Dragons
by Nathaniel Pitt

Ballet is beautiful and | have found where it'sgfiaiuthere are just as
beautiful young male apprentices striking uninf@tiaerial poses with a
fluid delicacy that is downright sensuous. To nestheir audience's lust
they costume in colored tracing paper. Understugljuliets, with some
sense of modesty, camouflage their non-moving gradéh a wad of
party lace. But not our growing Romeos. Usuallyeschested, they
cover their lower extremities with a highly elast@m of onion skin.
This insures the onlookers an accurate knowledgthaif developing
virility: there is strong evidence they like itishway; their compact
approach to theatrical attire occasionally rubsrftee right way, and in
those outfits you can tell when it does. If ond llae chance he could
develop an advanced addiction to peeling airmatistary off male
balletinas. Ballet has another major advantagian you can lustfully
view these sexy kids in mixed company without fedr arousing
unwanted attention.

Alas, these pleasures are a bit limited in my heowen. There are
not many ballet productions in Jacksonville, FlaridAs a matter of fact
there are no ballet productions of any kind. Thainentertainment,
aside from the occasional Dolphin football gamethiis city of sun and
water, is glimpsing the juveniles purloin your rigigr's boat propeller
while trying to “poke” his daughter on the back tse@hout the use of
any digits. This is done without grace or artistident. | doubt,
however, that any of our local daughters would knGwnace if she
seduced them.

If one is not a daughter he is subject to beinigagéd, plundered and
robbed by these same roving performers. Wantingetform my own
protective encore, | took up the one of Martialsifor even if available,
ballet wouldn't offer much protection: | startedattend a late evening
Shotokan, Karate class. It proved to be more thdmllet-watcher's
substitute, and a principal component in the tmamsétion of my
existence.

| should tell a bit about the dojo studio itselfidathe people | found
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there. The walls were covered with a veil of bamb@ave broken only
by a Japanese flag and two framed photographsdeflgloriental men
sitting cross-legged.

The Gi (pronounced “gee”, with a hard “g”, traditional tori of
Karate) worn by the students milling about the stutesembled a loose-
fitting, arm-length white canvas shower robe fitteith string-tied,
equally loose pants. It was the colored belt®arned, wrapped twice
around the hips and knotted in the front, thattketdifferent students
and instructors apart. The beginners wore whitis bé&dvancing up the
rank structure came yellow, green, blue, brown famally the coveted
black belt. The colored belts represent “boy” gd'man” starts with
black belt level one and proceeds through ten,té¢in¢h “Dan” being
reserved for the founder. My naive instructor lbpevas not offended
to be considered a “boy”. | assured him it wastragt.

He explained that his Master, Sense (pronounced Z&e”) Hansel,
born in Florida of Scandinavian parents, had ticiimeJapan for many
years and earned the high honor or Fifth Dafilegel Black Belt. The
Sense himself, a well-formed, blond, blue-eyed Swemnducted the
opening exercises of this Far Eastern Martial AArt it was. The
advanced students, aged 10 through 41, steppedridren the meager
multi-matted flooring, barefoot, and like Orientdhncers began to
perform their graceful aerial acrobatics. They Hsaance, timing,
efficiency — all due, as in ballet, to tight cortower well-developed, thin
swimming-type muscles.

Then it was my turn. Even with my bit of instrweti | quickly
learned that | couldn't stand, walk or even move hmagds correctly —
embarrassing enough when watching people half ggerdo all these
things with the utmost ease, but especially so whean are being
scrutinized by a handsome twelve-year-old blue belt

Turn-about is fair play, and toward the end of tiass all the
students, including us Tyros, sat cross-leggeché dircle around the
center mats to study the more advanced blue thrblagtk belts “spar”,
or free fight. 1 should explain that it's bad teicjue to actually hit your
partner. You just “touch” vital spots with the saispeed and force that
would destroy him if you extend the blow anotheo twillimeters. As
with ballet | could now lustfully survey pubesceiitipplings engaging in
their not infrequent sensual displays without fefadiscovery: we were
all sitting in a circle, looking at the lads, weren&?v

One's imagination has greater room to expand whean unwrap
young male beauty clothed in bulky white butchgrgrarather than tight
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ballet tissue. 1 did it to at least three combttabetween the ages of 11
and 15. Such a brain game doesn't require all ¢ffatt of slowly
pulling down sprayed-on toilet tissue to reveakagile boy: you just
mentally tug on a single co loured ribbon, twirliogen a sweaty youth
in an athletic supporter. Quite the treat!

