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INTRODUCTION


               



        



 


 


 


 


I
visited the park late last night. I wanted the solitude to savor the memory of
massaging Sylvan, a golden boy discovering his own sensuality. A
forty-five-year-old Albanian rent boy tried offering his services. He was short
and funny and for fifty euros would do anything I wanted. He got his
hard-little dick out and amused I said, ‘that’s not worth fifty.’ I gave him
five euro for wasting his time and escaped.


                                   



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


                               



 


 

















 


 


                        



THE HAMAN DAIRIES CONTINUED


 


 


August 20, 2008


 


Today I massaged a
particularly unattractive American boy. He seemed nervous so I remained distant
and professional. I massaged slightly above his knees and full of fear he
exclaimed, ‘Don’t you go touching my private parts.’ I gave him a look of
shocked incredulity and said ‘I’m faced with private parts all day and every
day, I’m hardly lightly to go touching them.’ After a pause, he added, ‘That’s
for my girlfriend.’ The thought, ‘poor girl’ came to mind but I said nothing. 


Then he said, ‘Excuse
me, I’ve just released gas.’ Out of consideration I pretended to be deaf and
stayed well below his knees and above his naval. He gave me a one euro tip, I’m
not sure if it was compensation for being denied access to his dick or an apology
for the fart?


Vangelis, who
instigated the services in the Hamam including massage, soft drinks and towels
(for personal gain) is getting less than honest. I can’t make him understand
that I must know how much he has charged, so I can give value for their money.
He has started wording the information on charges in such a way that some
people pay him twice for the massage and he says nothing. The whole package of
entry fee and massage is 10 euros and many people pay him 15 euros. His answer to
my concern is the same as that of the shop keepers who cheat. He said, “So what?
They won’t come back.” Well, that’s for sure. 


I think Vangelis paid
me a compliment today. He suggested making another baby especially for me. I
replied, ‘If you like I can make my own.’ He thought my age could be a problem
apart from my sexual inclinations, but then he exclaimed, ‘with my wife?’ To
defuse the situation I pointed out my more obvious genetic advantages but he
was not amused. He once wanted to adopt me. I think he’s trying various ploys
to persuade me to leave him my money. The compliment was that he thinks I would
make an excellent father or something.


 


August 21,
2008:


I asked Vangelis if
he’d managed to make me a baby last night, but the subject seems to be out of
favor. It’s been a busy day, I saw several perfect dicks. One Spaniard was
particularly fine; I gave him a good massage but half way through he made an
excuse and went to play with a handsome Italian in the hot room. I caught a
brief glimpse of them washing one another’s dicks. I had tried to arouse some
degree of sexual awareness but detected no hint of interest. I felt cheated. He
obviously thought that he was wasting time. He should have been more patient.


 


One fairly disgusting
straight American Greek with fine eyes and a tiny dick wanted to discuss my
job. I told him about the straight guys having spontaneous orgasms and shooting
their load everywhere; something that has never happened to gays in my
experience. I was amusing myself at his expense and noticed that his tiny dick
is rigid and he was breathing heavily. He indicated that I could feel his dick and
I complied. He was very sensitive to the slightest pressure while maintaining
constant eye contact. 


We didn’t continue
exploring his curiosity; it had been an experience that was complete and he
wanted to talk. He confided his awareness that, “some guys are good looking”
and he is also very curious about “Sex with mixed couples.” He said that he’d
just had his first ever gay experience and found it exciting. 


Then I massaged a very
striking and muscular Greek lady boy. He was short of time so I had some fun at
his expense. I gave him a vigorous even painful massage, forcing him into
various contortions and by avoiding his stiff dick I drove him crazy. I
scrubbed and massaged his ass enthusiastically and, after rinsing him down with
hot water I forced his legs wide apart and from a great height dribbled hot
water onto his asshole. He was sorry that he had to leave and departed with his
persistent erection. His very masculine appearance was at odds, even
incongruous with his manner.


The last massage was a
disturbingly thin effeminate man from Athens with a huge dick. Dicks look
bigger on thin boney bodies. He was sexually excited but his dick remained
flaccid. For my amusement, I gave him a deep searching massage causing him
considerable pain. He was obsessed with having his legs forced apart or stretched
up over his body and his feet pushed down to the floor behind his head. I sat
on his ass and putting one arm around his neck I pulled him back into agonizing
fucking positions. I left him gasping on the heated floor. If he ever tries
another massage he will be disappointed. I had forced him into all the contorted
sexual positions I could think of, with no hint of sex.


Outside the Hamam I
got into conversation with a nice short Greek boy. I promised to massage him if
he returned. He seemed interested but Vangelis over heard me and was not
pleased. ‘Sebastian he will pay me, I am not doing this for fun, but come and
look what I’ve got waiting for you.’


In the cool room, I
found standing, a tall very slim man darkly tanned all over. He’s French and
about 28. He must be the most beautiful man I have ever seen. His beauty is
linear like Egyptian art not sensual like Greek or renaissance art. 


Looking at his long
lean body, his long legs and neck, he must be seven feet tall but proportion is
misleading. Our perceptions are easily deceived. His height is probably five
feet eleven inches. People, six feet or over can look gross or attenuated. The
line sweeping down from his wide shoulders to the narrowest part of his torso
and out again over the curve of his thighs was pure and uninterrupted. He knows
of his perfection because he wore a loose chain around the narrowest part of
his body across his iliac crests. The slightest movement revealed the structure
and the formation of every muscle and bone, but there was no exaggeration or
anything as vulgar as a ‘six pack.’ 


Once horizontal I
could study him at my leisure, his dick was big and perfect, his hands and feet
long and exquisite. He has the body of a dancer and the face of a Gautier
model. The French are a brown race; his eyes are not luminous but the soft
brown of tree bark and his hair dark brown not black. Sports men can never
achieve such perfection only the arts can create such beauty. His body felt
resilient and his skin was tight. I tested his willingness for me explore his
sensuality but I got no obvious invitation.


 I was not eager to
make love to this man because his beauty made him sacrosanct and I feared being
mortified if rejected. Or, if I had explored his sexuality even buried my face
in his ass, I would have ached with love and desolation. He accepted a very
good and searching massage gratefully. I sensed that he would not have objected
to some sensual exploration because he is happy and at peace with himself and
his body. 


I was continually
amazed by his perfection, the narrowness and length of his skeleton and the
depth of his well-toned muscle. It seemed that I could have spanned his waist
with my hands but not his thighs. His dick remained fully engorged the whole
time but there was no hint of arousal or invitation.


‘Actor?’
I asked. 


‘No,
model’ 


‘I
thought you might be a dancer.’


‘I was,
but now I live in China’. 


‘What is
China like’?


‘Wonderful’



I
watched him leave; he joined his girlfriend in a bar opposite the Hamam. I felt
bereft but grateful for having encountered such a remarkably beautiful man;
such men are beyond reach, like trying to hold a sunset or own a work of art, I
felt privileged to have breathed the air that surrounded him. 


 


 


August
22, 2008 


 


It
was a very busy day, so busy that Vangelis asked Stavros to help. (Stavros is a
regular nuisance) There was a party of American gays and one of them was so
upset at getting Stavros that I promised him a second massage, if I had the
time. He was a fine specimen of about 45. I caught his stiff dick by chance and
he went into ecstasy, so I covered my hands with shampoo and took hold of his
dick and balls with my fingers near his ass. He must have been in an advanced
state of arousal because he had an immediate orgasm but asked me to carry on. 


 


I
gave him a full body massage and an extensive prolonged sexual arousal. I held
him on the brink of a second orgasm slowing up imperceptibly and just holding
his dick as his body shook with spasms crying out for release. I brought him to
this point many times before eventually maintaining the same rhythm bringing
him to a second ejaculation. Standing, he gazed into my eyes shaking his head
in disbelief. 


‘Are
your orgasms always that violent?’


‘Yes, but nothing like that’. 


Today I discovered the
origin of Vangelis’s financial problems. He owes the bank over fifteen thousand
euros. Greeks seem to have little grasped of the nature of money. He still
indulges his family and they don’t know that he is in debt. I told him that he
must be honest because he is creating problems for his sons in later life. I
said, “They have to understand that money is limited and they can’t always have
what they want.” Vangelis knew I was right but Greeks are proud. He will
continue getting deeper into debt. He has to be seen as an indulgent Father. He
is hoping my hard work and his cheating will be his salvation. Vangelis is
intent on buying both his sons new and very expensive computers. I told him
that I did not agree with computers in education, and if misused they will
waste his son’s lives. Vangelis replied, ‘but Sebastian they must have them for
school.’  


 


August 23, 2008


Despite our discussion
yesterday Vangelis seems convinced that if he keeps spending money, he will
somehow come out the winner. Greeks cannot grasp the fact that loans and debts
must be repaid and in addition there are charges. Perhaps it is deep in Greek
psyche that loans need not be paid because one Greek philosopher stated that the
thief probably needs the money more than the victim. This concept comes up in
all conversations with Greeks regarding my predicament with John. (The Greek
who conned me out of my life’s savings)  


In 2000 John, contrived
a false document that stated he had returned a business loan of 60,000 pounds.
In answer to the Greek belief that theft is valid, my money was saved to
guarantee my independence in old age but John embezzled the whole loan as he
got it. Greece has been an occupied country for centuries so ultimately they
have never been responsible and non-cooperation is one form of passive
rebellion. Greece is now a member of the European Union but hardly eligible, I
understand that they borrowed money from Russia to qualify to join, and that
was one debt they repaid. Their dishonesty is traditional, hence the phrase,
‘Never trust Greeks bearing gifts’. One gift shop was called ‘MY FRIEND’. If a
Greek refers to anybody as ‘my friend’ he already has his hand in his pocket.


After closing time two
Greek boys in their early teens arrived, they were elongated well-muscled,
broad shouldered and had prominent round asses. They were beautiful, slim
hipped, long leg and probably about 15. The first boy laid down saying ‘I am so
tired’ stretching full length on the floor, his legs apart. I gave him a vigorous
and sensual massage satisfying all his needs both physical and emotional, with
no hint of sex. 


The second boy was
more sensual, stretching and groaning but his dick did not progress beyond
thick and heavy. I gave him a similar very vigorous and sensual massage. They
both came for sex but left happy and satisfied with their innocence intact. I
was amused and happy; these two boys still had a future of exploration and
discovery ahead of them. It was Savas who told me that Greek boys have their
sexual crises at 15, European boys at 20. (Saves is an older educated man I
meet in the park)


I have a new English
friend who has created a very beautiful hotel from a ruin. I massaged her
Indian son many weeks ago and he came to find me and asked if I would like to meet
his mother. I had a vision of something smooth and coffee colored in a pink
silk, but was introduced to a tall elegant English lady who had once been a
beauty. Her son is adopted. Claire saw her and remarked “You look alike apart
from the beard, but she probably shaves.” (Claire is my friend, she introduced
me to John)


I passed Claire’s
remark onto Panni who puzzled me by answering “How would she know that?” It was
several days before I realized that Panni presumed that Claire meant ‘Shaves
her Minge.’ Panni never comprehends anything and she makes everything sexual.
When I mentioned in conversation, that in Europe and America, a high percentage
of homosexual men are either celibate or married; Panni presumed I meant,
married to one another. She is too clever to see the obvious and so busy
thinking laterally that always misses the point. She is doomed to a life of
confusion down cul-de-sacs. (Panni is an American Greek and my translator).


