AC 102 THE GREEK WAY by Phil Andros
FOREWDORD

C'ten, when a person becones extrenely cynical in his outlook on |life and
the people around him he loses his objectivity to the degree that there
is no longer right and wong, good or bad. Wiat enmerges is a totally

sel f-centered person, a person unable to give, but al ways eager to take
Wien t hi s kind of person surfaces in business, politics or other fields
in which large nunbers of people are affected, the results often are

di sastrous

This is the story of a young man who has reached a level of cynicism
usual Il y thought of as occurring in nmuch ol der people. He finds pl easure
in degrading other men turning theminto the same kind of man he is a nan
constantly seeki ng pleasure but rarely giving any in return. It is the
story of a man whose youth, to say the | east, was msspent.

And who is to bl ame? Society, perhaps. For it is society which makes the
rules which many find tenpting to break just because they exist. A story
whi ch raises many questions. A story of our tines.

The Publ i sher
CHAPTER ONE

| guess you've really never lived until you've |l ain on your back on the
sand, head on your folded |eather jacket, and |ooked out at the broad
bl ue reaches of the Pacific through the hairy legs of a young surfer.

He was facing out toward the Pacific, too, and was very busy. He squeezed
a couple inches of grease out of a tube, and reached around backside with
his right hand, while with his left he pull ed one cheek of his ass aside.
Wth a practiced aimhe laid the grease right on the smal |l brown fucker
hol e, the Gate of Heaven, and then he tossed the tube into the sand, and
| ooked around smiling over his shoulders, his long blond hair blowi ng a
little in the ocean breeze.

"Ready, man?" He had a strong deep voi ce.

| got two fingers around the base of nmy cock and pounded it strai ght up
"Yup," | said.

| was perfectly flat, nmy legs spread. He spread his even farther, and
still standing planted a foot on each side of nme bel ow the kneecaps. Then
he stiffened his arns, held them behind bin at an angle, and fell
backward.

It darmed near scared nme to death. | flinched, but he didn't see it. He
must have, had sone training in gymastics to do a thing like that. It
was odd to see himin such a four point positioned his weight resting
entirely on his two feet and his two straightened arns. The nuscl es of
his back and shoul ders were ridged and hard.



Four points? It was really five. He let his body sink slowy downward,
while I... helpful tothe end... his end guided ol e Betsy straight and
true towards the snall inverted u formed where the cheeks of his ass cane
together a kind of curve 1'd rarely been, and visible only, when one was
stretched out like an inverted daddy | ong | egs, as he was.

The grease was still cool, not yet warned by his body heat or the sun

and | felt ny cockhead touch it gently, sink into it and then stop,
because his asshol e was not yet open. He rested easily in that tensed
position, finally beginning a series of small up-and-down novenents, very
gentle, pushing ny cock now stiff as steel and sensitive to the tiny
folds and ridges of his asshol e harder each tine against the closed ring.
| felt it givealittle, and then reached up with ny hands to his

hi pbones (the skin silky satin soft), and using sonme pressure hel d him
steadi |y bal anced on ny cock. The head was al ready hal fway in, and now it
was ny turn to start a few novenents of ny hips, proddi ng easily and
gently at the folds of the asshole, still defeated by that damed
sphincter! Then |I felt it give a bit more, and suddenly | was into him
that red-warm cavern so often explored, yet so continually new.

He sighed flatly, and the tension in his arns and | egs relaxed. He

| owered his body down on nine and, with a gentle circul ar novenent of his
ass, he round lightly against ny pelvic bone. | reached up around his
flat belly beginning to be noist with the sun and the sweat of his
exertions and pull ed hi mclose agai nst me, crossing my arns over his
chest, ny fingers finding first one ni pple and then the other, which I
rol l ed between t hunb and forefinger he was not unpleasantly heavy upon
ne.

I raised ny knees and dug ny heels into the danmp sand to get nore

| everage, and then started to fuck him long slow thrusts which rai sed
his body at its center pocunt, and let it fall again. And he was not
inacti ve. He set up a pattern of squirmng, half circular, half up and
down that directed my cock into all the pleasure spots of his ass and
probably buzzed his joy spot with every third thrust, judging fromthe
sof t noans of pl easure that escaped him

H s ni pples had hardened and ny hands left them sliding down his sleek
flat belly past his navel to reach his cock. | crossed ny thumbs at the
base of it and titted my hands down al ongsi de his heavy balls, ny fingers
pressi ng hard against the little bridge between his cock and asshole. H's
cock was rigid and upstanding. | could feel it but I could not see it,
with his head in the way. And | was a little distracted, too, | nust
admt. That long blond hair fell right in my face so that | was

unconsci ously turning to avoid it or elsetrying to get it out of ny eyes
and nout h wi t hout nmaking too nmuch of a fuss.

"Hey!" | said suddenly, after this nineteenth century dalliance had gone
on for about five m nutes.

He turned his head a little. "Yes... what?" he asked dreamly.

"Man, you may be havin the time of your life," |I said, ny hand giving his
cock a few up-and-downs for good measure, "but it's hard for me to cone."



He said softly, "How you want to do it?"
"CGet up on your knees," | said. "I'mgonna fuck you doggy doggy."

"Whatever turns you on," he said. He began to |lift his upper body and |
lifted mne along with his so that we didn't break the connecting rod.

He crouched on his haunches and | put both hands into the ti ght pressed
curve of his belly and thighs and lifted himup a trifle, so that the
angl e was better.

Alot of things go into the nmaking of a good fuck. In this position
could see the Pacific, and watch the waves breaking against the striated
gray black shale of the sandy cove. And | could al so | ook straight down
and see the thick length of ol e Betsy. Shining in the sunlight with the
grease he'd put on driving in and out, in and out, turning the lips of

his ass first inward, then outward, and, by God, | was feelin burly and
dom nant, and sea shoul dering. | felt the sun all along my back and |egs,
war m and sensual, and t he danpness of the packed sand on ny knees and
shin bones. | could rai se ny eyes fromnmy cock and see the | ong, sl ove

needl es of turquoi se and pearl breaking in the air as the waves hit the
tortured rocks. It was no distraction fromthe fucking, but an added
enjoyment. And | could look lower to see the long, |ean nuscles of ny
surfer's back, hard bunched and tanned to a deep sienna, with tones of
copper and rose. His tightened, snmall ass, even in this position, did not
have t he pear shape of a female's the lines of it were strai ght and good,
and its nuscles worked diligently under the snmooth brown skin, as he
reached for my cock with his ass, clutching on the in-thrust and then
tightening it, the canal as | drew outward.

He was enjoying it, and | was too. He kept up a soft npaning, with snall
whi nni es of pleasure now and then as | passed a really sensitive spot.

"Ch, fuck ne!" he said softly, and clutched me hard.

Soneti mes you pi ck up your own enjoyment and pleasure fromthat of
others. | could have screwed himfor an hour, it felt so good, but when
he said "Fuck nme!" it triggered my own response. | felt the tiny hairs of
the nerve endings all over nmy body suddenly flame with the approach of
the orgasm and then fromthe nape of ny neck, rapidly descending the
stairway of ny backbone, canme the first flash. It concentrated in mny
groin and balls, swirled through the hidden secret tubes and vesi cl es,
zipped back up to pl easure center in my brain.

And then, just before the first shot came, | had an inpul se. | drew ny
cock out of his ass, and gasping, straining, toes bent under, with ny
cock | aid straight and hard up the crack of his ass, cane all over him
ny jismspringing out of ne wi thout control, thick white gouts of it

| andi ng hal fway up his back, and still pumping, punping, laying itself in
long lines of white over his muscul ar ass, and sliding down one asscheeks
to lose itself in ny pubic hair and down around ny ball s.

The orgasm was so condensed that | fell down on top of him smearing ny



jismall over his back and ass, and ny belly and balls. My wei ght pressed
himfarther down, so that he was al nost in a fetal position in the sand
| rubbed ny chin against his backbone, still gaspi ng

"Whoa, man!" | said. "A real natural fuck.'

He turned around, nmanaging to get the hair out of his eyes, and sml ed.
"Li ke Whitman," he said.

"... and Enmerson and Thoreau and all the rest,” | said, exhaling deeply
and lying contentedl y against him

"Way? Take it out just before you conme?" he asked.
"Just an idea," | said. "I wanted to see it spread all over."

He wiggled his ass a little, grinning. "Wl |, you sure as hell got what
you wanted. | feel like you ve broken a jar of library paste between us."

| laughed. "No sweat," | said. | reached farther back and got a handful

of warm dry sand. Then | wi ped his ass and back with it. The jism came
off like magic. "See?" | said. "An old Boy Scout trick."

"That's a troop |I'd have ny doubts about," he grinned at ne. He scranbled
up fromhis haunches. "Here... let ne do it for you." He grabbed sone of
the sand and went to work on me, rubbing it all through ny pubic hair,
down between ny thighs, and gently over ny balls. Then he took the tips
of his fingers and tried to fuck the sand out of the hair around ny cock
while he held on to the shaft. He couldn't get all of it. Finally he got

down on hands and knees and bl ew into ny pubic hair. | |aughed.

He | ooked up, grinning. "Don't you say it," he said

"I won't," | said. "It stood old and too obvious." Then | |ooked at him
"Vell, what'll we do for seconds? You oughta have your jollies just like

ne.

"I was hopi ng you' d say sonmething like that," he said mischievously.
"How s about swapping cans?"

| groaned, pretending | didn't like it. He had a gentlemanly sized pri ck,
about six and a half inches against ny nine, but it was fairly thick.
Then | said, "Ch, well, | suppose | could take it. After all, you oughta
have your full twenty bucks' worth."

"l been dying to get into that G eek ass of yours,” he said, twnkling.
"The cradle of civilization."

"You're not the first," | said.

He | ooked at me. "You ve got a good hard body," he said. "Cood
definition. And man, that hair pattern really turns ne on. Just right...
alot on the chest and down around your cock, and just enough to connect
the two. How old are you anyway?"



"Twenty-nine," | said. "And you?"
He shrugged. "Twenty-four next nonth."
"Why don't you try hustling?"

He laughed. "No good for nme, man. |'ve got one load in ne, and when
that's gone |I'mdone for. A hustler's gotta be able to pop several tines
a day... right?"

"There're ways to get around that,” | said. | picked up the tube of
grease and squeezed some out, and then laid it at the back door. "Okay,
sexy... how do ya wanta do it?"

He | ooked at the ocean. "Let's get some of this dammed sand of f us
first,"” he said. "That is, unless you d enjoy a sandpaper fuck."

"The water's too dammed cold,"” | grunbled. "Besides, it'll shrink you all
up until you ain't got no cock."

He laughed. "W won't stay that long." He held out his hand. "C non."
"Ckay," | said, but was dammed if 1'd take his hand |like a school girl.

| grabbed a cake of soap and we ran toward the curling ocean. Curiously,
San  egori o beach about thirty mles south of San Franci sco, past Hal f-
Moon Bay was about the only area the fuzz hadn't been able to contro
when it came to bare ass beaches. The main section was for the straights,
but we club menbers bad a little cove all to ourselves at the northern
end. Time and again the cops had tried to bust us, but to no avail. For
one thing, the approach was di fficult, and there were vol unteer sentri es,
so that shoul d, the centurions arrive, everybody was draped.

At nine o' clock on a May norni ng, San G egori o was absolutely deserted.
Peopl e were working or going to school or doing the thousand things that
the poor wage sl aves had to do to get enough noney to buy enough food to
make enough energy to get up and go to work to get enough noney to buy
enough food -- shit! -- it was a tiresonme cycle

Davey beat me to the water, but | was underneath first. The shock of it

was strong cold and biting, and yet foamy and caressing. | stood up and
was pronptly knocked over by a breaker | hadn't seen arriving, while Dave
was dancing about and holley jig sone ten feet away. | |ooked nysel f over

and saw the sand was gone.

"Crmon!" | yelled. "That's enough."” Then | renmenbered the soap in my hand
and, standing thigh deep in water, tugged this way and that by the waves
I lathered ny pubic bush and washed ny cock in the Pacific. It was

ast oni shing how cl ean San G egori o beach was, considering the pol l[ution
at all the others. Tides, | reckon.

Davey was already back at the spot where we'd been screw ng, toweling his
bl ond shoul der-1 ength hair and looking |ike a woodland faun instead of a



merman risen fromthe blue. | ran up to him and grabbed nmy own towel.
Drying my short curly black hair was | ess of a chore than. His was | gave
a copula swipes at ny back and thighs and drew t he towel between ny |egs
and up ny front, shivering sonme fromthe Pacific breeze.

"As | was saying, sexy," | said. "How do you wanta do it?"

Dave grinned. "I wanta watch the Pacific too," he said. "So how about you
getting on your back wi th your legs up?"

"I jell,” | grunmbled. "Then | can't see the ocean nyself."

He laughed. "You'd think we were here just to watch t he waves," he said
"instead of fuck."

and you' re bound to get nme down in a worman's position,” | said,
although it didn't really matter to me.

"Wll, isn't that what you are?" he said, but he grinned

| fucked the towel at him and caught him square on his tight packed
handsone ass. "You bastard," | grow ed.

"Onh," he said, pronouncing it instead of yel ping. He was a good | ooki ng
dude, all right about six feet tall, like me -- with real yellow hair to
whi ch the sun had added a |lot of white gold. Hs eyes were pal e blue and
his face rather narrow, but with a strong chin and deep-carved |ips, the
kind that you could just inmagine fitting over the head of a cock. He had
the long I ean nmuscles of a swi nmrer's body, a broad chest, and blond hair
on his legs, with a sprinkling of it gratified in the center of his
pectorals. H s nipples oddly enough had deep brown areolas, and t he

ni pples thenselves fuck out like little round end cylinders.

"Dam, " | said, looking down at ole Betsy. It had shrunk back down to the
confinement of the black hair of ny crotch. "My cock done got washed
away. "

Dave | aughed. "I wouldn't want to fuck a man without a cock," he said.
"Let me see if we can't find it."

He dropped his towel and got on his knees in front of me. The full carved
red lips | had i magi ned around ny cock now were nuzzling in ny crotch
they found the head of ny cock and closed over it, warm and exciting. |
counter locked my fingers at the back of his head and felt ole Betsy
begin to expand, | engthening and thickening, grow ng |longer by slight,
smal |l noverments until my cockhead touched the ring at the back of his
throat and slipped slowmy through. | noved ny hips a little forward.

Hs cumwas cut off and it couldn't last long. Wth a gasp he opened his
mouth and wit hdrew ny cock. "Whew!'" he said. "Ddn't take long to find it
again."

| tousled his hair with one hand. "Ckay, asshole buddy," | said. "Let's
get going before the world arrives."” | | ooked down at his cock. It was up



and ready and the nuscle holding it tight against his belly had not yet
been broken by years of wearing tight elastic briefs. The flam ng cocktip
just touched his navel.

| reached back to ny ass and gingerly poked a finger there. Neither the
sea water nor the frontal scrubbi ngs had di sturbed the grease; it was
still in place. "So you want nme on ny back?" | said.

"Yup... please,"” he said

I lay down on the sand, picking a warmer spot, raised nmy knees and spread
themw de. "Okay," | said, "let's see what you can do."

He put some additional grease on his cock, stroking it lovingly, and
thunbi ng the head and forearm Then he got on his knees between ny |egs,
reached down and caught them and hoisted themover his shoulders. He was

amazingly strong. | locked nmy ankles behind his neck.

He was hard and ready. | reached down to guide himin but he pushed ny
hand away. "I'd rather do it myself, nother," he murnmured, and we both
| aughed.

The ki d knew how to fuck, for sure. There was no sudden | unge, no feeling
of | gotta show what a man | amto this fuck. It was slow, with easy
pushes agai nst the | ocked ring, little tickling around the outer edge of
ny asshole, small squirm ng, and yet you sensed the strength of his hard-
muscl ed thi ghs and strong ass as they forced his cock slowy forward. H's
long hair fell down against ny chest and its novenents against ny skin
were like a drift of butterflies across and agai nst nmy ni ppl es.

I was a sudden opener type. The ring gave way as if someone had turned a

key, and he slid in, groaning with pleasure. | didn't feel too bad
nyself. H's cock, once in, seened | arger and nore satisfying than it had
when | [ ooked at it. M/ asshol e was di st ended pl easurably, and in that

position as he slowy noved straight in he hit my joy spot head on. |
nmoved ny head back, neck nuscles straining, and noaned involuntarily.

"Hurt you, man?" he asked softly.
"Anything... but,"” | gasped. "You... hit it... just fight."

He started to screw nme. There was nothing fancy about it no side
nmovenent s, no poki ng around, just a wonderful straight in-and-out fuck.
He nust have sensed that was the thing which gave ne the great est

pl easure, and what's a fuck anyway? Yeah, you want to get your own rocks
off, but you want to bring as much delight as possible to your partner.

Only once before in ny life had | felt anything like it. Each stroke
brought nme ecstasy, each thrust made me feel the way | imagi ne a cunt
feels when she's getting a really good screw He seemed to know how to
time his strokes just right, so that he kept ne in a continuing state of
head nmoving fromside to side, happy little noans escaping fromne, ny
ass and pelvis thrusting forward to nmeet each push that brought me such
del ight, the pleasure spots in ny brain stinmulated again and again until



| felt the pearls seeping out the end of ny cock. DDmy | renmenbered how
much | had felt |like a wonman on that spotted, flatly mal odorous bed in
Paris, with that superbly expert Arnenian making me alnmpst come with each
inward thrust. My prostate was evidently so placed that only in that |eg
up position could it be prodded and caressed. Meanwhile young Davey boy
was speeding up, and | could feel his body tensing. He was not far away

fromcoxing. Wth that, despite the unutterable joy | felt, | began to
thrust forward nmore, to clanmp the nuscles of ny ass tighter, and
suddenly, his heart against mne, | felt the arrival. And just as | had

done he withdrew. A bit of his jismhit me on the chin, and others, eight
or nine, caught ne on the belly, ran into ny pubic hair and slipped down
around ny balls a real storm of semen, white and t hick.

"Decide... to do... the same thing, huh," | panted.

Gasping, he nodded his fair hair against ny neck. "Just... wanted to
see... if I could... put as much... as you," he said

"More, | think," |I said. "Shit what a mess!"

He noved his head. "There's all... the water in the Pacific... again."
I unlocked ny ankl es, and |ooked at nyself. "Hey, buddy," | said. "You
really done slopped ne up." | took hold of his |ong yellow hair. "Now

tell you what. You pull your Goddammed cock outta ny cunt, and | got
sunpin for you to do before we freeze our balls off in the Pacific
again."

He rai sed his head and | ooked at ne. "Wt... Wat?"

"You |l eft all those little Davey's down on ny belly and around ny ball s.
And you don't wanta lose 'em do you? So..." | said, pulling his head up
and putting ny other hand behind it, pushing, "just get down there and
clean ne off. Lick it all up and swallow it and let nme hear it go down,"
| said, pretending a viciousness | didn't feel at all

"Ckay, " he said back slightly, and then kneeling, began to lick all the
jismhe' d spilled

That was a grand feeling his tongue flat on my belly, then edgew se down
bet ween ny balls and thighs, all over ny balls, and sucki ng what he coul d
get out of ny pubic hair. Finally he finished.

"Now come up here," | growed, still holding himby his hair.

And then | surprised the hell out of him | think, wy draw ng his
handsonme face down to mine, and kissing himfull on the |lips, sending ny
own tongue into his mouth to lick the inside and around t he edges of his
l'ips.

"Qut!" the director bawmled fromhis position of ten feet away. "Damn, we
sure got sone good scenes today!"

CHAPTER TWD



On the way back to San Francisco, with a hundred bucks for my part in the

day's work, | felt pretty good -- Jerry, the producer canera man director
and scriptwriter (what there was of it), sat in the front seat with the
second careraman named MIt, while Jerry's m gnon drove. | wouldn't say

that Jerry was exactly a chi cken queen, but he came close all his

"l overs" were around seventeen. Jerry was about thirty, an easy goi ng but
countess personality, the kind that al ways wants everyt hi ng done
yesterday mod styl ed brown hair, and handsone enough in a kind of mddle
class way, with thin lips and a pleasant personality. He liked to cal
himsel f the "forenost snut peddler of northern California” and he was.

H s m gnon, Teddy, had the bounci ness of youth, sonetimes enough to nake
YQU si ck, but he was learning the wild and w cked ways of being the
sultan's favorite. He'd run away from his home i n Concord as soon as he'd
discovered he was a club nenmber, about three years ago. His |long shaggy
hair really did cum good, because his forehead was overly hi gh. Davey, ny
beach partner, had gone back to the house in his own car; in the back
seat was the third canmeranan, a dude nanmed Jim and beside him sat the
star of Jerry's latest bl ue novie nyself. In the far corner were the
assorted caneras, tripods, and paraphernalia of novie-nmaking.

Jim yawned aside fromnyself, he was the only one with short hair, and
his was really short not only a crew cut but a flat top.

"Dam, " he said. "This business of gettin up at six ain't for ne

The yawn caught me too. "You're right, buddy," | said. "Think you got
some good shots today?"

He smled. "Hell, man, | was right in there, tw feet away, for at |east
hal f of it," he said. "Of course they' re good. What | can't understand is
why you never noticed us at all."

"Concentration, ny boy," | said. "When you re fuckin', you don't want to
be distracted. Least of all by a canera."

"If this films a success | suppose your hustling rates will go up," he
sai d.

"Doubl e, " | said.

"I'd kinda |li ke to have you before they do," he said.

"Speak to the arranger," | said, nodding toward Jerry in his stable now
"Iwill," Jimsaid.
I had never really paid rmuch attention to Jimbefore. Now | |ooked at

him He was about twenty-five, good strong shoul ders, black hair, and a
generous nouth. H's eyebrows were black clear across; evidently he had

the sane problem | did with their growing together. He had on a pair of
old Levi's that he'd evidently been wearing ever since he left Indi ana,
and he also had a hard-on.



"I could hardly keep ny eyes on the canera," he said, while you were
fuckin' Dave. | kept imagining nyself in his place.

"Why not?" | murnured. "There's always time for one nore.”

and your feet," he went on. "Damm, they're beautiful. You oughta go
bar ef oot ed nore instead of keeping themin those engi neer boots." |
gri nned, and then happened to notice a snmall |avender button high on the
| apel of his w ndbreaker. "What's your button say?"

He put his thunb under it and ained it closer to my eyes. | read: "Toes
are for Sucking."

"Shit!" | said. "That turn you on?"

"You've no idea," he said. "Wy?"

He shrugged. "Synbol of maleness, | suppose,” he said. Then he |ooked at
me. "You've got the nost beautiful feet in the world. | couldn't keep the

canera off 'em"

| laughed. "Jerry'll fire you for that," | said. "Hs a cock is a man
hi msel f. "

Again that shrug. "Couldn't care less," he said. "Ya know " and he
turned halfway to face nme on the back seat, "sometines you have to go
through hell. Even blow gays just to get at their feet."

"Not me," | said. "I like it."
He lighted up like a switchboard. "You mean | can have 'en®?"
"Sure for free."

He | ooked at the three in the front seat, busy tal king. "R ght now?" he
asked.

"Why not ?"

| bent over a little, undid the buckle on my boot and pulled it off, sock
inside. Then | too turned halfway in the back seat and put ny leg up over
the canera equi pnent. There was nore than ecstasy in Jims face; he

| ooked as if he had just been pronoted fromthe cherubimto the highest
order of the seraphim He took ny slightly danmp foot, brushed asi de the
few remaining grains of sand, laid the sole of it against his cheek, and
then bent low in the seat.

"What the hell is going on back there?" Jerry denmanded, turning so that
he coul d see.

I waggled nmy hand at him "Not hing that anyone could find a hw agai nst in
the penal code of California," | grinned.

"I"'dlike to have that, done to me once," sai d bouncy Ted, so engrossed



in wat ching the proceedings in the rearview mirror that Jerry spoke
sharply to him "Watch your driving, kid," and then to us, "Just be
discreet."

Meanwhil e, Ji mwas busy. He went to work on nmy Achill es' tendon first,
and fromthere slipped around to the sole of ny foot with a flattened
tongue. After that he pounded it a little and went exploring between ny
toes, down to the juncture. | put one hand on his unnmussable hair. "Don't
you think soneone will see us?"

He rai sed up a moment. "All the cars are lowslung,"” he said. "And
besides, |I'm not breaki ng any |aw."

| nodded.

He cupped ny heel in his hand and raised it to his nmouth, sitting wel
back in his corner, and | ooked at it. "Classic, man," he said.

Even the little funbling he' d already done had made me hard again.
"Shit," | said, "it's all yours. CGet after it."

He stared in on the toes, the big one first. Unl ess you've ever had a guy
give you a toe job, you don't know what | went through. My whole body
started to quiver al nost at once. He sucked ny big toe, nibbled at it
took it clear into his mouth, giving it little gentle bites. Then he
finished with that, leaving ne with a danp crotch and danp arnpits and
head t hrown back. The next pocunt was the cleft between the big toe and
the second one, with hi mw dening his tongue so that it came up both
sides at once the big toe and the second one. And then he turned his
attention to the I ong second toe, sticking it forcibly, and at the sanme
time fucking his tongue all along the sides and the head of it. So, with
the third, fourth, and fifth pure heaven. | had a raging hard- on.

He had a bi g enough nouth and | whi spered, "Can't you get themall in at
once?" and he did. | curved ny toes downward over his | ower teeth, and
was rewarded by having his tal ented tongue slip back and forth over them
pausing at the crevi ces which were closely bound together by his nouth
pressure. His eyes were tight shut and he was handling ny foot as if it
had been made of pearls and rubies.

That one foot lasted all the way from Mantra to Pacifica. Then he opened
his eyes, | eaned across the canera equipnment, and sai d, "How about the
ot her?"

No sweat. He was a genius at it, and rem nded nme of ole Karl in his shoe
shop, who was no nore talented than this cat was. | quickly took off the
other boot and sock and laid my other foot up on his lap. | bent over it
like a Hindu at worship in his nosque.

"Another one!" he nurnured, and started in the sane way. Jerry's little-
boy darling, Teddy, was fascinated with the procedure.

"Do it to nme sometinme, wll you?" he asked Jim



Jim already at work on ny big toe, looked up and took ny toe out of his
mouth. "Anytime, Junior," he said.

Jerry swatted himplayfully. "Over ny dead body," he said.

"You never do things like that for ne," Teddy pout ed.

"I will,"” Jerry said. "I wll."

"I want Jimto do it," Teddy said. "He's an expert. You can be chaperon.™

"You damm betcha I will "'
bared his teeth.

Jerry said. If he had been a dog, he woul d have

From Pacifica into the heart of the city where Jerry had his stable, the
traffic grew heavier, and Jimevidently noticing this slipped quietly
down to the floor of the back seat. | shifted ny position and lay back in
nmy corner, eyes closed, and let himtake over conpletely.

"Coddam it," Teddy sai d, who had been watching in the rearview mrror.
"Now | can't see."

Jerry spoke somewhat sharply to him "You can have all the toe-jobs you
want, but right now you pay attention to your driving, huh?"

Juni or subsided, | kept ny eyes closed, and Jimkept working on ny foot.
It was like a long ride into heaven. At tinmes his tongue was hard, at
times soft, but each lick was a caress, each snall stab a delight. The

skin all over ny body kept reacting, raising itself in small chill specks
of pleasure, and then settling dow as Jimnoved to another part of ny
foot. | thought that several tinmes | was actually close to an orgasm and

knew for certain that ole Betsy had put out a dozen pearls of pleasure. |
| ooked down once through half slitted eyelids at my chi nos, and saw a wet
spot there. The sensati on was so intense that | was not even aware of
enteri ng San Francisco, nor of the ups and dawns of the streets. It was
only when Junior stopped the car that | opened ny eyes and saw that we
were at the old house on Mason Street.

"Dam, Jimy, that was good," | said, drawi ng on ny wool socks and boots.
The knights at arns had vani shed along with the castle of Camelot and the
pl easure donme of Kubla Khan. Even the shower room of the San Franci sco
Pol i ce Acadeny, w th dozens of naked feet attached to young stalwart
bodi es soaping thenselves, offering their cocks ranmpant all the fantasies
had faded in front of the white door on Mason, the discreetly drawn
curtains in the half glass of it. It |ooked |like an ordinary mddle cl ass
front, and the passersby could hardly guess what went on inside, nor
dream that every day, on the steepest of hills, they had past the biggest
mal e whorehouse in San Franci sco.

But a sophisticate, one wise in the ways of the honmbsexual subcul ture
could tell the mnute he stepped inside not only fromthe odors of sex
and fragrance of lubricants, the lingering smell of tobacco and socks,
but fromthe line of framed photographs of the members of Jerry's current
stabl e, handsone studs (or at |east photographed by Jerry's wi zardry to



appear handsone) lining two corridor walls, offering their pricks front
on or sidewise, lying on their backs occasi onally, |egs hanging down over
the bed edge. The ones who were willing to be screwed were al ways posed
so that their asshol es were at |least partly visible. But | had never |et
Jerry hang ny picture among those of the other whores.

It was what they used to call a railroad apartnment a long corridor
leading through it to the back, with roons opening off on each si de.

And in each rooma bed, a nunber on the door, and not much else inside.
They wer e wor krooms, no nore, for the "in-calls" when we didn't have to
go out to a hotel or house.

I made one m ne, number seven, and undressed, feeling a bit gritty and
gumy fromthe norning' s session. As the senior stud, | had first call on
the bathroom so | threw a towel over ny shoul der and padded on naked
feet down to the bat hroom

At room nunber eight, the door was open. Jerry | ounged agai nst the door
jamb, arns folded, | ooking inside. He turned his head and grinned. "Seens
like a toe job affects you even after the ball you had on the beach this
nmorning, " he said, | ooking down at ny crotch.

| | ooked down too, at ole Betsy, heavy and full with the blood that had
not yet receded fromJinms acconpli shed mnistrations. "Always," | said,
grinning. "What's going on inside?"

Jerry shrugged. "You know Teddy," he said. "Once he gets an idea in his
head, he can't wait. He had his pants off before we were hardly inside.
He pounced w th one shoul der towards the inside of the room

Teddy, naked except for his flam ng red skinpy briefs which were
dangerously tent poled with his hard on was |ying on the bed with one
forearmflung across his eyes, while Jim still fully clothed, was
sitting next to himon the | ow couch, bent over Teddy's foot.

"I' mgonna see that nothing el se goes on," Jerry said softly.
"Madame Chaperone," | said wyly, giving it the French pronunciation.

Jerry grinned. "At least |'mchaperon,” he said. "1'l|l see you later
about the Madane part."

From Teddy there canme an al nbst continuous pl easure moan. The squir ning
of his body told me of his enjoynent, and | didn't know whet her Jerry was
wai ting there to finish himoff or if Teddy woul d pop without it. At any
rate, the situation seened well in hand.

Funny thing about living in a nal e bordello, you took such things in your
stride. | suppose we were all voyeurs, and yet voyeurs wi th a kind of

cool cal cul ated reaction: we didn't get excited and plunge into the roons
for an orgy. It was all pretty well under control. W stopped, |ooked, or
listened, and if a door were closed on a john and his "nodel "... well, it
was cl osed-nost of the time we didn't even bother to listen to see if the



hustler were getting fucked or sucked. Grunts, groans, cries of pleasure
had al | become commonpl ace. You heard them w thout surprise; they were as
ordinary as reading the norning paper or eating breakfast. |1'd been there
about two nmonths, but even fromthe beginning I did not react to them
Some of the | ess experienced hustlers got all excited when t hese | ooked
or listened, but not me.

I punched Jerry on the shoul der and said, "Wll, Teddy's gonna want a new
treatment fromyou after Jimgets through with him" and went down the
hall to the shower.

