful, it was
sensitive, and it smelled and tasted out of this world. You know how dull a cock is right after you’ve
taken a bath — and you know how raunchy it is if you haven’t taken a bath for a couple of days? This one



was aged just right. There was the smell of skin. There was the smell of crotch — of ass and balls and
sweaty locker-room sport-clothes. There was a light smell of cock cheese, but prime-cut, rare, perfectly
aged cock-cheese. And a hint of ass-hole.

And so dancing in front of my nose was that beautifully scented privileged penis, an uncut prick with
the foreskin well peeled back along the shaft, its cute little purple head just inches away, waiting for me,
tempting me downwards.

“Come on!” the kid groaned. His hands were on my shoulders, pushing.

I took one more deep, ecstatic breath through my nose, and then started to lick it. First I ran my tongue
around the tip, changing its tint and texture in the dim compartment light from powder lilac to deep
glistening purple. Then I ran my tongue over the sides and the back and finally up over the most sensitive
folds of its foreskin.

“O000000!” he shivered. “Man, that’s terrific!” His hands moved from my shoulders to my neck, and
then to my head. I could feel his fingers trembling as they touched my ears, brushed against my cheek.

Now that the cock was nicely wet, I pursed my lips over its tip, feeling its putty-like consistency, then
opened them, drew back my teeth. I made a vacuum in my mouth and slowly dropped my head.

“Yikes!” he kid exclaimed. A gigantic shudder went through his body. His thighs closed about me.

Holding his cock at its base between thumb and first finger, cupping his up-tightened balls with the
other, I raised my head, let my tongue flutter across his frenulum for perhaps two seconds, and sucked his
prick in all the way once again.

“Oh, shit, man!” the kid said, almost crying, “you’re doing it perfect!”

Up and down I went, up and down. His prick was salty, but not at all bitter. I could taste, too, its
cheese, its skim its sweat It was just the right size, a tasty morsel which fit sweetly, even when it was all
the way in, between lips and throat, between tongue and pallet I could always breathe in — through my
nose — and savor all those wonderful smells, quickened, now, by being wet

It couldn’t last, of course. He was just a little boy. He probably didn’t even get a chance to jack off
very often. He certainly didn’t have much control.

“Okay. Okay!” he gasped, warning me, as he explained later, that he was about to come and I’d better
get off if I didn’t want to take a load in my mouth (how innocent some boys are!). But I kept up my
sucking, increased the tempo, and with a colossal shudder and a long wail that must have been heard if
anyone was on the car deck, he came (and at least two drops of tasty goo leaked out of that piss-eye into
my mouth). What his cocklet lacked in sperm it made up for in orgasmic jerks: one pulse, two pulses,
three hard pulses — with me pretending, for his sense of pride, to swallow, holding the prick midway
along the shaft with my lips so I could flutter-tongue the frenulum and not touch the ticklish tip.

Slowly the tension went out of his body. His grip on my head relaxed, this thighs spread. I proofed his
seminal wetting. It tasted amazingly sweet — a bit salty. Its bleach-like smell drifted upwards into my
head. It enchanted me; it turned me so thoroughly on I didn’t ever want to let go of it. What a fabulous
little spigot!

“Hey,” he said a little while later, “I’m through.” I let the cock snake out of my mouth and looked up
into those beautiful smiling eyes. “Thanks.”

“I enjoyed it too,” I said. “Can I put it between your legs?”

He looked at me a little quizzically, a bit doubtfully, then shrugged. “Okay.”

We had to re-arrange the life-preservers again. After a lot of grunting and sweating he was able to
drape himself, bottom up, across a pile, and I, dropping my pants, mounted him from behind.

After all that excitement, my cock was thoroughly wet — you know how it runs when I’m turned on —
and there was just enough pre-come love juice in and on it to lube up what the anatomists call the kid’s
“interfemoral region”. I collapsed onto his back, my face tangling in the rumples of his white school shirt.



I was just getting a good rhythm started, quite content with this somewhat less-than-ideal fucking
technique, when I heard the kid mumble something that sounded like “Don’t go up me.”

I told him not to worry, I wouldn’t.

He repeated his command, this time with a trace of annoyance.

I thought I’d understood him, but I wasn’t sure because of all the engine noise down there and the fact
that his mouth seemed to be jammed against a wall of life-preservers. “No,” I assured him once again,
“I’1l only do this.”

“I said, you can go up me!” He almost shouted it this time.

I was amazed — and delighted. “Really?”

“Yes!”

“I didn’t... bring anything.”

“Use what you got.”

I slipped off him, until my feet were on the floor. I bent over him. The kid didn’t just have a beautiful
cock, he had a beautiful ass, too. The ideal ass of a little boy just achieving his puberty. His waist was
narrow, his legs slender, his buttocks rounded, like a child’s, but firm and puckered a bit at the sides. I
parted the cheeks and pressed my nose and mouth and chin inwards and inhaled all that great ass-crack
perfume. He was a clean kid. There was nothing brown and obnoxious in there — and, of course, he was
totally hairless. But he had worked up a sweat since his last shower, and the smell of day-old ass
perspiration impregnated every square inch of that enchanted valley.