I once told Panni a
funny story based on language. “In some ancient Christian monastery
specializing in copying ancient books and documents, one young monk suggested
they should refer to the original and not keep on copying copies. The abbot in
charge went to check one original book in the archives. He was gone a long time
and returned looking very distressed. When asked, what is the problem? He
replied, “Our lord said, celebrate not celibate” and Panni replied, ‘Yes it’s
absolutely true but what is the point of the story?’ I pointed out the various
obsessions with celibacy and the Christian clergy but Panni was still confused.
I would have thought that word play and Christian guilt would have appealed to
her. She has problems paying attention, as well as understanding.


 


August 24, 2008 



Last night, I went to
see ‘Mama Mia’ it nearly killed me, I spent the whole night with my fingers in
my ears. I didn’t think it could get worse, but it did and o left. I once
walked out of a film about girls waiting for their boyfriend to call on their
mobiles. The audience loved it but I left after ten minutes, it was banal
beyond tolerance. I am told that Chinese girls keep their cell phones up their
minges in case their boyfriends call, at least that’s amusing.  


This morning, I
massaged a very handsome man from northern Greece, tall, long legged with a
vertical spine and a prominent round ass. His ribcage and hips were narrow, his
shoulders broad and encased in deep resilient muscle. I asked him to lie on his
stomach in the cool room and he obliged, spreading his legs wide. I was free to
explore and pleasure this man without pretenses or restraint. I washed his anus
with a sponge and enjoyed exploring his genitals from behind. I relished the
round mountains of his ass and muscular thighs. 


He turned over and I
spent time enjoying the sight of this exceedingly handsome man. He closed his
eyes, giving me the freedom to explore at my will. I found him sensitive,
intuitive and charming. I massaged him with open erotic intent and brought him
close to orgasm many times. I avoided a prolonged stimulation of his dick,
balls and ass, letting his arousal subside repeatedly. I pushed his sensitivity
to points of deep relaxation. 


Then applying shampoo
to his genitals I began a new innovative and progressive gentle arousal. His
dick was hard with a resilient outer layer, the skin perfect and tight. With
one hand cupping his balls my fingertips against his asshole I began to slowly arouse
the whole length of his dick with forefinger and thumb. Then with finger tips
only I manipulated the skin on his dick back and forth gradually, raising his
sensitivity until his dick became rock hard. By gradually decreasing my
pressure but increasing the rhythm he abandoned himself to my control and
extreme sexual pleasure. His dick being the sole focus of our attention it felt
like a generator bursting with energy. His asshole welcomed four finger tips as
he hovered on the brink of orgasm. 


Eventually, I
increased my rhythm imperceptibly and his asshole griped my fingers as his
orgasm exploded. He held my eyes as I eased every trace of sperm from his balls
and dick. His dick remained rigid and we did not move for a long time. I held
his dick cupping his balls until his erection eventually subsided. Vangelis
announced a new client from the doorway and once his back was turned, we
exchanged a moment of shared appreciation. I kissed his dick and left.


During the day, I
massage a very tense and worried eastern fairy. ‘You need to relax’ I said, and
he replied full of panic ‘NO, NO’ I think he thought I said, ‘You need sex.’ I
also massaged a very beautiful French boy who left in a daze of sensual heaven.
I hope his girlfriend doesn’t give him hell. 


This afternoon the
very beautiful golden boy returned. ‘Hello Sylvan’ he smiled back at me, ‘You
remembered my name. I am sorry I couldn’t come sooner and we leave tomorrow.’ I
made no pretense at a professional or therapeutic massage but went directly into
making sensual love to him but nothing of a sexual nature. I took great care to
avoid anything that might destroy our mutual bond of trust. He moved quickly
into a state of relaxation and I continued as before, gradually increasing his
sensitivity to levels of pleasure approaching ecstasy and states of sublimity. 


Vangelis came to tell
us that Sylvan’s family was waiting. We talked afterward and Sylvan told me
that he would always remember me and he had never felt so wonderful before. He
said that he would never forget our time together in the Hamam. I confirmed
that I felt the same way and we held hands delaying his departure. I could
sense his gentle power, his emotional harmony, equilibrium and satisfaction; he
is a totally beautiful young man, somehow untouched. I could hear his family
waiting around the entrance, ‘can you come next year?’ I asked, ‘I don’t know’
and he left.


 Being dressed I
wandered into the reception area where I could hear a commotion of hysterical
girls so I climbed the steps and could see Sylvan in the distance, still with
his vacuous smile of incomprehension, surrounded by what look like a school
party of screaming girls. They saw me at the door and went silent. In England,
we say “If looks could kill.” I wondered if Vangelis had tried one of his
little remarks, intended to be funny, or if Sylvan had said too much and been
misunderstood.  Previously in conversation I told Sylvan that I enjoy beauty,
and am fascinated by physical perfection. I felt that I had only confirmed what
he already knew, understood
and accepted.


I was sitting outside
the Hamam absent mindedly looking at a woman thinking, she looks like Catherine
when a familiar tiny child’s voice calling to me, ‘Sebastian’. It was a very
strange moment; I needed time for my mind to catch up with an unexpected
situation. I had never met Laurie, her husband but knew of him, we shook hands
and exchanged pleasantries. Catherine explained how she was dying in hospital
from cirrhosis of the liver and had demanded to be allowed to die at home.
Laurie said, ‘We meet at last.’ Catherine looked very much like herself but ill
and her skin seemed to be covered in tiny bruises. I don’t think she can live
much longer but I was moved by how close and how happy they were. They did not
stay more than a few minutes but promised to come and see me again. (It was
Catherin who first brought me to this island)


 


August 28, 2008:


A boy I have been
admiring on the gay beach for many years invited me into the hot room. He has a
very beautiful face, a sturdy well-nourished body but a tiny dick. He was very
sensitive to touch and being gay he openly enjoyed the massage. It was not
sexual but he enjoyed everything I did without becoming aroused. After the
massage, he said he felt as if he was back in the womb. I had caused him
intense pleasure by simply trailing my finger nails over his stomach and
thighs. He is now a teacher in Athens. 


I later massaged a
very fine Italian. He was unusually tense but sensitive and responsive. When I
started massaging his ass he stopped the massage, but then agreed to continue
when I suggested that he turn over. So, I spent a long time on his hands and
feet and his dick kept becoming slightly engorged. I avoided massaging below
his naval but when I started to massage his thighs, smiling at me he took hold
of his dick and asked me to stop the massage. 


It is possible that if
I had been cautious and taken more time we might have explored his complex sexuality
or even fears. For a moment we stood together reluctant to part, ‘You’re more
like English than Italian.’ I suggested implying guilt and inhibitions but he
seemed alarmed. I should have said nothing; we had explored something that remained
within the limits of tolerance, but he was anxious. Once again my belief that
Italians are uninhibited and uncomplicated has been disproved. (My boyfriend
Mario was Italian and full of complexes)  


Today a man I have
often seen on the gay beach came into the Hamam. He has a huge dick and out of
curiosity I offered him a massage. He declined, but later when the Hamam had
nearly emptied he walked into the small cool room and lay face down on the
floor with his legs apart. The invitation was obvious so I joined him. I soaped
and massaged him back and front. 


He is probably about
40, and getting fat. He lifted his ass so I could soap his dick and balls from
behind but I was not interested and massaged his body again. His dick remained
tumescent but failed to become fully erect, it resembled a German sausage. He
then grabbed my shrinking dick so I put his hand on my ass. Standing up he
offered me his dick to be sucked, it was thick and swinging in my face. I
rinsed it and taking it in my mouth the thought ‘what the fuck am I doing’ past
through my mind. I made an excuse and went to inspect my locker. A Greco
Australian standing in the door way pulling on his dick thanked me and took my
place on his knees and I departed with relief.


 


Stuart and Meg


The pound has lost
value again. This makes a considerable difference to my income. Last night, I
telephoned Stuart (a lifelong friend, he married my girl-friend) who told me
that his friend Meg has sent her manuscript to the publishers. Meg is a
compulsive writer of historical novels. After Eleanor’s death, Stuart out of
desperation turned to the lonely-hearts column. He advertised for someone
interested in opera who also liked walking in the country. Most of the replies
were from bored television addicts who never walked further than the nearest
shop and didn’t have a clue about opera. 


Eventually he met an
intelligent divorcee who was very keen on walking, gymnastics and sex, but his supportive
friend Helen, demanded that he end the relationship. Helen is a dried up,
neurotic and controlling head mistress that became menopausal at the age of 28.
She suddenly became possessive and jealous. Stuart ended the relationship to
oblige Helen. This was unfortunate, Stuart had recaptured his youth briefly,
and his skill in the bedroom was helping a woman in her prime. She needed an
experienced lover and a mature friend. 


Then he met Meg, she
has many problems. She has huge tits that stick straight out and is afraid that
people are looking at her, so she wears sunglasses in the belief that they make
her invisible. Crowds panic her, she is agoraphobic and Claustrophobic and so
taking Meg out is a challenge. She is clever, witty, and endlessly curious.
Stuart is in his element, taking her to places of historical interest and
educating her on all aspects of history, art, antiques and life. They visit
country houses every weekend especially the small ones of a more intimate
nature. Meg’s background is interesting. She is an orphan reared by her Grandmother;
she is not educated but highly intelligent, endlessly fascinated and neurotic. 


Meg had a lover; he
was a doctor whom she believed to be passionately in love with her and she
embarked on a very adventures sex life, denying him nothing. One day she
thought to surprise him and called at his home. The door was answered by her
lover’s father who said. “Oh, you must be the latest, you’d better come in.”
Meg was one of the doctor’s many mistresses, in addition to his wife. Meg now
has no interest in, or need of sex. She was a woman with many problems and now
because of the disastrous love affair and her own unacceptable sexual behavior she
is in a state of renunciation. Stuart now has the problem of having to consider
two disturbed women and gets no sex at all. Meg needs support and understanding
as does Stuart and they are of immense value to one another. 


After Eleanor’s death
Stuart tried a prostitute. There was a menu of possibilities with the prices
attached. He overdosed on Viagra and had a troublesome erection that would not
go away. I think the discussion that he had with the young very fit single
Mother, proved to be of more significance and value than the sex. She managed
to convince Stuart that she earned good money and had no problems with her
profession. Stuart did not bother with a prostitute again.  