There was a full-length mrror on the back of the bathroomdoor. | closed
it, threwthe towl aside, and took a good hard |look at nyself, not too
displeased with what | saw, for twenty-nine, the deep end of the twenties
when t he nold and rot begin. Six feet tall, black curly hair on ny head,
fairly short, and a big fan of hair on ny chest, a mat, that narrowed to
awist wide line as it craw ed down the center of a flat belly, and

bel ow the navel expanded into a tanked thick crisp black bush. And from

the mddle of that hung a long prick, still swollen and heavy, turgid
fromthe norning on the beach and the toe job, and what | had seen in
roomeight. | flexed ny | eg, drawing one knee up, and saw the hard
bunched thi gh muscles junp out satisfactorily. The definition was still
good. .. shoul ders, washboard belly (fromall that subconscious holding in
I'd trai ned ny stomach nuscl es to do), nuscul ar bi ceps, hairy forearns
and enough on the legs. | was what they call a white Geek, as far as ny

skin went, but even a little sun turned it dark tan, thanks to ny Aegean
ancestors from Cyprus

| turned sidewise. My butt was still snall and solid enough, for after
all, you can't drive a spike with a jack hamer. It was hollow with a
strong deep nmuscle that, according to folklore, nmeant you were an active
lover. And there hanging out in front, arced satisfyingly downward, was
the pl um colored head of the father of all evil, firm enough and heavy,
still renmenbering roomeight. | put a friendly hand on ny cock and
squeezed it, even noving ny hand back and forth a couple times, wondering
just how many apertures it had been inside in fourteen years of hustling.
And then | gave it a small friendly pat, for after, ole Betsy was ny
bread and butter, and | was extrenely fond of her.

Enough of this autoerotic dalliance, | decided, and t hrew the shower
curtain back to clinbin. It stuck alittle at the bottom a thousand
showers had started a black di scoloration at the edge where it cl ung
against the tub. Wth the noney Jerry was pulling in fromboth his novies
and his stable, you' d think he could at least afford a copul a bucks for a
new shower curtain every six weeks.

The shower left me feeling fine. | dried nyself, still watching each
movenent in the full-length mrror and still saw nothing out of place no
sagging rolls at the waistline, no flab. If | had ever run i nto someone
who | ooked like me, | think | mght have tunbled for him at |east for a
night. And thinking that, | renenbered my wild chase over our Geat
Commonweal t h, looking for ny identical twin brother Denny Andrews, and
the inevitabl e meeting with him(or was it?) there on Chi na beach under
the Golden Gate bridge, the curious feeling of seeing your Doppel ganger,



and the realization of his cock (or ny ow?) in ny nouth. That little

epi sode had never been really understood or expl ai ned, for when | awoke
froma doze he was gone (no footprints in the sand), with only a handsone
young San Franci sco centurion telling me to put ny cl othes on and bl ow
him The whol e experience remained in nmy mind as the nost nysteri ous and
i nexplicabl e thing that had ever happened to e, the cl osest brush | had
ever had agai nst the dark w ngs of the unknown and inpl ausible.

There was a timd threefold knock on the door. I frowned. Cne of the
house rules was that when anyone was in the john with the door cl osed, he
was not to be bothered. Nonetheless, | opened it, still frowning.

It was my crew cut toe job man Jim looking a little upset. | could see

his cock poki ng against the thin fabric of his slacks.

"Yeah, what do yuh want?" | was none too friendly. He | ooked down at nmy
feet, then up ny body, pausing at ny cock.

"Can | cone in?"

"Yeah," | growled, throwi ng the towel across ny back and grabbing each
end to dry nysel f.

He came in and closed the door behind him "I... | hardly know how to say
this," he said, "but 1'd like to bl ow you."

That's our ol d whorehouse, all right. Cone right out with it, no use
bei ng delicat e.

I was a bit annoyed at being taken away fromthe adm ration of nyself. "I
thought you said that it was |ike going through hell, bl ow ng someone
just so you could get at his feet. And besi des, you re one of the
cameranen. Didn't you see enough down at San G egorio?"

Jimturned pink. "Th... That's the trouble,” he said. "I saw too ruch. It
ain't very often I wanta blow anyone after |'ve had his feet... but you.
You're different.”

I woul dn't help himalong. "How different?"

"Ah," he said, some of his courage returning, his enbarrassnent
evapor ating. "You got sonething most guys don't have."

"I'"'mflattered," | said sardonically, and went on drying ny legs, first
one and then the other. Freed fromthe shower-water, the hair rose on
themsurrounding themwith a glutting of black. "Just what had | got?"

"You're... sexy," he stanmered.

"Ch! I's that so?" Despite nyself | grinned, and then put one hand on ny
cock. "You got thirty five bucks or so for Jerry?"

He swall owed hard. "You know | am" he said. "Besides, Jerry said it
would be all right. He'd give you your regular cut of twenty if you'd |let



me. "

"Dam generous of him" The truth was that despite ny being a little
pooped fromthe nmorning's action on the beach, his toe job had got ne all
bot her ed agai n. And besides, there weren't any calls for the evening...

yet .

| | eaned ny butt against the rimof the washbow and folded ny arns

across ny chest. | was standing directly in line with the mrror, but
then | decided if | wanted to watch himat his | abors of Aphrodite. I'd
prefer a side view. | took one step away fromthe washbow , turned

sidewi se, and took a stance with ny |egs apart.

"Ckay, toe sucker," | grow ed. "Take your shirt and pants off and get to
wor k. "

That was all he had on except his sneakers, and he was naked before you
coul d say antidi sestablishnmentari anism nmeanwhile glowing |i ke a sparkler
on the Fourth of July.

"You nean | really can?"

"Cet to work," | said. "You' d better be Goddamed good, because the ol e
vesicles ain't quite full yet."

He was on his knees in front of nme, his hands gripping the backsi de of ny
thi ghs, even before |I'd finished speaking. He opened those wide full red
lips and took Betsy's ole peel ed pl um head into hi s nouth.

I don't care how often it's been done to you, or how talented a
cocksucker is, there's al ways sonet hing about that first contact that
makes you gasp, inside if not outside. A "specialist" is hardly ever a
good cocksucker, but he wasn't bad. He used his lips and teeth to inch
downward until his nose was fl attened against the wiry hair of ny | ower
belly. My cockhead passed easily through the red ring of his back throat
and cane to rest against his throat-wall. |I held it there a nonent and
then put ny hands flat over his ears. That had been done often enough to
me so that | knew that the sounds of his world were shut off, and that he
heard nothi ng except a seashell roaring. H s eyes were squel ched tight,

| eaving only his nose open and his nouth, but it was full.

| deepened ny voice somewhat and spoke | ouder so that he could hear. "Al
right, toe sucker," | said. "Here's a bigger toe for you to work on.
Gme a first class job, buddy."

He heard me, |I'msure, because he started a | ong slow job on ne,

wi t hdrawing my cock alnost to the head, then fluttering his tongue over
the corona, seeking the underside of it to tickle and caress it, and
wedgi ng the pocunt of his tongue into the slit, where | felt that a pear
of pre-cum had forned. Then from somewhere inside, he created a vacuum
his cheeks hollowed with the great suction that he put on the |length of
ny cock. And after that, his cheeks puffed out somewhat, so that instead
of ny cock being drawn into his mouth, | felt its being forced out a very
unusual sensation. He had one hand clanped tightly around the base of ole



Bet sy; | knocked it away, and then noticed that with his right hand he
was jacking hinself off as he kneeled in front of nme.

| looked in the mrror, seeing that ny knees were slightly bent, ny ass
tight, my midsection curved forward and out, and his own back, and

shoul der muscles noving in a pattern that was very pl easing. So, stil
looking in the mrror, still with ny hands over his ears, | suddenly held
his head immbil e, and stopped his up and down swallow ng. Then | slowly
started to fuck his nouth, |ong punishing thrusts, giving himhardly tinme
to breat he between them | was undecided whet her to | ook down at ny young
pl easure gi ver or side wise into the mrror.

And then there suddenly began, deep in ny groin, the old famliar thrills
awakening. They rippled and rippled |like a soft |apping of feather soft
fires, nmounting to specks of brilliance in the mrror | saw all ny
muscl es tensed and hardened. The feeling was exquisite; |I felt all ny
insides melting, and thought that | could really hear the tinkling of the
ner ve- ends opening. It was as if ny flesh were expanding, calling out for
something. Strangely new rhythmc contracti ons swelled and swelled inside
me, while nmy whole body seenmed to be slipping round and round the sides
of a deepening whirl pool of heat and liquid. Sensation in waves swirled
and swept t hrough ny body, deep and deeper, and then began the el ectric
fingerings in nmy loins and | egs, while the orderings of ny systemfled up
to ny brain, registered, and swept back to ny cock, | | ooked one fina
time in the mrror, saw ny neck corded, ny head thrown back, every nuscle
har dened and shadowed under the ceiling light, and cane in his nouth,
pressing his face and head close against ny belly, conscious only of the
strength of nmy spurting into his deep throat as ny jismfilled his muth
and choked him mnaking himgag until the contractions of his throat

muscl es were cruel agai nst nmy sensitized cock.

"My God!'" | said, straightening ny body. Just then | felt a hot spl ash
against ny feet and ankles. Jimhad cone; | | ooked down and saw a white
flood sliding slomy, thickly, down over ny feet.

| released his head, letting out a great "Whoosh!" and swatted Ji my boy
pl ayfully alongside his crew cut head. "Damm, boy," | said. "If you're
that good at cocksucking, it's a shane you' re so hung up on feet. You' d
make a million with that nouth and throat of yours."

He | ooked up, smled a little, and then |ooked at ny feet again, covered
with semen, already beginning to thin somewhat and run toward the fl oor.

"D you m nd?" he murmured, and then without waiting for an answer bent
his head and with a flattened tongue |Iicked ny ankles and ar ches, even
getting as far as he coul d betwen the toes. | kept ny feet flat on the
floor, | ooking down at his noving head. Finally he fini shed, and | ooked
up the |l ength of nmy body.

"Satisfied?" | asked, running ny hand through his crew cut.

He nodded. "More to the point," he said, "you're you?"

"More than," | said.



"I just wanted to mix mne with yours," he said, snmling, and laid his
hand flat against his belly.

"That' |l make you pregnant... maybe," | laughed
"I wouldn't mind."

He got to his feet and put his arns briefly around ny waist. | tensed
and pushed himaway a little with nmy hand agai nst his chest.

"Ckay, Mac," | growed. "I won't say | didn't enjoy it because | did. But
let's not get sloppy. Sex is sex."

"Yeah," he said, and stepped back. He pulled on his pants. | turned to
the washbowl, lifted ny foot up intoit and washed of f the residue of his
jism then ny other foot and finally my cock. He was dressed when

turned around.

"Jeri will give you the twenty," he said.

I shook ny head. "Business is business, too," | said. "You get it from
himand then give it to ne."

Jerry's nouth twitched in a half grin. "Wat's the matter? Don't you
trust hi nP"

"Wth all but ny grand maw s j ewel ed bedpan,” | said. "But let's keep it
that way. The sucker pays the suckee in this house."

"I"mgonna nmark this down as a red-letter day on ny cal endar,” Jimsaid

"Four feet and one cock."
"It was dammed good, kiddo," | said.

He opened his nmouth, working his tongue, and after a nmonment pulled out a
single hair. "I'Il keep this," he said.

| picked up a small pair of scissors fromthe shel f above the washbowl
"Not enough," | said. "You'll lose it." | reached down to ny crotch and
pulled a curl out to its full length, fromthe hair right beside ny cock,
and snipped it off.

| handed it to him Hs eyes glowed. "Put that in your nenory book, "
sai d.

"You betcha I will. I'"Il chewon it when I'mold and gray."

| opened the door. He pinched the pubic hair tightly between thumb and
forefinger.

"So long, stud,” he said. "For the monent. Can | do it again?"

"Any time," | said. And then, poking my tongue sardonically into ny cheek



wal I, | said, "You can."
Bring the twenty to nme before | take a nap.

He didn't knowit, but the way he sucked cock, he could have had it for
not hi ng.

CHAPTER THREE
The next norning Jerry said to me, "I gotta go to Los Angeles this

aft ernoon. How s about answered t he phone for a coupl a days and meki ng
all the arrangenments for the guys?"

"You goi ng down to nmeet your smut angel ?" Jerry nmade a wy face. "I'm
running out of noney," he said. "Hardly enough |l eft to buy another
hundred feet of film Yeah, | gotta see him 1'll give you twenty-five a

day to mind the store.™

Then it was my turn to make a face. "Suppose | want to go out on a call
nysel f ?"

Jerry grinned. "Then the whole amount's yours," said. "You'd keep it
anyway. "

"You bastard," | said, and took a nmock swing at him

He ducked, laughing. "Naw," he said. "I know you'd turn it in. But if
say you can keep it, then I don't have to worry. Besides," he said,
"you're the only one around here except. Teddy who's got sense enough to
answer the phone.™

"You bean, don't cha, sense enough to weed out the kook's and the fuzz
fromthe legit custoners.™

"Yeah, " Jerry said.
"lI's Teddy goi ng?"

"No," he said. "And listen... you keep your hands off him or 1'II
scratch your eyes out."

"You nut," | said, "You know | don't go for chicken."

"Al of seventeen and a half," Jerry said stoutly.

"Still chicken,” | said.

"... and very nmature in the head," Jerry said.

"But not in the eyes of our sovereign stale,” |I said. "Shit... he really
is a bouncy kid. The world's hardly made a dent in himyet. Seens too bad

he' Il have to change."

Shades of the prison house began to cl ose, Jerry said, and | finished ole



Wor dsworth' s quote: "Around the grow ng boy."

"If he grows any nore in front," Jerry grunbled, "I'm gonna have to get
me a set of Doctor Young' s rectal dilators."

I'd seen them once. Three-inch bl ack hard rubber, flanged at the end
graduated in size fromthe diameter of your little finger to that of a
parlor-sized cock nodern Anerica' s answer to the graduated wooden pegs of
the East Indian male bordell os. But today we had our own stretchers, pink
pl asti c pricks.

"So that's hat you and the kid do in bed, nother,” | said, sardonic.

"W do everything," Jerry said.
n %.M?II
“"Naw not that."

"Then not everything," | said. "What's he see in you anyway? Father
i mge?"

"I"'mnot all that old. Thirty. And you're twenty-nine."

"Me a father-inmage for himtoo, huh?" | grinned
"As | said, |I'Il scratch your eyes out," Jerry said. "Don't worry, little
father. | wouldn't touch himfor anything.”

So Jerry left, and fromthat afternoon for the next two days | was nore
or less in charge

There's not hi ng worse than the boredomthat cones to a hustl ers' house
when you have a few slack days. True, there was a little action. Davey
went out twice and I went out once, Pete got one call and a cowboy named
Tex got two. Teddy and nysel f screened the calls, being careful that,
despite the fact that Jerry adverti sed openly and at length in the

Ber kel ey Barb, the "client" who tel ephoned was al ways abl e to nmenti on
someone whom eit her Teddy or | knew personally. That way you avoi ded t he
fuzz, who were just then getting wise to the fact that they could entrap
anyone fromJerry's stable by tenting a roomin a hotel and pretending to
want one of his "nodels"

So the telephone conversations were really the sensitive part of the
thing. By inflection, word usage, inference to a former client, know edge
of the lingo, and all those hundred little details that nmake up a kind of
recognition code, we had to be able to separate the sheep fromthe fuzz.
There was no trouble of any ki nd.

Except boredom hustlers aren't the nost intelligent people in the world
by and | arge, nor do they have enough inner resources to depend on when
they're alone. | someti mes wonder ed what woul d happen in Arerica if a
four day week came about. Just how would the beer guzzling, TV watching,
basebal | talking boobs spend all that leisure time? Three day weekends



wer e bad enough everybody hopped in his car and tore of f some place,
just, as he said, to get away fromit all, and got killed in nice
sat i sfyi ng popul ation reduci ng nunbers on t he hi ghways.

Man chaser, after wonen, other nen, good tines (in his mnd), horses
sports the list is long. And if he could only realize that there's one
way to give hinself the greatest activity known, sitting alone in his
roomand just thinking, he' d be happier. Thinking, that is, provided he's
got enough material stored up inside to think wth.

The hustlers didn't. Bored to death between calls, they | ooked at comc
books, drank beer, talked on the telephone, yawned, and slept. Jerry had
tried to get theminterested i n games, cards, things Ii ke Mnopoly, darts
all no use. They were bored because they were enpty. Hardly one of them
could read wi thout pain, without nmoving his lips to formthe words, they
crept fromline to line |Iike wounded snails. It was only the passive
entertai nnent of TV that kept them alive. And so, slack jawed, gl assy
eyed brai npans enpty, they sat in front of the boob tube and | et others
do their "thinking" for them | suppose they were actually no different
fromeighty-five percent of the straight nale population of America. Or
the female, for that matter.

The second eveni ng of Jerry's absence, three or four of the nodel s,
masseurs, and escorts were in the |iving roomwatching TV when | went
through on ny way to the bathroomto take a | eak. The door to the john
was about a foot ajar, and | didn't know if anyone were inside. | knocked
with my knuckle on the paneling.

"Yeah?" It was Teddy's voice.

"Ch... sorry. | thought nobody..."

"Cron in," Teddy said, and | pushed t he door open all the way. He bad
just finished a shower and was drying a leg, one foot up on top of the
john, his cock hangi ng down in a consi derably larger dinmension than I had

ever been aware he had. He saw nme | ooking at it.

"And here all the tine | bet you thought | was just a kid," he said
wyly.

| rested ny butt against the edge of the washbowl. "Well, aren't you?"
"Hell no," he said, vigorously toweling his hair.
"Be sure to dry behind your ears," | said sardonically.

He dropped the towel and sprang to the mddle of the small room his
el bow brushing my T-shirt as he did. And then standing, there, he struck

a pose... a kind of humorously exaggerated bodybuilder's stance, twisting
hal f sidew se, drawing one armup to show his biceps, tightening the
other against his side. "There!" he said triunmphantly. "I still |ook Iike
a kid?"

In truth, he didn't. He had the excell ently devel oped t hi ghs, back, and



belly of a full adult, and the tension under which he had placed his
muscl es nmade them stand out beautifully in the light fromthe overhead
bul b, which caught every ridge and underlined it with shadow. Al | could
think of was a young G eek athlete at the exerci se grounds naked

gleaming with oil or, in Teddy's case, the natural shine of a young and
heal t hy body.

Then he broke the pose and turned his back toward the contracting his
fingers behind his head, and wiggled his buttocks and whole body in a
takeof f of a belly dancer's notions. He turned his head, griping

m schi evously over his shoul der and | ooked at ne.

"Howd ya like to get in there, daddy?"

"You Goddammed little flirt!™ | growed, but | grinned too. Then
pretending a calm| did not exactly feel, | stepped toward the toil et and
unbuttoned ny fly to take ny cock out for a piss.

"You're the | ast person around here |I'd touch. Jerry would slice ny balls
off."

He junped a coupla feet and stood besi de me, his whol e body in notion,
grinning at me, hair danp, eyes sparkling. "Not if | didn't tell him
anythi ng, he wouldn't."

He laid a hand on ny ass and with the other reached i nto ny open fly.
"Lemme hold it while you piss," he said.

Anused despite nmysel f at his bounci ness and youth, | folded ny arns
across ny T-shirt and said, "Go ahead. "

Alittle of his cockiness left himand he seened uncertain. But he
reached into ny crotch, his hand warm and danmp, and closed his fingers
around ol e Betsy, who i ndependent as she was, living her ow life.

"Shit," Teddy boy breat hed, "you can get a hard-on quicker'n anybody
ever saw."

"All the better to screw you with, ny boy," | murnured. "Evidently you
ain't seen many."

"Enough. .. Daddy," he said, and his voice broke a little.

He had my cock entirely out nowand it was half-hard. But he wasn't
satisfied. Hs fingers went on digging until he had nmy balls out too.
Then he closed his fist firmly around ny cock. "Now piss,"” he said, his
eyes on its head, which had deepened in col or and grown considerably

| ar ger .

"You expect nme to piss with a hard-on? That's kinda difficult to do," |
sai d.

"Try," he urged.



It took a coupla moment of concentration. |I'd been drinking some beer,
and really had to take a leak, God knows, but the hand around ny cock,
and the other hand on my shoul der, tended to stop ne. Firmiy | thought,
oh, what the hell, and the stream began. He guided it right into the
center of the pool where it made a hell of a racket.

Meanwhil e, ny hyperkinetic little friend watched and watched. | cast a
look at his cock; it had risen and was fully hard. He was not

circunci sed, but the expandi ng head had forced the foreskin back. It was
a big one, all right. | snelled the fragrant masculine soap he'd used on
his hair, felt his naked body pressing agai nst my forearm and thi gh.

Then | finished; Teddy mlked the | ast drops, shook my cock as if it were
his own, and started to fuck it back inside. Despite the fact that I'd

just taken a leak, | was by no neans soft and flaccid, but in that
intermedi at e stage when your cock seenms to weigh a coupla pounds and i s
heavy and swollen with residual blood. Teddy was still fucking it away,

his lips dry. He noi stened themwith his tongue, and finally got ole
Bet sy back in the stall.

"Li sten," he said, grabbing ny upper armwith a strong grip. His voice
tol d me somet hing. The banter was gone; the tinbre was |Iow, resonant, and
husky. "1' really do want you."

"Come of f it," | growed. "I can't, on account of Jerry. You just don't
do this sort of thing when you're in a guy's stable, living in his house
and eating his food."

"The hell you don't," Teddy said. "I knowyou. You're a sensualist. You'd
fuck anythi ng, even a knothole in a wooden fence. | told you | woul dn't
tell. And listen, man... |'m good."

"What's the matter with you?" | growed. "You really got a father hang-

up? You stretch it alittle, or have me born in Tennessee, and |I'm al nost
old enough to be your father."

"I... don't think it's... that," he said slowy. "I think it's a matter
of experience. | kinda look through you, if you know what | nean, and see
all that long line of studs you've been with. And in having you fuck ne,
it"s like... well like having a coupla thousand fuck you at once?" |
finished.

"That's it," he said. "You kinda got a dark... sorta nysterious past. And
you're snmart intelligent. | wish |I'd been through all you've been

t hr ough. "

"Ch, no, you don't," | said, faculty bitter.

"Well, part of it," he said. His naked arns slipped around ne. "C non
will yuh?"

You cover it with lots of old cliches, such as a stiff prick knows no
consci ence, or wears blinders, or some such. Too nuch experi ence erodes
your ethics, if you ever had any. In spite of the whole situation, |



found ny arns going around his naked body, felt his trenmbling and his

desire. | drew himclose to ne. One hand caressed the snmall of his back,
slipping slowly lower until ny fingers felt the beginning of the crack
bet ween those exciting small muscul ar cheeks, lightly covered with a

sprinkling of his dark brown hair. My hand crept down, and with ny
fingers | slowy parted the cheeks of his ass it was danper inside and
located the little fucker hole, and pushed.

H s groin pushed harder agai nst m ne. "Please, Phil," he said, his voice
muffled in ny arnpit, his head cl ose against ny chest.

The young seduce the old, by God. Still holding him ny finger pushing at
his asshole, | put ny other hand under his chin and forced his head up so
that I could ook himin the eyes. They were enornmous, lust filled, brown
flecked with green. "Wat about Jerry?" | asked softly.

"The cat's away he said,"” and grinned. "I swear I'll never tell."

"It'd be sticky if you did," | said. "For both of us. Oh, WIlde was so
right when he said he could resist anything except tenptation!"”

He | eaned farther back and with one hand made a gesture at his snooth
chest. "CGross ny heart," he said. "Scout's honor and all that crap."

"Really and honest|y?"

"I''"d never squeal," he said firmy. "I'"mnmy own nan, God damm t, and
nobody owns nme. | ain't no damn hei fer. No concubi ne."

I ruffled his hair, remembering the two times Jerry and | had nade the
scene together. "You're a damm cute kid," | said, "and smart too. And
handsone. If you wanta be fucked... let's go."

The delight that showed in his face, the m xture of |ust and pleasure
was rewardi ng. He buried his face agai nst ny chest and then rel eased ne,
dancing excitedly, glowing. "Your roomor m ne?"

"M ne, ninny. You' re not supposed to be one of the whores. |If anyone
hears anything in ny roomthey'll | eave us al one. And nobody ever cones
inif youre with a score."

"Ckay, " he said and grabbed ny hand, | eading me down the corridor. From
the TV room some cunt was bl atting a nasal country western song. W& got

i nside nunber seven and | cl osed the door, turning on the small rosy fuck
light.

"I wanta undress you," he said excitedly, one strong young hand pushing
me towards the bed. The edge of it caught me behind the knees and | fell
back, catching nyself and resting on ny el bows.

"Ckay, buster," | said. "Boots first."

He was standing in front of ne, his cock hard and swoll en, sticking
straight out fromhis | ower belly. Then | noticed sonething. | put ny



first finger out and touched its red head, pushing it down a little.

Rel eased, the cock bobbed back up, and t hen, wonder of wonders, went on
bobbing like a postal scale, perfectly balanced, nodding up and down |ike
the head of those nandarin china figures that go on and on, with a spring
hi dden i n t he neck.

"I"lIl be damed," | said. "Never saw a prick like that!"

He [aughed. " Shows how well-balanced I am huh?" Then he got on his knees
bet ween ny w despread | egs, tugging at my right boot, which cane off
easily along with the sock, and then he got the other one. He took that
foot in his hand, cupping the heel in his palm and | ooked at it

specul atively.

"Does a toe job feel as good to everybody as Jinmis did to ne yesterday?"
"Anost," | said, "except the ticklish ones. They can't stand it."
"Being tickled is a formof pain, ain't it?" he asked.

| was astounded. Out of the nouths of babes, etc. Wthout ever reading
Freud or Shekel (I presumed), the kid had hit on the truth.

"Sure," | said.
"Do you like it?"

"Love it," | said. "But sone other time. R ght now | want to spread the
cheeks of that nice little ass."

He [ aughed. " Unbl ocked so far,"” he said
"Hah, 1'11 bet!" | said.
"Stand up, will yuh?" he asked.

| got off the bed. He pulled at ny T-shirt and | raised nmy arns over ny
head so that he could get it off. He did, and dropped it on the floor,
lowering his face to brush his cheek across my mat of black hair, and
then he found ny trigger, ny right nipple, and drewit into his nouth
For ny cock that was the bell for the curtain, ending the interm ssion.

"C mon, buddy," | said. "Let's get crackin'. Down to busi ness."

He unfastened ny chinos, and slid them down. Oe Betsy canme out with a
bunmp and st ood up against ny belly, and then suddenly he was all over ne,
his nmout h wi de open, Kkissing and sucki ng and | appi ng, tongue soneti nes
flat and sonetimes pounced to get into ny navel, slipping sidew se down
in the tender secret places of ny crotch at the side of ny balls, bending
double to plant a big sloppy smack on the arches of nmy feet, then
standi ng agai n, and grabbing me to him Long he hugged ne, | ong and cl ose
to quote Wit man.

"Kiddo," | said. "Look at it. It's ready."



He closed his fingers around ny cock, and nmoved hi s hand back and forth
slowy.

"How do you want it?" | asked. "What?"

Somewhat timdly he said, "Can | sit on it the way Davey did a coupla
days ago?"

"Whatever turns you on," | said.

I lay down on the bed | engthwi se and he straddled nme, surprising ne that
he faced ny feet, not ny head. But that was nice. It gave ne a wonderf ul
view of the excellently nuscled terrain of his back, darkened with the
early summer sun, nuscled like a weightlifter's. He straddled ny groin on
his knees, his feet just touching my armpits, and reached around behi nd
In his hurry he had forgotten to use any grease, but not |. The big jar
of Perfection cold cream sat open on the night-table; | dipped a coupl a
fingers in it and hit himwith it between his cheeks. He gasped faculty
at the cool ness. And then | spread the rest of it on ny cock and slyly

wi ped ny hand on the sheet at the side of the bed.

He got hold of the mddle of nmy cock and guided it towards his asshol e,

| odging the head of it in the slippery gobbet. There was an indrawn
breath, and then, using the |leverage of his hard young thigh nuscles, he
began to sink sl owly down, pausing when he reached the sphincter. At

| east he'd been around the house |ong enough to know approxi natel y what
to do; there was no necessity to gi ve hi mphysiological instructions |ike
"H gher! Lower! There!" as you often had to do with conpl ete anat eurs

I could see a thin sweat now on his back; my cockhead was evidently a bit
large for him His | egs, which had clasped ny ri bcage tightly, now noved
out war d, spreadi ng t he cheeks of his ass. Bal ancing on the hot pocunt, he
reached around behind and pull ed his cheeks apart, a thing | should have
done for him | reached down, pushed his hands away and sank ny t hunbs
deeply into his asscheeks, nmy fingers on his pelvic bones, pulling the
cheeks well apart and hol ding his body tightly just where it was. Wth

al most i nexperienced upward novenents of ny hips oh, he felt it nudged ny
cockhead gently against the inside ring and, slowy, like an infinitely
expansible iris, it began to open.

He knew it, and with a sigh sank slowy down. | watched my cock go in,
until his firmand wi despread cheeks flattened nmy pubic hair, and he was
sitting close and heavy upon ne.

Now it was ny turn. Wth fingertips and then with flattened palns, |
caressed his back, his cheeks and thighs as far as | could reach. Then
raising alittle, | reached around for his hardened young ni pples,
rolling them between thunb and forefinger, and finally slowy pulled his
body backward agai nst ne.

He sighed again and with an upward notion of his body unbent his knees,
stretching his | egs down partly on mne, partly to the side. He was not
squarely, on top of ne, but angled slightly to the right side.



It was a good position. | began a slow rotating notion of ny hips; oh
knew woul d send ny cock first fight, then left, poking into all the
secret spots of his asshole. His sighing now was al nost continuous, and
then graduall y changed character, a kind of | ow keening, alnmost guttural,
ending in small gasps, pleasure sounds if ever | heard them

The whol e fuck was wordless. It was as if it had been choreographed, a
sexual ballet. W pressed agai nst each other, never breaking connection.
After a few mnutes of the pleasure of fucking himfrom underneat h,
rolled himover on his left side, and then went on sl ow soneti mes, often
drawing ny cock nearly out, poking at the rimof the chalice (a new
series of sounds fromhim alnmost nuffled), and then back deep agai n.
Siowy | pushed ny knees against the backs of his, nudging themupward.
He took the cue, drawing his legs up into an alnmost fetal position, while
with my right hand on top of his hipbone | again pulled a cheek wide.
This time | went clear in long sl ow ones, followed by a series of half-
strokes, very rapid.

And after that, with his legs still drawn up, | wiled on top of him his
knees bent under himin genufl ection, prostrate, his head resting on the
bed and his ass in the air. | |ooked down. The grease had spread unti
the cheeks of his butt glistened in the rosy light, and my cock glutted
along all its length. And in and out, in and out, sonetinmes sl ow,
sonetines fast. | was enjoying it tremendously. Fromhis snall anim
sounds, | think he was too.

It was beginning to get to ne. The walls of his ass tunnel seermed to grow
hotter, and | speeded ny novenents until the rapidity of ny thrusts
created a kind of engine sound, |like a well greased piston plunging in
its cylinder and withdrawing with a sound of suction. And then suddenly,
with no warning, with none of the lovely prelimnaries | usually felt
there it was! Spasm after spasm ny whol e body was contracting in
convul si ve shudders. | hardly remenmber what | did. | bent over him
clutching himtightly around his belly and reaching for his cock, jacking
himoff in time with ny slowing thrusts, and then feeling himarch his
ass until his cockhead was in ny palm Wth franti c novenents of his body
he ground his cock into ny hand, and | felt it fill with heat and liquid,
felt the violent shuddering of his body and the contracti ons of his cock
as his jismslid slowy through my fingers

Wt hout any signaling | withdrew and turned on ny back. He lay on his
side, nose in ny arnpit. W were both panti ng.

| let out a great lungful of air. "Ch, man!" | said. "What a way to go."
Hs breathing was still quick and deep.

"Dd... you... like it?" he gasped.

"One of the best,"” | said, "of all the thousands."

"I"mgad," he said, snuggling against ny side. Then he said, "I'IIl tell

you a secret if you won't tell."



"Scout's honor," | said, |aughing.
"Y-You... got ny cherry."

| sat bolt upright. "You re kidding!"

He shook his head, grinning. "I would never let Jerry... or anybody get
it. I... | wanted the best... breaking-in."

"I"'mflattered,” | said. "But you did it |like an old pro. How come?"

He laughed. "l1've lived in this house for two years,"” he said. "And |’ ve

kept nmy ears and eyes open.”
and now your asshole,” | grinned.

"You mght call it on-the-job training. Haven't you ever heard of a
mechanic learning to use his tools just by watching his fell ow-workers?"

"You're, no nmechanic," | said. "You're one of those rare birds... a
nat ural - born expert."
"I like you too," he said happily, and buried his nose deeper into ny
arnmpit, snuggling cl ose.