I started to lick up and down the length of his crack, from sacroiliac to the base of his cute little
velvety, rumpled ball sack, wetting it down, making it slippery. Gradually I started to limit my licking to
the area around his ass-hole, zeroing in, so to speak, with my tongue on the ultimate target of my cock. I
started to suck on the little pucker, nudged it with my tongue, teased at the lips, made the tip of my tongue
into an arrow-head and injected it in a ways.

“That’s nice!” the kid breathed.

Back and forth, in and out, I moved my tongue, over and over again, as the boy started to squirm
beneath me. Obviously he was turning on again — one come wasn’t enough for a “session” with this kid.

“You ready?” I asked at last.

“Yup.”

“You sure it isn’t going to hurt?”

“What if it does? Inniscauld kids can take anything!”

I don’t have to tell you, Tom, that it isn’t just my penis that starts to juice when I’m aroused — my
mouth does, too. There was enough for me to slather down my cock until it was dripping, and even add a
bubbly dollop to his ass-hole lips. Then I climbed up on him, positioned my tool, and drove home.

Man, that kid was hot, tight and beautiful inside! I heard him groaning, but I didn’t know if it was in
pain, pleasure or both. And at that moment I didn’t care. I was in the top heaven of all heavens, the ones
you and I reached on those special fuck days when everything was perfect. I rolled back and slid home,
rolled back and slid home, pounding away in that beautiful ass like one of the gigantic engine pistons that
were beating away in our ship not far away. I gasped, tore at his shirt with my teeth, moaned, cried,
shuddered and, as if there was a huge ball of fire up my ass, came gloriously and spermily as high up his
backside as I suspect anyone ever had before.

Well, that was it. It was over. The kid had lost another drop of semen some time during that glorious
fuck — I thought I could see its slick on the orange life-preserver when he slipped back down and started
hitching up his shorts. I un-blockaded the door, opened it a crack to see if anyone was down there on the
car deck. All was clear, so in a matter of minutes we were both upstairs in our old seats among the
Inniscaulders. And now both of us really did sleep.



Oh, yes, one thing more. As we were getting off the boat, with the kid last in the school line-up in front
of me, he turned around and whispered, “Thanks, Sir, for the session.”

With all my affectionate best wishes,

Jim Harley



5. Craddock on the Prowl

Craddock started to put the letter away, then thought better of it and rummaged about in his desk for a book
of matches and, holding the pages one by one by a corner, burned the letter up.

He opened the window to let the smoke out. The soft night air fell on his face. He waited a few
minutes more, until all the faculty were likely to have deserted the lower school dormitories for their own
little cabins, then stepped out his window into the dew-heavy night. Dressed in black pants and the dark
blue music school sweatshirt, he was all but invisible as he jogged, barefoot, across the pine-studded
quadrangle.

There were four student dormitories at the Farmer Academy. Originally each had been for a particular
class, but exigencies of enrollment fluctuations dictated more flexibility. Only the graduating seniors slept
apart in their own building now, for, as fitted their higher status, they had rather deluxe accommodation.
Each occupied a suite of his own consisting of a small bedroom and living room with open-hearth
fireplace. The other students, freshmen through juniors, were housed together, even roomed together,
willy-nilly, in the three remaining dorms: the Bach, the Dvorak — and the Meyerbeer.

It was to the Dvorak that Craddock headed now. He had always had better success there, and, besides,
the night before had been a Meyerbeer night. He crawled in through the bathroom window and a moment
later was opening the door to Jamie Norman’s room.

Jamie was just about half-way between puberty and manhood — in every respect. He had, Craddock
knew from experience, a circumcised four-inch cock with a small tuft of brown hair on the escutcheon
above it. He was rapidly passing five-foot-two in height and 100 pounds. He had a kind of square head
crowned with curly blond hair.

Once inside Jamie’s bedroom, Craddock knelt beside the bed. Steady breathing told him that its
occupant, lying vulnerably on his back, was asleep. Craddock slipped his hand under Jamie’s covers,
moved it cautiously toward the young boy’s root, until it encountered a cool, wet spot on the lower sheet
and he caught the unmistakable scent of sperm.

He was too late. Jamie had already played with himself, and now was sunk in temporary respite from
the tortures of young sexuality.

Craddock stood and started to walk away, when a sleepy voice said, “Hey! That you, Craddock?”

“Yep.”

“Oh, shit, I didn’t know! You didn’t say anything — or anything.”

“I know.” Craddock knelt again beside the bed.

“So I already... well...”

“Don’t worry about it,” Craddock said, then went on, with light irony, “All fourteen-year-old boys
masturbate. It’s perfectly normal.”

“You bastard!” Jamie chuckled.