 


August 29,
2008:  


Yesterday I spent
three hours with Panni. She was working on the penal case and having to sit on
the very edge of her chair to use the computer, because the back was loaded
with ironing. There was nowhere to put the ironing because she is now hoarding
old bread and there are boxes of green moldy bread stacked from floor to
ceiling, every surface is occupied and she complained that her house is too
small. She offered me potato waffles but they were also green. It didn’t put
her off eating them. She has done an excellent job on my court case. The bread
must have been rescued it from a bakery or super market. Panni was in Lebanon
during the war and has become a compulsive hoarder.


After leaving Panni I
met mad Niko. He was clearing the grass from between the pebbles in the street
and taking it home along with all the dog shit he could find to mix with his
own shit and piss for his orchard. He insists that I visit him some time; I make
detours to avoid him. Niko is schizophrenic and though in his 60s, very
handsome. I once saw him in full flow in the new town, every gesture and
intonation was supreme, he should teach the Greeks how to act. He looks like
‘The Merchant of Venice’ and spends his days listening to his voices, he is
convinced that he will eventually understand the nature of everything and find
all the answers. He is very worried, as he told me, “They are stealing our
sperm and putting ants into our brains.”  I am living in a fucking mad house.


I have had a very busy
day, first an American boy of Indonesian origin with a big dick of American
proportions came to the Hamam. There is an American aircraft carrier in port. 
He got an erection as soon as he lay face down. I find boys from the Far East
always get stiff when they lay face down. He spread his legs apart and I could
see the thick base of his dick. I soaped and scrubbed him all over; he was very
responsive, welcoming all physical contact. I did not embark on any form of
sexual arousal until he turned back onto his stomach and raised his very round
beautiful ass for me. Only then, did I soap his genitals from behind. He turned
onto his back again and lifting his knees he put them each side of his head so
I rested his back on my thighs and he then wrapped his legs around my body, as
we gazed into one another’s eyes. I caressed his shoulders, chest, stomach and
genitals. I have never known such sweet innocence and spontaneous eroticism. 


He was unperturbed,
interesting and unusual. I sensed the need of privacy and the possibility of a
condom and directed him into the hot room ‘Wait in there I’m coming back’. I
went to fetch a condom to avoid the possibility of disrupting this boy’s erotic
adventure. On my return, I met him in the door way, he looked uncertain and had
decided to leave. He is in the American navy and had sudden doubts.


 In the changing
rooms, we talked, I told him not to worry, this is Greece and he is free to
explore his own sexuality. I considered his beautiful disturbed face where I
sensed a whole psyche of conflict and confusion, so I continued, ‘Nothing is
expected in gay sex and there are no obligations. Just don’t do anything unless
you want to, it’s only like having a wank with a friend.’ He seemed to relax; I
was probably hoping that he would change his mind and go back inside. But
sadly, the moment passed. 


His reality is the
pretenses of an all-male society in a confined space where homosexuality takes
on the guise of abhorrence and denial is one means of maintaining a clear
conscience and social acceptability. I had sensed the possibility of
discovering innocent and uninhibited eroticism in the privacy of the hot room
and a deeper significance to a casual encounter. Fate had conspired a unique
moment, an empty Hamam, a half eastern American sailor with a big dick on shore
leave in Greece, but the moment eluded me because of forethought. One should
always stay with the flow. 


I had missed an
encounter with a boy who could have abandoned himself to instinct and desire.
Just what shared sexual exploration could have been realized? Would I have been
intuitive enough to leave him fulfilled but free of doubts and guilt and
perhaps even enlightened? A whole banquet of erotic wonders had been before me,
I was free to taste the delights of youth at my leisure. I am not a greedy man
but a teacher and connoisseur, paradise was within my grasp, I felt that I had
encountered my perfect disciple or even, soul mate. I am missing that boy.     



Later two magnificent
American black boys came into the Hamam. I massaged them, but they were far
from happy and remained tense. Tonight, in my usual restaurant I overheard some
American girls off the aircraft carrier talking. One of them had suggested that
the black boys visit the Hamam. She regretted it because the other sailors had
given them a rough time. 


I became involved in
their conversation. The ship is leaving for the black sea tomorrow. The subject
of the black boys came up again but I did not confess to working in the Hamam
and being the source of their torment. I did remark how sad it is that such a
conventional prejudice exits towards Turkish baths particularly the real thing
built by the Turks. She agreed but was dismissive.


 It is now policy for
sailors on shore leave not to wear uniform. Perhaps they have been unwelcome; flag
waving can become an act of aggression. American foreign policy is being
questioned worldwide. Invading Iraq dismayed the world. The twin towers are
being considered to be George Bush’s Pearl Harbor, and an excuse to flex some
muscle and advertise arms. One truth is becoming apparent; at least Saddam
Hussain kept the peace. Shia and Sunni Muslims are now fighting for control.
American intervention caused havoc and then they departed.  


 


September 1,
2008:


Today just before
closing time Vangelis brought me a French man, probably in his mid-40s and of
indifferent appearance. I did the usual efficient massage with no hint of
sensuality and I detected no sexual awareness. Not having clients waiting I
took my time before rinsing him down. I made long sweeping strokes down his
torso, thighs and legs ending with a gentle massage of his feet. Feet often
seem to be involved in sexual arousal. 


Kneeling, I observed
some awakening of his flaccid dick. This aroused my curiosity so I increase the
sensuality of the massage. His dick lengthened and then thickened before very
slowly raising from his groin. At that moment, I felt a sudden release of
tension as he entered a state of passive sensuality and sexual awareness. I
renewed the shampoo on my hands and working upwards from his knees I caressed
his inner thighs and balls and then with finger tips I made a detailed
examination of his entire genitalia. His shaft stiffened to rigid and I felt
him abandon himself to the situation, as he became eager for sexual release. 


I held his shaft
feeling his contractions and mounting need to ejaculate before beginning a slow
masturbation, gradually increasing my speed I brought him smoothly to an
uninterrupted spontaneous climax. Maria called from the door, she wanted to
lock up. The French man sat up and I rinsed him with copious amounts of warm
water before he stood up. I am not sure what his body language told me.
Probably that he is married and never had sex with man before. The standing
joke with Vangelis, “was he gay?”--- “I don’t know but he is now’ could well be
true...


 


September 2,
2008:


Today I massaged a beautiful
boy of Spanish origin from Mexico. He came with his girlfriend and I massaged
him in the hot room. His dick was perfect and neat and he kept getting sizable
short lived erections. I enjoyed his perfect body as he responded readily to
every type of massage with no trace of tension or anxiety. I had no other
clients so I began a second massage and this time he relaxed totally. His head
lolled and a satisfied smile hovered continually over his lips and our eyes
kept engaging. The South American boys seem to be the most relaxed and
uninhibited. A crowd arrived so we moved into the empty cool room. 


He did not lie down
but remained standing, so I stood behind him one hand on his loins the other
caressing his beautiful firm ass. He leaned against me, I put my arm around him
and I held his dick, it was very hard and he was already on the verge of
orgasm. I put my finger tips against his anus and he leaned forward so my soapy
fingers slipped inside his asshole. I could feel him trembling as his anus
enclosed my fingertips. His asshole began sucking on my fingers so I started gently
masturbating him. 


Twenty-year-old dicks
are as responsive as a highly tuned violin. Every centimeter produced a
different nuance of searing sensation. I alternated between stimulating his
eager ass and insistent dick. His shaft responded to even the lightest of touch
and with my thumb over the end of his dick I kept him on the brink of orgasm
for a long time. For my own pleasure, I cupped one resilient cheek, but when I
returned to his anus a tiny turd had escaped and was firmly lodged between his
resilient buttocks. He leaned against me and I brought him easily to a
spontaneous orgasm and he flooded my fist with hot cream. Once his contractions
had subsided he went to the marble basin to rinse himself and as I left I wiped
his semen over my chest, stomach and genitals, breathing his essence.


This afternoon, I
massaged a very fine dark man from Venezuela. He was a magnificent specimen,
tall, of mixed race and very well-muscled. His dick sprang to attention
immediately he lay down. He was so lean; the origins and form of every muscle
was clearly defined and his dick looked like a 10-inch branch. He and his dick
were so hard and taut, he resembled a tree. He responded well to his massage
but did not relax. 


His dick remained erect
so I held it first to one side and then the other to scrub his groin and, he
opened his eyes raising his head, ‘don’t worry, I am use to erections,
Italian’s always get hard.’ This seems to mollify any doubt regarding matters
of masculinity or sex. ‘Turn over’ the formation of his back was wonderful and
his dick was sticking out beyond his hip. To finish the massage, I brought my
hands down the whole length of his body unavoidably catching the resilient
swollen end of his dick. I got no sexual invitation but after the massage he
immediately returned to the hot room where dirty Tassos and the other dirty old
gays were congregated, I felt deprived disgusted and cheated.


Vangelis seems to be
very curious about gays, if I tell him about an impressive dick, he always
checks it out. He also believes that gays remain sexually obsessed longer than
straight men. In a discussion Vangelis asked me, “Would you prefer to be
straight?” The conversation moved to being born again and would I chose to be
straight next time. He was very disappointed even shocked when I told him that
if I were born again I would choose to be gay, but added that, I would hope to
enjoy it the second time around. 


For some reason this
discussion triggered memories of teaching. The teaching profession encourages
conformity but I instinctively encouraged any child that had the potential to be
different. Vangelis refuses to have a massage, I think, he fears getting an
erection, but he often asks me to massage his sons; I take this as a great
compliment.


 


September 5,
2008:


Last night I went to
see the film ‘Brideshead Revisited’. It should have been called Brideshead
fully explained. I had not realized what a superb achievement the television
version had been, until last night. The television version captured the book
and the ambiguities of class, sex and religion of that period (before the
Second World War). This is what makes the book such a great work of art. The
film was devoid of all ambiguity.


Sebastian was
portrayed as a Nancy boy, not an aristocrat. Charles was portrayed as a
bisexual not a Cambridge undergraduate of upper middle class origins. All the underlying
themes of class, religion and sex were over stated, but as someone remarked,
“Since Freud we have lost our innocence.” The film failed to grasp the social
norms and taboos of the period. The book is a master-piece of subtle layers of
meaning and obscure truths. Every time one reads the book, it is like life,
open to different interpretations. The film made the story not only crude but
banal.


Last night I heard a
joke almost worthy of Christos. “A Christian Priest and a Rabi were in
conversation when a boy bent down in front of them. The Priest said, ‘I would
like to screw that boy’ and the Rabi said, ‘How much for’.” Christos’s best
story was about a small bird; I have heard other versions since. 


“An old English lady
saw a tiny bird on the floor and putting it in her bosom she tried to warm it,
but she was too old to warm anything. Seeing a steaming fresh cow pat on the
floor she scooped out a hollow and placed the tiny bird in the shit. The sun
came up and the little bird started to sing. An eagle flying overhead heard the
little bird singing and looking down saw its tiny beak sticking out of the
shit. The eagle swooped down and took the bird out. The moral of this story is.
It is not always your enemies who put you in the shit and it is not always your
friends who take you out of the shit. But if you are in the shit, don’t sing”.