CHAPTER FQUR

Jerry was back from Los Angeles right when he said he would be, and all
went as before. | did not feet particularly guilty that | had been
poaching on his territory. | knew that Teddy' s span of living with Jerry
was limted, for Jerry tired of his mgnons, his little darlings, easily.
At the age of thirty, he had already had G eat Affairs w th sixteen of
them And | knew enough of the honosexual life to realize that the
butterfly syndrome affected us all, that sooner or later these
protestations of undying |ove weakened, for one partner always loved | ess
than t he ot her. Nothing was permanent in our hunm ngbird world: the
pastures were al ways greener, etc. By eye or gesture and finally by act,
a person in a honosexual liaison finally gave way. | did not have to
rationalize my fucking Teddy; he wanted it, | gave it to him and if he
had any renorse for his action, he could have conforted hinsel f by
investigati ng. He would have found Jerry had been unfaithful to km at

| east a dozen tines. If the two years they had been together. | could

per sonal |y vouch for at | east two of those occasions.

The evening of his return, | found himalone in the living room

thi nki ng. The TV was on, but the sound had been turned off. He was
sitting on the black |eather sofa, which an angry hustl er had once carved
to ribbons with a razor blade when he thought Jerry had been cheati ng
hi m

"Yo, man," | said, "seemto be deep in thought, as they say."

He poked up. "I am" he said. He patted the sofa. "Sit down."



| sat. "I got the noney okay," he said, "enough to finish the picture

But I'm having trouble with the story line, Lissen," he said, turning
towards ne, and laying on ne that Earnest Look of his friendly brown eyes
whi ch al ways indicated he wanted something. "You're a smart cookie...
Chio State grad and all that, though | never could understand why you
took up hustling."

I smrked. "I"ma great humanitarian,"” | said, "a philanthropist,” and he
groaned at the high level pun on ny name, "who wants to bring pleasure
and happiness to lonely old men in their hotel roons at night. But you
wer e tal king about your own troubles...’

"Yeah, " he said. "How s about your hel ping me with the script? You could
take t he four episodes from our past, and sketch out a little dialogue."

"I ain't never done nothing like that," | grow ed

Jerry grinned at me, "Oh, ¢ nmon now,"” he said. "You can drop the dunb

hustler talk with ne. | know nore about you than you think."

So | grinned in return. "Ckay," | said. "Wat's init for ne?"

"Wll," he said. "I'lIl lay a coupla hundred on you for sone di al ogue and
script, and then if the thing goes well. I'Il cut you in for about ten

percent of the net."
"Can we have that in witing?"

"Vll we'd have to see howthat rides with the guy in L.A. who's
financing t he whol e project, but the inportant thing is to get this film
off the ground. I've had three filnms and they've all been pretty
successful, pulling in about twenty to thirty grand..."

"Jerry," | said firmy, "you slipped out of that one very neatly, but
lemme tell you sonet hing. You know that crooked porn publisher back east,
that fuckin' albino."

He nodded. "Well," | went on, "he's got an international reputati on for
being a c-man and a crook in all his dealings, so nuch that nobody' ||
have anything to do with himany nore. And as a friend, |'ll have to say
it: you re rapidly approaching his reputation as the |eading double
deal er here on the west coast. Now .." | said, seeing the stormclouds
gat her, "how about answering my question? Can we have that in witing?"

One thing about an acconplished operator: he knows how and when t o bend
with the wind. Jerry's frowm was erased, and he grinned. "Sure you can,
Phil,"” he said. "You want it right now?"

"Naw," | said, stretching ny |l egs. "Later." M stake nunber one.

"And think of the publicity you'll get if there' s a novie about you," he
continued excitedly, "using your own name and face."



"Yeah," | said. M stake nunber two. "I can double ny rates."

VWl |, two hundred wasn't nmuch, but | still was not one to sneeze in its
direction. The ten percent interested me nmore, but despite his assurances
I had a kind of gut feeling that there'd be a high wind in Jamaica before
| saw any of it.

Jerry took hold of my right thigh and squeezed, and then patted it.

"Ckay, man," he said. "You' do a little thinking about it, will yuh? Then
we'll talk."
"How soon you want it?" | asked

"Soon as possible,” he said. "Yesterday. Looks |ike were gonna have
another coupl a days of rain, and we can't shoot until it stops. See what
you can do."

"Sure thing," | said and unfol ded nyself fromthe sofa, stretching ny
arms wide and yawning. "I think I'lIl take a nap. | do nmy best thinking
then. "

"Ckay, " Jerry said, and | left himto his neditation

On the way to ny room| passed nunber five, inhabited by a guy we call ed
Tex, or Tex-ass. No one knew his real name. He was a tall, |lean, really
ski nny dude, ugly as a canel and tow headed, with a face that just didn't
seemto fit together nose too long, chin too short, and ears that woul d
make himtake off in a high wind. His costune was a cowboy hat and denim
jeans and jacket, with a red bandanna | ooped around his corded neck. All
in all, not the handsonmest one in the stable, but he was there for
another reason. He had the biggest cock west of the M ssissippi, a long
stiff ranrod that appealed to all the size queens in San Francisco when
he paraded the streets as he seldom di d, because his tel ephone popularity
kept himfromcruising it was a caution to the jaybirds. Full, thickly
dangli ng, pendant, his cock hung down his | eg well below the halfway
mark, and it was all he could do to stuff it and his hen's egg balls into
the matchstick jeans he wore. He' d been narried four times (see your
friendly neighborhood psychi atrist, please) and shacked up. God knows how
often, and not even he knew how many little bastards of his were runni ng
around Texas in the vicinity of Fort Worth. And no one knew, either, why
he was hustling in San Francisco and no one asked, following the rules of
the gane.

H s door was partly open and | sneaked a look in. He was lying on his
side conpletely naked, legs partly drawn up his top hal f was deeply
tanned, fromthe wai st down he was perfectly white. The contours of his
small ass were rel axed, but even so the cheeks were hollowed with his
wiry muscul ature. | decided | wouldn't mind seeing his front side again.
Everybody, even straights, was fascinated by an oversized cock. "How s ny
ol e buddy Tex-ass?" | asked softly.

He wasn't asl eep. He turned his head back to ook at nme. "Ch, hi ya,
Phil," he said. "Crmon in. Ah wuz just restin' a mte."



"Have a hard night ?"

'"Jes' one score," he drawled, "but by Jimmy."

"How come?"

He rai sed up on his elbows. "Jes' | ook at the goldenrod thing," he said
mournful ly. "I got me a john |last night and I reckon | wiz too much for
him account he done scraped and scratched me sunpin' fierce. Look," he
said, and put two fingers under the heavy |limp thing he called his cock.
It was streaked with red in four or five places, and there were several
bl ack and blue marks on it.

I whistled. "Shit!" | said. "What was he trying' to do... get it ready
for a barbecue?”

"It wuz too Goddammed big for him" Tex said sadly. "He shoulda had false
teeth. "

"That cock oughta be stuffed and nmounted," | said. "Or given to the
Sm t hsoni an. "

"Shit?" he asked, bl ankly.

| waggled my hand. "Gven to a nuseum " | said, "I should think that when
it got hard you' d likely faint, what with all that bl ood rushi ng down
fromyour head."

He had no sense of hunmor. Correction: he had no sense. "Naw, " he said
"that ain't ever happened to me. But this makes ne Goddammed mad. Ah
can't do a thing, and Ah' mhorny as hell."

| sat down on the edge of the bed. "You could at | east go out with
somebody who wanted to corn hole you," | said.

"It's purty hard, for me," he said. "Ali can't cone that way, usual."
| aughed. "Bet | could make you cone |ike that."

"Fucki n' ne, yuh mean?"

"Wthout no buddy a touching it?"

"Yeah, " | said.
"Ckay... yer on," he said. "Betcha five." | said.

He swung his long thin legs off the bed and went to the door and cl osed
it. Despite his injuries, the idea of getting fucked affected hima
little; his cock out and downward nore than it had when he was on the

bed.

"This | gotta see,"” he said



"You'l | not only see it... you'll feel it," |I said, unbuckling nmy boots

and taking themoff, leaving my socks on. | peel ed down ny chi nos and
stepped out of them and shrugged out of ny | eather jacket and T-shirt at
the nonent. | |ooked down at my cock. O e Betsy, God bl ess her, had grown

aware of the situation and was sending me a little coded nmessage, which
when translated into clear text told me that 1'd wanted to get into that
tiny ass of Tex's for a long time. And what better way to spend a rainy
aft ernoon i n San Franci sco?

"How you gonna?" he asked. "Back, side, belly?"

"First | gotta find out where your joy spot is,” |I said. | dipped a
finger into the open pound jar of Perfection cold creamand got sone all
over ny mddl e finger.

"You bend over and rest your elbows on the bed,” |I said, "whilst | do me
alittle investigating."

He did. Hs ass was snooth as Cabrera narble, just as white and nearly as
hard. There was a little hair growi ng dow into the crack fromthe snall
of his back, but the cheeks thensel ves were perfectly snooth. My cock was
fully hard in anticipation.

I touched my finger to the fucker hole, rosy-brown in the exposed crack.
"Spread your feet a bit," | said, and he did.

Hs asshole drewin on itself at ny touch, but he nade no ot her sign.
Then very slowy | advanced ny finger, finding it blocked by a very ti ght
sphincter. | pushed gently against it; small pushes, several tines, and
in about thirty seconds | felt it open. My finger went in as far as it
coul d, expl oring.

It took no time at all to find his prostate. It was dead on and | ow set
| stroked it with the ball of ny finger, and then on the other side with
the flat of my nail. This tinme he did gasp, and wiggled his ass a little.

"Cod alm ghty!" he said. "That shore feels good."

"Just wait, kiddo," | said, "until | really get started." | w thdrew nmy
finger and towel ed it, and then checked the angle at which it had gone
in. "Lower your ass alittle," | said. "Bend your knees."

| dipped into the jar again and spread a generous anount on ol e Betsy. It
was a steel hard now, and the head of it nearly violet with the savage
blood. | bent ny knees a bit, too, so that the angle of penetrati on woul d
be the same as ny finger, and then | gently touched the tip of ny cock to
his asshole, sending a series of small pushes behind it.

He junped forward slightly, and his body flinched. "Y' all take it easy
now, y' hear?" he said. "Please?"

"Sure thing," | said.

Vll, | thought, with a cock like that in front, big enough to pull him



down stoop shoul dered, you could easily understand why his asshol e hadn't
been used much. Life settles down to being a choice of pleasures, |
reckon. Still, it was too bad the size of his cock autonmatically cut him
out of half of Iife' s experiences.

"Umm ahh," he grunted. M/ pushing agai nst his asshole had had some snall
reward. | felt the head slip in, first just about a hal f-inch, and then,
continuing the pressure with a flexing and relaxing of ny knees, | felt
the whol e cockhead enter.

"oowwy, " he sai d.

| packed his snooth white-marble ass, and ran ny fingers over the holl ows
made by the strong nuscle, and at the same ti me went on pushing gently.

"Just take it easy, ole buddy," | said. "lI've ridden as many asshol es as
you' ve ridden horses. | ain't gonna kill you."

Then | eased ny cockhead through the first sphincter. Her head came up
like a bronco's, but this tine he didn't holler. The small vestibul e just
inside his asshole cupped the head of ny cock tightly. And it was hot!
The encl osure, the strong ring of flesh, was tight as a teenager's. It
pressed cl ose agai nst ny cockhead, so firmy that ole Betsy, with that

i ndependent will of her own, throbbed three or four tinmes with the
sensation, alnost as if she were ready and eager to cone right now

"I ain't gonna hurry this here up," | said softly. "W' uns want y'all to
have fun, hey?" Unconsciously | slipped into an imtation of his speech,
the sane way | would have with a real score.

"Y a ain't gonna take too |ong, Ah hope," he said.
"Nope, " | said.

| braced nyself on nmy tightened | eg nuscles and grabbed the sides of his
slimhips with nmy outspread fingers. Beneath the sinew nuscles | could
feel the hard and enduring pelvic bones. | dug ny fingers into the cheeks
of his ass (not a blem sh on it!) and pulled them even w der apart. You
had to handle this bronc carefully, so | started |ong and sl ow. My
cockhead, stimul ated and strongly gripped as it was, went slowy in,

tingling every centimeter of the way. As a connoisseur of assholes, | was
ready to say that ol e Tex-ass had about the hottest, tightest tunnel 1'd
ever let aray of light into. | felt my way |like a blind one eyed
explorer through the narrow crevice until | bunped gently agai nst his
prostate.

That was it; | set the lantern down and went to work. Using the circul ar
ful crumof his asshole, | sent ol e Betsy deep inside, brushing first

against the right side of his joy spot, then poking it dead center, an
then grazing it again on the left side as | cane out.

"By... dam," Tex said between gasps, "that shore feels mighty purty,
man." And then he went back to breathi ng hard agai nst the bedspread, his
honmely face turned sidew se. There was sweat on his forehead.



"dad you likeit, man," | said. | was cool and objectives about it, and
still enjoying it a lot. The nuffled nmoaning in Tex's throat was a reward
much better than the five dollar bet which I knew I'd win. He kept
turning his head fromside to side

After about three mnutes of that massaging, | started a different

not i on, bendi ng up and down on ny toes while | pushed in and out, knowi ng
that such a novenent now was getting the top and the bottom of his joy
spot instead of the sides. His noaning increased and a fine luster of
sweat began to glisten on his back. Hs cock was up against the side of
the bed now. It was so big it could never stand up agai nst his belly
because its weight dragged it downward, and he started to fuck the bed,
forward and back. That spoiled ny carefully contrived rhythmuntil |
adjusted to it and then went relentlessly on.

But at the same tinme, non-participating as | had thought nyself to be,

somet hi ng was begi nning to happen. | | ooked down at nmy cock, traveling
thick and informed into his asshole, glistening with grease. | began to
enj oy nysel f.

And then suddenly with no warning, a fantasy sprang into ny head a
menory, really of the wild day wi th handsone young Bull at Lake Mc Donal d
Hotel in dacier Park, and old Angus, the foreman of the pack saddl e
trips, and his bunch of ornery l|leathery tough cowboys who acted as
tourist guides. And especially of the one night when all of us had got
drunk after a dance in the rec hall, and gone to sit around a real
honest -t o-god canpfire, while Angus Suflas his drunken yans for the
tourists, and we all kept passing the bottle around. And then one by one
the tourists went back to bed, with only stalwart young Bull and nyself
left anong the cowboys. That was the night | had been surprised even
shocked, back in those golden |ost days when Bull, ny roomate, my very
but ch roommat e, had suddenly junped into the mddl e of the canpfire with
his boots, scattering but not extinguishing it, and started to pull down
his pants, hollering "I wanna be fucked!" at the top of his voice.

And we were all only top glad to oblige... old Angus first, and a half
dozen cowpokes after him and nyself as Bull's roonmate | ast, all of us
fucking himin his muscul ar young nineteen-year old ass as he lay on the
grass under the arch of the night sky, while the stars wheel ed around the
bl ack vault above. | had seen nore cowboys' asses that night, their |ean
hi ps pumping in the fuckering shadows of the firelight, chaps and Levi's
down around their ankles, their solid thighs and | egs catching the
glimering of the canpfire, than | had seen before or since

| | ooked down at my cock, traveling into Tex's asshol e, thinking that for
a nonent | sawa glint of firelight on it once again. Then | was back in
the whor ehouse on Mason Street, and Tex was npani ng and tw sting under
me. | drew ny cock nearly out so that | could admre the length of it,

| eaving a bare i nch inside which | sent poking around the confined
imprisoning cup of his ass tunnel.

"Aw, God dam it!" Tex exploded. "Gt it back in thar the sane way! Ah'm
about ready to pop, nan!"



And pop he did. The contractions on ny cock were viol ent, nearly
expelling ole Betsy from her second honme. And the added squeezing did
something for me it sent ne back to Montana, to the sight of Bull's white
mar bl e ass, wet with a half dozen | oads fromthe cowpokes who' d fucked
him still moving and eager in the fuckering hal f light, and myself
standi ng ready, cock in hand and hard, cheered on by the circle of
drunken cowpokes, and then stretched out on Bull's novi ng body, feeling
the gutsy thrill (increased by ny going into the pool of hot, wet jism

al ready deposited there in his asshole), the chilling ecstasy of the

begi nning of ny own orgasm

I coll apsed on top of Tex's |ean body, my hands underneath his chest,
finding and rolling his nipples while | poured great gouts of ny white
jismnectar into him(or Bull), bathing his battered prostate. He felt ne
come, and had sense enough to contract his hot tunnel gently, mlking me
of the day's first production. He kept saying "Oh, oh!" over and over. |
was sweating and breathing hard, and so was he.

| stayed joined to himwhile he clinbed up out of the deep well of what
the Latins call the little death, md while our bl ood pressures and
breathing and pulse's beats cane back to normal

Then it slowy withdrew. He turned and | ooked at me, his homely face
shiny with sweat. "Ah'l|l be gol-durned," he drawied. "Ah did'nt think it
could be done."

"That' Il be five bucks, man," | said, grinning

"Ah'd be proud,” he said, "y'all'd do it again, huh?"

"Anytine, man," | said. "l enjoyed it too. Next tine, no bet. No charge
Professi onal courtesy.”

"Huh?"

"Forget it," | said, doubling ny fist and punching himlightly on the
j awbone.

"Ali be dammed," he said, slowy, thoughtfully. "Y' know, now Ah got me an
i dea how a worman feels. Why she |likes fuckin' so nmuch."

"It's give and take," | said. "You gotta know how to do it."

"If'n y all show me sometinme,” he said slowly. "Ah reckon Ah'rl double
the nunber of scores Ah get. Usual, Ah just junp on and off, rabbit
like."

"W'll do it again sonetine," | said. "I'll show you how "

"Ah'd be right proud,” he said again, and there was a | arge pin on his
plain face.

CHAPTER FI VE



It was very unusual weather for May in the San Franci sco area, all the
natives said. Rain, usually the winter | asted about three or four weeks
of nmore or less steady downfall, and then it was all over. The hills were
green for a month or two, then started to turn brown, and stayed that way
until the following year's rainy season. But this year was different. The
rain had started i n Novenber and gone on and on, until the inch

nmeasur ement s had passed t he doubl e mark, at hadn't affected the business
of Jerry's stable all; if anything, it had increased it. For what was
better on a rainy afternoon than a good slow fuck with a warm and acti ve
body in bed?

The day after the conversation with Jerry and the good screw of Tex-ass,

I lay on the bed the workbench in my room door closed, listening to the
eaves dripping and the water running heavy down the gutter drain pipes. |
was in that pleasant half state between waking and sl eepi ng, but ny m nd,
instead of drifting away, seened to be nore active than usual, as | tried
to think back over fourteen years of hustling to pick out the epi sodes
that seened to me to be easiest for Jerry to handle in a | ow budget

novi e.

But al as! There was an overabundance of them |If you are one of those

per sons who live a conpletely sexual life, so rmuch so that you can't even
see the fork of a tree without thinking of it as the crotch of a man
standi ng on his head, then you've really got too nuch to draw from
instead of not enough.

Wiere to begin? In New York, Dall as, Chicago, Los Angel es, San Francisco?
I thought idly of Larry Johnson, the deer voiced stud who'd |lived with me
for a while in Berkeley. Gradually changing froma hi ppie into an

est abl i shnent nenber, and finally going so far as to sign up for the San
Franci sco Police Departnment. | thought of his treachery in listing ne and
twenty others in Berkeley for various "sex crines" under the | ans of the
sovereign state of Cali-for-ni-ay, and of how I'd franed him by stashi ng

some dope in the house before | left it, and witing a copula notes to
the PD departnent in the city. Then I'd left in a hurry, and had

sonmeti nes wonder ed what had happened to him The worst, | hoped. But next
to ny favorite fuzz, Geg Wlfson, | couldn't help liking Larry the nost
so tall, so handsone and arrow straight, arrogant and bossy, and the very
best in bed. Well, better pull down the w ndow shade on that.

But | couldn't stay away from San Franci sco for long, evenif it were a
little dangerous for ne. | could not live away fromwater. The city with
its continental attitudes, the charmof its old houses and steep hills,
had drawn me back w thin a coupla mont hs. But was there a deeper reason?
Was it the death wish city, trenbling on top of the San Andreas Fault,
wai ting for the next big earthquake to send it sliding into the bay? Was
it the Queen Gty of the Wst because so many honosexuals, secretly and
subconsciously burdened with a sense of guilt mgrated to it the way the
| emmings swam out to be to be drowned? In the years since I'd first cone
to the city, the death toll of suicides fromthe Golden Gate Bridge had
risen fromabout two hundred to nearly five, and each year saw an

i ncrease over the year before.



Thi nking of Larry led me to thinking of Rudol f Dax in Chi cago, the wei ght
l[ifter hustler (now a cop), the hetero narcissist whom | had once tricked
into blowing me. | wondered, without really caring to know, how he had
handl ed his former tricks when, in uniform he met themon the street.
Dd he blackmail them or did they blackmail hin? O did he, stony faced
and wi th no recognition, pass themby, daring themto do their worst?

And then there was Ace Hardesty, the black |I'd been involved with in

Dal las and later in Chicago, the gigantic (in nore ways than one) coll ege
educat ed stud who, when | two timed him had got nme into a gang rape with
a half dozen of his black buddies, |eaving me sore and out of business,
for a nonth, rear wise, that is. He'd nake another good one.

But Jerry was a sentinentalist. You couldn't go too far out with himno
S& no variations. And what did | a col d sonofabitch |ike nme know about
sentinment? When had | ever fallen "in love"?

Vel |, there was one time | came damed close with Kenny in Chi cago, the
nai ve farmki d who'd cone to the big wicked city to learn welding, so's
he could go back downstate, and repair farm machinery. How he' d reacted
when he found out | was a hustler! But evil old Mke Rensal er had nmade
hima hustler, too, and after a while, if | wanted to screw Kenny, | had
to pay himnysel f.

O the contacts nade while | was a nasseur at the Lincoln Baths in
Chicago: little bald Mondrat, the coll ege professor; Bob Fitzsinons, the
best known artist in the area; old Ben Thomas, judge and jurist; M.
Bennet, a drifter hung up on blacks, especially the Musli mcal | ed Adam X,
and the brief and agoni zi ng period of actual slavery I'd gone through
with the two of them Then Duke, the wi ckedest and nost talented of
Anerican dramati sts. O the Easter Kid, who cane to San Franci sco every
Easter, a Ph.D. from Canada and Bernuda, and his |ine about Zen, and how
I'"d fucked hi mwhile he was tied to his notorcycle.

They canme and went in nmy menory, hundreds of them then thousands, a
nmoving frieze on the Parthenon, stepping down 110Wand then into ny life.
Too many. |1'd have to be nore sel ective for Jerry, and then get to work
on alittle renenbered di al ogue, which woul dn't be too hard, considering
I had al nost total recall.

There was a knock on the door.
"Yup?' | hollered. "Come in."

It was bouncy Teddy boy. "Call for you," he said. "Says he knows you.
He's at the Mark Hopkins. Nane of Art Kain."

Art Kain! Shit, 1'd tried to nmake himfor nonths while we were both gain’
to Chio State, about eight years ago, and finally succeeding once. He was
a big ol hunk, son of a coal mner, and handsonme as the rosy-fingered
dawn.

"Y' know hi n?" Teddy asked.



"Do | ever," | said, swinging off the bed. "I made hi m once. Wonder how
he ever found nme after ei ght years?"

Teddy smirked. "Ch, everybody knows the in... G eat Whore of Babylon,"
and then he skipped asi de, ducking ny swing at him and | aughi ng

| went to the phone and said "Yeah?" in ny deepest voice.
"Phil Andros?”

"Yup, and how's old Artie baby after all these years?”

A deep | augh. "Dandy," he said. "l hear you've gone into a new |line of
wor k. "
"Not now,"” | said gruffly. "Wwo told you?"

"Don Hughes," he said, and | remenbered Don, the first guy who'd ever
given ne noney, back in the ol d Deshler-Wallick Hotel in Col unbus, Chio.
He' d been a vice-president then for a cash register conpany in Dayton
and |, a fifteen-year old. We'd known each other a long tine.

"He said you were tops," Art said.

"If he thought so a coupl a years ago, he'd be surprised now," | grow ed.

He laughed. "Can you cone over to the Mark for a fuck?"

"It'll cost you thirty-five cents,” | said.

"No sweat," he said. "Room 1224."

"R ght now?"

"Be there in thirty minutes," | said. "Gotta take a qui ck shower."

He sai d.

"Ckay... nmake it twenty. I'Il have to put on a suit. Can't make it into

the Mark in a leather jacket and chic's and boots."

"I'd prefer the jacket," he said, "but |'ve | earned to conpronise."

"Ckay man," | said. "Be good to see you." | hung up the phone and went
back fast to nunmber seven, sat on the bed and pulled off ny boots and
socks, then stripped down ny chinos. | hated like hell these out calls

when | had to dress up.

I"d just got naked when | |ooked up and there was Teddy boy, arns folded,
| eani ng agai nst the door jam "An okay guy?" he asked.

"Sure," | said. "Od friend... Ex-coal mner fromWst Virginia."

"l envy you," Teddy sai d.



"Hmor ne?" | grinned at him pulling on ny black nylon socks. Then
got up and took ny suit fromthe closet and laid it on the bed very
conservative dark blue and pulled a white shirt and wide tie fromthe
dresser.

"Hm | guess," Teddy said, his full lips alittle parted. He ran the
flip of his tongue over his upper lip.

"You know what t hat tongue movenent neans in Europe?”

"No, what?" he asked.

"That you want sex of some kind," | said.

"I do, man, | do," he said softly because Jerry was back in the living
room

"Some of these days," | said, getting into ny pants and shirt.

"Prom se?" Teddy sai d.

"Next time Jerry goes outa town," | said, putting a thick knot in ny tie.
Then | put on ny black shoes and stood up. "Gotta run now."

"Sure."

I got a plastic raincoat fromthe closet, goosed Teddy in the ass as
passed him but he was quick, and returned the conplinent by cupping his
strong young hand over ny cock and balls as | went out.

It was drizzling now, and | was danp on the head by the tinme | got to the
hot el . And puffing, too, because no matter what ki nd of condition you
are, the walk up two bl ocks of forty-five degrees angle street sets the
ol d punp going potato-potato. But it was down to a heavy ka-boom by the
time | went into the |Iobby, straight to the elevator, and up to the
twelfth floor.

| hutted before knocking, wondering just how muich Art had changed, and
then | shrugged nentally, wondering how rmuch |I'd changed too.

The door opened i mmediately. Dam, no change at all, not bald, no
heavier. He had al ways had t he husky wi de shoul ders of his heritage, and
they were still there. He grinned widely, and grabbed my hand in his big
paw.

"Phil, y'ole bastard,"” he said, and then pulled nme into the room He drew
me close and hugged ne, as | was, and | threw ny arns around himtoo. Hs
body felt like steel beneath his shirt, huge hunky nuscles. He had not

let hinself go any nore than I had. Finally he rel eased me fromhis
crushi ng bear hug and stood back.

"Il be damed," he said. "You don't look a day older than you did ei ght
years ago."



"Nor you," | said.
"Have a drink," he said.
"Bourbon... rocks," | said.

He spl ashed sone bourbon over sone ice cubes and handed it to nme. Then he
sat down on the edge of the bed. "Tell me what you' ve been doi ng. "

I waggled ny hand. "Evidently you know," | said. "Mre inportant...
what've you been doi ng?"

V¢ wal ked for about fifteen mnutes. He' d been married once and t hen
divorced after his wife caught himin bed with a boy. He was now a wel |
pai d vice-president for an electronics firm and lived in a tow in
Pennsylvania with the i nprobable nane of Indiana. He'd di scovered what he
was about a year after his marriage.

"As if | didn't know all the time," | said. "But oh, no, you woul dn't
ever give in. Wat did ja think about the one tine we nmade it toget her?"

"Didn"t like it the next norning," he said, "but after about two weeks |
found nysel f thinking about it all the time. That's when | really began

to experinent... but | was always telling nyself | wasn't a club
menber... just |iked sex."

"Me, too, man," | said, and then reached down to slip off ny shoes. They
were still so unworn and new, though abut a year old, that | caught the
heady smell of warm new | eat her when | took themoff. It always excited
me. "What do yuh want to do?" | asked.

He shrugged. "Doesn't matter," he said. "Just sex. Let's see what

happens. "

He grinned. "If |I'ma-gonna bl ow you, buddy," | said, "you ve gotta wash
the spit off before you screw ne."

"I wouldn't argue with it."

| grinned. "But why?"

"Don't cha know, ole buddy? Saliva's got a helluva |ot of bacteria in it,
and once it gets growin' inside your asshole... well, watch out. You know
how dangerous a human bite is. You learn a lot of these things be in a
whore. "

"How | ong you gonna keep at this?"

I shrugged. "Not much | onger,” | said.

W bot h stepped out of our pants at the sane tinme. H s body was snooth on

the upper hal f, and hairy fromthe wai st down. A brute strength radiated
fromhis well-rounded frame. The definition of his nuscles was crisp and



clear. There was no fat on him and he nust have weighed two-twenty. But
when you're six-three, that's no probl em

"Damm, " | said, looking adnmiringly at him "Wth a body |ike that, you
oughta have half the guys in Pennsylvani a knocki n' at your door."

"I get enough," he grinned. "But right now | want you." Naked, he sank to
his knees in front of ne, his big paws on ny |legs, hands that were so big
they reached hal fway around ny thighs. He | ooked up at ne. "I've wanted
this for eight years,"” he said. "Ever since you had mne... and got ny
cherry."

I ran ny fingers through his wavy brown hair. de Betsy had ri sen and was
proud and straight in front of me, all a result of watchi ng hi mundress
Then | cupped one hand behind his head and drew hi mtowards ny crotch.

He didn't need any urgi ng. He opened his nmouth wi de and sank it down on
nmy cock, clear to ny pubic hair, nuzzling his face si dew se, back and
forth, while ny cockhead rubbed against the hot back wall of his throat.

He' d evidently had a lot of practice. He breathed easily an w thout
gagging, or rather, he didn't seemto be breathing at all. And then
realized that he could hold enough air in that massive chest to keep
sucking for three m nutes before he needed nore air | started to nove ny
hi ps, gently fucki ng his handsone high cheek boned face, and feeling the
clanmp cl anp of the nmenbrane ring as | slid nmy prick back and forth

through it. | could feel his throat nuscles hard on my cock like a vise
of vel vet.
Shit, 1'd always |liked this cat, | realized. Not |ove, not desire, but a

response that even a hetero would meke to t he physical aura of strong
ani mal i sts sexuality that came out of all his pores. It was that curious
quality of masculinity that attracted both nen and wonen.

| drew away fromhim my cock glistening with his saliva. "C non, brown
eyes," | said, grinning. "Let's get confortable.” Through the not quite
closed slats of the Venetian blind | saw the spi der web of the bay

bri dge, hal f obscured by fog and rain, and then returned ny eyes to the
strong nuscled stud kneeling in front of nme.

"I think I'm gonna fuck you, man," | said, and took a step toward the
bat hroom "After | wash ny cock off."

He |aughed and grabbed ny wist with a grip like a steel vise. He said.
"I''mgonna fuck you. And then bl ow you. The customer's al ways right,
isn't he?"

| groaned, |ooking at that thick long brown cock that pounced upward from
his crotch, a gut arranger for sure, its head nmassive and al nost purple
with the raging blood inside it. "You pay the hospital bill to get me
stitched up?" | asked.

"You won't be split," he said. "This Bo hunk knows how to fuck. |'ve
managed to get this thing in snaller asshol es than yours, | betcha. Think



of all those young coal mners around wheeling that had to spend a coupl a
hours in Art's shack before they got hired. | screwed every dam one of
"em fanny boys and all." He grabbed his cock at its base with his fist
and spread his | egs apart.

"It may take ne a while to get in," he said, "but you won't feel anything
at all."

I reached for ny pants. "Then | don't want it.

He |aughed and grabbed themfromne. "Still the same old smartass,” he
said. Then he went to the w ndow and drew t he drapes. The room was
suddenly turned into a half gl oomthrough whi ch he noved like a living
statue, the play of nuscles in the half night naking ny [ oins surge with
| ust.