An arm came around Craddock’s neck and drew their faces together. Craddock sucked in the boy’s
lips, which were already taking on the musty scent of night, then released them. “Go back to sleep,” he
said, standing up. “Catch you on another prowl.”

“Yeah, but., let a guy know first huh?”

Craddock slipped out of the room and crossed the hall to where two young clarinettists roomed
together. Ardently heterosexual, Lester and Timmins nonetheless took the view that making out with a
receptive roommate (and an occasional visitor) was preferable to nine months of abstinence. When
Craddock opened the door they were, in fact, in such companionable embrace that they didn’t hear him
step into the room and quietly close the door behind him.

“Hold it... can you hold it?” whispered one of the boys.

“Not a hell of a lot longer.”



“I’m pretty close, t00.”

“Yeah, but let’s not...”

“Put your hand there. Sort of move it around.”

“Like this?”

“Uh huh. That’s good.”

“That feel good?”

“Yeah, real good. Your hair smells nice.”

“It does? I didn’t wash it”

“That’s why it smells nice. Jeez... you gonna bring me off if you do that!”

“Yeah, let’s cool it...”

Craddock slipped out as silently as he had come in.

Next door was Ray Dee Lowman, a small, compact hillbilly Junior who, to the complete
bewilderment of his family, was studying not “normal” guitar (made of plastic, dripping wires and warty
with control knobs) but the acoustical variety — and playing 17th Century music on it.

Ray Dee was not asleep. “Jesus, man, you gave me a fright.”

“It’s just me,” said Craddock.

“Yeah, I know that now!” Ray Dee lifted the covers. “Come on in. There’s plenty of room for two.”

Craddock skinned himself out of his sweatshirt and pants and crawled in beside Ray Dee. He could
feel Ray Dee’s penis hardening. “This hasn’t already gone off, has it?” Craddock asked, taking the boy’s
cock in his hand.

“Nope, but I’d been thinkin’ about a good pull.”

“So I came in time. I didn’t with Jamie.”

“Norman? You tried him first?”

“Uh huh. Then Lester and Timmins. You’re third choice.”

“Thanks a lot!”

“That’s okay.”

“What were Lester and Timmins up to?”

“What weren’t they? Kindness was not to disturb them.”

“Well, like my cousin Leroy used to say, ‘Third choice is better than no choice at all’.”

“Actually, I was just going down the corridor.”

“Sure. I believe you.”

They pressed their thighs together, thick penises rolling against each other. Ray Dee pulled his sheet
and blanket around Craddock’s shoulders, as though to make it more cozy for both of them.

From under the covers, now, welled up all the rich human scents of Ray Dee’s body — the boy’s hair,
skin, slightly musky-scented breath. Every boy carries his own scent about him, Craddock thought. If
placed in a dark room with all the boys and girls he had ever loved, he was sure he could tell them apart,
and even the time of day, from the distinctive aromas of their individual lips, hair, penises, butt-holes.
There was nothing, except touching, of course, as sexy as scent.

Craddock rolled on top of Ray Dee and buried his chin at the joint of Ray Dee’s neck and shoulder.
He took the lobe of Ray Dee’s ear gently between his teeth, then decided on an oral attack on the whole
ear itself. He sucked it into his mouth and washed it with his tongue.

“Hey, what ya doin’?” Ray Dee was rather conservative in what he thought proper between two
males.

“Getting ready to go after your mouth.”

“Oh, no, none of that”

“Almost a professional guitar plucker and never been kissed.”

“I kissed all right, but not another fellow. You knew that. We need some gully down there.”



What wasn’t OK in Ray Dee’s ear was acceptable on boys cocks — ‘gully’ being a local term
peculiar to the cove where Ray Dee had grown up — and Craddock raised his hips just long enough for
both of their hands to move from mouth to cock, to lubricate their erections and Ray Dee’s underlying
belly.

Then Craddock settled back down into Ray Dee’s embrace. He gave a first thrust with his hips. With
great satisfaction, he felt his penis, nuzzling against Ray Dee’s, glide in their joint lubricant over Ray
Dee’s taught skin just below and a little to the right of his navel.

“Whoo whee!” Ray Dee exclaimed, thrusting his cock back up against Craddock’s body.

“You got a good place, too?” — meaning, had Ray Dee’s cock found a slippery spot to ride in, always
a bit of an uncertainty in mutual rubbing-off.

“Sure do. Man, is that ever better than my old five fingers!”

“But no four lips?”

“Now you talking dirty!”

After that neither of them could talk at all. Craddock, as top man, set the pace. With each commanding
dig with his cock into Ray Dee’s belly, Ray Dee rolled back his hips. With every release, Ray Dee thrust
upward against Craddock. Their arms locked around each other. Ray Dee’s hands kneaded Craddock’s
back muscles, buttocks, thighs. Craddock bit into Ray Dee’s shoulder. Ray Dee gasped into Craddock’s
ear, pouring out hot, troubled breath into the dark air above them.