The boys went at each other with envious energyigh Hicks,
spinning kicks — and hand movements of such spkatyiou knew,
when alone, they could finish what had to be dansixty seconds flat,
without going blind.

| was sitting next to the dressing-room door, ineaotic daze, when
all my senses jumped to full alert. Across from, tieough the main
entrance to the dojo practice room, appeared anistgrievi- and T-
shirt-clad dragon of the younger set. He seemiéd Safoot six inches,
could not have been more than thirteen, button,rigge brown hair and
a matching tan that made his blue eyes screanttétion. If there ever
was a young stallion deserving of see-through agbjitavas he. The boy
bowed to Sense, Master, Hansel and received omipdatoward the
shower room. He quickly shuffled by me and vanisimo the dressing
room, where the art of stripping was not merelyerated but
encouraged. Only through my intense oriental gise, received from
45 minutes of Shotokan training, did | not pursum imto that den of
humidity and offer to hold his clothes or whatewdse he needed
holding. Actually my intertwined legs were fastleep and in any
attempt to get up and follow | would have comeasffan inebriated fool.
Remaining seated kept the truth hidden.

For five minutes | watched two older blue beltsrraad dance around
each other, then the Levi mini-dragon made his agree, outfitted in
his Gi, and stood next to me. At a silent signal from Mastansel, he
sauntered to the center of the mats and | sawthikagupport around his
lean waist was dark brown and the three thin wbiteds spanning the
tip of one end indicated he was a coming Black Behich could be
very entertaining out of context). This little Gamede knew how to
fight!

Little Dragon was being paired with a smug 19-yaldrblack belt at
least 4 inches and 50 pounds the bigger. | tookstant dislike to him,
not for fighting my new pin-up but because he sattoeshare less the
humility of the other combatants than the airs of tcal daughter-
ravaging delinquents who would, without a thoughd & the name of
Society, reduce me to pulverized venison were th@yknow my
affections toward young beardless males.
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After a modest bow to the Master, and a terse oreath other, the
warriors struck their formidable fighting stancéstning sideways to
expose only the less assailable areas, fists ligktended at mid-body.
Nothing happened for an eternity, roughly four setso Then, with
deep-chested growls, and a bit of a squeak frortleLDragon, they
moved. | was awed by the blinding motion of theipendages. In a
lightning swirl of twisting and over-lapping kickshifts, punches and
blocks, the adversaries pressed inwards, eachggiminground to his
rival. An instant after the first movement it waser.

“Point, Tres,” Sense called. “Front punch, lefiney. Edwards nil,
Tres one.” So that was his name. Little Dragors Wees, and his last
front punch had not been sufficiently thwarted.rriiing away from the
center mat, Sense Hansel repeated his judgmemietsdorekeeper. A
win requires two out of three points.

Tres, the dragon cub, was happy with the scoreubstre of his
assailant, and with good reason. Although Edwards not physically
wounded he was staring at Tres seething with hatféere was blood in
Edwards' eye which was unbecoming in a Black Beibw | hoped, and
probably everyone else in the class hoped, Treddamaivictorious over
such an ego!

But the next encounter wasn't encouraging. Befgase's “start”
was completed, Edwards flashed forward with a figtg high side kick
of unchecked force, directed at Tres's face. #rlgeoverwhelmed his
shorter competitor. The combination of a blazirght forearm block
and a body-shift to the left, of mere inches, sahi¢ite Dragon from an
excruciating ruin. The brute force of the kick waissorbed by Tres's
fending forearm, and as the pain and recognitioBdiards' malicious
intentions sank in, the smaller boy's eyes widenéd: now would be
struggling to stave off serious injury.

Edwards followed his advantage with a deft comlimabf vigorous
fist and knife hand techniques, driving Tres bacWeérds me on the
mats.