 


September 6,
2008:


Vangelis is stupid. The
massaging business is not official. I am employed by Vangelis to help pay his
debts and it has proved to be very rewarding for me especially after my life of
celibacy. Today I offered a massage to what I thought was a tourist and he
later asked Vangelis the price. He is in fact a Greek who works in the Mayor’s
office. Instead of dismissing the question or suggesting that I am an English
pervert Vangelis made a fuss and charged the man full price, making the
massaging appear to be official, by giving him a ticket. I didn’t know this
until closing time when I told Vangelis that I had done six massages not five
and he lost his temper. Then he told me about the Greek from the Mayor’s office
and refused to pay me because he had parted with a ticket. I should have
recognized the Greek from the beach. He specializes in sitting on people’s
faces so they can lick his ass while he wanks himself.


 


September 7,
2008:


 Over a week ago a
fine Greek in the ‘Greek God mode’ came into the Hamam with a very old man. I
presumed the old man must be very wealthy. The fine Greek spent his time trying
to catch my eye. Today he came again alone and my assumption was wrong. It is
the fine Greek who has given up everything to be with his 74, year old lover,
who is now reluctant to honor the commitment. 


The old man is short,
running to fat covered in white hair like a moldy turd and his dick is a
shriveled thing lost in a cloud of white hair. The Greek is quite tall, broad
shouldered, deep chested with powerful limbs and a dark brown ponytail. He is
desperate to be fucked by anybody. We talked for a long time in the changing
rooms, I like him but despite his magnificence, all sexual interest vanished. 


We are going to be
friends because I feel a degree of need and trust in him. He spent the whole
day looking for sex and asked many questions about Viagra. He had spent the
summer as a waiter but left his job early to be with his lover. He told me that
he likes to bury his face in his lover’s underpants. His lover is French and
was once an important businessman in Paris. The Greek is 39, but looks older. 


Rubber dick spent most
of the day in the Hamam. Early this afternoon a very fine Greek boy arrived
with a semi erection swinging, he went straight into the hot room, I followed
later, after a reasonable period and offered him a free massage. The boy
declined but there was no attitude and he had a full erection. Rubber dick
asked if I would scrub his back with a loofah. I said ‘Ok follow me’ and I lead
him into the hot room. Standing in front of the boy I scrubbed rubber dick’s
back and ass. To apply more pressure, I put my left arm over his shoulder and
around his neck for support. I was naked with my dick swinging close to Rubber
dick’s ass. The boy started touching his own dick, so I soaped my hands and
washed rubber dicks fine appendage. Once his dick was fully erect he left and
the boy stretched out on the floor.


Kneeling by his side I
began to scrub the boys back. The boy was powerfully muscled but still young
enough to be slim and long legged. He spread his legs wide and lifted his ass
so I could scrub his anus and wash his dick and balls from behind. I did not
continue a sexual arousal but gave him a total body massage back and front.
When I returned to his ass I felt his anus relax, becoming accessible. I took
my time because this boy was very beautiful. Rubber dick kept making repeated
visits, his thick rigid dick curving upwards. I rinsed all the soap off the boy’s
ass and kneeling above him, my feet near his head, I buried my face between his
resilient checks and his anus welcomed my tongue while Rubber dick wanked
vigorously above us. 


Then suddenly
satisfied I changed my technique. I inserted my thumb into the boy’s ass and
caressed his prostate while soaping his balls and dick. Without warning the boy
turned over and lay on his back, arms and legs spread wide. He was so very slim
and beautiful; his tan glowed through the soap suds. So, kneeling between his
legs I sucked his dick while easing his asshole with two fingers before
beginning a prolonged gentle masturbation, imperceptibly increasing speed.
Rubber dick had remained with us wanking but he never intruded. I might have
welcomed his involvement. The boy continued to relax and I sensed him
descending into total submission as his orgasm started to mount. I brought him
to a very easy and satisfying orgasm. He lay on his back holding my eyes while
rubber dick shot his load onto the Hamam wall. Vangelis told me that the boy is
a famous Greek footballer.


 


 


November 12,
2008:



Some days ago, I met
by chance a very fine Afghani boy and his friend by the harbor. He was all
smiles bulging muscles and crotch. He asked if I wanted sex, I decline but I
can’t forget him. 10 or 20 Euros is irrelevant to satisfy my curiosity and it
helps an illegal immigrant. I returned tonight to the place where I met the
Afghani boy and got chatted up by an Indian boy. He was funny and easy company,
he also invited me back to his apartment to fuck all night. He was so friendly
I took him home. He wanted to stay all night but I cannot cope with any kind of
intrusion into my privacy.


 Now I realize that he
wanted somewhere to spend the night. His dick was not big enough to fill a
condom or hard enough to do its job. He returned tonight loaded with soft
drinks. The season is ending; his job has finish and his apartment went with
the job. We called on two Pakistani boys living in one room. They gave me rice
with spinach looking at me with the deep longing of homeless dogs. The Indian
was not allowed to stay with them and he had lied to me, it was not his room.
Apparently the Indian had prayed for help and God sent me.


 


November 14,
2008: 


This morning an old
man with a permanent Viagra erection booked a massage. It was an unpleasant
experience. Dimitri the handsome Greek, with the French lover arrived alone. I
told him, with some mischief, “I have a new friend for you with a stiff dick”
Dimitri tried everything to get the old man interested, as he said, ‘That’s the
sort of old man I like’ a fussy little man with white hair of about 80. The old
man couldn’t understand why such a handsome Greek in his prime was getting
physical. He believed it had to be trick or hoax. 


Yesterday the same old
man came with his wife. This afternoon Dimitri asked for a massage and wanted
me to shove my fingers up his ass. He did not get aroused sexually but said
that he felt much better; I didn’t feel better and I got shit on my thumb.
Tonight, the Indian boy returned, I gave him 20 Euros and told him to go away.
He seems to think that his under size soft dick was worth 30 Euros.


 


November 15,
2008:         



              Dimitri is becoming
very tedious and I am meeting him everywhere I go. He is missing his old man snoring
into his ear all night and riding around with him on the back of his scooter,
reliving the memories of the places where they had fucked. Dimitri is becoming
irritatingly obsessive and passive, all he wants is to be fucked and getting an
erection is becoming a problem for him. I discovered today that his French
lover has returned to France and is planning to live with the women who married
his boyfriend over 40 years ago. I am not surprised that the old man has
escaped leaving Dimitri to his own devises, he is wearisome and demanding. 


 


November 19,
2008: 


Today a handsome but
not very communicative English man came into the Hamam by recommendation. He is
a photographer and exhausted from carrying his equipment. He’s on a job,
working in the south of the island and in need of a massage. I took my time
easing and stretching his tired bruised muscles. After a long time and a
totally rejuvenated, his dick began to stir. He apologized as his member awoke,
raising its self like some dragon. 


I gave him the usual
lie of pretending that it is normal. I did another complete body massage
deliberately catching his now rigid member. Then I changed my technique to
sensual and felt him slipping into a state of deep acceptance. His eyes
remained closed so I held his dick to one side to massage his groin feeling an
immediate stiffening reaction, so I held his dick to the other side feeling a rigid
response. 


I decided to give his
huge appendage a professional massage from ass to tip with finger tips only,
massaging in tiny circle as if it were some eastern therapy or secret
technique. His dick is perfect but on a huge scale and very hard for its size.
The glance was becoming huge and a deep crimson. I then stimulated the whole
length of his erection from ass to tip including his balls with alternate hands
in long caressing strokes, using palms and fingers. I did not venture near his
anus in case he presumed that I thought he was a gay. Sucking a dick can be
invasive but he showed no reluctance. I can’t swallow dicks like some people
but I could hold it with two fists and still choke on his glans. His dick
became rock hard and so rigid it refused to bend, then without warning his
orgasm exploded covering my hands and his chest. 


I rinsed him down with
copious amounts of water receiving no acknowledgement of what had just passed
between us. In the changing rooms, he felt obliged to mention that he has a
girlfriend. I got the distinct impression that he was ex-public school and had
not done this sort of things for 15 or 20 years. As he left he mentioned, ‘It
was the first time’, I don’t know if he meant the sex or the massage or the
Hamam. When Vangelis asked if he was gay, he got the stock answer ‘well, he is
now.’ 


 


November
21, 2008:


  Claire seems to be
mellowing, taking-stock of her life and coming to a conclusions that she might
possibility be responsible for the treatment she receives from friends. I think
this phase will be short lived. Claire saw a smartly dressed woman in a mini
skirt and high heels who, with apparent indifference, standing legs apart shat
steaming pile in the street. 


Emma, a tarty friend, volunteered
the insight that she had probably taken too many black dicks up her ass and
hadn’t even noticed. Emma continued to enlighten us by telling us about one of
her friends whose black lover would only ever fuck her up the ass. She must now
wear a diaper because she has no control over when she shits. I find this very
strange because Dimitri’s ass is tight enough and a boy from Piraeus who once
forced my knuckles into his ass is tight. Dimitri discovered his need to be
fucked in his early teens. I think this is an important observation that needs
to be acknowledged because Dimitri is totally masculine. There seems to be little
correlation between gays who are active or passive, their masculinity or
hormone levels.


 


November 22,
2008:


 This morning nice Niko
arrived early, before the Hamam became busy. He walked into the hot room and
lay down for a massage. He soon got hard and turned over so I could suck his
dick to ease the pressure. This time he let me make love to him for a short
time. I sucked his balls, kissed his ass and caressed his lean body as he
reached for a condom. He is well practice at putting condoms on. He stretches
them very wide and then pops them over the end of his dick. I knelt above him,
my left hand supporting his head and with my right hand behind my back I
caressed his dick and balls; his dick was pressed against my asshole.


Niko’s preference is
to push hard, causing considerable pain, but on this occasion, we both
experience a slow and pleasurable accommodation, holding his hands. I said,
‘You have no idea what this feels like.’ Once fully accommodated I leaned
forwards, taking his head in my hands we kissed for a long time. Niko’s dick is
big enough to remain in place. We took our time making love, but Niko’s need is
to always to achieve orgasm and he finished off as usual without the condom,
wanking very hard over my back. Nice Niko is a handsome, blue eyed Greek he is
agreeable and very active.


November 23,
2008:


I am reading Steven
fry’s novel ‘The Liar’, it is even better on a second reading. It feels
autobiographical and gives insight into the nature of sex, class and education
in England. He went to university as did the characters in the book,
‘Brideshead Revisited’, it embodies something of the same ethos and it feels
very British.  


Today two American
students both 21, studying in Athens came into the Hamam. They were typical
American boys, handsome, uncomplicated, innocent even naïve and
well-mannered. One was dark and muscular with a beautiful ass and dick, the
other was taller, fair and not so confident. The stocky one, who looked
Italian, had an erection even before his shorts were off. They had declined
Vangelis’s offer of a massage but became interested after talking with me. I
arrange a special deal, two for the price of one. 