Suddenly Craddock remembered something that had happened a few days earlier. He had been
spinning erotic yarns to some of the younger boys outside the rehearsal hall when he noticed that a pair of
white tennis shorts opposite him was not only tenting up over a furious erection but that there was a
growing wet-pinkish spot where that erection terminated.

He’d looked up and met the eyes of a rather handsome freshman, who had instantly turned bright red.

Was Joel Forrest — he’d subsequently made inquiries and found out the boy’s name — to be had?
Were his eyes really that brilliant, his lips that full — his cock that ardent?

Craddock shuddered at the thought and bit down into Ray Dee’s neck.

“Hey! No hickies!” Ray Dee grunted.

But by then Craddock was beyond hearing — and so, for that matter, was the young guitarist. They
groaned and jerked and gasped at their peak. Semen spurted out of their cocks. It mixed companionably in
the crack where their bellies squeezed together, then started to run slowly down Ray Dee’s now
motionless hips.

The release was wonderful, yet something had been missing. What was it, Craddock wondered? He’d
almost had it those last moments before orgasm. Oh, yes, the boy in the tennis shorts, Joel Forrest. That
would bear some investigation.



6. A Project is Born

Roxy Knowles had given up on the exercises. Just for now. Somehow arpeggios had led to passages from
the Dvorak concerto. He closed his eyes and improvised: now it was the Rococo Variations, then the first
theme from the Mendelssohn trio and, idiotically, the over-played Chaconne from Bach’s violin Partita in
D. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t, but that mattered less than the release of his emotions, or
rather the pouring of feeling with hand and bow into the great wooden box between his knees, which
returned it all in living sound.

And even as he played he was rehearsing his speech. He had to tell someone. It wasn’t just that he
was drawn to boys and thought girls boring. It was that he loved one particular boy, and that boy slept by
him, studied by him. Not all that love could be poured out of his ‘cello; it had to be spoken, too, and into
the ear of his beloved. Brent must know. He had to tell him. He had to find the right moment He was
pretty sure Brent wouldn’t laugh at him: perhaps pity him, but not scorn him. Would Brent retreat, feeling
threatened? That was a risk. At least now he had Brent’s friendship, or as much of a friendship you could
have as a freshman with an upper-classman. But that friendship was based on a terrible hypocrisy, and he
had to put their relationship, whatever it might be in the future, on an honest footing.

Roxy forced himself back to the exercise book, with its idiot repetitive patterns of semi-quavers
looping across the page, bar after bar, and it was then that he became aware of someone else in the little
practice room, someone who had slipped through the door during his rapturous self-indulgence and was
watching him. He turned around and saw it was one of the senior music students.

“I have a proposition,” said the intruder.

“I didn’t know anybody was here,” Roxy said.

“You sound pretty good.”

“Thanks.”

“Do you think you’re up to Schelomo?”

“Why?”

The senior put out his hand. “I’'m O’Neill. I know who you are.” They shook hands. “If you learn the
‘cello part, I’'ll do the orchestra.”

“Bloch already did that. He did it fifty years ago or something.”

“I know. Only, I can make it better.”

O’Neill was no conventional musician. He had little liking for musical theory, less curiosity about the
artistic evolution of famous composers and the world they inhabited, except perhaps for the anecdotal,
and absolutely no taste for textural musicology. He once mystified a group of sophomores by asking them,
“Do you know who the coolest of all composers was?”

They shook their heads solemnly.

“Anton Bruckner,” and, to their surprise, went on: “He lived completely for his own notes. He didn’t
give a shit about the world. He worshiped Wagner, masturbated his organ day and night, but in the middle
of the last act of Die Goeterdammerung he turned to the guy next to him and asked, “Why are they burning
the woman?” He’s the pure creative radical, a really cool cat doing his own thing.”

“Did he really mean that?” one freshman asked after O’Neill had wandered off.

“Who knows?” said another.

O’Neill did, however, have two relevant gifts. One was a good ear. He had not only perfect pitch but
near-perfect memory. He could start a symphony going in his head and play it through to the end, varying
its tempo to suit the time frame in which it had to play. The other gift was great manual dexterity: he was a
facile keyboard performer and just as skilled with a welding torch and solder-iron.

And so it is not surprising that his field was electronic music, or, to be more precise, since he was not
notably creative, synthesizer arrangements. And so he proposed to turn the molten gold of Bloch’s



orchestra into a silver stream of electrons, a background of writhing computer sound for a live, romantic
‘cello to play against.

“Okay,” said Roxy. He sensed that O’Neill was serious, that he was a man with follow-through, no
matter how odd the results might sound. Roxy had a record of Bloch’s ‘cello rhapsody at home, liked it
and wondered why it never seemed to be performed these days. It flattered him to think of himself upon
the stage as Solomon — Solomon the wise, Solomon the horny. It would be more fun to play it against this
odd senior’s synthesizer production than a scratchy old Add-a-Part record. “Okay, I’ll do it. When do we
start?”