Sense Hansel made no move to stop the match. lifenagecovery,
and with a coagulating howl, Tres unfurled a bufsfierce bellicose
kicking attacks, effectively stunning Edwards. he spun completely
around to the right to take an advantage of a npening and thrust
forward with a well placed palm-strike “touchingie bridge of Edwards'
nose, thus clinching his victory.

But Edwards was beyond the rules, now. With dagzkpeed, he
snapped a front kick deep into Little Dragon's stom Tres folded
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around the foot and lapsed to the tarpaulin, untbdey out.

“Point Edwards. Front kick to the stomach. Edwaode, Tres one.”
Evidently he had missed the earlier palm-strike_ltffe Dragon. Once
again Sense turned and repeated his decision tectrekeeper, but this
time, as he did, Edwards sneaked a sharp heebj#ietlower back of
the defenseless form at his feet, extracting atahi, silent tear.

“Foul! I cried, attracting the shocked attentioh everyone in the
room. “What type of honor does a black belt obtaimting a fellow
Shodakoner? Or in striking him after he is downl?staggered to my
comatose legs. “Tres should have won. He stroekitst blow before
this foul...” - pointing to Edwards - “...personlitherately injured him!”

Sense Hansel was furious. All the students wepingaat me in
disbelief. Edwards glared venomousHelp!

“Is any of this true?” asked Sense, looking aroanthe pupils and to
Edwards.

Silence.

| could hear the accelerated loathing build up adome — or was it
my heart?

“You have turned my class into a circus with yowcusations.”
Hansel's voice firmed. “Tarnishing my school, mgdk belts, Edwards
and my son Tres by attempting to exploit an acdid&vhy?”

Stunned! Tres his son? He did not see, he did not know®as
trapped between what | knew was right and a judgeiged about his
image and a jury blind to the evidence. | stootblisas my floundering
legs would allow, ready to go down supporting mipss long as Tres
was on it.

“Your son has been misjudged,” | responded, sogttéiny chance of
social escape, “and your honored black belt has ittegrity of a
common vandal.”

| bowed, left the room before | was requested tvde sought the
shower, dressed and departed. No one made sabdttacknowledge
my existence.

Once | was safely in the parking lot | leaned asrtige roof of my
Porsche — and let the emotions rebound throughargot hatred of
Edwards for hurting Tres, Hansel for letting dows &on, love for the
Little Dragon | would never see again (could ititbee so soon”). There
was also my own embarrassment for having lookediabie. .

“My father is only protecting the school,” said elidate voice from
over my right shoulder.

Straightening, | turned to see the thin figure ofsl clad again in T-
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shirt, jeans and tennis shoes standing in the wieak the rear of my car,
a ribbon of light from a street lamp cutting acrb@sface.

“Tres, Jesus, you all right?” | smiled.

“Sure.” He smiled back, stretching his mouth watel flashing an
even line of teeth. “I'm a brown belt, you knonyway, thanks for
stickin' up for me in there.”

“Edwards was after your hide, you know.”

“Yeah, | know. He got it, too.”

“Not an accident?”

“No accident.”

“Father know?”

“Don't think so,” Tres said, frowning. “When it @@s to me he don't
care much.”

“Want to talk?” | ventured, watching his eyes.dDihey twinkle for
just a second?

Little Dragon searched my soul for a moment withsth marvelous
blue eyes, neither of us speaking. Then he cross#te opposite door
of my Porsche and tried to open it.

“We can walk,” | suggested. “My house is two bledkom here.”

On the way, | suppose, there were the usual straetew cars, a
scattering of road lanterns, but they were relebabea sort of dreamy
obscurity, for beside me walked Tres. And soohantseemed possible
we were sitting next to each other, on my couclapehoning a fresh
blaze in the fireplace.

| put a hand on Tres's shoulder and pulled. Histesbat first, then
stole into my arms, back to my chest, throwing $ieaker-clad feet
across the couch arm.

“Do you think my Dad likes me?” Tres asked, squmgnaround for
more comfort.

“I don't know him, but I'll bet he loves you, inshbwn way.” | placed
my arms under his and settled my hands on his sloméDoes it hurt
much where he kicked you?”

“Nah, just aches a little inside.”

His stomach muscles were tight. Fanning my fingersibbed the
Dragon's belly through his shirt, with my right ldan

“Fathers usually lose track of their sons aboutryage,” | went on.
“As you get older you'll both come closer together.