The taller fair boy
relaxed immediately and was very trusting. He seemed to be excited but his dick
did not maintain its erection. They changed over and when the dark boy arrived
his dick was swinging at an angel of 25 degrees. Seeing the state of his dick I
asked, ‘Would you prefer to be massaged in private?’ and he asked, ‘will it be
warmer?’ So I took him to the hot room. I said, ‘lay down’ indicating the
middle of the room, it is better not to presume anything. I massaged him back
and front and he picked his knees up so I could massage between his legs. His
erections eased but only for a while. I massaged his whole body and his dick
became very hard, then Vangelis brought me a client and I promised to finish
both boys later. They left the Hamam, but returned.


The Hamam emptied and
I finished massaging the Italian looking boy first. His blue eyes gleamed when
we met. I spent a long time on his thighs, loins and stomach. His dick was
thick and heavy so I massaged his balls and he said, ‘Thank you I am beginning
to feel better now’. His dick immediately became rigid so I held his shaft and
then kissed the tip and he changed his mind, implying that he had gone as far
as he felt comfortable. I said, ‘Ok, whatever makes you relaxed and happy’ and
complying with his request I dispersed his sexual energy throughout his body. 


The spontaneous kiss was
a mistake because it took his manly adventure into the realms of gay. I asked
him to turn over, stretch out totally relaxed he was a wonderful sight and very
happy to continue the massage. I asked, ‘Is your friend gay?’ he said, ‘I don’t
know but I am not’ I replied, ‘Yes I know, but you are a very sexy boy’. This
pleased him and confirmed an unspoken understanding. I asked if he had Italian
ancestry, he answered, ‘Yes’. I gave him a look of approval and said, ‘All
Italians seem to be sexy’, it was a flattering lie to confirm his self-image.
Then I got two new clients and the Italian boy left the Hamam. After I had
finished the two massages the fair American boy was waiting for me in the door
way.


The Hamam emptied and
the fair boy was waiting by the hot room. He came in and lay down without being
asked. This time I made no pretense at a therapeutic massage but started
immediately making love to his slim perfect body. I lingered on all erogenous
zones, his back, groin, joints and feet. His dick stirred so I caressed his
balls and let my fingers stray between his cheeks as I held his dick. It was
getting late so I avoided arousing him beyond stage one. 


We talked easily. He
said, ‘You have changed my life’ adding, ‘I had no idea.’ I did not ask him to clarify
his remarks, he was already out of his depth, but asked, ‘Do you like your
friend?’ He answered, ‘Yes’. So, I told him that his friend is a very sexy boy
and inquired, ‘how old are you?’--- ‘twenty-one’ to encouraged him I said, ‘you
will be twenty-one only once in your life, don’t waste it and don’t be afraid
to explore your sexuality’. 


In the changing room,
we found his blue-eyed friend, he had returned and been waiting for some time.
He looked downcast, I hope it was jealousy. I will be very satisfied if two
inexperienced boys discover the close bond innocence and the joy, in Greece. 


These two boys are a
perfect complement, the one dark and the other fair, one tall and the other
muscular, one introspective, the other extrovert and sexy, both beautiful with
hard dicks. When young men discover innocent sex, it is essentially idealized
and pure, fulfilling a natural bond that exists between all men and a focus for
their aching hearts and unspecified love. It only becomes obsessive, compulsive
or promiscuous after a broken heart or when debased by guilt. The fair boy was
reluctant to leave me. He joined his friend only after I assured him that they
could return at any time. 


 


November 25,
2008:


I have three friends,
not yet been mentioned. The first is a highly intelligent tall Greek student in
his late 20’s, called Alexander. We met when he joined us to listen to Novak
playing in the street one August night. His company was a moment of revelation.
I had no problems talking with him. I did not lose words, there were no
misunderstandings, I was witty, knowledgeable, informed and being free of
stress, I showed no signs of my apparent senility. The conversation went
naturally back and forth and he had no problems with my English accent. 


Novak turned the music
up, ‘Is the music louder?’ asked Alexander, smiling I whispered, ‘Yes, he’s
jealous.’ Alexander is very handsome with a dark brown ponytail and blue eyes.
He is of the same type as Robert Downy Jnr and is probably a bit crazy. He
avoids most foods, turns his mobile on for short periods only and stands well
back to avoid the radiation and he refuses to fly. He has never smoked or tried
alcohol and I fell in love within minutes. 


Alexander could be
gay. He talks continually about his girlfriends, but he also talks about the
soldiers in his care during national service, “wanking all day”. He is in love
with Rita Hayworth and he can’t understand why modern girls are so
unattractive. He talks continually about his internal conflicts but never
elaborates. 


The other friend I met
in the Hamam is called Kyriakos. He is salesman for a company making women’s
clothes. He visits the Island twice a year. Kyriakos is handsome, nicely put
together, very sexy and promiscuous. He has sex with anybody in the Hamam
regardless of age or appearance. When we are alone we relax and talk, having
fun wrestling and playing at sex. We massage one another trying anything that
appeals to us. 


Our friendship is
without commitment or expectations. When we wrestle, our bodies entwined and he
slips his soapy dick into my ass from the most unexpected angels. We enjoy
uncomplicated and uninhibited fun. The last time he came to the Hamam we left
together after closing time. Kyriakos told me, ‘you are one of the few men I
know that is good at sex, you are more concerned with my needs than your own
and you make few demands’. He added something about not liking active men or
very passive men. It struck me that we are well suited, but he likes endless
Variety and new conquests. 


The third friend is a
Spanish doctor who visits twice a year. He is from Madrid. Novak has christened
him “Ass breaker”. His dick is very thick at the base and tapers to the tip; he
is extremely active, fucking all day. His favorite trick is to first shove two
fingers up their ass, to check if it’s clean and then he rams his dick straight
in without warning. He grips his victims tightly and enjoys the shock and
spasms of their pain. Once accommodated he fucks hard and orgasms quickly. 


Novak once asked,
‘What sort of doctor is he?’ I replied, ‘You will never guess, but he’s a
doctor for the ass’ so, now he’s called “the ass doctor”. The first time we met
the Hamam was empty. It was early and I gave him a massage. He said that he
likes fucking, but I was not interested at that moment and eventually he took
hold of his own dick and immediately had an orgasm, shooting over his shoulder.
Excited, he checked the wall behind to see how high his semen had landed. I
noticed there was very little, just one pellet fired under pressure. 


We were talking as I
massage him stimulating his dick, when a tiny thin very brown man of about 40,
appeared in the doorway. He was naked and hovering. The doctor immediately
stretched out and asked me to suck his dick, ‘are you interested in him?’ I
asked, and he nodded. I was amused and we started to play around and the thin
man immediately got onto his knees and started sucking the doctor’s feet so I
sat behind the doctor, resting his head on my dick. I massaged his neck
shoulders and chest as we observed tiny brown man on hands and knees, like an
insect feeding. 


We both watched the
thin man (he is probably a gypsy) working his way up the doctor’s legs until he
came to his dick. The doctor wanted me to join in; I was amused but not
interested. The gypsy likes sucking dicks and the doctor asked ‘condom?’ so I
handed one over. Without preliminaries, the doctor stood up and rolled the
condom down his shaft while the gypsy bent over supporting his weight on his
knees. The doctor then wet two fingers in his mouth and shoved them straight up
the gypsy’s boney ass. 


There was now one
client in the main room and I felt some concern. Crouching behind the gypsy,
the doctor placed the end of his dick just inside the gypsy’s anus. Then
gripping him very tightly by the hips he rammed his dick straight in. I saw the
Gypsy grimace with pain but within seconds he was pushing hard against the
doctor who was fucking violently and finished within seconds. The doctor pulled
the shitty condom off and dropped it in the bin and lay down. 


The gypsy immediately
got to work sucking the doctor’s balls and dick until his erection returned,
accepting a condom he stretched it wide, popping it over the doctor’s dick.
Then the Gypsy sat on the doctor’s dick and Gyrating he quickly achieved an
orgasm that caused him to scream, the doctor’s head was still resting in my
lap. They left together and I put some paper towels in the bin to cover the
shitty condoms to save disgusting Maria. That was last year.


This year the doctor
asked me to send him SMSs if any old men come to the Hamam. He told me a very
interesting story. Some years ago in Spain the doctor stopped for a piss at a
toilet on a motorway, famous for lorry drivers. Inside was only one old man who
asked the doctor, “Please show me your dick and the doctor turned away so he
could finish peeing in private. The old man persisted; “Please let me touch it”
the doctor was amused but not interested until the old man said, “I will pay
you.” This caused the doctor to have an immediate very strong erection and he
fucked the old man where he stood, and got paid. 


The doctor’s biggest
turn-on is old man wanting to pay for his dick, but the erection depends on him
accepting the money. The doctor does not want nor need the money so I suggested
he uses the money for some charity and then gain double satisfaction. Then I
had an even better suggestion, but it seems like robbing Peter to pay Paul, I
said ‘Or you could use the money to pay for rent boys.’ Smiling he replied,
‘That is a very good idea.’ Ass breaker being a doctor of the ass reminds me of
a doctor in the army known as “fingers” no matter what the symptoms were, the
doctor never failed to do a prostate examination.


 


November 26,
2008: 


Today dirty Stavros
made a fool of himself. A pleasant and nice looking boy was hanging around the
main room in the Hamam. Eventually he sat opposite me, keeping his hand over
his dick, partially out of shyness because its size but then he deliberately moved
his hand giving me a glimpse of his semi erection. He held my eyes from time to
time, and then much to my surprise he joined dirty Stavros in the hot room. 


One hour later he came
out very upset, he said, ‘That man has told me I must leave.’ I answered, ‘Sit
down he can’t tell you to leave.’ The boy wrapped his towel around him on
intent leaving. I was angry and followed him out. I told Maria what had
happened, forgetting I was naked and she has no English. Maria questioned
Stavros? He said something in Greek and the boy did not leave after all. 


Much later I
discovered the truth; Stavros told the boy, “If you don’t want a blow job,
leave the Hamam.” Stavros left early; normally he never leaves until the last
minute. Only then did I speak to the boy. He came and stood in front of me, his
dick level with my face. I put my hands on his ass and pulled him forwards so I
could breathe the air from his groin through his pubic hair. I sucked his dick
while he caressed my head and shoulders. The boy finished himself off all over
my chest. I am beginning to realize that some of these chance encounters in the
Hamam are more about curiosity and companionship than sex.


 


November 27,
2008:


I meet Dimitri most
days by chance. He likes one taxi driver and is hoping for sex. He deliberately
took a taxi ride and asked the driver directly to fuck him. They talked for a
long time, the driver is straight but they still discussed the possibility.
Dimitri is leaving for France in two weeks to join his lover. He is also
running short of money. 