O’Neill gave him a smile Roxy didn’t exactly like. “Start what?”

“Uh... you know. Working on the performance.”

“Yes, the performance. Would you like to see my synthesizer lab?”

They met several times over the next week. Roxy checked the ‘cello part out of the music library and
started preparing it. He liked the project, even if he found O’Neill somehow unsympathetic. Not that the
senior wasn’t handsome. His blue eyes and what Hollywood might call his “brooding dark good looks”
were very much, for Roxy, a turn-on — so much so that in the days that followed O’Neill’s face, hands,
the set of his shoulders, even, tended to enter his masturbation fantasies — with mixed results of pleasure
and worry.



7. Duet for Four Hands

It is almost impossible for two young people drawn to one another not to reveal that information to each
other, and so it was with Craddock and Joel Forrest. Their eyes met at lunch the following Wednesday.
Joel and Craddock were sitting at separate tables, but they had spotted one another, even across half the
width of the dining room. Joel found himself blushing. Craddock simply thought — and made plans.

After lunch Joel returned to his room. He was restless and frustrated. His loins were once again full to
overflowing. He decided to get out of the music school for a few hours. There were no classes; he had no
appointments until supper at six. So he slipped on his music school sweat-shirt, grabbed his violin and
walked out into the school quadrangle.

The first thing he saw was Craddock talking with a group of seniors. With a sharp stab of excitement
in his groin, Joel noticed that Craddock’s eyes were following him. Joel turned onto the service road and
then, at its end, plunged into the woods.

There Indian summer was in full reign. Sun filtered down through the pine boughs out of a hazy sky in
which insects danced and mated. Its warmith filled the air with sweet piney scents.

Joel followed a low ridge which paralleled the stream feeding Skillet Lake. After about an hour he
stumbled into a tiny glade. This was just what he was looking for. He threw off his sweat shirt and took
out his violin, and for a while he serenaded the birds with a wild improvisation on themes from the
Sibelius concerto, music which seemed most perfectly to fit the setting and his intensely romantic mood.

Then he put away his violin, stretched out on the grass, shoved down his pants and hoisted up his T-
shirt and began to caress his penis.

It was Craddock again in his thoughts, of course, Craddock naked and aroused. He didn’t know if he
was Craddock, or if, by some Alice-in-Wonderland transformation, he was Craddock’s partner, but it
really didn’t matter. Craddock’s magnificent penis was his penis, or was against his penis, or inside his
body? — he really didn’t know. There was Craddock’s mouth, heaving chest, vice-grip of iron-band
arms. Craddock’s penis was thrusting, pushing through, breaking down the barriers, battering at the flesh,
a sword, a piston, beating, pumping, until... until...

Joel’s sperm spurted out, free at last, urgent, covering his belly and knuckles, draining away the agony
of his desire. Still just as powerful was that sense of diffuse longing, but with the release of his loins (and
the previous release of his music) he was reasonably at peace. He closed his eyes and drifted off into
sleep.

When he woke up he was instantly aware that for some time he had not been alone. He opened his
eyes. There was Craddock, sitting not more than ten feet away, chewing on a piece of grass. For a moment
Joel wondered if he wasn’t still dreaming, if the corporeal Craddock wasn’t really a carry-over from his
earlier fantasy.

“I followed you,” Craddock said simply.

Joel looked down at himself. His hand had slipped off his cock, which was lying athwart one hip, but
crusty globs of semen were still visible on his naked belly. “Oh, Jesus Christ!” he swore. He clutched at
his pants and jerked them up, deeply humiliated. God, to be caught this way! Especially by Craddock, by
Craddock, of all people!

“Stay cool,” Craddock said. He removed the piece of grass from his mouth. “If you didn’t do that you
wouldn’t be human.”

“Doesn’t mean you like to be watched.”

“True. I just checked you out and then went away for a while.”

“And came back.”

“And there you were spaced out in post-orgasmic doze. So I settled down and waited. What I can’t
figure out is why you have to do it alone.”



Joel was beginning to recover a bit from his shock. “There’s not a lot of females around here,” he
threw out, “or haven’t you noticed?”

“Doesn’t matter. Boys are people too. You could be pretty popular.”

“I’m a little old for pull-and-giggle.”

Craddock bent the grass he had been chewing around his forefinger and cocked the finger at Joel’s
crotch. “Nobody’s going to giggle about what I saw in there.”

“Okay, so I’'m normal — for going on fifteen.”

“I decided it was best not to interrupt you. It’s always best to talk after you cum.”

“Talk?” What in hell was Craddock getting at? “I know about, well... things.”

“I’m sure you do.”

“And VD.”

“The sickness and not the pleasure.”

“Huh?”

“The mechanics and not the fun.”

“Fun for us starts with a beautiful girl, doesn’t it?” Joel knew he was faking a bit now.