He opened the drawer of the night table and pull ed out a tube, getting
coupla i nches of grease on his fingers. "Bend over," he said, his voice
huskier tan it had been.

| bent over the side of the bed, spreading ny |egs w de, and | ooked back
at himthrough the tangled thicket of ny arnpit hair. All | could see of
himwas his | eft side fromhis belly down, and t he novi ng colum of his
thi ck-ri bbed cock as his body, approached. He put a massi ve hand agai nst
the left cheek of ny ass, pulling it sidewi se, and laid the grease right
on ny asshole no funbling to find the keyhole to the celestial gate.
heard hi mput the rest of it on his cock a soft, hard to translate sound
unl ess you' ve heard it a thousand tines.

I was hot quite prepared for the next novement he nmade. Wth one hard
pl unge of his forearm he ranmmed his mddle finger into ny asshol e, cl ear
to the | ast knuckl e.

"Hey!" | said, and arched ny back. It hurt, but not that nuch.

He chuckled. "Just wanted to see if this is a virgin |I'mheadin for," he
said. "It don't look too stretched out," he said, "but | reckonit ain't
virgin."

Hardly, | grunbl ed, subsiding at the bed-edge again. He evidently |iked
to play games with my asshole. He turned and twi sted that |long m ddle
finger, thicker than some cocks |'d seen, and then, with the pal m
downward, he reached in and stroked ny prostate. | gasped a little with
the curious mxture of pain and pleasure which t hat massage al ways
brought. He kept at it, digging away, stroking each side of it, first
with the ball of his fingertip and then slid along the back of his
fingernail down the other side. A few drops of mlKky prostate fluid
seeped fromthe end of ny cock and |lost thenselves in the rich green
carpeting of the hotel.

Then he turned his hand palmup, and | felt himbend his finger, crooking
it so that he coul d explore the top and bottom edges insi de ny sphincter.
It felt wonderful, and he certainly knew what he was doing satisfied.

Seemingly, he drew his finger nearly out, but then | felt hi madvance his



forefi nger beside the mddle one. This tine to be worked them agai nst
each other like a pair of knitting needl es (but oh, what big thick ones,
grandmaw! ) and twi ddling thema little, got the second finger started in.
| groaned, and he |l aughed agai n.

"Not really a virgin tract after all,"” he chuckled. "At any rate, it
could stand devel opnment." Both fingers were clear in, and lie set up a
slowtw sting, rotating, that nearly drove ne out of the bed. M/ hard-on
bobbed wildly agai nst the bed sheet, and I noved closer, to the bed so
that | coul d feel sonething, even the sheet, to rub my cock against.

"Man," | said, panting, torture gettin me hot for sure.

The rich laugh again. "All you hustlers,” he said. "You gotta have a
little prep work to get your steamup. To get you turned on." And he
pressed both fingertips hard agai nst nmy prostate.

| yelped. "Ch, man," | said, "you got ne turned on okay. How s about on
ny bed? Anyway, you didn't have to turn me on for you. |'ve al ways wanted
a big hunk's cock up ny ass. Yours, to be truthful."

"Ch, I'mirresistible, I amM" he chuckled. "But | ain't quite through
yet . "

"Man," | said desperately, "if you don't get that big hunk of neat in ny
ass soon, you're gonna nake me pop wthout getting fucked. And you
woul dn't want that now, would you?"

"Nope, " he said, and with a final fuck at my prostate; he w thdrew his
fingers and toweled them | half raised up. There was sweat on ny face.
He | ooked at me. "CQuess | really did get you goin',"
up on the bed.”

he said. "Now get

"As ny royal Bohemi an master commands,” | said sardonically, and got a
pl ayful swat on ny ass for being funny.

| clinmbed onto the bed. "How you want it?" | said. "Off the back, doggy,
or what?"

"All of "em" he said. "Get on your back first."

| did, and spread ny legs w de. He reached up across ne, his cock
trailing its first pearls as it slid red-hot against ny chest hair, and
got both pillows fromthe bed.

"Hoi st your ass,"” he said. There was a tone of authority in his voice
that was an echo of Larry and Geg and all the bossy ones |I'd ever known.
| shivered a little in anticipation.

He piled the pillows under ny ass, elevating me consi derably. Then he
reached for the grease again, and, opening ny asshole with thunb and
forefinger, stuck the tube end inside and squeezed. | felt the small jolt
of coolness. Hs cock was rigid, and it glistened darkly in the half



light. | made a slight novenent, bending ny knees and starting to raise
ny armns.

He knocked them down. "Leave eh flat," he said. "I had you | knew how to
doit."

He hunched hi s massi ve thighs between ny outspread |egs, forcing them

still farther apart, so that | felt split and hel pless. Then he put one
bi g paw down on each side of my cock and balls, his thunbs digging in
close to ny asshole, opening nme still nore as he pull ed nmy asshol e wi der.

I felt himinch closer, and then he planted his bi g hel meted cockhead
square on target. No foundling, no hands to find it, no nothing. That in
it self told me he'd had a | ot of experience. And the sensation at ny
asshol e, the first pressure, told nme sonmething else his cock was even

bi gger than it | ooked.

"Take it easy, will yuh?" | whispered, breathing hard. "You re big!'"

"That's what all the boys tell me," he said, | could hear the laughter in
his tone. "Just relax."”

| did. And then | felt the push begin sl ow inexorable. He got about half
of his cockhead inside and t he sphincter stopped him Even with all his
finger work in my ass, it hadn't opened all that much. Fromthe feel of
it, his cock was as big as all of his five fingers drawn toget her.

"Hmmm" he said. "Evidently you're nmore used to being trade than bei ng

fucked. That asshole's still pretty tight."

"Shit, man,"” | growl ed looking up fromny angled perspective at his huge
dark face towering over me. "That cock of yours would fill the nouth of a
subway. "

He increased the pressure slowly, and the started snall proddi ng, j abbing
nmovenents, circling his solid hips, and continui ng the powerful push

exerted by his massive thighs. | relaxed as much as | could. Now he
hunched over me, and | put nmy hands on his tough rmuscled forearns while
he | ooked down at the progress of his cock. | gritted ny teeth a little

Hal f of his cockhead was inside. And | then suddenly the fire ring
opened, and he slid his cock in.

| thought he would never stop. H s cock went past ny joy spot, bringing
an involuntary gasp fromne, and then on and on until a sharp small pain
told me he had hit the second sphincter. But it was a pain laced with

pl easure, and | noved ny legs so that | could clanp ny nuscl es down on
his cock, drawing a grunt from hi m

"Hell," he said. "I guess you been fucked enough. Anybody who can work
his nuscles like that."

Wth it that | really bore down on him bringing out a small yelp. "Hey!"
he said. "For Christ sake, don't pinch it off!"

"No fear," | said and alnost started | aughi ng, but nanaged to control it.



The whol e I ength of his cock was in. It was huge, distending ny
sphincter, spreading the walls wide. Wth such a nonster he could not
avoid hitting ny joy spot. His cock pressed heavily against it, and |
moved nmy hips to increase ny pleasure. It felt mghty good.

Then he started to fuck me, al nost casually, hol ding his body at an angl e
above mine, his weight resting on his powerful, straightened arns. It was
a good position, allowing ne to do some nuscl e work oh his cock. Wth
every forward thrust of his | tightened, and then | oosened on the

wi t hdr awal .

He began to put on some nore speed, twisting his hips fromone side to
the ot her and banging against the rear wall with each i nward thrust,
until he had nme seeing a whole sky full of red stars behind ny eyelids.
And he was beginning to make me put out a few pearls just as his fingers

in nmy ass had done earlier. | was groani ng al most continually, not with
pain but with the exquisite thrilling that is prelude to an orgasm
M/ pl easure nmoans exciting, | guess. He drew back a few i nches, taking

his thick cock with himand with an extraordinarily suppl e spine bent his
head down towards ny crotch. If | hadn't had one of the best hard ons of
ny life, he couldn't have done it, but he |l owered his face, grabbed ny
cock with one hand at the base and pulled up alittle. |I hel ped himw th
ny ass up thrust as far as | coul d.

And he did it. He took ny cock in his nouth, not much of it, about two
inches | suppose, but the feel of his mouth around ny cock, and the fee
of his oversized prick in ny ass was exquisite. And then, spine bent, he
really began packi ng his cock into ny ass... short quick strokes. | was
breathing hard, released fromthe near-pain and pl easure of his massaging
nmy joy spot, but now feeling the new enjoyment of his hot nouth around
the end of ny cock. And hearing his breathing, | exerted all my thigh and
leg nmuscles to tighten ny tunnel against him

And was rewarded... H s breathing grew sharp and shorter, and he started
gasping as he sucked on my cock, finally losing it altogether. The
strokes grew qui cker, and then suddenly he was tw sting, withing, his
body alnmost in spasns, and | felt him shoot inside ne, burning warm and
confortable, and (I swear it was the first tinel) | felt his jismhit the
back wall of nmy tunnel with force... like liquid bullets, six or seven
bursts of them

He fell on top of nme, his great sweati ng body hard agai nst mne, forcing
his hands underneath ne, while he ground his hips in a circle notion
against any balls and cock and belly. Hs cock was still inside my
asshol e, although I felt it withdrawn by half | clutched at it with ny
muscles once or twice, and he gave an answering throb. The snell of sweat
and nmusk and sex, the clean hot odor of his arnpits and chest, swept over
me, as good alnost as if | had gotten rid of ny own jismat the sane
nmoment he did.

So he lay until his weight grew heavy on nme, and then | strained a
little. "Hey, man..." | said.



"Yeah, |... know," he said. "I'ma-com' out."

And he did. | had the odd feeling that ny sphincter closed in slow notion
fromthe great stretching it had had. Art turned on his back and heaved a
great bass sigh, and then he pushed one armunder ny neck. "A Goddam
good fuck," he said.

"I'd better believe it," | said wyly. "I feel as if 1'd been stretched
for a baby."

He reached up with his other hand, hooked his fingers together, and
squeezed. It damn near cut off ny wind, and ny fingers scrabbled at the
steel of his nuscles. He rel axed the pressure a little.

Art laughed. "Ch, | ain't through with you yet, baby," he said. "You're

gonna get it again... in about five mnutes.”

"Cod almghty, Art," | grunbled. "Right now my asshole feels like it's
been reamed out with a wood rasp. Have a heart."

He chuckled. "I'Il have a hard-on in about a mnute," he said, "if
that'll do in place of a heart."

| groaned.

"I want it doggy, buster," he said and |l et go of nmy neck, pushing me over

on ny side. | looked in utter astonishnment at his cock. It was as big and
hard as it had been the first tinme... Majestic, a dark tower glistening
"Cood grief,” | said. "I never thought |'d see a recovery as quick as
that."

He had his two fingers at the base of his cock, and rotated the head of

it inawde arc. "That's what all the boys back in Pennsylvania say," he
grinned. "C non now, " he said, and swatted me on the ass again. "Up on
hands and knees li ke a good little ole bitch, buddy."

Goaning, | got in position, my face in the pill ow which snell ed fresh
and cl ean despite everything. | felt part of his first |load sliding down
the inside of ny thigh.

"C nmon, baby... Be a good hustler," he said, and | |aughed.

"Quess | won't need any nmore grease,"” he said. "And anyway, there's
not hing lubricate the inside of an asshole |i ke a good |oad of Bo hunk
jism M cock ought a go in real easy this tinme."

VWl |, of' course it did. There was hardly any pain. The second tinme round
he went at it fast. Rapid fire, rabbity. Hs thrusts were still [ong and
powerful . He would draw his battering ramalnmost out, until | felt ny

sphincter begin to close, and then go strai ght back in, full depth. In
that position he swept past ny prostate with each cunt thrust and out
pul I, sendi ng wave after wave of pleasure through nme. | had a feeling



that | was being pushed into paradi se head first, and | was gi ving out
with my pleasure nmoans al nost conti nuously... ny honest noans, not the
ones | usually counterfeited.

Panting, he bent his great body over mne, alnmst making ny knees buckl e,
and then | felt his two great hands cl asp t henselves around ny wai st,

and, a noment later, seek and find ny throbbi ng cock, encircling it with
one great paw, grabbing it tight and working it up and down al nost in
time with the tenpo of his fucking. The bed took up the beat, and groaned
and quivered under our weight. In and out, in and out, his panting
growi ng crescendo, his strokes even nore rapid. And in ny belly the
war nt h began, then turned to heat, and suddenly | boiled out over his
hand, ny cock spurting ji smwhich his jacking-off spread the | ength of ny
cockshaft, lubricating and cooling it at the sane tine. The contractions
of ny asshole when | cane were powerful, and | thought they would never
stop. And those clanp rings on his cock were first what he needed. He |et
go of ny still flow ng cock, grabbed me right around the wai st, and with
giant thrusts smashed against ny ass, one, two, four tines, and then as
qui ckly stopped, while his jismpoured into ne for the second time in a
hal f hour. Chest heaving, wet with sweat, he collapsed on top of ne. Wy
knees gave way and | was pushed flat on the bed, covered and enfol dnent
by him feeling his hot breath rapid on nme, feeling the puddles of sweat
forced out from between our bodies, to run down the sides of my hips

"Jee-zus!" he said, in two drawn-out syllables. "That ass tops, man."

Hs cock in ny asshole was softening. | turned my head a little. "Yeah,"
| said, sonmewhat weak and weary. It was not very often you got such an
ent husiastic greeting froman old school chum

"I've thought about that... for a long tinme," he said, still breathless.

"So," | said, "but at least |I've got one thing in ny nenory book that you
haven' t."

"Yeah, " he said, his fingers underneath nme, twisting the hair on ny
chest. "The other was okay for a first time, but this is the real thing."

Qur breathing was back to normal. | noved on the bed. "Tine to retire?" |
said hal f a questi on.

"Yeah," he said. He began slowy to withdraw, and | could al nost hear ny
asshol e shut down for vacati on when the softening cockhead came out.

"I nmade a mi stake, though,” he said dreamly, on his back. "I should have
told you I"'mno good for anything after | conme a second tinme. Can't bl ow
you or anyt hi ng. "

"What the hell,” | said, punching himon his hard chest. "I cane or don't
you renenber? And anyway, you re the custoner, and he's always ri ght
huh?"

I had a nmoment of silence, thinking how | liked having his seed in ne
and how | |iked having been joined to himby his steel hard rod. W are



all separated from each other, except for that brief connection.
Symbolically it was a gesture | realized |I'd wanted for a long tine, too.
H s manhood overcane nme, his physical power anti presence made ne al nost
linmp, a kind of fem nine nelting, and God knows | was a man, and strong
enough nysel f.

"Have di nner with ne?" he asked, one great thigh flung heavy across ny
| egs one hand stroking ny chest hair, rolling a nipple back and forth
lightly between thunmb and forefinger.

But each man is an island, despite ole John Donne. There was no sense in
getting farther into this thing. That was me, nman. No conpli cations. Sex
and plenty of it, but I continued to shy away fromall enoti onal

i nvol verment s.

"Sorry, man," | said. "1'd sure as hell like to, but I'"mgoin out to
dinner tonight. dd nman on Pacific Heights |likes to cook for nme, and |
have to eat naked at his table." O course no date toni ght. But | thought
it better to |eave.

"Ckay, " he said. He didn't really want to, | guessed.

I got up and went to the bat hroomto wash and then came back. He had his
briefs on, and had turned on one |anp against the gatheri ng darkness
outside. He sat in an armhair, |egs stretched wide apart, and the sight
of that bul ge was still exciting. In one hand, hanging over the chair,
were sone hills. Even at that distance my practi ced eye picked out a
twenty, aten, and a five. "Here ya' are,"” he said, extending them

| took them hating to do it, but busi ness was business. "Thanks, man," |
sai d. "When you cone to town next tinme, we'll have one on the house,
free.”

He shook his head. "Not if you're in the same line of work," he said.
"' ml oaded. "

Lucky you, | said sardonically. "I may not be whorin' by that time. But
you can be sure of one thing..."

"What' s that?"

"Next time |'mgonna pop first," | grinned at him "Jimreally gonna cash
in on that bl owob | gave you eight years ago."

He kluged. "Okay," he said. "Turn about's only fair."

"I get "em" | said, "evenif | have to wait twenty years."
And | aughed and left.
CHAPTER SI X

The next norning it was still overcast, and | found Jerry in the living
roombiting the knuckle of his first finger in frustration.



"Coddam it," he said. "This fuckin' weather's never gonna | et up."
"Ain't there any scenes you can shoot in the rai n?"

"Ah, yeah," he said. "Lots of stuff with scenery init, as long as it
isn't too dark. You get the best color tones of shrubbery and trees and

rocks and sand when it's overcast. But hell," he went on, "you can't do
anything with bodies or close-ups when they're shivering. Atried it in
one filmand -- shit! -- you coul d even see the goose bunps as they were
fuckin'."

"Not the best effect,"” | said

"Nope, " he said. Then he turned to me. "Did'ja think any nore about sone
ideas or a plot?"

"Yup," | said, and | outlined the episodes. "An' you could tie them al
together," | said, "by havin' your hero be gettin' a blow job in..
say... an underground parking lot, and bein' scraped to death and tryin'

to conme by thinking of some of his past experiences. Fl ashbacks,
y' understand. "

Jerry was silent a mnute and then he |ooked at ne. He was glowi ng a
little. "Say, that sounds okay," he said. "Could you run ne up sone
di al ogue about those stories if | lay the bread on you?"

"I hate to," | said, "but I will. But why not do what that big shot
eastern novi emaker does. Get all your characters stoned on grass and then
just record, what they say?"

Jerry nmade an inpatient gesture with his shoulders. "Shut-it," he said,
"none of these dudes got enough gray cells working to cone up with
anythi ng nore than grunts.” He looked slyly at nme. "Of course,” he said

"with one exception..." and he |laughed. "The star, the anti-hero
yoursel f."
"I"mdeeply touched," | said ironically. "Okay... I'Il give it a think."

"Have it ready tonorrow?" Jerry gri nned.

"You bastard,"” | said. "Always want it done yesterday." Then | stood up
"I"ll see what can be done. Use your typewiter?"

"Suit," he said.
| stretched and started to | eave. Just then the phone rang. Jerry reached
out for it and answered by giving the nunber, the way he always did. |

sat back down.

"Yeah," he said, and then paused. "Wl |, the escort service is pretty
full right now but | mght be able to use you as a nodel."

I coul d hear the sound of the guy's voice tattling the earpi ece of the



tel ephone, even though Jerry had it close to his ear. It was very bass
and nmascul i ne soundi ng.

Jerry asked his nane and then said, "Who recommended you?"

Anot her pause. "Ch, sure. | renmenber him" he said. "Describe yourself a
little."
I could still hear the voice making the tin diaphragm runble, but I

couldn't understand what was being said

"Yeah," Jerry said. "Wy don't'cha drop by about seven-thirty tonight,

and we'll see it' we can fit you in." Then he gave the Mason Street
address and hung up. He turned to nme. "Looks like we got ourselves a new
stud,"” he said. "Down on his |luck. Name of Les Jackson... six-one, one-

eighty, black hair, and hung... he said. "

I waggled nmy hand. "Shit," |I said. "You ve gotta see it to believe it."
"Yeah, " Jerry said.

"Who recomrended hi nf?"

"@Quy nanmed John Gore," Jerry said. "Used to work for ne."

The nane was unfam liar, and yet it seemed to punch one recall key
somewhere in ny conputer. | couldn't place it. | shook ny head a little

"Sunmpi n wong?" Jerry asked

"Don't know whet her |'ve heard the name or not,"” | said. "I always seem
to hang the odd names away i n sonme closet. That Gore has an association,
but I can't think what it is."”

"You're thinkin" of the witer."
I shook a negative at him "Nope," | said. "Not as a |last nane."
"Well," Jerry said, "maybe it'll come to you."

"Yeah." | stood up again, heating deep inside nme the small flute-Iike
voi ce of Danme Nature calling me to ny daily rendezvous with her. "I'll be
around," | said, and started for the bat hroom

When | finished there | went, back to nunmber seven. Tex-ass and Davey
were out on calls... one to Berkeley and one to Sausalito. The eaves were
still dripping and the day was dismal. | sat down on the bed and pulled
off ny boots, and licked up a copy of the L.A. newspaper devoted
exclusively to OQur Cause

I had just thrown the newspaper on the floor when h stroke of |ightning
hit me right in ny md-brain, followed by another directly fromny

subconsci ous, both of themtied together by the fl aunty overhead runbl e
fromthe earpiece while Jerry was talking with the prospecti ve nodel ...



hustler! | sat straight up in bed, grabbed the newspaper, swung ny |egs
over the side, and sock-footed it without my boots down the hail to
Jerry, still sitting on the sofa.

"Hey!" | vyell ed.

He | ooked up, startled. "Wuat gives?"

"Listen," | said, talking so fast my words fell over each other. "This...
John Gore... you got any old copies of this around?" | shook the paper at
hi m

"Yeah," he said

"How f ar back?"

"How far you want?"

"A year, nmaybe eighteen nonths,"” | said.

"What' s up? Why?"

"The cat named Gore got two to fourteen in Soledad," | said, "about a
year ago. Trapped over at Lanai's end in the john. It was in the paper,"
| said, rattling it again. "And he ain't been released yet by any nmeans."

"Maybe there's two John Gores," Jerry said, but he'd palled a little

"Not nmuch chance,” | said. "And t he second poking this. Your new stud' s
named Les Jackson... right?"

"That's what he said," Jerry admtt ed.

"One of the things about a guy's taking another nane," | said, "chances
are eight outa ten he uses a name with the same initials. Les Jackson. ..
Larry Johnson... you renenber what | told you about that fuckin'
treacherous pig fromthe SFPD that nearly got ne thrown in the pokey for
bein* a mal e whore?"

"The one you told the fuzz about while he was in the acadeny and then
stashed sone dope in the house?"

"The sanme one," | said. "That bass rumbl e on the telephone, that's what
triggered me. Heard it while you were talkin' to him Goddamit," |
swore, throw ng the paper on the floor, "I wish I'd listened on the

ext ension. "

By this time Jerry was nearly gray in the face. Hs back jaw muscles were
wor kKing as he kept biting down on his teeth. Finally he said, "You think
the fuzz is out to get nme?"

"l do, by God."

H s knuckle went back between his teeth. "What'l|l we do?"



| sat down heavily. "Lemme think," | said and did, for about two m nutes.

It's odd how your m nd speeds up when you're pressured. And m ne did.
"Bvidently the fuzz didn't fall for the trap |I set," | sad, chewi ng at mny
own knuckle. "If this is the same person. If it is, we gotta get
something on him and | gotta stay outa the way while we're cloin' it."
Then | renenbered. Jerry was a nmechani cal genius, very skill ful when it
came to nachi nery, especially canmeras. About a year ago he had devel oped
a "soft" novie canmera, one which didn't whirl or click while he was
photographing with it. There'd been a good reason: nost of his novie
"stars" were amateurs, and the very sound of the canera turning made t hem
freeze.

"You still got your silent camera? The one that doesn't nake a noise?"
Jerry nodded. "Use it all the time," he said. "Good for begi nners."

"Cood," | said. "And | take it you ve still got that fake one way mrror
trained into Tex's roon?" | hadn't sneaked a gander through it in a long
time.

"Sure have," he said. "But you're the only one knows about it.

"I haven't |ooked through it for quite a while," | said.
"I have," Jerry said. "Matter of fact, | watched through it just after

got back fromL.A . Saw my superstar,” he grinned, "fuckin ole Tex-ass
while he was getting over his lacerations."

"CGoddam, " | said. "You bastard."” Then | shrugged, and grinned. "There's
some Peeping Tomin all of its, ain't there? How d | do?"

Jerry grinned too. "All right," he said. "I got a stinking hard-on just
wat chi ng. "

"You couldn't filmit?"

He shook his head. "Nope," he said, holding up three fingers of his hand
in the Boy Scout oath. "Honest."

"I outta screwthe hell outa you for that," | grunbled.

"Prom ses,"” Jerry said, and then grew sober. "Wat's the plan?"

| said, "If this Les Jackson really is Larry Johnson, tell himyou' ve
gotta know if he'll work out, and then put himin the roomwth one of

the boys and make Les blow him And phot ograph him whil e he does. "

Jerry smacked his fist into his palm "Dam," he said. "He'd be in

troubl e then for sure.'

"Especially if you et himknowit was all down on film™" | said, stil



mffed that ny elaborate scheme to trap the fuzz a year ago evidently
hadn't worked.

Then Jerry stopped grinning. "Can't do it..." he said. "lIt'd i nvolve one
of the guys... and this stud m ght nanage to squirmout of this one, too.
How s about your being the score."

"Not a chance," | said. "He'd recognize ne. But wait," | said
remenbering. "I think I can get you a guy to do it."

n W] o?II

| reached for the telephone book. "Name of Art Kain," | said, "if he's
still in town." | found the hotel's nunber and dial ed.

Art was still there, by gum He answered the phone and we went through
the anenities. Then | said, "Listen, Art, there's a guy here just dyin'
to blow a big Bo hunk like you. He's fromouta town too, and he'll be

down here at the whorehouse at seven tonight. Can you nmake it? O do you
want it?"

Art's heavy baritone laugh rang in ny ear. "Rather have you," he said
"But who's to turn down at blow job? Sure... |I can eat later."

"And guess what," | said. "lIt's on the house. Free. Gratis."

"What' s the catch?" Art asked.

"No catch. This dude's just about to becone a stable-boy," | said. "And
we gotta try himout. Then you, can report on how well he did. Al the
guys except sue are busy tonight, or we' d use one of them™" | added.

"Wiy not | emme have you, oh buddy."

| used a sorrowful tone. "After the way you mistreated and abused me
yesterday, |I'mouta service for a few days. Besides, we want to get a
non- pr of essi onal opi nion on a new boy. "

"I'mflattered," Art said. | could al nost see his smrk.

"No kiddin'. Can we count on you?"

"Sure... See you at seven."
I hung up and | ooked at Jerry. "Get it ready," | said. "Set it all up
Art Kain will be here at seven."

Jerry |l ooked perturbed. "But what if Les Jackson isn't your fuzz?"

| shrugged and turned my palns up in a continental gesture. "Let whoever
it is blow Art Kain anyway," | said. "O..." and | grinned, "you can
sacrifice yourself on the altar of Venus. You'll like him evenif he is
old enough to have to shave every day."



CHAPTER SEVEN

It was a sort of envious supper we had t hat evening about five-thirty.
There were only four of us there... Teddy, Davey, Jerry, and nyself. The
others were out. And we were tense. Jerry had to let themall in on what
was happeni ng, and nost of us realized how dangerous it was, ii this were
really Larry Johnson.

"Davey," Jerry said. "You and Teddy will be in the room where the
canera's set up. And Phil... you be in the bathroomwhere you can get a
good | ook-and-listen. I'Il take him into the living roomand talk for a

coupla m nutes, asking the usual questions."”

I shook ny head. "Not the usual ones," | said. "Mre discreet. Make out
that you've got an up-and-up nmodeling service. Or escort bureau. For both
nmen and woren."

"Cood idea," Jerry said. "Then |I'Il take himinto the back bedroom and
ask himto strip. Just in the interests of good business, of curse."

"Of course," | said cynically. "Get himto |leave his clothes there. Then
you can check his IDin his wallet. O see if he carries a big flashy
star."

Jerry shuddered. "I'Il be so fuckin' nervous," he began.

"Ah, hell... you've been in tighter scrapes than this," | said. "And
anyway, it may not be Johnson at all."

"I looked up that old article in the newspaper,” Teddy said. "The guy was
named John CGore, all right. The fuzz could ve got a |lot of information
fromhim" He waved a copy of the paper in the air. Then in his
irrepressible way, he giggled. "Jerry," he said, "can | nove in that room
next to Tex's? | gotta lot of catchin' up to do on ny sex education."

Jerry swatted himon the ass, but the renmark rel axed us somewhat. Then he
saidto ne, "I sure as hell hope your Art Kain gets here on tine."

"You're not plannin' to tell himwhat's up, are you? He'd leave in a
mnute," | said.

"No," Jerry said. "lI'd like to have hi mundressed and ready in Tex's room
bef ore your guy gets here."

"What are you gonna do for light?" | asked.

"There's enough, what with daylight savings. And," he said, "on second

thought, I'Il take down the w ndow shade in Tex's roomand Jimy the
switch to the overhead light. Besides, |'ve got a real fast filmin the
canmera."

I nodded. "Were did you say Teddy's gonna be?"

"In the canmera roomwith Davey. Davey can handle t he sound and Teddy and



I'l'l do the film"

"And I'll come in just to watch," | grinned. "I |ike hima voyeur.
Besides, Art Kain still turns ne on -- as nmuch as | hate to admt it, so
does t hat Johnson bastard. If it's really Larry."

Jerry looked at his watch. "Let's get crackin'," he said. He went to the
kitchen and got the stepl adder. "For the w ndow shade," he said. Tex's

wi ndow | ooked out on a blank sunlit wooden wall; there was no possibility
of anyone seeing in.

"Davey," Jerry said. "Can you fix the switch? D sconnect one wire and
insulate it, so it won't turn off?"

"Sure," Davey said, tossing his long blond hair. "If you' Il tell me where
the circuit breaker is."

"In the laundry room" Jerry said. | helped Jerry with the stepladder.
Davey di sappeared and in a nonent the lights went off in Tex's room Then
Davey was back in the doorway with a screwdri ver and went to work on the
switch. Jerry clinbed the | adder and unhooked the w ndow shade, and
handed it to me. Then he cli nbed down. Davey vanished again and in a few

mnutes the light cane on. | worked the switch. It was out.

"l just happened to think of something else," |I said. "Probably both of
themwill want to take a |leak before they begin... and I'Il be in the
bat hroom "

Jerry said, "You and | can nmeet your Art Kain and talk to himin the
living roomand later I'l|l | eave. Then you can see if he wants to piss
bef ore you take himto Tex's room And then when |'ve got Les or Larry in
the back bedroom askin' himto strip, you can get out of the john and
come into the canera room |f you want to watch, that is."

"What if he tries to bust you before anythi ng happens?" | asked.

Teddy spoke up. "I don't think he will," he said. "He probably wants to
wor k hinmsel f in good with the whole setup and then get everybody, not
just Jerry. But if he's really gone and undercover, he won't have a badge
or ID. Nuthin' on himat all."

"Teddy's probably right," | said.

"And anyway," Jerry said, "bust me on what grounds? Escort services are
legal, and so is nodeling."

"Ch sure,” | said wyly. "Li ke Turkish baths and massage parlors. Nothing
really ever happens, especially in the steamroons."

"Wll, I"'mcertainly not going to say anything i ndiscreet,” Jerry said.
And then he had another idea. "I'lIl have the tape recorder on in the
living roomand the back bedroomtoo."

"od idea," | said.



By the time we finished our busy work, it was nearly seven o'clock. None
of us seened very nervous now, although | could tell Jerry was. | sat
down in the back living roomfor a cigarette and found that nmy hands were
trembling flaunty. It was really |like a game, but a rather deadly one. In
some ways | hoped it woul d grandfather clock in the hal lway had j ust
finished striking seven when the doorbell rang. "That'll be Art," | said.

Jerry said, "Davey, you and Teddy get into the camera room and keep
quiet. I'll be there as soon as | neet Kain."

"Can't | nmeet himtoo?" Teddy asked.

"Wth any luck you'l |l see all of himsoon enough. In action," Jerry said,
asmle briefly twitching at his lips. And then to ne: "You answer the
door, huh?"

I unfolded and went down the railroad corridor to the front door. It was
Art, all right, a big friendly grimshowing his good white teeth, and

| ooking even larger in his clothes than out of them A flash at the suit
and topcoat gave ne a conservative estimate of about five hundred bucks.
In the late sunlight his face was heal thy and tan, and his wide forehead
and dark brown wavy hair |ooked mghty good to me

"H yal!" he said, grinning widely. "This is sure a surprise." He grabbed
ny hand in his big paw, nearly enfolding it.

"Crmon in, man," | said, and shut the door behind him "This way," and
went bef ore him down the corri dor.

Jerry was pretending to be reading. He | ooked up when he canme in, his
face registering honest shock at Art's hugeness. He stood up. Art really
towered over Jerry's five foot nine.

"Art Kain, Jerry Baldwin," | said.

Now it was Jerry's hand that was hidden in Art's. | saw the fine dark
hai r that thickly covered the back of Art's paw, the big rai sed veins
that mapped its surface, as Art tightened his grip on Jerry, maki ng him
wince a little.

"Shit," Jerry said. "You're quite a hunk of man. Welconme to our club."
"Thanks, " Art said, |ooking around. "Nice pad you got here.'