Today I gave a massage
to a Swedish boy who lives here. We have been acquainted all summer. He seemed
reluctant to accept a massage, but relented more out of boredom than need. He
enjoyed a very extensive massage and I held him in an agony of suspense on the
brink of orgasm until it erupted, I continued wanking him hard as he ejaculated,
to release his accumulated tension. He threw his head back, his mouth wide open
in a silent scream. 


Vangelis called me,
‘Alexander is waiting.’ I didn’t recognize him, his beard is now abundant. I
was still out of breath from jerking the Swede off. We left the Hamam and ate
together. Alexander is attending the university and will be visiting from time
to time. He is studying something concerned with multicultural education. I
went down with a migraine. We need some connection to ground, our mutual
attraction and respect, releasing our tension. A visit to the Hamam or a drink
would suffice. I have waited seventy years to find a likeminded friend with the
addition of mutual attraction and I get a headache. 


 


November 30,
2008: 


Today somebody
‘emptied out’ behind one of the doors in the Hamam. There are air locks to help
maintain the inside temperature and one of these gets used regularly for
fucking. There was only dirty Stavros, dirty Kostas and some fat English man
inside. It is bad enough fucking a shitty asshole without the addition of a
steaming pile on the floor. I suspect people have very different sensibilities
to mine. It was Maria’s job to liquefy the shit and assist it out of the Hamam
along the drainage channels with a power hose.


Dimitri is not going
to France because his old man has moved into the house of the rich widow who
once stole and married his boyfriend. The old man loved his boyfriend all his
life but was not prepared to join them. It all seems very incestuous to me.
Dimitri is too intense, I suspect he is demanding and overbearing in a
relationship, I find I had no time for my own thoughts in his company.
Listening to him and being supportive was amusing but exhausting. I think
Dimitri has no choice but to go home and live with his mother. 


I have a friend called
Keith, an English regular visitor in his 60’s. He has a camp and ready wit. He
calls dirty Stavros quoting him, ‘I fucked Elton John.” In October Keith got
fucked by a fattish boy in the Hamam. Later I became friendly with the boy.
Keith told me that the boy was very good and has an unusual technique. I tried
to get fucked by him but never found out what was so unusual. Keith must have
been a stunning young man, he is still perfect, just white haired and a bit
slow. He seems to be very popular as he gets regulars at both the, gay beaches
and in the Hamam. He once said to me, ‘you do know that they are not really gay,
don’t you.’ 


One day the Fattish
boy brought a friend to the Hamam. His friend smells bad and they must work
together in a confined space. The friend was very thin, long haired and his
feet were black. The Fattish boy was fussing like a mother, organizing and
caring. I fetched the sweeping brush and told the boy to lie down. My friend
squirted shampoo all over his friend and scrubbed him back and front with the
sweeping brush. We then swilled vast quantities of hot water over him and my
friend whispered, ‘I just wanted to check his dick and ass out.’ He shampooed
the boy’s hair and put his underpants and socks into the waste bin. The fattish
boy had brought him spare clothes. 


Keith lives with his
partner who is even older than me. They lived together since his partner found
him in Blackpool when he was a young man. Keith was visiting the clubs every
night and having sex with anybody. I think Keith’s lover must have been
watching him for some time, because without introduction or explanation he
approached Keith one night and said, “You’re coming home with me” and he did.
They have had a happy life together. Keith stopped being promiscuous but was
never truly faithful. Now his lover does not need to fuck anymore and Keith
finds sex anywhere and then passes the stories onto me. Keith’s lover now likes
to watch Keith shoving a dildo up his own ass.


 


December 29,
2008:


It is my birthday,
it’s cold and grey and I wander alone. There is one adolescent boy who is
obviously a bit retarded but desperate to see a dick. I was having a pee in the
park and he ran over and tried to look at my dick. With a gesture, I asked if
he needed money and he offered me five euros, I left in a hurry.


 


January 5, 2009:


 The smell of spring
is in the air; life feels on the brink of change. Claire has returned from the
U.K and tomorrow the Hamam will be closed for some Christian holiday. The
beautiful stocky boy with an extra hole in his dick has returned. He now works
in Athens, doing something important in the building profession. 


Today we were alone for
a very long time. I told him where the floor is warmest and he lay on his
stomach. His flesh is wonderful, his shoulders clothed in resilient muscle, his
ass firm and his thighs hard. I asked him to turn over but he made it clear
that he is happy to remain. I got tired and lay on the heated floor close to
him. 


After a long time, he
turned over looking at me briefly. He was holding his stiff dick and I took my
time caressing his fair skin and smooth body. He is a very good looking boy. I
explored the depth and resilience of his muscles with penetrating but gentle
pressure while he continued holding his dick. I passed my hands over his torso
and thighs catching only his finest body hairs until he eventually stretched
out full length with his arms above his head and legs spread wide. It was an
act of trust and submission. 


Only then did I
approach his rigid and perfect dick. The extra hole no longer offends me, but I
still wonder why an uncomplicated boy should want a ring in his dick. He had
trimmed his short pubic hair to a neat shape and shaved his balls. Kneeling
between his thighs I lifted his scrotum so I could suck his balls and caress my
face with his genitals. Taking his balls in my mouth he raised his body a
fraction so I could kiss and bite the base of his dick. He then raised himself
a fraction more so that my tongue could caress the space between his balls and
anus. I pushed him higher so I could caress his anus with my rough tongue and
feel the soft flesh of his cheeks against my face. 


I spent a long time
kissing and loving his genitals, groin and stomach before taking his dick in my
mouth and sliding down his shaft until the end pressed hard against the back of
my throat but to one side. I still choke if a dick touches where my tonsils
used to be. I soaped his balls, the base of his dick and his anus with one
hand, while masturbating him with the other, sucking his balls and glans
alternately. He had an easy spontaneous orgasm; I tasted him melting into my
mouth through his two holes. We did not move for a long time, both holding his
dick and balls. 


Eventually his
erection subsided and we lay close on the warm marble floor in silence. In the
changing room, we sat exchanging the odd word with ease. He has money now and
is dressing with excellent and expensive taste. He will return in the summer.
As he left he acknowledged me with a look that touched my soul. I think, I am
in love but not with the boy we have nothing in common, but with an
acknowledged understanding devoid of expectations.


 


January 10,
2009:


Last night, I met a
new rent boy in the park. He is nice, handsome and relaxed but not professional.
He is tall and with eyes that smolder in the dark but he refused to tell me the
size of his dick. With a smile, he said, ‘First pay’ and gave me his telephone
number. I gave him five euros for wasting his time. I can’t consider touching a
boy now, without scrubbing him first. I think he could be from the Balkans and
looking for work. If he’s successful, one fuck is equivalent to a day’s pay.


 


January 15,
2009: 



Vasilis, a Greek in
his sixties who was once handsome and is still in demand for sex told me a very
interesting story. He has ten lovers, all in their twenties and married. They
seem to need a dick once a month and he likes sex three times a week so it
works out nicely. I asked him, ‘What do they want?’ adding ‘Do you have to fuck
them?’ pulling a face he said, ‘Oh no, it is not so nice, condoms and shit. I’m
not interested anyway, it usually smells. They are happy just to be in my
company, play around a bit and probably suck my dick’. I think this is a
significant truth on male sexuality.


Marco polo once told
me that having sex with older men has little to do with aesthetics. All sex is
some form of exchange for mutual benefit. I get more offers of sex now that I
am old than when I was beautiful. Marco polo left Greece because he found the
boys in South America more to his taste. “They have more energy and
aggression”. He does not like narcissistic Greek boys. I can understand why the
boys like Marco Polo; he is powerful, rich, and handsome and carries his
considerable age like a trophy, just what he needs from the fiery boys of
Argentina, is any bodies guess. 


                           
---------------------------


 


Working in the Hamam I’m
gaining some insight into human sexuality. The religions founded on Genesis
have done little to help us comprehend our human predicament. Religions have induced
confusion, fear, guilt and repression.  Mohammad is more realistic regarding
human nature, but as with Christianity, the teachings are perverted to maintain
power and control.


 In the ancient world
there was no concept of guilt regarding sex and gender was of little
consequence. Homosexuality is a natural activity and a satisfactory alternative
to heterosexuality. It is devoid of responsibility and a form of birth control.
The original Jewish teaching that sex is specific to procreation and all other
activities are sinful is deeply indoctrinated. 


The bible is obsessed
with “wasting seed” and it is believed that because two men cannot produce a
baby, God must be offended. We are human and sex is our most powerful drive and
one basis of our humanity. Sex is a bond between people regardless of gender.
Women are always receptive to sex and the purpose is specifically for maintaining
a bond. It is animals that mate only to procreate. After conceiving a baby,
women have a greatly increased sex drive. This is NOT to conceive but to confirm
the bond of the parents to be. 


 My observations of
Mario and the Hamam suggest to me that human nature is unchanged since ancient
Greece and Rome and this is fundamental to our humanity. Our species was originally
vulnerable because of low numbers but now procreation is no longer a duty. We
make sperm by the million on a daily basis just as an oak tree makes acorns.
Nature is profligate. Our humanity is defined by sexuality and our obsession
with nurturing. We nurture everything even, things and ideas.


       The basis of our preoccupation
with nurturing is the length of time required to rear our children. Our brains
are large because of our unique intelligence and the size of our heads is
creating the problem. Our young must be born 13 months premature. Birth at nine
months already threatens the life of the Mother, at twenty-two months it would
be impossible. Sex being readily available at home ensures the child’s
survival.


To understand the origins
of homosexuality it would be interesting to consider the interaction between
men on hunting parties or at war and also the relationships between men who
were not chosen for mating. Throughout all species the male advertises his
genetic inheritance and it is the female who chooses a mate. This is one of the
tools of evolution, and another fact of nature that religion has perverted.


 


January 20,
2009:



Today Nice Niko
arrived early, he was relaxed and we took our time making love in the hot room.
He is now allowing me to spend longer caressing his body and kissing his ass,
dick and balls. Then a German who is a regular arrived and Niko indicated
caution, shaking his head. I shrugged saying, ‘He’s gay and minds his own
business’ but Niko said, ‘No.’ The German has a little Hitler mustache, huge
wide hips and the most disgusting ass I have ever seen. He circles the central
podium at a sedate pace, his huge hips swaying with the dignity of a woman
wearing a crinoline. He keeps this up for what seems like hours and I usually have
to leave.


 Dirty Kostas (a
regular) arrived and kept checking on us in the hope of catching some sexual
activity. We sat with our feet clearly visible from the door but Niko had
several fingers in my ass while wanking himself surreptitiously and he
eventually came all over my dick. Dirty Kostas made another surprise sortie
only to find us sprawled on the floor, exactly as before. Kostas patrols the
baths, changing rooms and toilets insistently; condom in hand 


In the afternoon, I
had two massages. One was a very tall Italian looking gay who flaunts himself
all summer in flowing apparel for the benefit of the tourists. He has long
flowing hair, bleached to a convincing light brown and one of those gay
profiles with a huge nose, a prominent chin and recessed sweetie lips. He
arrived first but I asked him to wait until later when the Hamam will be
quieter. I took him to be Italian because there is something essentially
renaissance about him, unlike Greeks who are essentially peasants.