Craddock got up and walked over to him and dropped down to his knees. “Boys can be beautiful too,”
he said. ‘Take you, for example...”

“Oh, for Christ sake, Craddock, I...”

“You look at guys. I’ve seen you. And you bone up, too.”

“You mean the other day...”

“Also.”

“That was because of your stories!”

“So this afternoon, like I said, I followed you. At first I figured you had a rendezvous with some other
guy, and [ wondered who.”

“I just wanted to be alone. To play the violin, among other things.”

“I know. Sibelius. The second theme from the first movement, with its great upward rush... you could
try it on that.” He brushed his hand lightly over Joel’s crotch. “You probably did — a whole cadenza.”

“All right, all right, it’s no fucking sin, is it?”

“No, it’s no fucking sin.”

Craddock touched Joel’s cheek. Joel didn’t move away, although he felt he ought to. He felt the blood
rush to his penis.

“It was my luck that you were alone,” Craddock said. His fingers slid gently over Joel’s nose and
lips. “Do you mind what I’'m doing?” he asked.

Joel gulped and shook his head.

“Your skin is so smooth,” Craddock said. “You got only fuzz. It’s really nice; boyish and nice.”

“I thought you liked women,” Joel finally managed to say.

“Oh, I do, I do. But boys can be pretty good, too.”

Amazed as he was to find Craddock doing this — Craddock, the wild womanizer — there was
another thing to consider. If Craddock liked it there couldn’t be anything too queer about it, and that meant
he couldn’t be too queer for liking it, too. He found himself staring into Craddock’s eyes. His penis by
now was completely hard. He dropped his eyes to Craddock’s crotch.

“Go ahead,” Craddock said.

“What?”

“Feel it. It’s not going to bum you.”

“Your... cock?”

“Don’t be a wimp. When you want something, go after it.” And he took Joel’s hand and placed it on
his crotch.



Joel could feel the hard shape pushing upward inside the denim, its toughness, warmth, even its
dampness. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he said out loud.

“Come on, have a good feel.”

“You don’t mind?”

“For Christ sake, if I don’t like something you’ll hear about it soon enough.”

Joel began to trace his fingers around the penile form. Craddock leaned back on his elbows, giving
Joel’s hand easier access. Joel stroked the ridge, pinched it lightly, fondled it, until a spot of pre-come
began to darken the denim over its tip.

“Better take it out,” Craddock said at last.

So Joel unfastened the top brass button of Craddock’s fly, drew down the zipper and parted the two
triangles of faded blue cloth.

Now Craddock unweighted his hips so Joel could push down Levis and undershorts alike. The big,
musky-scented erection sprang up like a jack-in-the-box. “What do you want me to do to it?” he asked
Craddock.

“Whatever you’ve done with other guys — that’ll be a good start.”

“I haven’t done other guys.”

“Ever?”

Joel shook his head.

“Man, I’m flattered,” Craddock said. He sat up, pulled off his T-shirt, wadded it into a ball and made
a pillow of it in the grass. Then he lay back, closed his eyes and, folding his hands behind his neck, said,
“Just do to me what you do to yourself and we’ll see how it goes.”

Joel took Craddock’s penis in his hand. It was a bigger erection than his own; the skin seemed looser.
He could smell it, too, the pungent odor of crotch sweat. He began to stroke it, trying to make his grip as
tight and smooth as he could.

It wasn’t long before Craddock’s body was shuddering and trembling. A minute later Craddock
whispered, “Okay, I’'m going to spunk.”

“Shall I...?” Joel began.

“Chrissake, don’t stop!” And then Craddock was sperming. Thick clots spurted out of his penis, flung
themselves into the air and splashed down on his heaving chest and belly. What seemed like a cataract of
warm, white semen pulsed over Joel’s slowing knuckles.

“Whew!” Craddock said after a pause to recover his breath. “I needed that.”

“You shot a lot of cum.”

“You should see me when I leave it alone for a couple of days. Okay, Joel, it’s your turn.”

“Uh, I don’t know. It wasn’t too long ago...”

“If a kid your age can’t do it twice in an hour he might as well be dead. Come on.”

Craddock pulled a red handkerchief out of a back pocket and dried himself with it, stood to pull up his
Levis. Then he led Joel to a tree, sat against it with legs spread and pulled him down between them.
“Now get out your tool,” he said. “And shove down your Levis unless you want to go back to school with
sperm spots all over them.”

Joel obeyed, and a moment later he was leaning back against Craddock’s bare chest, feeling
Craddock’s warm breath on his neck as the older boy told him, “Now I’'ll show you how it’s really done.”

“I wasn’t much good, huh?”

“You’ll get better. First thing, make it slippery.” He had a tube of Vaseline. As Joel watched,
Craddock squeezed out an inch-long worm of clear jelly onto his penis tip and then spread it around so
that all the skin of his cock was lightly basted.

“Wow, I never tried that!” Joel said.

“You must use something. Sometimes, anyhow.”