Sprawling further and resting his head on my shawldres closed
his eyes. “That don't help me much now, does it?”

At last he relaxed, possibly for the first timerronths. No words
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needed speaking. | advanced the area of my cirmdasage to let a few
fingers slip from time to time under his beltlesniins; with each pass
they slipped a centimeter further under the trousdge. | soon

contacted a pair of Jockey shorts; to get beyorguired a more

permanent effort, so that now my rotating hand hadtake up

homesteading inside the denim. At last my indegdi brushed, oh so
very lightly, against the tip of a boyish trinkehda continuing my

movements, | lapsed into mental bliss.

“Is this right?” Dragon breathed suddenly, sendsimpck waves
through my nervous system.

“Is what right?” | recovered, and continued my sa®e.

“You know. Rubbing my stomach.”

“Do you like it?”

“No one has rubbed my stomach before.”

“Do you like it?" | asked again, making a daringoge inside and
taking matters fully in hand.

After an initial hesitation, the Dragon answerethvdeft flicks of his
wrist opening every button down the Levi coveringhis treasures.
Then he asked, with touching worry, “Does this malequeer?”

“No,” I quickly assured him, “it doesn't make yomy#hing.”

“Sure?”

“It just makes you feel good and more aware of wloat can do with
your body. The girls around here will have to vimatat. | bet you'll
know ten times more about what to do with them tay boy in town.”

Tres leaned his head back, looking up into my fasel, maneuvered
my thumbs along his hips and clasped his breeah:brdefs together on
both sides.

“Yeah!” he boasted, raising his rear and allowmg to glide my
snared hands to his knees.

| was resolved to make this the Dragon's night.

Whatever new thrills he could and wanted to expleeawould. And
we did. Before we finished he breathed fire.

Afterwards we lay together watching the flames player the
collapsing coals in my hearth.

“l don't think we should have done it,” Tres whiggk at length.

“What?”

“It's wrong.”

“Tres, because something feels good doesn't maksiit. What you
did was as natural as growing up.”
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“I'll have to think about it. I'll have to thinleal hard,” he went on.
Then, “Why did you let me do it?”

There was panic, and it was beginning to rise.e&Ti love you. |
did it to express that love, to try to please...”

But | never finished, for the boy leaped to histfegabbed his Levis
and pulled them on in what seemed like one singddiam. Then he
bolted out the door, but not before he hurled backne the furious
accusation: “Fag! You're a lousy fag!”

For an hour | didn't move. | was too stunned, igdt,f and then
overwhelmed by depression. At last | glanced atdlock above the
inglenook: eleven-thirty. Better recover my Pbiesc

The street lamps near the dojo were out, excepthi®rone by the
approach to the parking area: its beam was hatodw mist. Droplets
were forming on my car. Tree frogs and cricketseaginging their usual
nighttime chorus.

But the chorus trailed off as | approached my JehicThere was a
rustling in the shrubbery; someone was lurkindimdarkness.

“Tres?” My heart started beating as though it wdnb jump clean
out of my chest. “Listen Tres, can we talk thi$28u

“No we can't!”

It wasn't Tres, but Edwards, advancing into thitlgnd towards me,
hooking his thumbs in the front of his denims. Mare them cuffed at
his hiking boots; the top five buttons of his shidre loose.

“l been waiting for you to come back for your wheellhought you'd
forgot about them.”

He pushed me hard up against my auto and contiriRedple don't
do to me what you tried to do. We don't need td&esyou here. Get
the message?” And he drove a fist into my abdomen.

Air, 1 needed air. | doubled over, gasping, sigbdl from tears. |
reached out to steady myself, to find the car.

“Keep your hands to yourself!” Edwards shouted, elmopped me on
the side of my head, staggering me to my knees.

Please Godl thought,don't let this happen. Not now... not for this!

Edwards stood over me, laughing.

“You're not so hot one to one, are you?” he mockédou know,
you'd look good as a hamburger.”

| heard a click; a switchblade opened in his hahelaming surfaces
catching the rays of the street lamp and breakiegntinto cold little
stars.
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| had to get up and get away. | tried to rise. AWH He pounded
me back to the ground with a whip-like kick to dteest.