The pansy queen lay on
the warm marble floor with elegance. I always use the hot room in winter
because there are fewer visitors and it is warm. In summer, it can be a torture
chamber. I began the massage very leisurely with a prolonged scrub back and
front, spending a long time on his back; his ass looked huge but is in
proportion, he is a big man. 


He turned over and
from the front I massaged the back of his neck penetrating deep into his
tension. I was deliberately taking my time but as soon as I touched his massive
chest running my hands over his rather gross female nipples, his dick stirred.
It is thick and sizeable, but lacking in beauty. I suppose he must be about 50.
Dicks seem to lose their charm and the freshness of youth by about the age of
35. 


He responded to all
physical contact with an exaggerated sensitivity. As I reached his groin and
thighs his dick was standing clear of his stomach. Pretending to be straight he
apologized for his erection with the words, ‘I am sorry about this, I think it
must be because I am so relaxed.’ I nodded my acceptance but thought, “It might
be because you’re a fucking pousti queen”. I said, ‘Its ok, I am use to it, are
you Italian?’--- ‘No, Greek’ I was surprised and forgot to say something about
stiff dicks. He smiled and his legs fell to each side making access to his
inner thighs unavoidable. 


I ignored his dick and
finished massaging his legs and feet. I sensed his desperation because he kept
touching his dick. I resorted to vigorously scrubbing his groin, stomach and
thighs with the Loofah glove while his dick throbbed with every heartbeat and
he spread his legs wide in his desperation to be taken in hand. 


I covered my hands in
shampoo and then took hold of his shaft. The effect was instant, with a cry he
pushed his legs even wider and raised his rigid dick gasping and squirming. I
was beginning to amuse myself by refusing to release him, until he went crazy.
I was not interested in this oversized pousti, I was tormenting him. 


I stimulated his balls
for some time, one finger tantalizingly near his anus that was eager and wide.
Then I took hold of his dick again, it was rigid like stone and with the
gentlest of pressure passing my fingertips over the length of his shaft from
ass to tip I began to masturbate him, but by hardly touching him his dick was
beginning to hurt from the increasing pressure. 


I applied a finger and
thumb each side of his shaft and massaged in tiny circles as his body went into
spasms and I watched his agony in his contorted face, denying him his desperate
need, he took hold of his own dick. I moved his hand controlling his suspense
like a conductor manipulating an orchestra. I refused to release his orgasm,
but I watched as, to my astonishment, his semen flowed without contractions, as
if the flood gates had failed. 


I rinsed him and he
stood up. His erection was unrelenting and soaping my body especially my dick I
stood behind him with my dick close to his ass. I soaped his chest, loins and
thighs from behind and then with sudden force he rammed his ass onto my dick
and bent forwards. I grabbed his dick; it felt like a pan-handle wanking him
violently. His balls were flying in all directions as he lifted his ass higher
and then a great shuddering spasm wracked his whole body and a guttural scream
escaped his throat as copious blobs of semen sprayed the marble basin and
walls. 


‘Are all your orgasms
like that?’--- ‘No, but they are always intense. I promise I will come again’.
I accepted his offer but knew I did not want to see him again because I felt
empty, as if I had in some way been dishonest. I had manipulated the situation
for my amusement not for mutual pleasure and I felt a degree of disgust. 


Towards closing time a
very handsome man in his 50s, arrived. He had already agreed to have a massage
later but spent his time sitting opposite Rubber Dick playing games neither
intended following through. He was probably fat once and still unable to get rid
of a deposit around his hips and there is some surplus skin around his ass. His
face is classically chiseled and beautiful and his hair short strong and a
steel blue. He did not have his massage, but I sensed the possibility of a new
friend.


 


January 23,
2009:


   I saw Alexander a few
mornings ago and once again I didn’t recognize him. This time his beard was
abundant and he wore sunglasses. I need warning to behave properly, shock or
confusion leaves me distant. He is staying with a girlfriend who is a psychologist;
she once taught him. He’s always in the company of woman, but if Alexander is
gay, he will miss his most vital years in denial and idealizing woman. 


Intellectual people
seem unable to rationalize their confused sexuality but there is nothing
rational about gay love as it serves no biological purpose. It takes a degree
of indifference or ignorance to accept that our sexuality is serving a social
function and not biology. People who don’t analyze seem to grasp simple truths
without questions, but intellectuals usually obsesses about hidden agendas
anyway. When it comes to feelings or understanding and sex, we are in the
realms of the illogical and the irrational. 


Alexander and his
friend invited me for a meal this evening. We met at the Chinese restaurant
where the waiters compensate for the bland food. Alexander and his friend are
wonderful together. The conversation got around to the size of dicks repeatedly
and Alexander referred to his own dick continually and he even volunteered to
get it sucked by Dirty Tassos. They decided to adopt me as their child because
they found me not only immature but enthusiastic and naïve.


 I told Vangelis that
Alexander and his girlfriend wanted to adopt me and he was genuinely upset, he
said, ‘No way, I am your father.’  Today, I discovered that the German with the
child bearing hips complains about me. I have noticed if Niko is in the Hamam,
he does not leave until after Niko, I since the possibility of problems.


 I hear that Brad Pit
has made a film where he starts life as an old man and ends up a senile baby.
So now I can check my prediction that such good looks don’t last much beyond
the early summer of life. 


 


January 24,
2009:


I have met a very good
looking Greek rent boy. He showed me some porn on his expensive mobile. First
he showed me a pubescent girl taking a huge dick and second two boys fucking
one girl at the same time in perfect synchronization. He knows that I have no
intention of paying for sex but he is friendly and probably relying on me giving
him the occasional euro. 


His specialty, he
tells me, is fucking wives for the amusement of their husbands. People pay
quite a lot to get their wives fucked. There was something about one man
wanting to look at his asshole while he fucked his wife. He is from a village
and I will try to encourage him to visit the Hamam, so I can check his dick.
Sadly, he is already starting to accumulate fat on his hips, he is probably
about seventeen.


 


January 25,
2009:


I went to see a film
about ‘Georgina Duchess of Devonshire’. I have a famous print of her holding
her baby. They lived close to Orchards End and the family is still resident.
She was a distant relative of ‘Princess Diana’ and the film was presented as a
parallel story. She was a famous beauty, loved and respected universally but
not by her husband. The actress did not have a period face; she has one of
those noses that have the appearance of having been pruned too severely. The
interiors and costume were magnificent. England did make finest furniture in
the world but the Greek audience talked all the way through and all had their
cellphones on. It was a world totally beyond their comprehension and of no
interest whatsoever. The cinema was a sea of cellphones.  


 


 


February 1,
2009: 


      
I
have found a new place to stay. It is two early vaulted rooms, probably dating
from the 14th century with a Garden. I went to confirm that I
intended taking the rooms but nobody was available so I told the old woman in
the shop who was involved in the negotiations. She nodded profusely, smiling
her approval, repeating, yes, yes. I nearly lost the room because they asked
Claire to contact me and she didn’t bother. It was Miss America who by chance
heard that the rooms had been given to an Albanian family. Claire was up to her
usual tricks of taking charge to deliberately create problems. She calls it
“The annoyance factor.” The old lady who likes to please and agrees with
everybody failed to pass on my information. She is probably senile.


 


February
5, 2009:


I telephoned Stuart.
We had a long talk and he talked about Yolande continually. I always thought
that he didn’t approve of her and was jealous of Eleanor’s devotion, but it was
his shyness that came across as disapproval. We were cut off by an accusing
American voice. “You have exceeded your credit” I object to machines with
attitude. The worst one is an English woman who sneers and accuses with such
Phrases as ‘I didn’t detect your response’ or ‘I am sorry, there seems to be a
problem’ the last thing we require is a machine that says it’s ‘Sorry’, with
the implication that I am stupid.


 


February 6,
2009:


There is a short
muscular Greek who visits the Hamam of about 40. He resembles a macho teddy
bear and is always looking for sex. We once got vaguely intimate but when I
felt his ass I could smell shit. Today, I discovered that it is his breath that
smells of shit. He wanted to watch me holding my dick while wanking himself. I
co-operated, it was impersonal and vaguely amusing.


 Today, a boy I recall
from the beach when he was 14 came into the Hamam. In those days, he was so
desperate for sex that he used to swim under water to try and suck dicks. At
15, he grew tall, thin and ugly and was also covered in long black hair. He is
now 20 and shaves his boy but is still exceedingly repulsive. 


I was in charge of the
Hamam when he arrived and after half an hour he came looking for me. When
Vangelis eventually returned, I went into the Hamam and the boy took me by the
hand into the hot room. He lay down holding my eyes. He is so disgusting, I
found him quite amusing. I covered him in Shampoo and scrubbed him very hard.
His dick is so long and it became so rigid that it started to bend like a bow
under tension. I ran my hands over his receptive well-scrubbed body and
discovered that despite his loathsomeness and a mouth full of bad teeth, he is
exciting. 


He pressed himself
against me all the time, his legs, groin, arms and back kept encircling me.
When I ran my hands down his back and he lifted his ass my fingers vanished
into his asshole, where I found a hard turd lurking. I did not venture there again.
I picked his legs up and he threw them over my shoulders pulling his ass on to
my dick. His hands kept grabbing my body and when I leaned forwards his soapy
legs encircled me and for fun I wrestle him into every fucking position
imaginable. He is the sexiest most spontaneous, uninhibited and natural partner
I have ever encountered. 


He did not need sex
but was the epitome of sexuality. Eventually he buried his face in my ass as I
grabbed his remarkable dick. He climaxed and then, sitting in front of me
smiling, kept jerking himself off long after his orgasm had subsided. 


Standing he turned and
put his ass on my engorged dick reaching behind him he held my ass very gently,
and became the most sensitive and intuitive of lovers. Never have I known such
unbridled sexuality with such a disgusting but liberated boy. He is
particularly unattractive, having skin of a nasty color, a huge dick, badly
shaved body hair, a very big nose a mouth full of rotting teeth and acne but he
turned me on. I think the most important element in sexual arousal is
confidence. Perfection and beauty are intimidating, but I would never kiss him.


The Pousti Pansy and
the disgusting boy seem to be far more sexual and passionate than the general
population, no halfhearted erections or dribbling ejaculations. I am told that
in South America the fucking goes on in the clubs all night. I am told that
they make a purge from pepper and alcohol then spend one hour in the toilet
irrigating their asses. After a purge and extensive irrigation, I can’t imagine
where they find the energy or inclination to fuck at all.