In the conparatively small living room Art seemed al nost out of pl ace.
He dom nated it |ike a colossus, an Atlas shouldering the world on his
back. Big as he was, he noved with a catlike grace that nade ne envious.
Thr ough the well cut handsome suit | could reconstruct the massive
perfection of his body, see the curve of his deltoids cutting sharply
into the swelling of his triceps, an the w de snmooth rounding of the

pl ateau of his huge chest, the ni pples set |ow and pocunting downward,
surrounded wi th al nost brown-black areol as and a sprinkling of a few
short dark hairs.



H s heavy mal eness assaulted all the senses, snothered or altered themso
that you thought at first you snelled a nusky sexual odor, or saw t he
discus throwers in the stadi uns of Geece.

God he was MAN The conbi nation of all my sexual heroes from Tarzan
onward, the epitome of dom nation, commandi ng, overpowering, |eaving me
feeling almbst as weak as a Victori an nai den approaching the weddi ng bed.

I glanced at Jerry and saw that the aura of Art Kain had reached him
too. He seened al nost paralyzed, and wet his lips two or three tines.
Finally, he was able to speak

"Couldn't get you to leave your job and come live in sour stable for a
year, could 1?" he asked. "You'd knock the whole tow over. You' d be our
super stud..."” and then with a half apol ogetic | ook in ny direction,
"except for Phil here.™

I wiggled nmy hand. "I know when |I'mlicked," | grinned. "Only trouble
is... Art mght never get outta the house on a call. He'd be so busy
servicing all the cats that |ive here, there wouldn't be tinme."

"Vell," Jerry said, with what was obvi ously the greatest reluctance to
leave, "l've got some things to do. Phil will lay the details on you, and
I'l'l see you later..." He started to | eave, and you could al nost see the
heavy chain on his ankle that locked himto Art's presence.

Art laughed in his rich baritone. "See you," he said.

"See you after it's over," Jerry said, backing out of the room

"Ckay," Art said. Wen Jerry had gone, Art grinned at nme. "I may be a
hick fromWest Virginia," he said, "but | think that's the guy who really
wants ne."

"Don't we all," | said.

In a old-buddy-fraternity gesture, Art threw an armaround ny shoul ders.
"How s about making it a three way?" he asked. "Ain't had one of those in
a coon's age."

| laughed, and |iked the weight of his armon nme. "I'd like it too," |
said, "but this is a try-out for-the new stud."

"Maki ng ne a gui nea-pig, huh?" he said, tightening his armaround mny
neck.

| | aughed again and ducked away not that | wanted to, but... "Listen," |
said. "The idea's for you to go into one of the roons and undress and be
all ready for this guy when he comes in. He'll be naked, too... he'll
probably be nervous as all hell. But if | knowyou that won't last long,"
| said. "He'll be after that cock of yours as soon as he sees it."

"What' s he gonna do?" Art asked.



"Not up to him" | said. "You' re calling the shots. You nake him do what
you want... blow you, or you screw him Then you can tell us |ater what
happened, and how well he did it."

"Ckay," Art grinned. "I like that."

| | ooked at nmy watch. "You wanna piss first, before | take you to the
roon? He's due here in twenty mnutes.”

"Il take a leak," Art said, starting to renove his jacket. "O shoul d |
just undress in the roon?"

"The room" | said. "I'Il show you where the can is." Art suddenly
grabbed ne by the shoul der with one hand, whirled ne around, and with the
other gripped ny basket. "This is what | really want," he said.

| pried his fingers |loose, |aughing. "Next tinme," | said. "Cnmon... |'ll
hold it for you."

VW went into the bathroom "Unzip it," ha said. "Take my cock out."
| did, trembling a little, pulling the tap elastic rimof his shorts down
and getting a big handful of his cock. He sighed. "The balls, too," he

sai d.

| filled ny hand as it had yesterday. | could feel ol e Betsy unlinbering
a bend or two, swelling in nmy ow crotch. Art was hal f-hard.

"Cnon," | said. "Piss." | held its red head ai med downward. He was not
circunci sed, but the tension of his growing hard-on had pulled the
foreskin nearly back to the flange of the corona. | held it steady and

finally he started a heavy powerful streamthat | guided right into the
m ddl e of the pool.

Wien he finished, he was alnmost linp again. | let go of his cock, and
wat ched hi m tuck everythi ng back inside. Then he said, "Let's go."

| led himinto Tex's room noting that Jerry had put cl ean sheets on the
bed and neatly fol ded the bl ankets on a chair. The w ndow was down to
shut out the street noi se and the ceiling |light was on. A fl ood of gol den
sunlight came into the room A quick glance showed me t he m crophone
carefully taped in position at the back edge of the night-table. | |ooked
toward the fake mrror, knowing the canera was trained on the bed, but I
saw no shadows or i ghts.

"Make yoursel f at hone,™ | grinned.

"If I do,"” Art said, beginning to strip, "I won't be any good for your
stud. An' who wants to jack of f when he's got a bl ow job or a good fuck."

| laughed. "That wasn't exactly what | meant by, meke yourself at hone."

Art | ooked around. "How about the light? Seens pretty dammed bright in



here."

"WAnt to see what you're doin', don't cha? Li ke the French. Take it easy,
and 1'll see you later." | closed the door, heading for the canera room

There'd be plenty of time to get into the bathroom after the door bell
rang.

The canera roomwas in total darkness had to be, so no one could see in
through the phony mrror. | sawthe small patch of |ight when | opened
the door, with three bl ack sil houettes of heads leaning into it, al nost
entirely bl ocking the rectangle. | heard the al nost i naudi bl e runni ng of
the canera in the silence of the room Soneone turned to me. | coul d just
make out that it was Jerry.

"Dam, " he whispered. "That's the nost man | ever saw.”
"Pretty sexy, huh?" | whi spered back. "You gonna bet a good picture?"

"Dandy," Jerry said. "It'Il be alittle soft, but not blurry. The zoom
will get us fine close ups too. Cone watch." He gigged quietly in the
gloom "W all got hard-ons al ready."

They made a place for me, and through the mrror | saw that Art already
had his jacket and shirt off. Hs superb torso gleaned darkly in the

yel low I ight. He sat down on the bed and took of f his shoes and socks,
slowy, deliberately. His feet were high arched and beautiful. Then he
stood up and unbuckl ed his belt and the top fastenings, and slid his
trousers sl owy down his nmagni ficent | egs, nore swarthy and sexy than |I'd
remenbered them fromyesterday in the near gloom That left himonly in
his briefs, bulging forward fromhis recent hard-on in the john. Fingers
at each hip, he pushed them sl oW y down.

Stripped, he sighed (you could hear himthrough the nmonitor ni crophone)
and sat down on the bed naked for a nmonment. Then he got up, funbled in
his shirt pocket, and got a cigarette. He lighted it and lay down on t he
bed, one arm behind his head. "Even if this new guy doesn't turn out to
be your Larry, I'mgonna filmit anyway. You don't often see a..
specinmen like him"

"Cot show," | said, ny nouth dry from | ooki ng.

VW wat ched Art feel with his other hand around his cock, sliding it down
beside his egg sized balls, and then taking the weapon in hand. It |ay
nearly bent double over his fingers lie slowy gripped his cock arid
squeezed it a coupla tines, then he reached I over to put the ash in an
ashtray. At that nonment, the doorbell rang again.

"Dank, " Jerry swore softly. "I hate to | eave. "
"Me too," | said. W both slipped out the door into the purposely

dar kened hal | way, Jerry heading right, and | to the left for the
bat hroom | got inside and closed the door.



And then | heard, "Jerry? |I'm Les Jackson."

Hel I, there was no m staking that bass voice! It cut through walls and

pl aster, crisp, clean, the voice that rem nded me of the sunken caves of
Posei don not rumbling or reverberating, but keyed up strong and | ow that
it sent the old famliar shivers down the steps of ny spine. It was Larry
for sure.

"Corn in," Jerry said. Hs voice was hard to hear, not at all penetrated.
"C nmon back tothe living room W' Il talk a mnute.”

Ear to the door crack, | heard them "Sit down there," Jerry said. The
chair we'd planned for Larry, three quarters away fromthe bat hroom door,
so that he could not see nme out of the corner of his eye.

Son of a bitch it was Larry! No mistaking that hair (a little |onger now
than a crew cut).. no nmoustache, just the heavy bl uei sh beard mark al ong
his jaw line. Hair color, body size, width of shoulders and chest, the
tight trousers over the nmuscles in his long legs... all identical.

"Y understand," Jerry was saying. "This is a legit escort service and
nmodel i ng agency. No hanky panky at all unless it's on your own tine. You
gotta arrange any private things all by yourself, if you want to. You get
propositioned that's none of ny business. But we gotta give you a try out
to see if you can handl e things with both men and wonmen. W can't have
some hung up guy on the staff who won't do one thing or the other. So we
gotta see how you perform You ready for a sessi on?"

Hank cleared his throat, a little nervously, | thought. "Ah... well," he
said. "I ain't so sure. | just got blowed a coupla hours ago."

"Shit, man," Jerry said. "That's the whole point of your comin' over
tonight, wasn't it? To have a try out. See if you d be any good... that
is, if you want regular work."

"I s-sure do," Larry said, and he grinned that catchy smle | never could
resist. "But I'mnot sure I'd... do ny best."

"Well..." Jerry said, alittle colder now "If that's the way you f eel
about it, maybe we'd better forget it. But anyone your age ought a be
able to pop three-four tines a day."

"Ah..." Larry said. He sensed he was trapped. "Well, | guess | can. Wat
is it tonight... man or wonan?"

"Man," Jerry said. "But let's get it straight. You don't have to go
through with this if you don't want to work for ne. It's your own
decision... free will and all that crap. The guy in the bedroomis an old
friend fromouta town. No danger and he knows you're just beginnin ..."

"Hell!" Jerry said. "I ain't no amateur."”

Not on your life, old boy, |I thought. M/ feelings were aft m xed up
inside. | hated the bastard and yet | renmenmbered t he wonderful way he'd



treated ne during those nonths we'd |ived together while he was training
to be a fuzz. Despite his treachery, the sight of himcreated a sexua
remenbrance of things past. | felt his cock in my ass, his toes in ny
mouth, and his cock there, too. | even sensed ny cock in his ass, the
night I'd fucked him and the excitenment was overwhel ni ng. Then

har dened the old, heart, and renenbered the way he'd tried to turn me in
to the cops as a mal e whore.

"Before anything," Jerry was sayi ng, "we gotta go to the bedroom and
you'll have to strip, so | can see what you' ve got and what to recomrend
to whoever wants you."

"Sure thing," Larry said. "Right now?"

"Yes," Jerry said. "Don't worry... | won't touch you."
"It mght cost even you if you did Larry said. | could see himgrinning.
Wl |, that was a double edged remark."

They passed out of my line of sight and | softly opened the door, turning
right towards the canmera roomand going in quietly. There were only two
heads at the window this tinme.

| | ooked. Still flooded with the darkening gold of the sun, Art |lay on
his back, cigarette extinguished, lazily nmoving his hand up and down on
his cock, which stood up stony and strai ght as an obelisk fromthe nmddle
of his body. Hs eyes were chased, and a contented snmile curved the
corners of his lips. | wondered what O ynpi an deity or satyr or young boy
or well, just what was projecting itself on the screen of his fantasy.
Just then Jerry came back into the camera roomand i medi ately
thereafter, we all saw the door to Art's room open, Larry came in, head
and shoulders first. Then he turned and quietly latched the door and

threw the i nner bolt. He was naked. | al nost panicked at the sight of his
back t he broad shoul ders and narrow wai st of which | knew every inch; the
conpact ass tightly conpressed over the crease | knew so well, the

gateway to ny paradi se that | had finger traced so often. He faced Art,
who had heard hi m and opened his eyes.

Larry was distinctly nervous. "HH ," he said.

"Hello, man," Art said fromthe bed. He had two fingers at the base of
his cock and was slowy waving it fromside to side

Trust old Art to put you at ease. He | et go of his cock and raised up on
one el bowin bed, crossing his ankles. "dinb in," he said, w nning
infectiously.

"Wh- What do you want to do?" Larry asked, moistening his lips alittle.
Art lay back and clasped his hands behind his head. "Bl ow nme," he said.
It was neither a comand or a question just an answer to Larry's

questi on.

| suppose not every nenmber of the SFPD has to bl ow sonmeone in order to



trap him but if a promotion |ay ahead for a najor bust such as this one
mght turn out to be, it would be worth it.

And yet at the same time, through the mrror, | was seeing proof that
Larry really was a cop. He was hesitant at first, alnmost reluctant well,
that's what a year of no suckee would do for you, if you were really nore
hono t han bi. He got on his knees between Art's w de stretched |egs on
the bed, took hold of his cock in his hand, and | owered his head al nost
as if he were praying. But his fingers clanmped tight on Art's cock; you
could see the white of the knuckl es.

"Close up of that hand, if the white will show " | whispered to Jerry,
and he zooned in. "Shows how much he wants it. Or sonet hing."

And then suddenly that well nade body of Larry's was triggered. It seened
to go wild. He was all over Art, sucking his nipples, flat tonguing his
bel ly, running his nouth and tongue down Art's | egs whi ch began to qui ver
and then burying his face in Art's crotch alongside his balls, finally
taking themone at a time between those deep carved lips and hol | owi ng
his cheeks as he sucked t hem

You could tell that Art was astonished at the w ldness. He bent his neck
upward, his eyes wide, as he watched t he sexual tornado that Larry had
suddenly becone. The cop was all over himin a series of |ithe panther
nmovenents, head turning fromside to side, arms and | egs qui vering, hands
seeking and searching, and with |lips still open ni bbling the underside of
Art's cock, small noverments, until he, reached the under head. Wth a
turn of his face, alnost as if despairing, he opened his nouth as far as
he could; a pink-red gulf lined with white, and in one sudden convul si ve
nmovenent, took all of Art's cock inside, turning his head agai nst the
dark crisp curls, of his crotch hair. He must have nmi ssed all that in the
past year.

Art arched upward as if someone had stung himon the ass with a cattle-
prod. The |l unge nmust have hurt Larry's back throat pretty bad; he gagged
but he didn't let go.

"Ch, damm, nman!" Art gasped. "That's the best!" H s voice cane thinly
through the on the recorder, but | knew it was being well blast on the
tape.

| saw Jerry nudge Teddy boy in the ribs, and gave himgrin in the
reflected light. But at the sane time | saw sonmething else. Teddy had

qui etly opened Davey's fly, and his hand had vanished beyond t he wi st
into the fabric cavern of Davey's crotch. And then | saw Davey's hips
nmoving ever so slightly back and forth. As for nyself, even ol d Betsy was
unconfortably restricted down ny own | eg. Ah, well, | thought, all the
world loves a lover that left only Jerry for ne, and sonehow t hat evening
wat chi ng two favorite studs on the bed I guess | woul d have preferred
beating it, while thinking of them both together. | remenbered that ol e
Freud in the last years of his |life waggled his beard and said sadly,
"The nore | see of two peopl e having sexual contact, the nore | am
convinced there are four persons together in the sane bed."



Then he saw Art suddenly turn over and push Larry flat on his back. Art
slid up the | ength of Super Cop's body until his crotch was directly over
Larry's mouth. Then Art reached down with his hand and separated Larry's
lips with his fingers, one arm straightened and hol di ng t he nagni fi cent
nmoni shing of his husky body up at an angle. He tapped his fingernai
against the baffler of Larry's teeth.

"Qpen up, now," Art said. There was enough threat in the inflection to
i ndi cate what m ght happen if Larry kept his nmouth cl osed.

But, like a good little boy, Larry opened. Art's wiry pubic hair cane
close' to Larry's nouth, shadowing his |ips.

"My balls again, cocksucker," Art said, and Larry obediently took them
sucking one at a time into his mouth and then releasing it. He |ooked up
at Art with a sort of beseeching gl ance, which | understood, but doubted
if the other watchers did.

Then Art, with his fingers around the head of his cock, slipped it into
the copes mouth, returning that hand to the bed to hold hinsel f at an
angle. And very slowly, he let his weight carry hi mdownward. H s cock
gradually entered Larry's nmouth, slow inch by slowinch, until Larry's
whol e face was obscured by the dark thicket of Art's crotch hair, and |
knew t hat the entire length of his big cock was sunk into that deep

t hr oat .

"Ahhh!" Art said, in pure pleasure.

Larry said nothing how could he? He was the conquered, and Art knew it.
He withdrew his cock slowy, glistening with saliva, to give Larry a
chance to get sone air into his lungs. Then, as if he were doi ng push-
ups, Art started in again, sinking clear down with each thrust. | could
i mgi ne the puni shment of Larry's throat, and the tickling annoyance of
the pubi c hair against his face, and |ips.

| | ooked down the length of Art's superb body, watching the nmuscles in
his strong arnms working, looking at the Iean hard plane of his belly
retreating, conming close to the face beneath him and then retreati ng
again. Art was using himas a strai ght guy would use a whore fucking his
nout h.

Then Art wi thdrew and paused. H's voice cane clearly through the nonitor.
"You know what?" he growl ed. "I'm gonna fuck the shit outa you.'

And Larry's voice, saying, "Aw, man, | don't go for that nuch. And
besi des, you' re so dammed big."

"However," Art said huskily. "At |least your asshol e doesn't have this in
it. It won't bite nme." Then he grabbed Larry with both hands under the
jawbones, pulled himhalf to a sitting position, swng off him and
pushed Larry to the edge of the bed. | smled secretly at the lack of an
aut horitarian reacti on, because Larry did not draw back.

"But..." he began.



"But what ?"

Larry | ooked down. "WI | you wash the spit of fa your cock before you fuck
ne?"

| almost snorted with | aughter, and Jerry | ooked around warningly. That
was a bit of know how that the traitor had picked up while living with

me, and | guess it had stayed with him Art got up and rubbed sonme soap
and water over his flam ng cock, casually drying it.

"Wiere d'they keep the grease in this whorehouse?" he asked.

Larry shook his head. "N ghtstand, | reckon,” he said, his bass voice

really rolling through the nonitor this tine.

Art reached into the ni ghtstand and found the pound jar that was in every
room He snmeared sone lightly along the Ilength of his thick-ribbed cock,
and then | eaned over to push a gob of it in the crack of Larry's ass,
massaging it well in with his fingers. Fromthe way Larry's head arched
back, and his clearly heard gasp, we all knew that Art's finger had gone
inside as well.

"Ckay, cunt," Art growl ed. He got on the bed on his knees, but Larry
remai ned noti onl ess.

"C nmon, baby," he said threateningly, but at the sane time he swing
hinmsel f off the bed. He'd evidently changed his m nd about something. He
pul led the two pillows fromthe bed and plopped themon the fl oor, and
then grabbed a startled Larry's |l egs and pulled him so that Larry' s ass
stuck out just a little over the edge of the bed.

"I guess I'll stand up and fuck you, cunt,” Art said. "You can just
pretend you're on the kitchen table along with all the other cans... of
goodi es. "

The faintest ghost of a smle (the first I'd seen on hi mthat day)
flickered, across his lips, and he cal ned down a little, judging fromthe
expressi on on his face.

Art advanced toward him and got in between his | egs. Both their bodies
were in profile to the camera, and | could even see the rosy brown taunt
of Larry's puckered asshole as Art raised Larry's legs up to rest on his
shoul ders Art stood beside the bed, legs braced apart. Hs feet were on
the pillows, and | wondered why. Then all of a sudden | thought | knew,
remenbering a bronzed and sexual work man |I'd known i n Rome once. ..

Art grabbed Larry's legs and swing them high in the air it was only
natural for Larry to cross his ankles and | ock thembehind Art's neck

"Here we go, man," Art runbl ed. "You d better relax.”

And then | saw another thing, another small revelation. Anyone who's
being unwillingly fucked is not an operative; he keeps hi nself passive.



But there was a small wiggle to Larry's upturned ass as he adj ust ed
hinmsel f in position, and then | saw one of his hands creep down t owards
his own crotch and pass beside his balls, to guide Art's stark and
swol l en cockhead to its proper place. Hs gasp as it pushed, after Larry
had pl aced it dead center, came sharply through the recorder. Art swatted
himon the ribcage. "Relax, | told you, danmmi t!" he sai d, al nost angrily.

In the darkness of the canmera room | | ooked cautiously aside; Teddy had
Davey's cock out by now and was brazenly jacking himoff. Jerry didn't
even see it; he was too busy adjusting his own crotch and working the
zoomon the canera, and doing the slow angling of the | ens

What t he fuck, | thought, and opened ny own fly, feeling the friendly
confort of ny hand around ny cock. | was stinulated as all hell

Fromthen on we were treated to one of the nmobst exciting hunpi ngs I had
ever seen |ike two dinosaurs meking love. | was hardly aware of my own
breathing. My arnpits and crotch felt as if tongues of fire had flaned in
them ny forehead and hands were wet with sweat, and the speed of ny
jacking off increased.

Art crouched over Larry. | could see his thick brown cock swaying between
his legs as he gently noved fromside to side, drawing closer to Larry's
exposed asshole until the head di sappeared fromview into the cleft of
Larry's ass. Hs hero's body swung right, then |l eft, and the grimace of
pain told us that Art was entering slowy and unrelentingly. Those

si dewi se swings woul d open any ring, and they nust have opened Super
Cop's, because in less than thirty seconds Art's cock had entirely

vani shed fromvi ew, and the thick bush of his pubic hair was closely
pressed against Larry's widely opened ass.

Art clasped his arnms around Larry's thighs from under neat h, and began to
back away fromthe bed, grinning w dely and pulling Larry wi th him

And then suddenly plop! Art pulled himoff the bed so that his head and
shoul ders struck the pillow his legs straight up in the air. Art's cock
was still in his asshol e

"Hey... what the fuck!" Larry yelled, struggling, his elbows bent and his
hands agai nst the cheeks of his ass to support hinself.

| nudged Jerry. "That's the ol e Roman upside down fuck," | sai d.
Jerry grinned in the gloom "Obviously," he said.

The mechani cs of the position nmade Larry unhook his ankles fromaround
their danped position around Art's nuscular neck, and as Larry unwound
hinmsel f, Art ducked his head so that his body was between Super Cop's

| egs, one foot at his back, the other right at his nmouth. | was pleased
to see Art raise that foot a bit, whether intentionally or accidentally,
so that it rested on the heel, and plant the toes directly over Larry's
nmout h.

Larry must have been damned unconfortabl e. He recrossed his ankles and



| ocked t hem over Art's shoul der. But that fucking handsome stud doubl e
crosser was gane to the end. He used his |locked togs to start draw ng
himsel f upward to neet Art's continuing downward thrusts, so that they
jarred together in rhythm Art's cock sinking deeply in to Larry's ass.
It takes two real he nen to fuck in that position...

Thr ough the nmonitor we could hear them panting fromtheir exertions;
through the wi ndow we could even see the sweat rolling down their bodies.
Larry must really have been suffering, because |I knew that position the
neck and shoul ders were constricted in sharp pain from such a placing

Suddenly Art let out a wild cry of "Ch, Jee-zus!" and froze in a w de-
stance pose, while his belly heaved and contracted from washboard to
ripple, and at the sane nonent w thout being touched Larry's hard down
poundi ng cock expl oded, scattering and sprinkling jismall over his
chest, chin, face, and even into his own nouth, which was opened with his
orgasm He was licking his tongue around his under and upper |ips,
seeking and taking up the pearly drops of his own jism

Jerry turned to me and nmade a circle with his thunmb and forefi nger,
gri nning, and then grinned even nore when he saw ne jacking of f. He
| ooked sidew se and saw t he bl ur of notion as Teddy masturbated Davey.

"Go on, kid, if you want to," he whispered to Teddy. "I already shot in
ny pants."”
In the half |ight much darker now, but still lighted through the see-

through mrror fromthe light in the other room| saw Teddy sink to his
knees and start to suck Davey's cock, while Davey threw his head back.

But | never saw what happened. My own cock burst, the skin seemng to rip
apart with the force of my ejacul ation, and spurt after spurt gushed
forth, all over the back of Jerry's pants, the camera, tripod

everything. Jerry felt it. He turned, but instead of being pissed off, he
was silently laughing.

"Bt tu, Brute,"” he said. "Wnder why sex is so much nore exciting if
you're a voyeur."

"Tell nme that," | said, "and I'Il tell you hownmany flies are in every
bar in San Francisco." | stuffed ny cock back in my pants where it went
on quietly dribbling. We were certainly a wet and bedraggl ed bunch in
that camera room

Jerry laughed softly and then sobered. Davey and Teddy were fucki ng
things away. "Vell," Jerry said, "whatever happens now, we've got the
goods on your agent provocateur. Your Goddammed hypocritical fuzz."

"Sing | helped,” | said, "how s about makin' a precut of this for me?"

Jerry |l ooked doubtful. Anything that cost himnoney and brought no return
was conparati vely no no.

"Cron, man," | said. "Hadn't been for me, you might've taken that cop in
and trusted himconpletely. Until he busted you."



Jerry nodded. "You're right," he said. "I'Il have one made for you."

Heart singing, little bluebell plans for blackmail dancing happily in ny
head, | buttoned ny fly and headed for Pete's room across the hall

CHAPTER El GHT

| was al nost out the door of the canmera room when a sort "Ps-s-t!" from
Jerry stopped nme. He beckoned ne back

"Hey," he said pocunting. | |ooked through the mirror. Art Kai n was
already hal f dressed, very businesslike about the whole thing, while ny
young traitorous pig stud was sitting di sconsolately on the edge of the
bed, his cock still hard and swol len and sticking up fromthe black bush
bet ween his | egs. Mdre proof how gay he was.

"Listen,"” Jerry said rapidly and softly. "I'll have to go out and talk to
Art Kain and ask himhow he liked it and all that sort of crap. But
somehow | think we'd better not let Larry get back to the Hall of Justice
with his report. | mean, we gotta | et hi mknow right now that he's been
fil med. What do you think?"

| saw the danger of letting himget away with a prelimnary account, even
though | knew it would be revi sed and doctored to rmake hi nself bl anel ess.
"Damm, " | said, and scratched ny head. "You're right."

"You feel up to a confrontation with Larry right now?" Jerry asked. "I
sonehow thi nk you're the one to tell him"

It was about the last thing in the world that I wanted, but | realized
that Jerry was right. "Ckay," | said. "Only you' d better get Art out of
here first. It's likely to get kinda | oud."

Jerry nodded. "As soon as Kain comes out, I'lIl take himback to the
living roomand you can cone out and say good-bye, and neanwhile I'1II
send Teddy in to tell Larry to wait a few m nutes.”

"Hs clothes are back in the other bedroom"

Jerry shrugged. "So... he'll wait naked... And Teddy," he said, turning
"You be Goddammed sure you call himLes, not Larry. Got it?" Teddy
nodded.

" and take your armoff Davey's waist," Jerry said savagely. "O [|'1]
put you on bread and water for a week."

Teddy giggled. "I mght get too fat that way," he said, but he w thdrew
his arm

Jerry and | slipped out, and were just passing Tex's room when Art opened
his door. | stepped qui ckly beyond range, and Art closed, the door behind
him Jerry notioned us into the living room and | cl osed the door behind
us.



"Well," said Jerry, "howd it go?"

"Wld, man," Art grinned. "That stud acted |li ke he hadn't had sex for a
year. Seened a little nervous at first, but man, he sure got over that
fast. He ough ta be a good addition to your house."

"Satisfactory, then, huh?" Jerry asked, grinning.

"Mote than,"” Art said. "And 1'd like to stay around and rap with you
guys, but | got a business date at eight-thirty for dinner, and |'ve
gotta get back." Then Art turned to nme. "And as for you, y'ole bastard
I"I'l be back in town in about six nonths and see YQU then."

I shook his hand. "Yeah," | said, grinning. "Accounts |'m gonna col lect
on a snall debt you' ve owed for eight years.”

"Don't worry... I'Il pay up," Art said, flashing that heart stopping
smle.

Wt h another ear |eaning toward the hallway, | heard the door of Tex's
roomopen, heard Teddy deliver the message, and then cl ose t he door
again. | relaxed a little; the timng was t oo Gddamed cl ose around
her e.

Then Art was gone. Sonehow the lights all seened to dimwith his
departure, the street noi ses grew | ouder, and | heard the fl ames burni ng
hi gh under the hot-water heater. Wth Art in the room all those other
thi ngs were blanketed; the force he put out was as close to human
mani pul ation as anything I'd ever experienced. | drew a deep breath.

Jerry turned to me. "Well, are you ready?"

"Cot a baseball bat? Meat cl eaver? Battle axe...? You nmay need them after
this session is over. Are you gonna filmit?"

"Sure," Jerry said. "W'll get all on hi mwe can. Wiy not nake hi m bl ow
you and then you can take wet decks on himtoo. He nust still be hot."

| took anot her deep breath. "Shit," | said. "I hate this like hell."
Jerry patted ny armin an al nost mssilery fashion. | jerked aside in
irritation. "Yeah, | know," he said, "but think what he tried to do to
you. "

"He's trouble,” | said, "I still like the sort of a bitch. He turns ne

on. Don't cha think he's a good | ookin' stud?"
"Handsome as the wine-dark sea,"” Jerry sml ed.

Teddy cane into the room "Hey," he said softly. "You'd better get in
there in a hurry. He was beatin' his neat when | opened t he door."

So this was it. As | took the few steps to Tex's room | renenbered a | ot
of things picking Larry out of the gutter in Berkeley when he was spaced



out on acid, the snell of the dusty rug and the feel of his foot against
ny neck as he nmade ne lick up own jismspilled on the floor, the night
I'd screwed him when he was hi gh on grass, the sound of his voice
rattling the windows of the small house in Berkeley and the agony of
finding the police report blanks. But nostly | recall ed and ol e Bet sy
showed t hat she remenbered, too, by her stirring the tines he' d fucked
me, the feel of his big cock' plugging my ass and the dancing over ny joy
spot that he'd I earned to do so well, the sensation of his throat nuscles
tight-pressing against ny cock, formng the vibrating hot canal that
received all | had to give him

I put ny hand on the doorknob, hesitated a nonment, then turned it and
went in, al nost backing in, ny face turned away fromthe bed so that he
could not yet see anything except the leather jacket. |I closed the door
and turned around slowy, feeling the doorknob press into ny butt as |

| eaned against it, folded ny arns, and crossed one boot over the other.

"Vell, well," | said, "look who's here."

It was difficult to analyze his expression. At first | thought | saw a
glint of terror or maybe only surprise. That it was followed quickly by
recognition, and then the bl ack wings of his eyebrows drew himtogether
into a scom. He had let go of his cock the old famliar thick corded
circunci sed cock until the head that always rem nded ne of a snmall Gernman
hel net .

"You!" he said viciously
I maintained a calm| did not exactly feel. "Yup," | said. "M."

He hal f rose fromthe bed in a sort of tiger-crouch, as if he were ready
to spring. "You nmotherfucker!" he said, and again | alnopst heard the
windows rattle, the same way they used to do when we |ived together.
"You... know what you did, stashing that... Goddammed dope i n your
fuckin' h-house in Berkel ey?" He was so mad he hal f-choked on the words

"Kept you out of the SFPD, | hope," | said.
That's one thing about anger. If you're furious, you' re likely to blurt
out. And he did. "N-Not g-quite, you son of a bitch," he said | ow and

hard, and swall owed noisily.

"Ch," | said. "So you did get in after all. And now you're here to bust
us."

He | ooked as if he wished he'd bitten his tongue off. "G Goddam it...

yes," he said. He |ooked nmadder'n hell.
"Wll," | said, "you sure bl ew this assignment. Wat was it... your
first? And," | said, still holding on, "you blew it more than you t hink.

This time something el se has happened. You' ve been on camera. W' ve got a
full four hundred feet of you blow ng that Bo hunk and gettin' fucked by
him*



He | ooked wildly around the room "H How?" he stuttered. "W-where?"

"Never mind," | said. "You'd never find it. And the film s already on the
way to Jerry's processor. The point is, | just thought you' d like to know
all that before you wite up your report."

I guess the shock was pretty bad. His nouth fell open, and it was the
first tine | had ever seen anyone actually shrink. It seemed that his
whol e body wilted as it might in tinme-lapse photography, one nminute
sturdy and stalwart and about to attack, and the next, conpletely
def | at ed. Suddenly he put his el bows on his knees, bent forward and hid
his face in his open palnms. "Oh, God!" | heard himwhisper.