“I'm going to like doing this,” he said. Then thewas a hoarse
scream and he struck with his knife across my rifieiek.

| didn't feel the slice. My body was numb. Reaghto cover the
wound, | found there was no blood.

The scream I'd heard was not from my assassin fom fLittle
Dragon as he landed a flying kick to Edward's stheulpreserving my
face from destruction.

But the black belt rolled with the attack and washis feet quickly.
Windmilling a leg from behind he slammed a hikingob into The
Dragon's side. Tres went down. Edwards sprangT@s with a
murderous kick to the base of his ribcage.

But Little Dragon miraculously bounded up and baakide and
avoided the assault. Edwards, however, suddenljeth a roundhouse
kick to his arm, putting Tres down again.

But from there Tres slammed a punch to Edwardglt rkidney.
There was a scream of pain. Jumping to his feshagdres struck, again
and again, with punch after punch and at last Edsvéell screeching
and holding his sides.

“Get up and fight!” Tres yelled, magnificent inshiury. Edwards's
reply was a slash with the switch-blade acrossrigist shin. Tres
stumbled in pain. Edwards climbed to his knees @mye the knife
deep into the Dragon's left shoulder. | bled Witbs as he screamed.

Edwards left the blade plunged in his prey, stagdieo his feet,
bringing up a large stone with him. He steppedat@wTres, raised the
rock over his head. | pushed my right leg, witlthbbands, across the
killer's path, and he tripped, went down, and Tkeeked, with all the
force of a wounded beast, landing his heel in ¢iaicker's groin. Then,
tightening his muscles into granite, Little Dragagain fired his foot,
this time at his chest, and Goliath jerked once lagdunable to move
any more, breathing heavily.

| crawled to Tres and drew the steel from his stheubut | don't
remember much else. There was a black haze, ptggitras from a
great distance, by sirens and lights. Then nothing

| regained my senses in a hospital, needless toirsaysemi-private
with an empty bed beside me — and, as | lookednakowith a big bowl
of flowers and a note. | rang for the nurse.

“What's that?” | pointed.
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The note read:

My deepest apologies for doubting you, and my most
heartfelt gratitude for saving the life of my soBon't worry
about costs: my insurance will cover everythingcdver, get
strong, and | look forward to welcoming you to noyrte as an
honored guest- Tor Hansel.

So Tres was alive. And so, | discovered, was Edsyawhich
information didn't affect me much one way or thheot— | doubted, in
any case, we would be having trouble from him, esine was recovering
in police custody.

I lay back and slept some more, and then, about he@s awakened
by a hand on my shoulder and opened my eyes ta &@&lly middle-
aged face looking down at me and saying, “I amHgrkins. We hope
you don't mind, but you're going to gain a persisteommate. As a
matter of fact he's been pestering us for houtsetput with you.” He
stepped aside and the nurse wheeled in a bed wathilang but well-
bandaged Dragon.

“Tres!” | exclaimed. “Am 1 glad to see you!”

“Me, t00.” He grinned impishly. “You look O.K.”

“You're not so bad yourself, except for that mountaf dressings.”
There was heavy gauze around both arms, handsgimdeg.

“You can't do nothin' with your hands tied up. dntt wait till it
comes off, but that won't be for a couple of wekks.

Then alone, finally, we relived “the heroic batflels the newspaper
were calling it, every tiny maneuver.

“I'd never thought | could of done it,” Little Drag admitted. “I was
so mad when | saw him kick you | just attacked.”

“Why didn't you call the police?”

“l had to protect my friend first.”

“Friend, am I, now? The way you evacuated my apant, well, |
thought you hated me.”

Tres shook his head. He was suddenly serious. injEhwere
happening too fast. Things you showed me and shyog said. | was
mixed up.”

| gambled: “What about?”

Tres looked away. “That you love me, and all.”

“I'm afraid | do,” | said, hoping not to provokeaher outburst.

“Yeah, 1 know.” There was boyish affection in hisoice.
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Understanding swept through my veins like fire ascbntinued: “Why
don't you get up and lock the door. My hands areod use...” Then,
grinning like the Cheshire Cat, he added, “andmybstomach.”
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