“Yeah, spit!” Joel said unenthusiastically.

“Well, I didn’t want to turn you off first time. Besides, this won’t dry. Ready?”

“Sure!”

Craddock took Joel’s cock in hand and started the motion.

“Oh, Jesus!” Joel moaned.

Nothing had ever felt sweeter, certainly no touch to his penis. Craddock’s stroke was slow, tight, and
the Vaseline, in all their warmth and the heat of the sun, had become incredibly slippery.

Craddock was letting his free hand roam all over Joel’s chest and neck and face, pushing their heads
together. Joel could smell Craddock now, the acrid odor of sweat, the light residual scent of cotton from
the discarded T-shirt, hair, breath, sperm.

It was amazing that he had so much feeling only an hour after jerking himself all the way off. But
Craddock was doing it this time, and Craddock was an expert. He could lie back against Craddock,
submit to Craddock’s fondling and caresses. He didn’t need a fantasy: his fantasy was actually happening.

Craddock’s hand slowed up, now, and stopped, but it didn’t release his penis.

“Did that feel good?” Craddock wanted to know.

“Did it ever!”

“The second time you always got more staying power. So there’s no point in rushing.”

“Okay.”

They rested for perhaps a half-minute, Joel’s forehead tucked against Craddock’s jaw, Craddock’s
right hand rhythmically squeezing Joel’s erection but otherwise not moving over it, his left continuing to
caress Joel’s lips and nose and closed eyes. Then the stroking on Joel’s penis began again, almost
imperceptibly at first, but built into a fine full stroke that had Joel shuddering and moaning with delight.

“Tell me when you’re getting close,” Craddock said.

“It’1l be pretty soon.”

“Okay, I’'ll slow down.”

“I don’t know as I can take many more pauses.”

“A couple you can. But I haven’t learned your body language yet. That takes a couple of times.”

Craddock nevertheless was guessing pretty well. He kept Joel riding from one incredibly high peak of
pleasure to another. Joel realized that the movements on his cock were often small, but they were
exquisitely planned, making allowances for the superb lubrication to which he was unusually sensitive.
He felt his closeness to orgasm fluctuate ecstatically, from teetering on the very brink to agonized retreat
and then back again. It was as if the whole universe was concentrated in one slippery penis, which
belonged to him, and one ministering hand, which belonged to Craddock.

At last he felt he couldn’t put it off it any longer. “It’s starting,” he said.

The hand motion stopped.

“Oh, God!”

“Can you hang on?”

“Do I got to?”

“Try.”

He gritted his teeth and at last the surge of passion rolled back and left him safely on the anticipatory
side of climax.

“Good boy,” Craddock said, patting his cheek.

“Okay, but next time make it for real.”

“You sure?”

“Sure I’m sure.”

“Anything special you want?”

“How do you mean?”



“I don’t know. Most people have special things they save for the big moment.”

“If I do, I don’t know what it is.”

“Maybe one of these days we’ll find out.”

“Okay.”

“For now, just tell me when that final bit’s starting. I can make it nicer if I know.”

It seemed that the grip on his penis, already tight, got tighter yet, and warmer. And then the motion
began, as before, almost undetectably at first, accelerated, concentrated, now, on that magic nerve running
down from his piss slit and petering out in his patch of rumply, sensitive skin. It was incredible how
Craddock seemed to know just where the best feeling was, and how to awaken it. But orgasm was rushing
at him, fast, faster...

“Now!” he gasped. “This is it! Here I go!”

And then he seemed to explode. The orgasm shook him, raped him, went on and on, searing his
bowels, tearing at his gut, cutting off his breath, making him moan and whimper, as pulse followed hard,
wracking pulse, each searching to the bottom of his balls for new drops burning with their load of vibrant,
thrashing spermatozoa. Jet after jet poured out of him, as though his previous ejaculation had barely
tapped his seminal well.

Then he was limp. The orgasm had wrung all the vitality out of his body, yet he felt he should rise,
tidy up, crawl back into the world of clothes and physical distance between boys.

He started to pull away, but Craddock, with his right hand still wrapped around his penis, held him
back with his left, pressing the side of his face warmly into Joel’s hair.

“You got no hurry,” Craddock said. “Enjoy the next few minutes. God knows, you’re not going to get
that kind of chance a lot at school.”



8. Loving: Nice and Nasty

Roxy had finally done it. He had heard Brent get up in the middle of the night and shuffle off to the
bathroom. When Brent had returned, tousle-headed and eyes half-closed, he had found Roxy sitting at the
desk staring moodily out into the night. “What’s the deal?” Brent had asked, and slowly, stumblingly, the
story had come out. Now it was finished, and Roxy waited, full of fear, for his roommate’s reaction.

Brent too, was sitting up, on the side of his bed. “You’ve never done any of that?” he asked quietly.

“No.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s not like there’s no opportunities. In this school. Christ man, don’t you keep your eyes open?”