That seened to be the nmoment to hit himagain. Still leaning agai nst the
door | raised one foot, unbuckled nmy boot and pulled it off, and then the
other one. Then | took ny jacket off, unbuttoned ny belt, and slid ny

chi ones down. The situation had reversed itself, frommnmy wanti ng hi mas
an aut hority synmbol during the time we lived in Berkeley, to my being the
boss... now.

My cock was hard and ready.

"By any chance," | said, "you want to go on bein' a nenber of the city's
finest?" | had two fingers at the base of ole Betsy, gently waving it up
and down.

He | ooked up, his face stricken.

"Since you' ve al ready been recorded for the archives,” | said wyly,
"another one nore or less won't make any difference, will it? As |
remenber, you used to be a fairly good cocksucker, and | got a good |oad
here." And despite ny jacking off during the episode with himand Art, |
really felt more than ready again. Excitement of the situation, |
suppose.

He started to speak, but couldn't until he wet his lips. "lIs... Is this
one being filnmed too?" he asked in a dry, husky voice entirely unlike his
deep bass.

| shook ny head. "Wy bot her? W' ve al ready got enough on you."

| could see the turmult, going on inside himcoul d alnmost feel it. And

then, the nore | thought of it, the nore | |iked the idea of having a
handsone pig on call. Usually it was the ot her way around suddenly, |
felt burly and dom nant again, the ego restored. "So?" | said, stil

wavi ng Betsy. He nodded nutely.
"Ckay, man," | said. "Come and get it."

He got to his feet, alittle unsteady, and cane over to the door. Then,
wi t hout any further commands, he sank slowy to his knees in front of ne.
| spread ny legs a bit apart and felt the col d doorknob press into ny
butt again.



He opened his nmouth, closed it, opened it again, and grabbed nmy cock in
his bi g square hand, advancing his head slowy toward it.

Then he shut his eyes tight and i nhal ed deeply, and took ny cock inside

his nouth. | drew nmy breath in sharply and reached down, prying his
fingers loose fromthe shaft, and with nmy other hand at the back of his
head, pulled himcloser and closer until | felt his nose flat against ny
pubic nmound. It was all in.

Sheez, it felt good after all those nonths! | shifted until the wei ght of

ny shoul ders was against the door, arcing nmy lips forward a little, and
slid both my hands to the sides of his head, holding it steady. Then I
began to fuck his face, inch strokes at first, gradually increasing in
length and depth until a good four or five inches was traveling in and
out of those lips that had scolded notorists, |aughed at wi nos, and

har assed honosexuals, down into that deep throat where ny cock had al ways
felt conpletely at home. | shut nmy eyes and tilted ny head back.

I had such a hard-on that | thought the skin of ny cock could stretch no
nmore, and the head of it tingled as if it had beer rubbed with nettles.
It was so sensitive that | could even feel the little brush of his uvula,
dangling at the back of his throat, as it slid softly against the back-
and-forth thrusts of nmy cockhead. But | wanted nore than to shoot ny wad
into his throat. All of a sudden | wanted a kind of symbolic union with
Art Kain, and | knew how to get it.

"Ckay, Mac," | growed. "I ain't gonna make it too easy for you. Cet the
hel | over to the bed and bend over the edge of it."

He took ny cock out of his nouth and | ooked up. "Ah hell, Phil," he said,
"that Art guy hurt ne pretty bad. |1'm sore. "

| laughed, raised ny knee and planted ny foot agai nst his chest, and
pushed. He went over backward, catching hinmself on straightened arns j ust
the way | had once caught nyself when he pushed ne in Berkeley. "Hell

man," | said, "another one's not gonna kill you. We wanta get your
asshol e stretched back into a useful shape, don't we? Here you've gone
all this tinme without being fucked... and now you're gonna get it at

| east once a week like a good little boy, ain'tcha?"

| could tell he was mserabl e, but he got up and went to the bed. He

| ooked at me only once, a gl ance of cl ean pure hate, and then he bent
doubl e on the bed-edge, his |legs spread wide apart. | saw the gli stening
shine of the load Art had left there

"Quess | ain't gonna need any spit," | said. "Quess it's sloppy seconds
for me."

I bent my knees slightly, lining up the wet cock head with his asshole.
It |ooked pink and brui sed fromthe battering Art had given it. | dug ny

thunbs into his cheeks about an inch fromhis asshole, and pulled him
open wider. He yel ped.

And then, before the sound of his cry died in the room| sank ny cock



into his hole as deep as | could go. The second cry echoed the first. And
it was soft and wet inside, clutching at ny cock |ike a sun-warned nel on,
seeming to create a vacuumthe farther | went in.

And the tingling went on, too. It seened that the whole of nmy bei ng was

concentrated in that rod of flesh that joined us together, and that this
mld electricity was being generated somewhere deep inside his ass or in
the tiny girders and hardened tissues of ny cock.

At first he was conpletely passive, until | started strai ghtening ny
knees on each forward thrust, and rising on ny toes, and then sinking
back on the outward pulling, for |I knew that particul ar notion, sending
ny pelvis around in a kind of vertical circle, using his asshole as a
ful crum was proddi ng and pushing agai nst his joy spot. He could not
remain entirely passive under such treatment. Little by little a few
fai nt sounds escaped him his head turned sidewi se on the sheets. After a
coupla m nutes of that special handling | was rewarded by feeling his
hi ps start a snall notion of their own, round and round gently, as he
invited ny cock to the sides of his asshole where it had not gone. And
then suddenly he let go with his old familiar cry of "Fuck me fuck me
fuck me fuck ne!" and grinding his hips wildly, pushed hard with us ass
back against nmy cock on each i nward thrust.

| let go of the side of his ass with my right hand and slid it underneath
his body, feeling the hot wetness of his sweat alongside his balls.

Tumbling in his crotch, | clutched at his rigid heavy vei ned cock,
standing as stiff and straight and proud as it had during our first
encounters. | began to jack hi moff, rubbing ny thunb against the

underside of his cockhead, feeling the moist pearls he had put out.

He et out a short clipped yap of joy when | grabbed his cock, and
started working his hips back and forth now, setting up a hard back
thrust agai nst my foreword thrust, and cried over and over again "Oh fuck
me man fuck me man!" his whole body convulsing, using his el bows for

|l everage to thrust hinsel f back against me. And coolly, calmy, | | ooked
down at ny driving cock, watching the sweat shine on his back, and
feeling the growing tightness of his tunnel on ne.

At that noment | think | had never felt better, nore superior, and then
in the way of ny objectivity there counterpoi sed the thing over which |
had little control. | felt a tightening in ny loins and the nmuscl es of ny
thi ghs grew harder. | crouched over him sealing nmy belly to his back
with our sweat, while his short groans of ecstasy mounted in pitch and
nunber. He ground his cockhead hard into ny clutching fingers, and then |
felt himbegin to come great shakings of his body, twi sting and turning
whi | e each spurt of his jismcontracted his asshol e around my cock and
pressured the whol e length of it.

He beat me to the peak of the nountain by about two seconds, and then ny
hand filled with the slippery, thick white jism | let go of his cock and
thrust both hands down beside his balls, drawing his ass tightly against
mne while time after tinme | shot into him M whole body shivered in
spasns, tightened in every nuscle, and with a great gasp | fell even nore
against him pinning himto the bed while all ny flesh quivered,



weakening, spurted into him tolie and mix with the white flood that Art
Kai n had |l eft there a half hour ago. And in the curious post orgasm
fluttering of the fantasy that al ways took place, | felt a double reward
ny seed mxed with Art's in a synbolic mati ng, and ny belly and hand
smeared with (I al nost |aughed) who knows how many little Larry's running
around in tiny blue uniforns with their billy clubs and invisible
handcuffs and revol vers.

Beneat h me his body was still trenbling slightly. | freed ny hand t he one
still wet with his jismand ruffled his hair with it, thinking that he'd
wonder | ater at the stiff patch that would stop his conb.

When nmy panting stopped, | raised up with a sudden novenent, pulling nmy

cock out quickly without any warning at all. None of the tender recovery
stuff with him He gasped in surprise. The inside of his thighs was wet

with the jismfromthe two | oads he'd taken.

Wth ny face turned anay fromhim | felt a slow snmle formng. | stepped
to the washbow and picked up a washcloth fromthe half dozed ranged
neatly beside it. | put sone hot water on it and tossed it to him "d ean
up the side of the bed,” |I said in a hard tone, "where you dri bbl ed down
the sheet."

Then | soaped ny cock and balls, and washed and dried themon one of the

hand t owel s on the other side of the bowl. That's done, | went to the
bed, inspected the cleaning he'd done, and pi cked up ny chinos, draw ng
themon. He stood in the nmddl e of the room one hand still clutching the

washcl ot h, |ooki ng somewhat |ike a tourist lost in a foreign country.
"Wash up if you want to," | said, bending to put on ny socks and boots.

He did. | glanced at hi mas he was busy, and felt a contraction in ny
chest which | hated and | oved at the same nonent. One of his | ong
handsone | egs was stretched to one side as he soaped his cock and balls
and then he cleaned up his ass as best he could. For just a nonent | was
in Berkeley, watching himat the sanme task, his long hair hanging down to
hide his face. And then | was back, seeing on that sane fine nobile face
the scowl reappear, his nmouth drawn and unhappy. "Gcould | use the
bat hr oonm?" he asked.

I waved ny hand toward the door. "Second on the left," | said. "Then cone
back here. | wanta talk to you a ninute.”

"Anybody out there?"

I shook ny head, knowi ng definitely they were all gropi ng each ot her or
giggling behind the one way mrror. He went out the door naked.

I grinned, nmade the gesture of a success circle with thumb and forefinger
towards the mrror, and got up to put on ny | eather jacket and get a
cigarette. | didn't know whether Jerry was still filmng, but | supposed
he was. He frequently got his nost spontaneous and ef fective scenes by
shooti ng when no one knew it.



Larry was back in about three ninutes. He started to dress, glunly

wi t hout saying anything. | blewa cloud of smoke in his direction.
"Vell," | said. "Something sure backfired. Got anything to say about it?"
He shook his head, still glum "I blewit, that's all."

"I reckon you did," | said.

"Wh-what 's gonna happen?”

"I don't know what Jerry's got in mnd for you," |I said. "I suppose he'll
want to be tipped off in advance in case there's any raid planned on this
Bo hunk, or know about ot her undercover guys the PD. sends around. And
reckon you' Il tell him because this time, ole buddy, he' s got you seal ed
and delivered."

No word fromhim He bent over to dry his cal ves and thighs, his stil
swollen cock a dangle in front, heavy with the remaining blood.

"But why don't you ask ne what |'ve got in mnd?" | asked sardonically.
"Vell... what?" Very surly.

"This," | said. "One night a week front now on, you're either gonna bl ow
nme, man, or |'mgonna fuck you. 1'll be generous? | said p-inning. W'l
arrange your schedul e so you won't have to take a night off when you're
supposed to be working... and we'll al so take ny busy nights into
account. But come hell or high water, buddy..."” and here | really grated
at him "you' |l show up here or I'll come to your place, or a copy pf
that filmgoes right to the Internal I nvestigati on department. And just
so you don't get any ideas... Jerry'll have one copy at his lawer's

office, and he's havin' one nmade for me. Sound track and all."

Man, | felt diabolic! | let it sink in a nonment, and then said, "Ckay?"
He did not speak.

"Vell?" | demanded.

The slightest of nods.

"Ckay, man," | said. | got up fromthe bed and wal ked to the door. "You
can get dressed now, fuzz, and then Jerry'll tell you what he wants from
you. And | eave your home phone and address with him.. that is, unless
you'd prefer havin' me haul you at the Hall of Justice."

I went out into the corridor, leaving himpaler than ever, and cl osed the
door to Tex's room just as Jerry came out of the canera room gri nning

li ke a Cheshire cat

He cl apped his pal ns together. "Beautiful, man... just beautiful," he

whi spered. "Coul dn't have been a better scene if we'd rehearsed it a
nont h. "



I grinned back at him "You tell himwhat you want," | said. "And you get

hi s address and phone nunber, too. |I'm gonna rel ax."

"You t hink he'll make any trouble?" Jerry asked.

"If he does, just holler," | said. "I'll come a-runnin'. But something
tells me he'll be neek and mld."

"Phil," Jerry said, clapping me on the shoulder, "you're the best."

"Ch, sure,” | said ironically, and went into ny room | shut the door and

flopped on the bed, happy as a whore who's two timed her pinp.

Blackmai | is an ugly word to nost people. It suggests white faced hunan
weasel s who call regularly to demand noney to keep their secrets. But
somewhere along the line I'd seen something about its first meani ng an
exchange between the Scottish lords and the robbers of the border, to
avoid panders. But it was an exchange of |abor or cattle, not noney. And
did such an exchange incl ude pigs too, as well as cattl e?

That word-play tickled me so much that | |aughed out |oud. He'd held nme
in a kind of volunteer human bondage while we |ived together in Berkel ey.
He grew harder and tougher as his police training slowy draining him of
hi s hi ppie philosophy, his qualities of Iove and gentleness and
understandi ng. | wat ched them be replaced with a new gruffness, an

aut hority that the masochistic part of the worshiped, but the nal e part
of nme despised. |I'd been his cunt when he needed relief, a kind of
physical and econom c convenience. And | had watched our rel ationship
slip slowy downhill froma mutual enjoynent and reci procation to a sort
of base servitude where the seed of hate found fertile ground. And then
his final treachery in trying to turn me in to the fuzz as a nale
whore. ..

Love and hate... my Cod, how close they were together! |'d been his

thi ng, alnobst a possession, losing ny identity in wanting to please him
and to satisfy the deep-buri ed masochi smthat had so |long been a part of
me. And now, what a turning of tables, a reversal of the scales, a

hol ding of the whi p-hand! Mne to play with, to boss around, to fuck. A
new delight warmed me as | felt the surge of full authority return. It
was not necessarily physical (though that would be a part of it), but
primarily psychic, the kind he'd exercised on me...

Orossi ng one boot over the other on the bed, and then regressing, and

actually hummng a little, | was conpletely pleased and sati sfied.
I was gonna have the time of ny life, man... in a pigs ass!
CHAPTER NI NE

The next day was bright and full of the sunshine that San Francisco
produces so well when there's no snog cl ear as a dry sauterne, and

sonmeti nes seening to have smal |l sparkling motes of light init. There was
a lot of sky, continusely blue, and sonme |ow trundling of heavy white



clouds here and there on the horizon. It was a good day for nore camnera
wor k, and that's what we did.

I woul d never be able to understand Jerry's mnd, now how it could hold
together the various segments of his novies in any kind of order, for he
never show chronol ogically, of course. He always seened to have a | ow and
squeaky budget, and the whol e fil mnever appeared until he set hinself to
the lonely sweating task of editing, cutting and snipping | here and
there, agonizing for thirty mnutes over which one of two frames he
preferred rearranging in a highly conplicated |, technique called A and B
rolls, with black leaders set in Alto cover the inserted B footage, and
vice versa and then the equally conpli cated maki ng of an counter negative
fromthe original positive, adding a black and white mask, and finally
getting an answer point with conpensated exposure... Shit! | was happy
enough that the technical aspects did not concern ne, and content to be
his "star".

He had spent the rainy days in chasing down and arrangi ng vari ous

locati ons a bar on Folsom Street, a locker roomin a gym a cenent corner
for the underground parking lot and those were all ready for shooti ng on
the next rainy day. Sunny days were for outside scenes, and so away we
went to Lake Merritt in Oakl and (which by dialogue nagi cally becane Lake
M chigan in Chicago), and then to Mount Til apias, where there was a dandy
out side bucolic scene of ny screwing a dude named Charlie and getting a
hundred bucks for the day's work, plus my nuts off in areally wild
fragment of an epi sode invol ving a bed of nettles

But there'd been sonme trouble with the Easter Kid segnment. Jerry hadn't
been able td find a notorcyclist handsome or intelligent or well hung
enough to take the part and still wanting to be photographed in a blue
nmovie. So between us we sliced that episode away, and tied the other
three together with a black-and-white continuity of me getting the hell
scraped outa ny prick by an amateur cocksucker in the underground parking
lot. And considering the state of the country and the enotions between

bl acks and whites, | also tried to get Jerry to cancel the Ace Hardesty
epi sodes, telling hi mthey'd never go in Phil adel phia or New York. But he
held firmon the set.

Tuesday was overcast again, so that day we did the inside scenes the bar
(at ni ne ahyem shit!), the locker room and the parking lot scene all of
whi ch cost me only one orgasm Jerry figured that it was better not to
ask any of his characters to pop nore than once a day, although there
were tinmes when he asked nme for two or three and | coul d usual ly oblige,
provided he got the scene right on the first take. He believed in an
extended film ng of the actual act, using someti nmes all his caneras at
various angles and distances so that he could throwthe beauty of all the
cocks and asses on the screen.

Those two days took care of Monday and Tuesday, and by dam, if it wasn't
rai ning again on Wednesday. | opened one sl eepy eye about el even in the
nmorning, looked at the clock, listened to the rain outside, and in that
pl easant half state between sl eeping and waki ng found nyself thinking of
life on the farm cows and chickens and pigs, and pork cutlets and
sausages... and pigs... and pigs...



Larry had di sappeared, of course, the night his cover was bl own, and
there'd been no further word fromhim | rolled over in bed with a hard-
on and funbled in the nightstand drawer for his address and phone nunber.
I swng ny legs out of bed, yawned lit a cigarette, and shook the sleep
out of nmy head. Then | di al ed.

"Uh..." cane a sleepy bass voice on the third ring.
"Larry? Phil Andros."

"Jezs!" he said. "I just got to bed at nine this norning. Wat in the
hel | you want?" He was very sullen even irritable, in his inflection.

"On duty, huh? Well, | just wanted to tell you... tonight's your night."
"Hell, Phil..." he said, coming nore awake. | didn't give hi ma chance.
"Worki ng mdnight to eight a.m, huh? Wll, that's dandy. I'Il expect you
here on Mason Street tonight at ten. You'll make it, huh?"

There, was a pause, and then he said, with an odd kind of hopel essness in
his voice. "l reckon... | can."

"Ckay, bud," | said, real cheerful. "And... you go right fromhere to the
Hal | of Justice, huh?"

"Yeh... | spose.™

"Then you'll be in full uniform" | said. "I'd see you at ten. Sharp."

And | hung up the phone, very pleased with nyself.

About a hal f hour nmore of dozing and planning and | finally did manage to
get up. | took a shower and shaved, and then noseyed back to the Iiving
roomfor a cup of Jerry's black n strong fromthe ever hot pot which held
about five gallons of coffee.

Jerry looked up when | canme in. He' d been working on his doubl e set of
books, and was scow ing.

"Quess who's coming to dinner," | said grinning

He | ooked startled. "I al ready got a dinner engagenent," he said. "Qut."
"Nah," | said. "You may want to get back early. Larry Johnson at ten
oclock in full uniform He's com' to eat nme. |I'mthe dinner."

Jerry's eyes sparkled. "Goddamm," he said. "More acti on?"

I nodded. "Thought you mght like to get a fewshots,"” | said, "of the
stalwart guardian of law 'n order, our blue centurion in uniform suckin'
nmy cock."

"If this goes on," Jerry said, "I'll end up with enough filmof himfor a



full Iength feature."
"That'd really blow the SFPD right off the map," | said.
"You can get his badge nunber tonight," Jerry said.

"I've got an even better idea," | said. "I'll let himtake off his

uni formcoat and then I'll pick it up and try it on, just for the hell of
it, and stand directly facing the mnor, close in, and you can phot ograph
it."

"Phil, you' re a wonder," Jerry said. "That'll be the clincher."

"I"1l tell himto put it back on," | said, "and get down his knees for a
little prelimpary skull work. Then howd it be if he drops his pants
and..."

and you fuck himright in front of the mrror," Jerry said
ent husi astically. "Say, why not charge him about twenty-five bucks?"

"Not nme," | said. And you woul dn't say so either if you'd just consider.
There you get into different areas... extortion plus blackmil plus
copulation... all felonies. You press himtoo far and he's lust likely to
throw the whole thing over, to get even with us... with ne.

"Yeah you re right," Jerry said. "Well, why not you give himten bucks?
For services above and beyond the call of duty?"

I | aughed. "I doubt if he'd take it," | said

"You could just hand it to himas a part of your insult. Your 'treatnent'
of him Very casual like. Just tell himit's taxi fare to the station, or
to buy a beer or something like that."

"I mght be able to get away with it," | said. "I could just get a shot
of your handing the noney to him and then record what you both."

"Yeah, it's a good idea, all right," | said. "I'll try, but he may not."
"I'"I'l be back by nine to get it all set up," Jerry said.
He let us go at that.

It was a long wet afternoon. | couldn't stand the TV soap-operas, and
besides there were three dunb studs watching them so | went back to
nunmber seven to read a duty novel for a while, and then dozed sonme nore.
About four o' clock I had a phone call fromone of ny regular custoners, a
col | ege professor who lived in Cakland, but | begged of f and post poned it
until the next day, even though |I was losing twenty bucks. But | didnt
want to deplete ny store of pearls on that particular afternoon; | was
antici pating the night too nuch.

During my dozing that afternoon, | found nyself thinking that it would
really be exciting to see himagain all dressed up... to kill. Handcuffs,



gun, billy. 1'd seen hi moften enough in full uniformin Berkeley while
be was going to the acadeny long | egged, arrow straight, dark blue, with
the gl eami ng gol den pat ches on his shoul ders, the visor of his cap down

almost on the bridge of his nose... Shit! There | went again, feeling ole
Bet sy harden up with the fantasy. | guess |I'd have to face it despite all
he'd done, | still found the bastard attracti ve and exciting. Maybe even

desirabl e.

Jerry put on his best clothes and | eft about six. One by one the ot her
nodel s drifted away, until only Teddy and | were | eft. Teddy made a sal ad
and put a coupla lousy TV dinners in the oven, and we ate in the living
room

"CGonna be sonme nore action tonight, huh?" Teddy asked.

"l guess so," | said.

Teddy threw his long hair back out of his eyes, and drew one foot up
under his butt as he sat on the sofa. "Shit," he said. "And here |
thought we m ght have a repeat while Jerry's out."

I shook ny head. "Not today, kid," | said.

"I"msaving the juice to polish his badge. Besides, | said some of these
days, not next week."

"Ch, well," Teddy grinned. "I can always beat ny neat while |I'mwatchi ng
you fuck your cop, and pretend he's ne."

"Surd,” | said. "Now you' re getting the idea. That's the way to becone
sel f-sufficient.”

"However," he said, and made a grab for ny basket. | got out of his way,
and we wrestled for a moment, |aughing. The kid was anazi ngly strong

He broke away, panting. "Now | ook what you ye done," he said. He had a
hard-on, and he made it junp in his pants.

"Save it," | laughed. "Mrre enjoynent later. You gotta learn to bal ance
your pleasures. Choose 'em"

"Ckay," he said grinning. "But | sure am gonna have you agai n."

" her way around," | said, pretending to be tough. "I'm gonna have you."
"Ch, no!" he said in nock honor, and | swatted himon his butt.

Jerry be back at nine on the dot. This tinme he and Teddy had to handle
everyt hi ng; Davey was on a call. | went to Tex's roomand fucked a ten-
dol lar bill under the | anp on the nightstand

Sur e enough, pronptly at ten the doorbell rang. Being a cop had at |east

taught himto be punctual. | left Tex's room thunped Iightly on the door
of the canera roomas | passed, and went to the front door.



M/ heat alnost failed me when | saw him The rain had stopped, and he had
his raincoat over one arm But he | ooked so tall and straight, so fuckin'
handsorme as the hall light hit the brimof his cap and pi cked out the
hol | owed pl anes in his snpot h- shaven cheeks, hit and bounced back from
the polished badge and the buttons on his jacket.

"Cone in," | said.

He did, not speaking. He saw a stand in the hall and hung his rai ncoat on
it. I sawwith relief that he did not have his wal kie tal kie with him

"Where?" he asked.

| shrugged. "Doesn't matter,” | said. "Nobody home toni ght. M ght as well
go in the sane roomwe used before.”

"I ain't gonna be photographed again, am|?" he grated.

"Hell, no," | said. "Filmcosts noney... and we got all we need."

He went into the open door to Tex's room Jerry had once nmere jimmed the
switch, and | fucked it up and down. "CGoddamm house," | growl ed. "Falling

apart. This light's been on for days."

He said nothing. He took his jacket off and hung it on the back of a
straight chair, then reached for his gun belt.

"Don't bother," 1 said.

He | ooked startled. | picked up the jacket and put it on. It fit fine.
wal ked to the m nor and pretended to admire nyself. "Well," | said, "I

al ways wondered what it'd be like to be a cop.” | faced the nmrror, sure

that Jerry was getting a good straight on viewwith his camera.

"As if you didn't know, " he grow ed.

"Ah, been doin' your home-work, huh?"

"You told ne when we lived in Berkeley," he said in a hard tone

"So | did." | took off the jacket and handed it to him "Put it back on."
He | ooked surprised. "Wy?"

"I want to know I'm bein" blowed by a real cop,” | said. | unbuttoned ny
chinos and pulled ol e Betsy out. Despite all the things working in ny

m nd, he went on happily leading her own life a hard one. Then

positioned nyself in profile to the mrror, spreading ny |legs apart.

"Blow ne," | said, my cock stiff. "On your knees.

He started to take his cap off. "Leave it on," | said.



He lowered hinmself slowly. "Phil..." he began, and then choked.
"Menber how you used to bully me in Berkel ey?"

"You liked it," he said suddenly.

"Ah well," | said cheerfully, "you'll learn tolike it too."

He was on his knees now, and he reached up with a big hand and grabbed ny
cock at its base. Hs finders felt hot and noist. Careful not to let mny
left armhide his face fromthe camera, | put ny right hand behind his
head, ny thunmb wor ki ng down at the back rimof his cap until 1'd tilted
it far back, so that the camera could get a good square shot at his
profile. He opened his nouth and began to suck my cock

I know that it was only a performance, that | should have kept ny cool,
but CGod damit; there are sone things you just can't ask flesh to bear. |
liked the feel of his nouth on me, and the ten hours of anticipation had
brought me to a peak of excitenent that | hardly ever felt anynore. |
took nmy left hand and | oosened his fingers fromaround the base of ny
cock, and then canmera be dammed! | put both hands around the back of his
head, crushing his cap, and started to fuck his face.

He was resting his palms flat open on his thighs, but after about six or
seven deep thrusts (gaggi ng hi monce the contractions were tight). | felt
his hands clinb up the back of ny thighs, over the chinos, and finally
press hard against my working hips, pulling me as deep as | could gointo
his throat, past the fire ring, hitting the back wall.

Suddenly he choked, and |I paused. "Ckay," | said. "That's an appeti zer.
Now st and up and drop your pants.”

"Ch hell,"” he said. "Not that again."

"In a pig's ass,” | said, chuckling faintly.

He did as he was told. | dipped a coupla fingers into the cream and
smeared it on his asshole. "Now bend over, ol e buddy,” | said, "and grab

your ankles."

"Keep that fuckin' stuff off my uniform wll yuh?" His voice was
muf f| ed.

"Say pl ease."

"Pl ease. "

"Ckay." | pulled his uniformjacket up and turned it over his back, and
pul l ed down the pale blue rayon briefs he was wearing. "Wy the sissy
shorts?" | asked. "You wear them just to pl ease ne?"

He didn't answer.

| unbuttoned ny chinos and | et them slide hal fway down ny thighs. Then



grabbed his hips and lined my cock up. | touched the head to his asshole
and didn't stop. | didn't really ramit into him but |I didn't wait for
himto open either. Wen | punched his sphincter he gave out a stifled
yel p and let go of his ankles, but | pushed himback down agai n.

"Just hold still, pig," | said.

And' | started hunpi ng hi mnot slow, not fast, just regular. | figured I
m ght take an hour, |eaving hi mgood and raw and sore for his night's
wor K.

| decided | mght as well start out by giving himny own version of the

Art Kain swing-a-roo. | placed ny feet apart to get a bal ance, and wth
themas anchor points, | started to swing ny hips fromside to side in a
horizontal line, which as | warned to ny work began to peak in the niddle

when | passed directly by his rosy brown little asshole. Looki ng down, |
could see it now stretched wide, its lips curling and uncurling with
every slide novenent and cock thrust | made. But that rhythm pattern
turned out to be too regular, so | varied it, pushing forward first at
the left side of my swing and perhaps again in the m ddle, and maybe
wit hdrawi ng at the tight side. | shoul d have some Indian music for this
| t hought.

But | here was nmusic formng in ny head a song of a different kind. Al
of a sudden Larry became a synbol of the persecution we club menbers had
suf fered ever since a noble ol d patriarch named Mbses had codified a set
of laws to keep his exiled errant pock in line. Thou shalt not lie down
with making as with woman kind; it is an abom nati on.

Vel |, you never make a law unl ess the popularity of a "crime" compels it.
The chil dren of Myses nust have been a hot race of nen fuckers.

But anyway, it didn't apply to ne. | was not lying down with mankind. I
was st anding up.

| closed ny eyes, the better to see not only Super Cop grabbing his
ankles there in front of ne, looking silly with his uni formcoat pulled
up over his head, his bare ass exposed, and his trousers crunpled in a
pil e around his calves, but also to see a simlar line of young
centurions ranged up, stretching to infinity, each one wailing for the
vengeance of the Lord to strike himfrombehind. My rod and ny staff
shall confort thee.

Damm, it felt good! And fromthe noani ng under the coat, it nust have
affected hi mtoo. Hs tunnel was hot and tight; as | renenbered it froma
year ago. He started a small notion of his own, straining his knees
together of each cock thrust of mne, the better to tighten his asshol e
and clanmp me. | knew that he was enjoying it as nmuch as | was.

I zinged al ong, happy in ny work. The fantasy behind ny closed eyelids
swirled and changed. The long line of bent over cops nerged into others
sailors (their dark blue junpers still on, trying to keep their white
hats on their heads while gabbing their ankles), construction workers
with brawny | egs and funky crotches, blacks with little tight play



pretend buttocks darkly upended, weightlifters with great snooth narbl e
thi ghs, and motorcyclists snmelling of grease and oil and | eather.

I'd pl anned a good hour's fuck for Larry, but again | hadn't counted on
the ten hours of | ooking forward that | had spent. | hadn't been at it
for nore than ten m nutes when the doors opened and t he heavens fell,
skittering us both with stardust and | eaving about ei ght good stiff jolts
of jismin him

I was so mad | could have killed hi mor nmaybe nyself, for popping off too

soon. | hung onto his back the way you would a life raft, and losing al
det achnent and feelings of revenge, reached around for his cock. It was
turgid, hot as hell, steaming. | punped it once, twice, and with a
stagger he shot all over his trousers. Wth my cock still inside his ass

I wal ked hi mover to the bed, about three steps, his feet tangled in his
pants, and mne in mne, and fell on top of him against the bed edge. W
were both panting as if we'd run a copula mles.

Mich as | hated to, | got on with the performance. | pulled out of him
qui ckly, as if | considered hi mno nmore than a nmere nmachi ne for mny
pl easure, and sl apped himon the ass. "Okay, buddy... you can clean up if

you want to."

"Damm t!" he said violently. "lI've got jismall over ny pants!"

"At least | kept the grease off your jacket," | said slyly.

Ankwar dl y, shuffling his feet and holding his trousers at md-thigh with
bot h hands, he made for the washbowl ... and the mrror above it. That
woul d gi ve Jerry a helluva good shot. Then he soaped his cock and balls
with a washcl oth and took anot her clean one, wet with water, to wi pe away
the spilled jism

"Just look at that," he grow ed

"Tha't mne," | said.

| reached for the ten dollars tucked under the lanmp. "Sorry," | said.
"Use this to get'emcleaned and pressed. "

He | ooked furiously at the folded bill. "Not on your life," he snapped.
"Aw, c'non, Larry," | said, grinning ny friendliest. "I was responsible
for getting '"emditty... just have 'emcleaned on me. Or have a beer or

taxi or sumping ."

He put out his hand reluctantly, but he took the bill. | could al nost
hear Jerry and Teddy whooping' behind the mrror.

Wiile he was putting hinself back in apple-pie order, fuzz-neat, | washed
ol e Betsy and tucked her away.

"Phil," he said, "this can't go on."



"How you goin' to stop it?" | asked. "I think it will go on, ole buddy...
until | decide I've had all | want. Wiich may be sone tine."

"Isn't there anything I can do?" he asked, desperately.

"You're doin' just fine," | said, grinning. | reached up and squeezed his
bi ceps.
He yanked away, angrily. "So help me," he grated, "I'll get you for this

if it's the last thing I do!"

| waggled my hand. "You tried that once,” |I said, cal menough, "and it
backfi red, remenber? And sone day you can tell me what kind of deal you
pul led to get out of that dope-stash in the house in Berkeley."

He opened t he door and stepped out into the hall. | could hear his teeth
gri ndi ng.

"And listen, Larry," | said softly, "next time you call ne. Next Friday
let's say. | wanta | ot nore of that hot asshole of yours. And," | added,

"I sure as hell hope you don't leak out all over the seat of the squad
car tonight."

He stormed down the corridor, grabbed his raincoat fromthe stand, opened
the door and slammed it shut behind him so hard the glass rattled

Amused and satisfied, | wal ked down the hall towards the camera r oom
CHAPTER TEN

W all worked very hard for the next seven days, and Jerry was |like a
madman, hardly eating, hollering at us someti mes, though he was usually
quite soft in his speech. By the end of that tine we were all finished
with shooting the major episodes and scenes in his film There renained
only some snall |oose ends for camera work before the thing was ready for
editing and sending to the processor.

Seven days of such activity left me richer by seven hundred bucks, but it
sure played hell with the activities of the stable. Tine after the tinme
Davey and | had to cancel, and Jerry even used the faceless Pete and t he
I anky Tex in coupl a scenes, taking them out of circul ation.

Not hing much el se happened during that tine, except that one evening
came back froma score |I'd managed to slip in sidewise, and found a
ski nny pinply-faced guy of about twenty one sitting in the living room

"Hey," he said, and got to his feet when | canme in. He stuck his hand
out. "I'mDuke," he said.

"Phil," | said, and shook his thin hand. He wasn't very attractive, and I
wondered if Jerry planned to add himto the stable. Jerry was in the
kitchen, eating bread and honey part of his organi ¢ food kick.

"Damed stuffs too sticky," he growled, trying to bal ance the bread so



the honey didn't slide off. "You ought totry eating it the way the

anci ent Phoenici ans used to," | said.
"How s t hat ?"
"They' d put sone in a woman's cozen and eat it out," | said, pinning

"Ugh," Jerry shudder ed.
" or they' d put sone on a cock and then suck it. Creates quite a bond
bet ween nmouth fl esh and cockfl esh. To say not hing of the taste.”

"At least that sounds nore appetizing," Jerry said.

"For sonme people,” | said.

Jerry finished the last bite, and turned on the faucet, twiddling his
fingers under the water. Then he said, "Duke's kinda down on his |uck.
Just here fromNew York and looking for ajob. | told himwe can't use
himas a nodel since we're full up, but I mght find something for himto
do. "

"So," | said, not very interested. Jerry shook his head. "A week, maybe, "
he said nmournful ly. "But do you know sunping? W forgot that scene where

the kitchen faucet breaks and we have to send for the repairman. W gotta
take that. |'ve got the repair man sequence all finished, but that dammed
faucet thing' s gotta be done."

"W'Il doit tonorrow nmorning,"” Jerry said, "or maybe tonight. Then | can
send it special to the processor and it'll be back in time. Lord knows
there' Il be enough editing on the other stuff to keep me busy until that

faucet scene gets here. WIll you help tonorrow?"
"Sure,” | said, "but why hot right now?"

"W need soneone in the laundry roomto feed the hose into the faucet and
turn the water on cue," he said, "and Teddy went to see his parents
toni ght."

"l can help," Duke said eagerly.

Jerry washed his fingertips again. "Wll, okay, Duke," he said. "It's
sinmple enough. Phil is talking on the phone, see... and at the sane time
getting ready to wash a plate. So, when he says on the phone: 'Ckay, |'l
be there tonmorrow night,' he'll turn the faucet when he says night. And
that' |l be your cue to turn the faucet back in the laundry room W feed
the hose end right through that hole in the plaster and point it strai ght
at him He'll get all squirted with water and have to take off his T-
shirt and chi nos."

"I's that what | was wearing in the episode at the tine?" | asked

"What el se? | never saw you in any other outfit."



| said, "I'"Il go get ready." | went to nunber seven and got a pair of
chinos and a clean T-shirt, conmbed ny hair and went back. Jerry had the
light set up in the kitchen, the m ke boom hangi ng over the sink, and the
canmera ready on tripod. The prop phone was on the drain board, and the

pl ate.

Jerry cane out of the laundry room where he'd been introduci ng Duke.
"Ckay," he said, and switched on the side lighting.

It was a sinple enough scene. | fucked t he phone between shoul der and
neck, leaned ny butt agai nst the drain board, the plate in one hand. Then
I reached over to turn on the faucet and said, "Ckay, then I'l|l see you

tonorrow ni ght,” and shit! Straight out fromthe faucet came a bl ast of
the coldest wettest water |'d ever felt, a conplete surprise even though

I'd, known what was ahead. | guess ny body wasn't prepared, only ny m nd.
| | ooked straight up to the ceiling, still holding on to the faucet, and
hol lered "God damm it to hell!" The plate sailed up in the air like a

fri sbee and crashed in the sink. At that point Duke had sense enough to
turn off the water

Jerry had cut the camera and was bent doubl e |aughing. He coul dn't stop.
"My God," he finally managed to gasp. "That was the best reaction | ever
saw "

Duke came in timdly. "DDd | do all right?"

"Too God damed well," | grow ed, |ooking down at ny cold, soaked front
There was water all, over nme and the floor.

Jerry recovered, wiping his eyes. "D-damm, that was funny,"” he said. "Now
we just gotta finish your undressing. Gab the faucet again and turn it
off ook at the ceiling and pick up on hell. And then strip off the T-
shirt and take off your boots and chinos."

"My boots are full of water,” | grunbl ed.

"Here," Jerry said, coming with a teacup, "we'll fill '"emup and then you
can sl owly pour the water out when you take 'emoff." He poured hal f the
cup down in one boot, half in the other. | felt as if | were standing in

a smal | Canadi an | ake.

"Ckay, let's roll it," Jerry said. "Duke, stay out of the way."

W got through the rest of it all right. | gave the faucet a vicious
twi st, hollered "Hell!" and then | ooked ruefully down at ny dripping
chinos. | bent down and took off one boot, held it up and sl owly poured
the water on the floor and then the other one. | skinned off my sopping

T-shirt, undid my belt buckle, and got out of ny chinos with difficulty.

| turned ny ass three quarters to the canera, because the water shock had
really made ole Betsy shrink, and if you're gonna be a porn star, you
can't let your public see your cock all washed away.

"I"mgonna dry off," | said. "I feel like a water nynph."



Jerry was still laughing. "Okay," he said. "I'Il nop up."

I went back to number seven, stuffed my boots full of bid newspapers, and
put on a dry T-shirt, sone clean chinos, and ny ot her boots. Then | went
back to the kitchen. Jerry had just fini shed nmoppi ng the floor. He pul |l ed
out his wallet and gave Duke a ten.

"Thanks a lot, kid," he said.

"Where's ny nmoney?" | grow ed

"Cnon," Jerry laughed. "1'Il take you to dinner, okay?"

"Il order the thickest steak on the nmenu,” | grunbl ed.

Jerry grinned. "Ckay," he said. Then he turned to Duke. "Can we drop you
some pl ace?"”

"Thanks, man," Duke said, folding the ten. "I'll nosey down to the
Tenderl oin and see maybe if | kin score.”

"All right," Jerry said. "See you |l ater."

Duke went down the corridor and we heard hi mclose the front door.
"He ain't rmuch," | said.

"Nope, " Jerry said. "He's got one of those long thin hard-on's... a
virgin's friend. Doesn't rearrange your guts nmuch when he fucks you.
Matter of fact, nost boys would ask if he was already in."

"Wiy do you bother with hinP" Jerry shrugged. "Ah... you know ne."
Indeed | did. He was the kind of guy that had a bi g warm heart and went
around collecting little Iame yellow dogs good for a touch al most any
time, when he had the noney. Take it away, and there was no one nore
difficult to con, out of a five.

"Yeah," | said. "You're an easy mark. A push over. de hound heel s."

"Vell," Jerry said, a bit defensively. "He just got out of the pokey for
car theft, and he's got a long record."”

"Not a good one to have around,"” | said.

"Nope."” And then he dism ssed the whole thing. "Wll. You want a go out
for di nner or not?"

"Sure, man." W got in Jerry's car and headed for the PS on Polk Street a
congeni al bar and restaurant, even if it did appeal nostly to the fluff
crowd. But who's to conpl ain? Whatever turns you on seened to be the
nmodern cliche, excusing everything and condemi ng none.

It was a dammed good neal and | was ravenous. The flirtatious waiters and



the nmaitre d made it all very friendly and relaxed, although | couldn't
hel p wondering what a straights reacti on would be if he wandered in by
m st ake.

Wien we got back to the old bordello, it was very quiet. No one was there
at all except Jerry and ne.

"Wanta watch?" he asked.
"Hell, no," | said.

He was sitting in an armchair, drummng his fingers on the |eather.
"Damm, " he said. "l sure mss Teddy."

"How woul d he know you were gonna be horny?"

"More to the point, how do you know?" Jerry asked.

"The signs, man, the signs,” | said. "Oe Kinsey used to say that every
time you saw a guy tapping his foot or jiggling it up and down on the
rung of a bar stool or anywhere else, he was having a sexual thought or
through his head. And man, you been jiggling as if you had the palsy or
sonmething, all evening long."

"Never heard that before," Jerry said. "Didn't even notice nmy dam it."

"Conmes fromthe subconscious,” | said. "You wouldn't."

Jerry went on tapping his fingers. Finally he said, "I need a little oral
gratification."

Be untrue to Teddy?

Hon, he said. "I know Teddy pl ays around on me. And so do I|."
"Any thing init for ne?" | asked, sardonic.

"You be nercenary."

"Just natter of business.”

"Look," Jerry said, and there came the Earnest Look again. "At one bill a
day you' ve nade about fourteen or fifteen hundred dollars on this film
Wiy not throw in a small sixty-nine?"

"Sex gets nonotonous," | said.

"Unl ess you change partners all the tinme," he grinned.

"Ch, hell,” | said. "Wy not? It's a dull evening.” My pearl factory was
still in good working order, and its daily output was satisfactory, not
yet shaking off Lord knows what ny Periodicity was soneti mes | ess than an
hour, sometime three or four, and occasionally a full day. Variable,
guess. | f the Madane of the house wanted to swallowthem | supposed that



I might oblige. And Jerry, after all, though not my type (whatever the
hel | that was) was at | east not as much ny anti-type as sone of the
scores were.

I unfolded fromthe sofa. "Your roomor mne?"
"Yours," Jerry said, wetting his lips. "Just in case Teddy cones hone."

Jerry left one lanmp burning in the living roomand we went down the quiet
hal | way to nunber seven. | turned on the small rosy fuck light by the
washbowl , and sat down on the bed to pull off ny boots. Wearing | ess t han
he did, | was naked first, and stretched out on the bed, hands behi nd ny
head. Then | had an idea.

"Hey!" | said. "It's been a long time since | had areally first cl ass
tongue-bath."

Jerry grinned as he stepped out of his pants and fini shed undressing. He
had a soft body, alnost fem nine. The definition of his nuscles had

di sappeared, flowed toget her, under the effects of gournet eating, the

| arge amounts of wine, the lazy living. In that soft |light he had the

uni sex | ook of a beatific Botticelli cherub... alnmost chubby, so that you
| ooked for little wings on his shoulders, or a quiver with arrows slung
over his back.

"And | 'mjust the cat to give you one," he said. Well, that was not
exactly a cherub's renmark.

He clinbed or to the bed, his cock, nicely parlor sized, hard and

sti cki ng up agai nst the soft brown hair of his belly and crotch.
unfolded ny arnms and stretched them down al ong ny sides. Oe Betsy was
qui escent, but in that full-heavy stage, lying | anguid and yet watchful
over against ny left thigh.

Jerry began on the inside of ny left wrist, his warmtongue | appi ng,

| apping, flattened and wet, and then | slowy noved up to the soft inner
spat of ny el bow, and then with his hand turning ny forearmgently, he
licked the topside of it as he went back down to my wrist. All along the
left side of nmy body the skin rose in little chill-specks as the pores
har dened, and | shivered slightly. Looking down at his noving head, |
also saw ny cock, in small jerky novements, begin to expand and slowy
lift itself until the head no longer rested agai nst ny thigh. Then | shut
ny eyes and | et out a deep breath, prepared to enjoy this nministration to
its fullest.

As in everything he did, Jerry was a perfectionist. |If he had decided to
give me a tongue-bath, then that's what it would be no skinpy hit-or-mss
ski ppi ng around fromone little | ove-zone to another, but the full and
conplete treatnent. He finished with biceps and triceps and then nuzzl ed
into the warm danp hair of my arnmpit and up alongside ny neck to the ear,
the forehead, the eyelids, the cheeks and nose, and flattening his
tongue, brushed it back and forth across ny closed lips. Then he noved to
the ot her side of ny neck, edging his small nobile pl easure probe into ny
ear (gently, oh so gently!) and tracing around the rimof it.



And the plateau of my chest brushing first lightly over the thick mat of
hai r, and then with nore head pressure and flat tongue, until | felt the
tongue's beat agai nst my skin. And a concentration around the nippl es,
swirling around the circles of the areol as, nibbling at each nipple,
wor ki ng downward, downward, through the confusion of the wider strip of
hair that ran fromchest to crotch, searching and finding the secret
whorls of my navel and probing delicately inside, and down, ever down, to
the thicker tangle between nmy legs, his hand closed around ny cock at the
base (so stiff now and pointed straight upward!) and then nuzzling again
beside ny balls in the tender dark region between them and ny thi gh, and
l'icking and | apping, so that one |leg quivered w ldly.

I was breathing faster and the sweat had junped out on nme. | was aware
that I was turning my head fromside to side. But | did not put nmy hands
on himor guide himin any way...

The trip down one leg took quite a while, and ny senses responded to al

of it. My hard-on grew stronger as he headed towards the arch of ny foot,
| apping, lapping, and finally taking the big toe into his nouth and
sucking on it and then the next, and next... oil tothe little toe, his
tongue now weavi ng i n and out of the i nner spaces, doing the figure-
eight; his tongue fl attened, | apping, lapping at the soles of ny feet, ny
heel and ankl e and Achill es' tendon. Then he started on the ot her foot
with alittle nore speed and pressure, doing the sane, each toe | ovingly
caressed, taken into the hot holl ow of his nouth, and finally he worked
slowy back to the dark regi on between balls and thigh on the other |eg.

"Shit!" | muttered, gaspi ng. The process had already shar pened and
qui ckened ny whole body. It tingled and flaned.

He said nothing but | felt one hand under my hipbone, urging nme gently. |
turned slowmy on my belly, and he noved swiftly to the sensitive hollows
behind nmy knees, down to ny feet again and then back up, working first on
one thigh and then the other. My cock was pressed hard against the sheet
oddly, not pointed up toward my navel but down toward ny feet, and | bore
down with ny hips, feeling the edge of my cockhead slide against the bed.

He was not at ny balls frombehind, and | wondered if he were goin to rim
me. It was hardly ny duty to warn him of the dangers he knew wel |l enough.
And if he wanted to, then let him go ahead

Hs tongue licked at the far end of the little bridge between balls and
asshol e, and brushed agai nst my cock, |icking the underside of it (now
topside as it headed downward), and then |apped against ny cock ridge
Then nore bol dly his thumbs parting the crack of my ass, he advanced
until | felt his tongue brush against ny asshole.

M/ whol e body was now qui vering al nost without cease, and | snelled the
sweat of ny arnpits, which always increased ny pleasure. Then | felt his
nose press into the crack just above my asshole, and felt his tongue
(pointed now, a strong small, exit probe) dig cuntal the tender furrows
and folds of the puckered flesh, dig and di g, advancing, circling,
retreating, fuck ring, while the novement of ny hips grew w |lder round



and round and the pressure | exerted against ny down pointing cock was
stronger.

| raised ny head, tilting ny neck backward, and felt ny feet had risen
fromthe sheet as well. And then, wanting himto sink his tongue deeper
into my ass, | suddenly gasped and rose to ny knees, ny | egs spread wi de,
and then fell to ny elbows, ny back arched upward, the tumult rising in
ny | oins.

"Jezus!" | gasped. "You're gonna nake nme cone!"”

I still don't know how he did it, but quick as a flash he slid his feet
and | egs between mi ne, hunped once on the bed, and was underneath me, his
nmout h beneath ny down poi nti ng cock. And there, flourishing where nothing
had grown before, directly bel ow ny mouth, was his cock heading t owards
me. | opened ny mouth and took it all inside, and felt himsei ze ny own
cock into the burning hol low of his nout h.

"Dam! " | yelled even with my nmouth full, as the floodgates opened and |
poured a string of pearls, spurt after spurt of ny jism down deep into
his throat, and, at the sane tine, up fromhis cock gushed his own
fountain powerful jets, but not many. My knees slipped, and | felt the
whol e convul sing throbbing | ength of my cock slide down his throat, nade
even nore slippery with my jism And | sank my head on his cock, air
rushing in and out my nostrils, my nouth softly ni bbling and nuzzling at
his rapidly softening cock. My own was so deep in his throat that | was
choking hini with his hands he pushed upward against ny loin to signa
his need for air.

Wth a groan | rolled off himto the side, forearm across ny eyes, ny
chest heaving with the stone that had shaken ne.

But he twisted his body sidew se after taking one gasp of air, and sank
his mouth on ny cock again softer, gentler forcing its head to rotate in
his nmouth, using the pressure and movement of his tongue, ever nore
gently, until finally he rai sed his head slowy, still faintly nibbling
at the end, getting that last small pearl to add to the string.

"Dam, boy," | said, reaching down to knuckle his head and tousle his
hair. "It's a crying shanme you keep that... talent all to yourself. You
ought a be a working stable stud yourself. You're good!"

"That's high praise... fromyou," he said, grinning a little. "I don't do
all that much... for anyone | don't Iike."

"I envy Teddy," | said.

Jerry shook his head sadly. "I can't do that for him" he said. "He's too

dam ticklish."

"Imssing text]," | said, and lay still. My blood pressure was al nost
back t o normal.

Just then the phone rang back in the living room "You answer," | said.



Jerry pushed the proper button and picked up the phone, answering with
the nunber.

| heard the receiver vibrate. "Yes," Jerry said. "Just a mnute." He
handed t he phone to ne, silently nmouthing: "Your cop."

"Yeah, " | said.
"Phil? This is Larry. It's Friday. You told ne to call."”

"Yeah, man," | said, straightening on the bed. Jerry had one hand stil
on ny cock, pulling gently at it. "How s your schedul e this week?"

"I''moff Sunday ni ght at seven,” he said gruffly.

"How s about | come to your place around ei ght?" | asked, w nking at
Jerry.

"Ckay..." Hesitantly, grudgi ngly.

"Fine," | said, bright and cheerful. "I'Il see you then."

| hung up and laughed. "Well," | said, "ain't |ife beautiful ?"

Jerry chuckled and |l aid his cheek on ny cock. Hs tongue fucked softly at
one ball. "Watever turns you on," he said

CHALPTER ELEVEN

The next afternoon | was lying on ny bed in nunber seven, fully dressed,
reading a book with one hand and gently caressing the bul ge of ol e Bet sy
with the other. I was nearly asleep. The door was hal f-open, always a sow
in the old whorehouse that you didn't mnd being disturbed if anyone
wanted to tal k or visit. Several persons passed by fromtime to time, but
no one stopped.

No one, that is, except Jim the dude whom Jerry used as a canmeraman, the
one who' d given ne the first-class toe job on tile way back from San

G egorio beach. He knocked tentatively, and at my "C non in!" he pushed
open t he door and entered.

"H," he said. "Watcha readi ng?"

It was an old dog eared copy of Euclid's theorenms in Geek, which I'd
used for years as a sleeping pill. I showed him and told himwhat it

was.

"For Christ sake," he said disgustedly. "A fuckin snob."

"Not me, man,"” | grinned at him "I'm G eek, remenber? This calns the
m nd. "

"Euclid alone he | ooked on beauty bare," he quot ed.



"Now who's a fuckin' snob?" | demanded. | threw the book on the bed.
"What' re you danmi around the joint? The novies finished."

"I know," he said, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Just came over to see
if I could pick up alittle free sex." He ginned widely with his generous
cock grabbi ng nout h.

"See the manager," | said gruffly.

"He ain't here,” Jimsaid. | |ooked at his well shaped earnest butch
face, and the flat top of his black hair, wondering idly if the short
hai r indicated he were a real non conformst, or just a play pretend one.

"In that case,” | said, yawning and stretching, "it's up to nme. | reckon
| really couldn't charge you for your specialty, account | like a toe job
as well as the next one."

Jimlooked down, a little shy. "I got another one too," he said.

"What ?"

"FFA, " he said.

"Future Farner of America?" | said wyly.

He shook his head. "No."

"As if | didn't know," he cut in. "Wat do yuh think I am.. an amateur?"
"I mght have known you were on to it," he said

"Damm, " | said, "you are a real specialist, ain't you? That nust nean
you' ve done everything el se. Real jaded. At twenty-five, is it?"

"Twent y- si x. "

I'd gone through the FFA routi nes only about a hal f-dozen times with ny
scores. There was a big chapter of the group in San Francisco. It was
danger ous unl ess you knew what to do, and a helluva | ot of bother
considering all the preparations. And it was a curious thing about the
FFAs; they were the ultimate in group, or so they consi dered t hensel ves,
even nore than t he S&M bunch. Once you'd had the FFA experience, nothing
el se ever seened to satisfy you. It was a little |ike Communism it took
away your sense of hunor. They were deadly serious about their specialty
had their party towels and beach bags with enmbl ens, even nat chbook covers
nmonogr amred with two counter | ocked stylized figures, shoul der patches,
posters key-rings, and t-shirts, all with the FFA synbol.

Jim pi cked up ny right hand and | ooked at it. "I don't knowif | could
take that,"” he said. "That's an engineer's hand. Big and square.”

I grinned. "Cthers have managed,"” | said. "You gotta know how to do at."

He | ooked at me with cl ear gray eyes. "How about it? | can afford ten



plus a toe job and blowjob, if you' Il just do it. W could go over to ny
pad, so that if Jerry cane in he wouldn't know "

"Where you |ive?"
"I"mstaying with a guy over in Pink Alley. He's at work now. "

"Pink Alley!" | how ed. "Never heard of a street |like that in San
Franci sco!"

Jim laughed. "There is, though. And you know all those alleys and streets
named M nna and Jessie and Clara and Clenti na? They're all nanmed for old
San Francisco madans of whorehouses. Pink Alley's up near Qerrero.”

Funny thing about ny reaction to his proposition. |1'd done the FFA so
seldomthat | was really interested to try it again.

"Hell," | said. "Let's go it just for fun. Forget the sawbuck..." The
real truth was | |iked anybody who liked nme, like nost hustlers | guess,
and | was flattered that a husky, handsonme stud like Jimwanted to have a
second round with ne.

Jim sparkled, and gave in with another wide grin. "Let's go," he said

He had a little Vol kswagen out front and we buzzed over to Pink All ey.
"The playroonis in the basenent," he sai d when we got there.

It looked |like a horror chanmber, nusty, dismal, with a naked |light bulb
dangling li ke a hanged felon fromthe ceiling. One wall was conpl etely
filled with whips little cock whips, twi sted willow ones, bull whips,
razor straps, and Ji msaid an ox-whip from Red Chi na, a Dani sh one with a
crocheted handle, and an Egyptian one with nosaic insets and a canel
stabber concealed in the handl e. The wall at angle to the whips had a big
col l ecti on of handcuffs, leg irons, chains and assorted gintrack, even

pri soner-boots of iron.

"Shit," if | said with a |ow whistle.
"Carl's into the S&M scene," Jimsaid, "as | reckon you can guess."

The basenent was warmfroma furnace fucked away only one side. There was
a doctor's table on the other side, with raised steel supports and curved
braces angl ed out at one end, the kind used to exam ne a woman's

wi despread cooze. Ji mhad nodified the supports by addi ng straps that

evi dently buckled over the knees, once you were flat on your back with
your | egs spread wi de and el evated on the steel uprights. He'd al so added
some bul king straps to hold the arnms at the sides.

"While I'mcleaning up,” Jimsaid, pointing to a washbow on the fourth
wal |, "you can do your surgi cal scrub. The nail-file and cli pper are on
the | edge."

He ginned and di sappeared into a walled off john.



Meanwhil e, | went to work. First, | undressed and then put my boots back
on (the floor was cold). | clipped the nails of ny right hand down short
and then | filed themsnmooth and cl eaned out the residue beneath. After

that | took the square bl ue cake of Neko and |at hered my hands and right

armup to the el bow, rinsed, and did it again. | didn't wipe them on
anythi ng, but held nmy arnms bent up at the elbows, like a doctor waiting
for his gloves. They dried in alittle while, cane naked out of the john.
He whi stled. "Man, oh man!" he said. "I1'd forgotten how big your dick
was. "

"The better to fuck you with," | said, and then seeing his dismayed | o0k,
added, "... later."”

He had a well nade solid body, about five nine or ten. | remenmbered it

fromthe tine he blewne in front of the mrror back in the old
whor ehouse. And he sported a good sized cock, about hal f hard. Neither of
us was enbarr assed.

"I remenber seeing a dirty novie," he said, dreamly. "A hustler was
fist-fuckin' a guy, and after he got his hand in, he stuck his cock in
too and jacked hinmself off inside."

"First things first, buddy boy," | said. "Up on the table."

He clinbed up and got in position, flat on his back, |egs high. He wi nced
alittle at the cold leather as he lay down. "Cold," he said, fitting his
under knees over the curved steel supports.

"You'l | be warm enough in a little while," I grow ed. "Were's the
Qi sco?"

He pointed to a low table on which sat the famliar blue-and-white can.
"You'l | have to help ne buckle in," he said. "But |I've scrubbed.”

He turned his head up and back. "See that roll?"

I did. It looked like a roll of paper towels. They were polyet hyl ene
gl oves "poi nted" on tissue paper. | tore two off and stuck my hands in
them Then | buckl ed the straps around his kneecaps. "My arnms too?" he
asked. His nouth was so dry that he could hardly speak and he had a
raging hard-on. So did I for that matter.

| fastened the side straps around his shoul ders, under his arnpits, and
his wists to the sides of the table. He was immbili zed. Then | grabbed
his calves and scooted hi mdown on the table until his w de-stretched
asshole was just a little belowthe bottom edge.

| stripped off the gloves, scooped up a handful of Oisco and sneared it
over ny right hand and forearm wiping ny | eft hand on the tissue paper
whi ch had hel d the gloves. | stepped over between his | egs and said, "I
suppose | don't need to tell you to relax.” He shook his head negatively
on the table. "No, man," he said, his voice scarcely recogni zabl e because
of its choking huski ness



Vel l, | thought, here goes. | drew ny fingertips together into a ki nd of
cone and pointed themdirectly to heaven's gate. When | first touched his
asshol e he junped.

"Easy, man," | said, and then realizing how deep he was, | added, "You'l
either take it clear up to the elbow, or I'll leave you strapped and go
out and get a few buddi es and let them have a go at you. And," | grated
"I'"I'l pick the ones with the biggest hands and you'll wish you never |eft
the farmin I ndi ana. "

The fingers strained to go in and got as far as the first knuckles, when
they were stopped by the strong ring of his sphincter. | used ny |left
hand to swat him hard on his upstanding cock, knocking it to the right,
it was alnost purple by now with the engorged bl ood

"Relax, damm it," | grow ed, and he did. After a nonent, the sphincter
gave way and | went in to the second knuckle. | looked at his face. H's
eyes were closed and he had an expression conpounded of both ecstasy and
pai n; his forehead was wet with sweat. And gradual ly his hard-on was

di sappearing. Wth a series of small pushes | got all five fingers in
rotating themslowly back and forth, and boring with pressure. And then |
twiddled thema little against the hot encircling flesh. He gasped and
nmoaned, turning his head fromside to side on the table.

"Shaddup," | said. Getting the whol e hand and knuckles in was somet hi ng
else. The sphincter resisted mghtily. Coldly, almost clinically, | kept
up the one-third rotation, at the same tine forcing ny hand forward. He
began to make smal | ani nal sounds of pain

"Shaddup, | told you!™ | said, slapping his cock. "You asked for it. Now
you're gonna take it... all." | gave a fierce push with my arm

Heavily pleased and succunbing to the force of my thrust, the sphincter
was unable to resi st any longer. It opened suddenly, and ny hand passed
through. He let out a great cry and his torso arched upward... "Ah-h-h --
oh-h -- Jee-zus!" he shouted.

I was inside. It was |ike plunging your hand into hot, clinging wax not
yet entirely nelted, all-enfolding, pressing tightly agai nst my skin and
at the sane tine resilient, a kind of hot-glove sensation. | noved ny
fingers slightly, tentatively, and he gasped. Then | sl owly began
exploring, stroking first one side-wall and then the ot her, knuckling the
top and bottomsoftly. H s ass began to nove, up and down and sidewi se,
and his face was now heavy with sweat that began to roll off the sided of
his forehead

"Chh fuck!"™ he mpaned.

And just what was that small kernel |ocked behind its thin wall of
menbrane? | touched it, and with ny index finger pushed gently agai nst
the side of it, and then grasped it with three fingers oh, so
delicately...! And squeezed a little, a small, blind, velvet caress. |
thought his scream of pleasure, not of pain, would bring the neighbors
running it was the nysterious dark prostate, with the vague shape of the



vesicles just beside it. | lightly fingered it all around, dancing ny
fingertips over it, feeling its attachnent and the cord running fromit,
rewarded by the quivering and archi ng of his whole body. A few thin drops
of mlky fluid seeped fromthe end of his cock and glistened as they ran
down t he shaft.

"Can you get... your cock in beside your hand?" he gasped.

Vel |, nuthing Iike the old school try. But he interrupted agai n.

"P- popper," he said. "Down on |edger at foot. Underneath.”

I couldn't see it but I nmoved ny left hand al ong the bottom of the table
and found it. Then, by feel, | stuck the blunt end of it towards his
buckl ed- known hand. He took hold of it and I unscrewed the bottom
smelling the sharp dirty foot smell of anyl nitrate as it spilled into
the room | pressed forward between his legs as far as | could. It took a
lot of finger-work, but |I inserted the open end in his nostril, closed
the other with my thunb, and he took a deep breath. | withdrew it

qui ckly, took a deep one nysel f, and put it in his right hand, screw ng
it shut.

The popper hit him about ten seconds before it did me. In the nmeantine, |
stuck ny cock up along the inside of my right wist and slipped it in. He
groaned again but, | paid no attention. My cock noved slowy in beside ny
wist until | felt the crown of it in ny palm and then | began slowy to
jack off with ny fingertips. The popper was making hi mwithe, and when
it hit me 1 was not sure if | could stand up. Wth ny hand and wi st

still inside | masturbated nyself faster, gradually | owering my body
until ny right ear was resting on his belly. The anal fucked a hundred
fantasies through ny head, |lightning fast, dissolving, w thdraw ng

speckl ed with green and blue and red lights, and opened ne wide. In |less
than thirty seconds | popped inside him while his jismspurted just

bel ow ny chin. He was gasping like a fish renoved fromwater, and nmy own
panting was heavy, blowing through his pubic hair.

W were both exhausted. | kept ny hand inside, nmoving it slow as ol d
time, caressing the sides gently, easily. He nanaged to stretch his
fingerti ps and put them agai nst ny hair, sighing. And then | began slowy
to withdraw both cock and hand. He arched his body agai n as the knuckl es
came out, and then his body nmelted, its tensi ons gone. He sighed again,
deep fromhis gut.

"Feel as if I'd just given birth... to a baby," he said.

I laughed. "You did, ole cock," |I said. "This baby,"” and | raised ny
gl eam ng hand and nade a fist. "Small enough to be premature, but..."

"But | arge enough," he said. He exhal ed deeply. "You ever been bottom
man?"

"In this kind of deal?" | asked. "Not ne, buddy. |'d sure have to trust
the guy that tried it. 'Spose you got sonmebody who'd rip your carburetor
out. Besides, | don't think anything that big would go in."