“I never thought about popping into bed with just any old boy.” Roxy knew he was returning to their
most dangerous ground.

Brent got up, put his hands on Roxy’s shoulders and began to massage them. “You’re all tensed up.”

“I know.”

“There’s nothing wrong with wanting what you want. I just don’t know how much I can help you.”

“Sure. You're straight”

“Aren’t you cold?”

“I hadn’t noticed.”

“I am. Come on, let’s continue this under the covers.”

He couldn’t believe Brent had said that. Said it, what’s more, so casually. With his hand on Roxy’s
neck, Brent led him to bed — Brent’s bed. He crawled under Brent’s blankets in a daze. His heart beat so
loudly it seemed as if it had to wake up the whole dormitory. His cheek sank into Brent’s pillow, which
smelled of Brent’s hair and skin, the gentle dew that less than an hour earlier had seeped out of Brent’s
sleeping mouth. Brent turned toward him and put a hand to his face. “What do you want us to do?” he
asked.

Roxy didn’t know what to say. He grabbed the hand and kissed it and moved closer against his
roommate’s warm body.

“No ass-fucking,” Brent said. “I draw the line at ass-fucking. Otherwise... It’s your night.”

“Anything?” Roxy asked. “I mean, why you doing this?”

Brent chuckled. “You’re not a bad roommate — for a fresher. Maybe you’ll do me a favor someday,
who knows? Come on.”

One of Brent’s hands reached inside Roxy’s pajama pants and took hold of his cock, which was not
just hard but was confessing its intense delight by a steady flow of love-juice. At the touch, Roxy jumped.
Sex surged out of his groin and almost paralyzed his breathing. Brent’s hand started working back and
forth in the slipperiness. Roxy shivered from the deepest recesses of his being.

“Oh, God, Brent, how do you know how to do that so nice?”

“It isn’t the first time I’ve had another kid’s cock in my hand.”

“Itisn’t?”

“No. Come on, Roxy, this is your chance. Explore me.”

“Uh... How do you mean?”

“Well, my cock for a start.”

Hesitantly, fearing, somehow, he would be slapped back at any moment, he reached for Brent’s penis.
To his surprise, it was semi-hard. He felt it all over. It was the first time he had ever touched an
uncircumcised cock, although he had fantasized about doing that often enough. And he knew just what he
wanted to do: draw that loose, copious envelope of foreskin up over the tip, like the petals of a rose-bud,
and then roll it back down again so that Brent’s penis, tip exposed, would feel almost like his own. He



did this, now, once, twice, three times, with great excitement, feeling the cock stiffen, assume its rigid
stance.

They rid themselves of their pajamas, and then Brent pulled Roxy on top of him and took him into a
tight, warm hug. Their cheeks met, Roxy’s chin tucked itself sweetly into the little hollow between Brent’s
shoulder and neck.

“Close your eyes and dream,” Brent said, stroking him almost as though he was a little boy.

They had set up a rhythm down below. Brent was letting Roxy direct that rhythm. They cocks moved
shoulder to shoulder beside each other, traversing their bellies.

“Oh, Brent, is this as good for you as it is for me?” Roxy asked.

“It’s pretty nice,” Brent said, then laughed, “little boy!”

Roxy felt his loneliness melt away, the weeks, months, years of frustration. This was what he was
made for, loving manly boys, hard bodies moving against hard bodies, honest flesh over honest flesh.

But he was hardly experienced. It was impossible for him to postpone his orgasm. It rushed at him
like a breaking wave, took him in its curl, shook him, slammed him down, sucked out of him all his sperm
and left him gasping on the beach of Brent’s breast.

“Jesus, I’m sorry!” he said. “Where are you? Were you even close?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Brent said, patting his butt. “Was yours good?”

“Not good, the best! Oh, man, thanks!”

“Don’t mention it.”

“Don’t you want to get off?”

“Maybe I’'ll do that later.”

Roxy knew he was being asked, very politely, to go back to his own bed. Brent grabbed a Kleenex
and mopped up the sperm on his stomach.

“Again, man... I don’t know how to thank you...” Roxy stammered.

“It’s OK. Just don’t expect that all the time.”

O’Neill and Roxy had settled down to work on Schelomo. They consulted over the orchestral score. Roxy
played parts against it in the synthesizer lab. In his mind their relationship was purely professional. If
occasionally O’Neill’s somewhat vampire-like presence intruded on his masturbation fantasies, he was
still, in his emotions, only involved with his roommate Brent.

As for O’Neill, his trials with this new sound and that register — a kind of sensual accompaniment to
them — were imbued with the physical presence of Roxy Knowles. The longer he spent with Roxy, the
closer they worked on the project, the more he congratulated himself that he had made a good choice.
Sensual peak pleasures take time to ripen; they should come as surprises to the seduced. The very
vulnerability, the naivete of a pubertal virgin, furiously radiating his frustrated sensuality, was close to the
ultimate turn-on. With his