"Ah, hell," Jimsaid. "If you wanta try it sonmetinme, you can sure trust
ne. "

"Not today, Mac," | said, wiping off the grease on a towl he'd | aid out.
"Maybe sometinme when |'mhotter than | can stand." | put the towel aside.
"Il unbuckl e you before | scrub again."

"kay, " he said, and | did. He vani shed into the john and I lathered ny
hands and forearm Well, if it was his bag... okay. But | wasn't sure it
was m ne.

| dressed while he was in the bat hroom and when he came out he was
dressed too. | | ooked at his firmshapely ass, so tightly clutched by his
Levi's that the crack showed, and t hought of the wonders of that dark
hot, red cavern, the sensation of the wildly pulsing contracti ons when he
shot his load so different fromthe same contracti ons around a cock, and
the wetness of the | ocation of the parts, with nmy hand li ke a blind
explorer learning them by touch, there in the nost secret places of his
handsorme body. | shook ny head a little; | didn't want to get hung up on
this, this see so far beyond the limts of what's called both normal and
abnormal . Of course, 1'd had my cock in there, too, but | wondered if.
The California ' penal code had anything in it forbidding a hand in the
ass instead of a dick, and decided |I didn't think |legislators had even
thought of that one yet! And if some congressnman dared bring it up on the
floor of the assenbly, the shock and disbelief of his colleagues woul d
insure that at | east a decade would pass before they were able to face
the problem and |egi slate agai nst it.

But it was a real sensation, all right! | | ooked again at his mdsection,
so firmy enclosed in denim the bulge so noticeable at the front, and
again could hardly believe, that there had been roominside for my hand.
I remenbered how nmy finger tips had darted and scanpered over the sacred
stone, traced the tubes and muscl es, and how ny knuckles stroked the
arching tunnel and felt the second sphincter, closed to ne. Wat |ay

behi nd t hat Bluebeard' s door, and coul d you get through that one wi thout
triggering every alarmin the castle? WIl, tine enough to discover, to
explore farther.

Jimtook hold of my biceps. "Dam fine, man," he said. "Do it again,
sonmeti ne?"

And me, ole coxswain that | was, nodded and said, surprisingly enough,
"Yeah, and maybe the next time | will be bottomman, just for the hell of
it."

He squeezed try armeven tighter, and grinned. "Kinda got to you, did
it?"

"Yeah," | said gruffly. "Gonna run nme back to Mason Street?"
"Sure thing," he said, and we got into the beetle and drove through the

streets, tortured, and narrow and off the way, until he headed down the
hill fromCalifornia Street, and stopped in front of the whorehouse door.



Once in Hel ena, Montana, 1'd seen a sign on Wood Street in the red light
district, the only neon ever advertising a brothel. It read Ida's...
Roons with Grls, not for girls. | wondered when San Francisco woul d be
ready for that.

The house seemed curiously quiet when | let myself in. "Anybody here?"
hol | ered, and there came a muf fled voi ce fromthe back bedroom..

Teddy's. "I'm back here," he said. He appeared at the doorway, holding a
filmcan. Even fromthat distance | could tell that somet hing was wrong.
"He... what gives?" | asked, closing the door quickly and walking rapidly
down the hall. As | got closer | could see that his eyes were red, and
the hand that held the film can was trenbling.

"Ch... ny God," he said, his voice breaking.

"What the hell's the matter?"

He brushed at his eyes with the back of one hand. "Nook," he said.

The room was in chaos drawers opened, content spilled, filing cabinet

forced open (the | ock broken), a ness in general. "Shit!" | said. "Wiat
gi ves?"

"That... got Jerry," Teddy said unevenly. "Search warrant. They went
through all the roons, even yours, but they didn't take anythi ng except
the filmthe last one before... not the new one. And then... arrested
him*"

"What the hell charges?”

"Sonet hing |i ke aiding and abetting... oral and anal copulation,” Teddy
said. "They took all the pictures 'n' everything. And they also got him
for running a 'disorderly house'."

"How d t hey get any evi dence?"

"Aw," Teddy said, "you renenber that son of a bitch that was here while |
was visiting ny parents? The one that helped you shoot the faucet scene?"

"Duke..." | said.

"Yeah well, he was a fink... a police inforner. Seens he swore that after
he turned the water on, he stayed and watched Jerry fil ma scene between
two guys screwi ng each other, with Jerry telling emwhat to do."

"Nuts!" | saidinnocently. "There wasn't anybody here except Jerry and
me. And we all know Jerry never all ows an audience for the sex scenes
Duke was no nore here than on Mars."

"But he said he was," Teddy said

"He wasn't. Where's Jerry now?"



"At the lawyer's. He's al ready out on bond of ten grand.”
"They didn't get the new fil n?"

Teddy shook his head. "How could they? It's not back fromthe processor

yet. | told you... it was the one before last. And only the original not
the answer."

"Vell, that's safe then,” | said.

"Jerry told ne to call the L.A. man," Teddy said. "I did. He was scared.™
"Jerry can beat the rap," | said confidently.

Teddy shook his head. "But | think Mary won't fight. He's w thdraw ng.
Says he's got too nuch to lose."

A t hought came to me. "Could that fuckin' cop have had anything to do
with it?" | demanded.

Teddy shook a negative at nme. "Don't think so. No nention of him as
conpl ai nant . "

Vel l, | could understand that. W had too nuch on Larry Johnson. |'d be
sure of his guilt or non invol vement after Sunday night... tonorrow. But

| imagined, knowing a little about the inner working of police
departnents that all too often the left hand doesn't know what the right
is doing. And after Larry bl ew his assignnent and was put back op patro
duty, well, he'd be entirely out of touch with what went on in the vice
and nark divisions. And for damm sure, with all the filmon Larry (stil

at the processor's, and lucky for himthat it was!), he'd never even have
tried to swing a warrant

"Lucky," Teddy said. "All the other guys were out when the fuzz came. And
now they've all noved out. It |ooked Iike the exodus from Egypt." He
grinned, and alittle of his old buoyancy returned.

"Wy didn't they arrest you? You re a mnor."
He grinned again. "I was back in the craw - space behi nd t he washi ng
machine," he said. "An' when | heard '"em | just stayed there. Are you

gonna nove out too?"

"I don't see why," | said. "They' ve got nothing on ne. |I'mjust a roomner,
and I'd like to see 'emprove different."”

"Qooh... they mght," Teddy said. "They took all the pictures of the
stabl e-boys in the hallway, and wasn't yours there too?"

"No, it wasn't," | said. "There's no chance of their provin' anything. "
But even as | said it, | felt a cold wind blowover me. Perhaps, just
per haps, this was nore the tinme for discretion than bravado.

Suddenly Teddy's bounci ness was gone and he was just a frightened kid



once nore. "Ph-Phil," he said. "I'm sc-scared shitless."

"Crmon, man," | said, and put an armaround his shoul ders, feeling
fatherly. "Wrst comes to worst, you can get a notel roomuntil this
bl ows over. Maybe stay with me sonewhere. Anyway, |'Il bet a doll ar

Jerry' Il be home tonight."

But all at once, feeling his head turn and his face bury it self in ny

| eather jacket, | felt the anger rise in ne and ny back teeth bite hard
toget her.
"There, kiddo," | said. "Don't worry." But ol e Bet sy dammed individualist

that she was began to straighten and unbend in a nost unfatherly manner,
as | felt his young body press agai nst me, trenbling.

CHAPTER TWELVE

They say the wheel s of justice turn exceedingly sl ow but sometimes they
go like a whirlwind. Jerry had come back the night before froma long
consul tation with his attorney, |ooking pale and drawn. His smut angel in
Los Angel es had devel oped nore than cold feet; he was turning state's

evi dence, and in reward woul d be permtted to leave California w thout
prosecution. Jerry's arraignnent was set for Mnday norni ng.

"No possibility of a delay or continuance?" | asked him Sunday noon.

Knees drawn up under an old bathrobe, Jerry shook his head. "Not with

Mary's deposition,” he said. "Al | can hope for is suspended sentence
and probation.” Hs fingers nervously intertw ned, then disengaged only
to tangl e again. "I guess this little gold mne is closed down."

"But all the world's makin' dirty novies," | protested

Jerry swall owed noisily. "My | awer thinks it's not that they want so
much to get me for the filns as for keeping a whorehouse. "

"What about this last filn? Wien are you gonna edit it?"

Jerry' twisted his knees and sat on his feet. "If | get probation, |'l]
do it next week," he said. "But not in the city. I'll go over to A anmeda
County and hide away at a friend' s house up in the Qakland hills." Then
he | ooked at me. "Wat're you gonna do?"

| shook ny head. "Find nyself a place to stay," | said. "Something tells
me this joint is gonna be padl ocked sooner or l|ater."

Jerry nodded. "Sooner, probably," he said. "I'mgoing to get dressed now
and drive to Sunnyvale to pick up the processed film And I'Il get our
copies of that fil mof your cop."

"Both segnents?" | asked. "Not only with Art Kain but with me?"

"Four hundred feet altogether,"” Jerry said. "One part with Kain... the
second one with you."



"It's Sunday," | said. "Aren't they cl osed?"

"I called Friday, even before the bust. Yeah, they're closed, but they
left the filmat the front desk with the security guard."

"Has it been paid for?"
Jerry sighed. "At least that's one good thing. They get Mary's certified

check Friday for the whole fuckin' thing. No sweat there."” He untangled
hinmself fromthe sofa and stood up, managing a thin smle. "Wll, | mght

as well get dressed and start for Sunnyvale," he said.
I punched himon the shoulder. "Okay, man," | said. "Good luck. I'Il be
her e when you get back, | think. Maybe |1'Il even chance staying t he ni ght

and | eave early tonorrow "

"Al night,"” Jerry said. "But | wouldn't stay any longer than that if |
were you."

I went back to number seven, took off ny boots and socks, skinned off ny
pants and j acket, and then stretched out naked on the bed, pulling a thin
bl anket about hal f way up.

Wiat a God dammed country we lived in! | think that perhaps it was the

bl atant hypocrisy that got nme nost a real disaster stemm ng from our
heritage of Puritanism Our legislators nade |laws that confornmed to the
Judeo- Christi an et hos, and could hardly wait until their daily sessions
were over to break them Totally lacking a sense of history, they went on
and on, hol ding thensel ves to the O d Testanment in theory, but enjoying
the wildest Iife of the senses in practice. Puritanism optimsm and
hypocrisy... the three-footed pedestal on which the stars and stripes
woul d fl oat forever, by God!

There' d al ways been prostituti on and al ways woul d be. | wondered what the
| aw- maki ng dummkopfs woul d have to say if any of themrealized that their
bel oved Thomas Aqui nas had once said that prostitution was necessary to
social norality, just as a cesspool was necessary to a palace, if the
whol e palace were not to snell. Or that St. Augustine had said that

Wit hout prostitution the sanctity of the famly could not be maintained.
As long as a man had a stiff cock and a desire to bury it in some warm
and cozy nook, he'd find a whore to help him whether nmal e or femal e. But
still the shallow boobs, the | awrakers, went on, trying to control the
deepest and nost potent urge of man (aside from self-preservation) by
piddling little rules telling himthe proper conditions under which he
was permitted to get a hard-on. As if a law on paper coul d control the
flame of fantasy opening in the brain at the sight of a good body, or
keep the mnd fromsending its secret messages to the groin, flooding the
cock with a flash of bl ood, and turning the key to the vesicles to let
the hot gush spurt fromit!

Having expell ed sonme of the venomin my head by these pleasant thoughts,
I fell asleep.



To be awakened i n about twenty mnutes by a hand on my cock. | did not
open ny eyes, and pretended to be asleep flat on ny back. But nman alive,
there is nothing that rouses a person any nore qui ckly or thoroughly than
a touch on the dick through the narrowest slit of eyelid | saw that Teddy
was sitting on the edge of the bed, and |ooking half-fearfully at my face
and then returning his eyes to ny cock. | lay perfectly still for a
monment, and then stretched ny legs alittle farther apart so that ny
bal I s hung down. At the sarme tine, | bent one armand shifted ny
shoulders a trifle an ordinary sl eep moverent. Well, well, | thought,
with Jerry gone to Sunnyvale, here was the little chicken flapping its

Wi ngs again.

Hs grasp on ny cock was not tight, and when | nmoved he stopped
everything to see if | were awake. But | went right on playing" possum
wondering just how many tinmes in the past the sane thing had happened to
me while | kept up the pretense of sleeping.

Thr ough the unfocused screen of ny eyelashes | watch the intentness on
his face, the tongue noving outside the lips to nmoisten them H's hand on
nmy cock tightened gently and t hen relaxed. And ole Betsy responded, of
course, growing by inperceptible degrees in girth and | ength, the head
rising gradually above the thunb of his encircling fist until it was
about three-quarters gown.

In the one encounter between Teddy and me | realized that he hadn't
sucked nmy cock at all. 1'd just fucked him All of a sudden | was curi ous
to see what kind of cocksucker he was a swall ower, a scraper, a nibbler,
or whether he could do the vacuum bit, or had to keep his hand at the
base because he couldn't take it all

I make anot her slight body novenent, and he stopped his handiwork agai n.
H s tongue was continually noistening his Ilips and | heard him swal | ow
noisily. Get down on it, | thought, or I may just flop over and ramit

down your flit oat!

By now my cock was fully hard, the head of it red and gorged with bl ood,

the veins... fromthe pressure, of his handgrip at the base... standing
out al ong what | could see of it. You fuckin' little cockteaser, |
t hought, chances are that you know |I'm awake and want a blowjob! | didn't

know whether to abandon all pretending, put nmy hands at the back of his
head and force himdown on it, or just to relax and | et things happen.
decided I'd relax.

I didn't have long to wait. He opened his mouth wi de and with one sudden
nmovenent took ny cock inside, down to his hand, and then, slipping his

fingers aside, he went on and on, until | felt his perky little nose
flatteni ng against the skin of ny belly just above ny cock. The whole
nmovenent was done so quickly that it was all | could do to keep from

reacting. All nouths are different, somehow, and all techniques, and t he
novelty of a new nouth, even after thousands, always sent ne sliding away
through a rosy fog.

Teddy s net hod was nice, a kind of conmbi nation of pressure and | ooseness,



with the tongue drawn clear to the back as a sort of hot snooth moi st
barrier to keep ny cockhead fromthe back wall of his throat. And yet

glancing toward his slow y bobbing head, | sawthat his |ips on the
downward pl unge were lost in my pubic hair, and | felt themti ghtening,
then | oosening at the base. Were did he put it all, if his tongue

bl ocked the back of his throat?

Since Teddy as a person didn't turn nme on to much because of his youth, |
set ny mnd | oose to pi ck up what ever fantasy it could, and draw it into
bed with me. Wth eyes tight shut, | was somewhat surprised that | saw
the nmassive back and shoulders of ny buddy Art Kain hard at work on ny
cock, his longish browm hair falling over his face, his huge hard bunched
t hi ghs pushing my own wi der apart (it was only Teddy, who'd clinbed

bet ween ny legs so that he could take ny cock straight on), and then Art
again cupping ny tightly drawn up balls in his huge hot fingers, working
themwith his thumbs while his fingertips nade gentle scratching
nmoverents i n ny pubic hair.

He choked slightly and then withdrewto the cockhead, nibbling it gently
and sucking it, while his tongue ran small arpeggi os up and down the
sides of it, curling under the flange of the corona, hardening itself and
wedgi ng sidewise into the wet slit on ny cockhead, tasting |ike pearls
that had formed there, and with his tongue first on one side and then the
other, forcing my cock against his nmouth walls, between the warm
unyi el di ng surfaces of his teeth

Suddenly | was in a locker on a Navy destroyer, the hatch dogged and
heavy bolted, and the snmall Filipino sailor Dom nhgo was hard after ny
nuts and cock, with the fuck-snell heavy in ny nostrils. Another shift,
or a nelting, and there were dozens of naked feet parading alongside me
(was | lying on ny belly looking flat along the floor?) the feel of young
and naked cops in the shower room at their acadeny, nerging into one who
stood scowl ing over ne, a face all too famliar Larry's, ole Super Cop,
he with the oversize prick and narrow ass. Wth his foot he flipped ne
over on ny back and fell on top of me, his hard cock poki ng and proddi ng,
but never quite getting into my cunt for some reason, and yet nyself
feeling as if it had, sliding down the slick walls of my vagina, rubbing
the clitoris.

Ah, Goddamm! No female crap... Wth al nost a roar | opened nmy eyes

sei zed Teddy's head bet ween both hands, and using one knee turned him
over on his back so that his face was directly beneath ny crotch, my cock
in his mouth, and not supporting nyself on either elbows or knees,
growing | savagely, ny belly tight pressed agai nst his sweating slippery
forehead, | started to fuck his throat relentlessly, pressing him hard
down on the mattress. The baffler of his tongue junped out of the way'

and positioned itself underneath ny cockshaft. Wt hout stopping,

pl unged al nost desperately clear to the bottom trying with violence to
erase that small slit through which the female in nme had fucker. H's
hands were on the front of hip hi pbones, trying to push ne up and off so
that he could breathe. He choked, and the contractions deep in his throat
were as fierce as those of the nost professional cock sucker.

And still I kept on, pinning himtightly beneath me, while in the mddle



of ny spine the fl ashes began, the flames caught fire in ny loins and
one, two, three nore with that the float of red stars falling fromzenith
to nadir behind ny eyelids, a roaring in ny ears, and a coll apse on top
of himwhile ny jismspurted down into his throat, choking him bubbling
up around my cock which I kept as far in as | could. And then, w th one
m ghty convul sive heave of his body and push of his arns, he lifted me
off him and ny cock, still dribbling its white flow, trailed down his
chin and came to rest underneath his jaw.

Wth his face turned sidewise he took in great gul ps of air, unable to

talk. I still lay heavy on his head, and then |I turned a little to one
side. Wth ny hand | reached down to his chin, wet with ny jism and

| aughi ng, snmeared it all over his face and forehead. He still could not
tal k.

"Maybe that'l|l be a lesson, buster,” | said. "Doesn't ever attack a

sl eeper... you never can tell what'll happen.”

He noved his eyes to look up at ne, his head still pinned beneath ny

body. H s face was shining with the undried jism "CGood God," he said. "I
thought a damn earthquake hit ne."

"Cotta remenber... sometines people wake up in peculiar ways," | ginned

Beneath his thin pullover his chest gradual |y stopped heaving. "You ain't
kiddin' ne," he said. "You were awake a long time before you | anded on
ne. "

"Yeah," | said. "But why spoil a good bl ow job? And listen, do... it was
good. "

Some of his flippancy returned. "Aw," he said, you say that only to the
scores who pay you.

"And to talented amateurs,” | said, nmussing his hair a little. "You not
only gave ne a good job, but you al so got an astringent facial." And then
bei ng the | ast gentl enan, as one john once called me | said, "You didn't
come?"

"The hell | didn't," he said, |ooking ruefully at his slacks. They were
light gray, and a large dark spot was down one side of his crotch. "Looky
that."

"Tsk," | said. "Wiat'll Jerry thi nk?"

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him" Teddy said. "I gotta go change
bef ore he gets back. Thanks!" he said. "Uncle Phil."

| threwthe pillow at himas he closed the door. And then | really did go
to sleep, a coupla hours maybe, while visions of sugar pluns danced in ny
head. | was finally awakened by the sl ammng of the front door.

"Anybody hone?" Jerry yelled, and | heard Teddy holler fromthe back
bedr oom



"Yeah, |"'mhere," | called out at the sanme ti ne.

Jerry opened the door, 'He had two small packages in one hand, and under
his armwas a large flat carton. "Hey!" he said. "Here's the filml
prom sed you," and threw the two small ones on the bed

"Thanks," | said. "You got the original okay?" He gunned and patted the
big box. "Sure did," he said. "Now all | gotta do is edit it and appear
in court tormorrow norni ng and hope for probation.

"Yeah," he said. Then he grinned, like the old Jerry. "I don't nean to
sound inhospitable,” he said, "but when are you |eavi ng?"

"This evening," | said. "I'mgonna pack and | eave ny suitcase in a |ocker
and go pay a final call on nmy treacherous fuzz."

"Be careful ," Jerry warned

"Don't worry," | said. Then | picked up the two small boxes. "Are these
mar ked? | mean, which is the Kain one and whi ch the one of him and nme?"

"You'l | have to check," he said. "Conme get the cotton gloves so s you
won't fingerprint' em"

I swung out of bed, draped a towel around my mddl e, and went bar ef oot
back to the bedroom Jerry handed me the gl oves, and just as he did an
idea hit me. | said nothing, but went back to ny roomto think it over.

I"d pi cked Larry out of the gutter once in Berkeley, up on Tel egraph
Avenue, and he'd nmoved in with me until he could get his head strait..

so what, now, was preventing' me fromnoving in with himfor a time?
After all, here is a poor honeless whore, kicked out of his bordell o and
off his sound-stage where things had been goin just dandy, and wasn't it
the notto of several police departnments: "To protect and to serve"? |
certainly needed protecti on and service... or servicing. And if the city
fuzz would by any chance be lookin' for ne as an i nmate of a disorderly
house, woul d they ever check the apartment of one of their very own? The
irony of it tickled me. Not that 1'd want to stay with himfor any length
of time, just long enough to jolt him considerably, and show hi mwho was
really boss.

I was finished with ny packing by six o' clock just one case for a |ight
travel er, a shuttlecock. Plenty of tine to get something to eat and be at
Larry's place on 20th Street by eight o' clock. | said good-bye to Jerry
and Teddy and wi shed themwell, called a taxi, and took ny case to the
bus station on Seventh Street and checked it.

| kept two things out, the small can of filmwth Larry and Art Kain on
it in the inside pocket of my jacket, and four five-foot |engths of
clothesline, which | fitted into a snall cardboard box and tucked under
nmy arm because | had a little plan. When | got to the cafeteria, |
wondered just why | had taken the filmalong; it was ny copy, and |
needed it to make Larry knuckl e under, but suppose he got it away from ne



somehow? VWl |, there was the even nore daming one of himand ne
together, with his badge photographed and hinsel f accepting ten bucks and
that was safe in the suitcase in the bus station.

Wien we finished the lousy neal, | went out. It was only six forty-five
and one of those incredibly clear San Francisco eveni ngs, with the sky
just beginning to lose its brilliance of blue and take on the rose |and

yel l ow points, and throw the | ong shadows that came a few hours before
sunset .

| felt wonderful, and decided I'd walk the di stance to 20th Street, about
fifteen blocks. Even the ugly Amreri cans | ooked beauti ful this evening

for one reason or another. | was in no hurry going up Market Street, and
when | got close to the Castro area where many of the hippies had their
little artsy frartsy craft shops, I went into a small nomn' pop grocery

store, | ooked around, and bought Jerry little can of Orisco for my little
plan mght really bring a cop down a few notches. And, who could tell?
Done properly, it mght turn himinto a Future Farmer of America, and
then let's see himfind brother fuzz who'd performthat small service for
him Get hi mhooked on it, and then | eave him

| was really puffing by the tine I'd clinbed the forty-five degree hil

at the hunp of 20th Street. The nunber he'd given me was on an ol d wooden
house with the usual San Francisco bay wi ndows, full of gingerbread
wooden carving, and Victorian gewgaws and nmol dings. To insult ne further,
there were about forty steps | eading up fromthe street.

The front door was a |eaded gl ass one, and a hal Iway |ight was burning

inside. | pushed the bell under Lawrence F. Johnson and wait ed.
No answer. | pushed again, |onger, hearing the bell ring deep in the
apartment. Taking a shower, perhaps. | |ounged against the doorjanb,

| ooked at ny watch and sawit was five to eight, shifted ny stance a
coupla tines, and pushed again.

Then | noticed that the door was not | at ched, only cl osed, about a half

inch of nol di ng showing. | put ny hand on t he doorknob and turned. It was
open. | pushed t he door back and went inside.
"Larry!" | hollered. Still no answer. | heard a cl ock ticking somewhere.

| called again, with no response. Shit, it was just |ike the nmovi es! The
door was left unlocked and you al ways found a corpse inside.

I wal ked back the corridor. To the left was a living room Through an
arch in the living roomyou could see another room .. the bedroom
perhaps. | stepped into the |iving room

And froze the hair prickled on ny neck. | dropped the box of ropes. Larry
was |ying on the bed, naked, one knee drawn up but Iying flat, one an
hanging down a little over the edge of the bed. The bedcl othes were
tangled. From his mouth had conme a thin streamof vomit, staining the
sheet, and bl ood fromhis nose and nmouth had |long since dried... brown on
the white.



"Larry... Christ almghty!" | croaked, my nouth, suddenly dry and fill ed
with wool. Under the bl ow of shock you hardly remenber what you do, and
the mind fills with a thousand things. | think | picked up his arm
feeling for a pulse that | knew was not there, for the skin of his
forearmwas cold and without |ife. Hs cock | ay shrunken against one

t hi gh.

And then | saw on the bei ge carpet a capsule, bright red, and on the
stand beside the bed a bottle, enpty, prescription |abel on it...
Seconal, and his nane beside the doctor's. And another bottle, half-
enpty, of whi skey.

M/ body was reacting, out of control. The sweat rolled down ny forehead,
sprang fromny crotch and trickled into ny chinos. And then ny hands
started to trenble. | filled nmy lungs with a deep breat h and shook ny
head to clear it.

The next thing | remenber was sitting in an arnchair in the front room
shaking all over. He nust have been dead two or three hours. Unconscious,
he had vomted fromthe reds which he had taken on top of the whi skey a
fatal conbi nation. And then he had drawn the fluid into his lungs; the
choki ng and coughi ng had broken a bl ood vessel somewhere.

Suicide... | blinked, and nore sweat rolled fromny eyelids into ny eyes.
Sui cide... that usually nmeant a note. | |ooked around the room There it
was, propped against the face of the alarmclock by his bed. Still
shaking, | went back into the bedroom not touchi ng anyt hi ng, and bent

down to read: Can't hack it any nmore. Nobody's fault but ny own. Too many
past m stakes...

It was selfish, | know, but the flood of relief al nost stunned ne.
"Nobody's fault but ny own." For ny conscience had al ready before seei ng
the note tried and condemmed ne and sentenced nme to execution.

They say a dying man's life flashes before his eyes. But now, it was
Larry's life that flashed before nmne the things he'd told me and t hat
I'"d found out on my own his invol venent with heavy drugs, his snothering
of his own child, his childhood as the youngest of identical triplets
his juvenile record of petty theft and car stealing, the broken home and
the uncaring slattern of a nother who' d been a whore

Larry! Poor dammed dead Larry! No nore the joys of sex, no nore any of
the good sensations of |life the taste of pizza with a Coke, the feel of
war ml i ps against your own, the tight sliding pressure of an asshol e
agai nst your cock, or the little teeth nibbling as soneone gave you a

bl ow job. He could not see any nore the low runblings of white clouds on
the horizon, nor the blue sky, nor the red circle of the sun sinking

bel ow the Gol den Gate Bridge. No nore drunken evenings (and only those
who have been drunk together can |ove or understand each other), no nore
the hi gh of pass which he so | oved.

Ah, Larry...! And then | looked a little closer and saw the dried senen
on the sheet near his crotch. Wll, | thought, at least he went out wth



one final orgasm and | hope to hell he enjoyed it! There was a snall
pearly track leading fromhis crotch down the inside of one thigh.

No necrophilia, | but something drew me closer. | |eaned over his body,
and reached down and touched nmy lips to his cock gently and that was
enough. The shock of the col dness startled and fri ghtened e, for
suppose that unconsciously | had been thinking that it mght still be
warm | drew, back quickly, and stood thinking. And renenbering

But all that was for later. After a nonent of uncertainty, | reached for
the note, folded it, and put it in ny pocket. | could at |east save him
the stigma of suicide or nmake it doubtful. A lot of peopl e overdosed.

I had to get the hell out. Still trenbling, | picked up the box of ropes
and the paper bag with the Crisco in it and went out through the Iiving
roominto the hallway. | fished a handkerchief frommy pocket, swiped it
down t he edge of the doorjanb and the inside doorknob, and t hen cleaned
off the outside one, closing the door as | had found it, not quite

| at ched.

The case was col d agai nst ny sweati ng body. But | turned, controlling
nysel f, breathed deeply and went down the steps, stunbling on the | ast
one. | walked slowly and casually down the steep hill, ny eye on the
phone booth at the foot of it, one hand clutching the can of filmin my
pocket .

I went into the booth, took a dine out of my pocket, and hol di ng the
receiver in ny handkerchi ef, dial ed the operator. Wen she answered, |
said: "Gve ne the police. There's been an overdose."

EPI LOGUE

An A ynpic-sized swi mming pool, brinful with crystalline and sparkling
blue water, a high stone wall with iron pikes, a hundred-thousand-doll ar
house on several |evels with a sunken living room.. it's hard to inagine
such a set-up in a burg called Indiana, Pennsylvania, but that's where
the big Bo hunk Iived, spending his overlarge salary as a vi ce-president
in electronics on all of the creature-conforts he'd been denied in the
days when he got his nuscles working in the coal mnes of Wst Virginia.
In California you m ght have expected such a layout; in the Mdwest...

no.

The sun was hot. It dazzled the eyes and broke intoa mllion mrrors on
the water-surface. And it fell sensually on ny body and on that of the
giant in the chair beside ne.

"How much | onger can you stay?" he asked, a slow smle lazily curling his
heavy |ips, parting on his white teeth. One big square hand indol ently
cupped the bulge of his brief black rayon trunks.

I waggled nmy hand at him "How nuch longer can you afford nme?"

"For a long tine," he said, grinning. "But | know you. | can see the
signs. You' re gettin' restless.”



"Alittle," | admtted, arching nmy body in the recliner and stretching ny
ar ns.

"It's, been a swell three weeks," he said. "Good vacation for ne. But |
gotta get back to work cone Monday." He turned hal fway in the chair. "I
really never knew how nuch fun sex equal ed be."

"dad you didn't say 'love ," | said wyly.

And there had been plenty of it on the warm nights, swappin' cans,
blowin' each other, we'd done everything in the book and then some, both
of us caught and held in the net of sensation... pure sensation, pure
sexual activity, the spiraling helix of orgasmafter orgasm

"If you leave, where will you go?" he asked. My eye fell on the water-
spattered postcard from Hawaii that |lay beside ny chair. "Cone on over,"
it read. "This is the real paradi se. Have a | ook around and be the star
innmy next film" It was signed: Jerry.

"I don't know," | said. "l honestly don't. Maybe Chicago but California' s
spoiled ne, weat her-wise. | couldn't go back to fighting the sumrers and
winters in Chicago."

There' |l be no entrainment of the heart, | thought, |1'd never realized
how cl ose | 'd corme until | | ooked into that bedroomon 20th Street in San
Franci sco. And even after that, it had taken weeks to understand that the
hate | felt for hi mand what he had done had spread |like ink on a
blotter, overrunning the line between hate and | ove, spreadi ng,

diffusing, until the two areas were joined. And why |'d kept that note
I"I'l never know. Folded in ny wallet, it had magnetized ny t hi nki ng,

pol ari zed nmy mind, until even in the wil dest gymastics with Art | found
nyself thinking of it.

"Excuse ne," | said. "Gotta take a |eak."

I went into the cool house, but not to the can. | took the steps two at a
tinme to the bedroomhe' d given nme and got ny wallet fromny trousers.
extracted the note, unfolded it, and snapped a table lighter into flame.
Then | watched the paper turn brown, curl, and the fire spring upward to
ny fingers. | dropped the note into a large ashtray and | ooked at it
steadily until the ash crinkled and the snmoke di ed. Then | crushed the
fragil e black sheet with ny fingers, and w ped themon ny trunks.

Wiat were the last two lines of Mnton's Luci da? At | ast he rose, and
twi tched his mantl e blue, tonorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new...

I rummaged in ny suitcase and pul | ed out a small cardboard box marked
with a penciled "K*". | tossed it in ny hand, and | ooked down at its twin,
unmarked. | wasn't sure when |1'd be up to | ookin' at that one but then, |
hadn't see the one marked "K" eit her.

I went downstairs, out into the hot brilliant sunlight, and sank into the
recliner beside Art's.



"Here's a souvenir," | said, handing himthe box. "Be sure you're with
fri ends when you watch it."

"What is it?" he asked.

"A short dirty novie," | said, and then yawned. "If you're goin'" back to
wor k Monday," | said, "I guess I'll hit the road agai n nysel f."

THE END