 


February 10,
2009:


 The archeological
department has found out that I made a sign board to advertising the Hamam. The
sign states ‘TURKISH BATHS.’ I used the official color scheme, two shades of
grey. It was an attempt at making the Hamam profitable, to prevent it being
closed, but the archeological department is objecting to the word ‘TURKISH’.
They insist that the baths are medieval. (There is no such thing, only the
civilized east washed)


This is another
typical example of Greek, ignorance and crass ineptitude. This is the official
denial of history and an idiotic suggestion preventing the baths ever becoming
profitable. They hoped to have the sign removed on aesthetic grounds but I used
the official color scheme. They demanded the word ‘TURKISH’ be painted out.
Vangelis asked a painter, working close by to, “Just paint the word Turkish
out.” The painter was using dark brown paint. The Turks arrived in the 1520s,
so most of the visible architecture must be Turkish, but it is officially
claimed to be medieval. 


 


February 16, 2009:



This morning a very
fine Greek came for a massage. Vangelis whispered, ‘He’s married, be careful.’
I was not busy and was free to spend a long time giving a searching and
relaxing massage in the warmth of the hot room. His perfect engorged dick oozed
pre-cum continuously. I deliberately caught his dick with my fore arm and it
rolled on his loins like a thick sausage many times. He had the Mediterranean
perfection that is common in Greece. We got into conversation. He is a
professional footballer from northern Greece. 


He told me about his
girlfriend and complained, ‘Women are a problem’ and he asked if I am married.
When he introduced himself, he kept hold of my hand. We were slipping into a
state of deep intimacy, our voices becoming soft, our eyes continually engaged
but without intensity. Vangelis came to tell him that his wife is waiting but
he avoided coming to the doorway and I got the giggles and shouted ‘You can
come in.’ 


I missed that man,
there had been no overt sexual invitations but an intimate bond had evolved and
my heart ached for him. ‘Was he gay?’ asked Vangelis ‘Probably, I don’t know,
you came at the wrong time.’ Vangelis looked surprised, ‘nice dick though.’


 


February 18,
2009:  


This morning I got a
call from Christo asking, ‘Please visit the gallery but don’t bring Claire.’ He
has a German partner and they are opening a carpet gallery and coffee bar. They
wanted to discuss the décor. Christo has been mounting birth stones in
Silver wire for years, but his specialty is genuine carpets. His partner, who
has money and is convinced that she has taste, is not sure what she wants but
she is very self-opinionated insisting that she has a very clear vision of her
dream. She probably wants to do everything; people do and they usually get it
wrong. The less they know the more conviction and determination they have, and
as I feared she did all the talking and did not listen. Socrates’s comment is
eternally true for the wise, “the only thing I can be sure of is my own
ignorance. 


 


February 19,
2009: 


Today I met Claire at
Christo’s gallery/ coffee bar. Claire and the German were both pontificating
but without communication and I began to feel ill. Claire then used their
telephone to call her father and she stayed talking for one hour because she
was not paying the bill. The call left Claire broken and sobbing
uncontrollably, perhaps Claire’s father told her a few ‘Home truths.’ I heard
Claire saying to the German ‘You are talking to a very broken woman.’ 


After another half
hour, the German woman, an alcoholic anorexic with a hatchet face, had had
enough and thought it was time to be positive and tell Claire the truth for her
own good. She said, in a deep throaty voice, ‘Claire my dear, you are 51; badly
wrinkle and its time you grew up and stopped blaming your father.’ Claire
reeling from shock said, ‘But I am only 49.’ and continued ‘They don’t like me
and they never did.’ I remained silent and the German launched into her own
history of abuse and rejection. They both believe themselves to be unloved
daughters and from what I have seen, with good reason.


 


February 20,
2009:


Today a simple rather
heavily built man of about 30 came to the Hamam. He is from Kastellorizo (A
tiny Greek island off the coast of Turkey) and he likes older men. He came onto
me rather heavily. It was unpleasant and he kept looking at my dick and ass. He
volunteered to give me a scrub. It was welcome because I can’t reach every part
of my back these days. He spent a long time soaping my ass and dick. Having
one’s dick washed is very relaxing but any hint of sex and it became not only
invasive but abhorrent. He tried to suck my dick and I found it unpleasant. His
constant need to kiss my body was irritating. This experience made me aware of
some very interesting aspects regarding personal boundaries and I hope to make
fewer mistakes in future.


Panni made me sit
through some game show because the participants were all gay; I was a bore and
so what? 


Pauline has moved into
my old room and she wants the Piano out as soon as possible. The Chinese
restaurant I visit is run by a Vietnamese family. They were ‘boat babies’. It
is cheap but the food indifferent and the waiters beautiful. The décor
is easy on my eyes and Chinese pop music easy on my ears. One boy is engaged to
a Russian girl; I hope she checks his dick for fit. I fantasize about those
eastern waiters and have some very easy orgasms.


 


February 22,
2009:  


   Nice Niko came
yesterday; I am falling in love with him but I must never allow myself to
presume anything. Despite Dirty Kostas being in the hot room we had sex
surreptitiously in the main room. Every time D. K. approached the doorway I
could see his shadow on the wall. While massaging Nikos’s back his dick came up
and was clearly visible beyond his hip. I lay on the warm floor licking and
sucking the end of his dick. He spread his legs so I could soap his ass and
dick from behind. This position is now my favorite view of some young men.
Keeping our eyes on the door way of the hot room we played around for a long time.
Niko eventually finished himself off while soaping my ass with his left hand.


 


February 23,
2009:


I saw Alexander
briefly after his university course and his boat was delayed. He refuses to
fly. He tells me that he likes drawing film stars; it’s as if I have a twin. He
told me that women fail to fulfill his needs because he wants intellect as well
as beauty. For a man of 30, he seems very inexperienced and idealistic so I
said, ‘Sensitive men and objective woman are both very rare and remarkable
beings’ I then added, perhaps hoping to resolve his “inner conflicts.” ‘Of the
two, I have come to prefer a sensitive man.’ He replied, ‘I prefer an
intelligent woman.’ The boat was delayed and we were cold. Alexander kissed me
and we parted. The flight would have taken twenty minutes. I am fascinated by
Alexander; all our tastes coincide, he is one of the finest and most beautiful
men I have ever known, I like his body, his manner and he never misses a chance
to mention his dick.


February 25,
2009:


Last night I saw the
film, ‘Doubt’ it was superbly done. It was about a repressed and spiteful nun,
a healthy priest who was probably gay and a sensitive lonely boy. Nothing
happened between the priest and boy, it was an innocent caring friendship. The
nun, played by Merrill Streep, destroyed two people’s lives. The most beautiful
moment was when Merrill Streep tried hinting to the boy’s mother at an
unnatural relationship between the priest and her son and the mother replied,
‘I am grateful that my son has found a friend.’ Merrill Streep was, as always
superb. She managed to portray that the nun’s problems were all her own
projections. Her hatred originating in her own fears, repression and one
presumes frustration.


 A Child’s early need
for security and trust is like a seedling climber, searching in the dark for a
firm support to reach the light. Teachers are the most available objects of
support. To withdraw is to let the seedling flounder. To nip the seedling in
the bud with rejection or guilt would stunt its growth or to cast it off could
cause lifelong damage. The boy’s mother was so right. 


Sports heroes or
heroines are the safest models. The fact is that the young need support to
reach the light and it is the teacher’s job to help children grow. It is
curious that Christianity teaches repression, guilt and hatred. Church
educational and caring institutions have an appalling reputation for cruelty
and we now discover sexual abuse. It’s all the denial of love.


 


February
26, 2009


Today Nice Niko came
to the Hamam, I missed his arrival but we met briefly and talked when he was
leaving. Claire told me to warn him not to be involved with friends searching
for antiquities with a metal detector. I passed her advice on to Niko, adding
‘There are only two dangerous activities in Greece, drugs and antiquities, so
you’re fucked on two counts.’ Laughing he said that he had no intentions of getting
involved with people using metal detectors. Once again I had been misled by
Claire and the situation could have been embarrassing, she is always seeking to
interfere, control, manipulate and cause trouble.


Two months ago, I
wanted a blood test just to check that everything is normal. I had to give a
reason and so pointed to some blotches on my legs. I had been told they are
“Just old age.” I was passed from doctor to doctor and it was eventually
confirmed that I needed a blood test. Blood tests are expensive and I was
advised to arrange the test on my European health card but this took even more
time. If I had been ill I could have died in the time involved and the
exhaustion of visiting doctors and clinics to save about 50 euros, it was not
worth it. 


My blood proved to be
normal so I had to arrange a biopsy. This was straight forwards. I asked the
very good looking young doctor if he could remove a blotch that was close to my
dick (for esthetic reasons). He smiled his agreement, took care to remove the whole
blotch and flirted with me. He rested his hand on my dick and asked if I knew
what ‘Malaka’ meant, ‘yes’ I replied, ‘it means wanker’. I asked him what they
are checking for and he told me, ‘Autoimmune complications, that could be
caused by stress.’ The stress could obviously have been caused by my sister-
in- law. They double check my date of birth, they thought it must be a mistake
and should have been 1957.  


I told Claire of my
ordeal with the health service and she said, ‘Serves you right, I pay 500 euros
and it’s all taken care of. Why do you think I always go private?’ This is the
woman who owes me 3000 euros for loans to visit ‘private clinics’. The arrival
of the blotches on my legs coincided with the end of my migraines, so they are
psychosomatic, but much easier to live with.


 


March 15, 2009: 



Tomorrow is the
Greek’s appeal case. I have had my haircut and grown my beard out white. I am
aiming at the old English gentleman look, not that a Greek would comprehend an
‘English gentlemen,’ but white hair instinctively inspires trust and respect.
Last Monday I went down with a terrible cold.


 


March 17, 2009:


The Greek did not turn
up for the court case yet again. It cost me 500 euros and was postponed until
November. 


My friend Kyriakos
turned up from Athens for his half yearly visit. We were alone and wrestling in
the hot room, both covered in soap. He pressed his ass against my face as I
soaped his rigid dick and balls then changing position his dick slipped in to
my ass. I had my arms around his shoulders and neck and our bodies kept coming
together in unexpected computations as we kissed and his dick kept finding some
new space or hole. I find my friend to be in every way, a perfect complement,
emotionally, physically and sexually. 


Then a fat man came
into the Hamam and my friend indicated that he could join us. Kyriakos began
soaping his own dick flirting with the fat Greek while I massaged his feet. The
fat Greek was getting very disturbed and asked for a massage. I obliged and
that seemed to excite Kyriakos who then wanted me to suck his dick. Kyriakos
inserted two fingers in my ass while reaching for the fat man’s ass and he
shoved his soapy hand between his gross buttocks and promptly orgasmed into my
mouth. 


Being considerate, the
fat man left us alone and I whispered in my friend’s ear ‘You’re disgusting’,
and he replied ‘Yes I know’. Still close to my ear he said, ‘Tomorrow we will
fuck before anybody arrives.’ We left together about lunch time. I said, ‘Sex
is nice with you’--- ‘Yes you’re ok too,’ we walked together easily, no
regrets, just trust and acceptance, like friends. Why can’t this be normal
life?


 


March 18, 2009:


Today Kyriakos arrived
before me but dirty Stavros and rubber dick were already there. We played about
in the main room kissing one another on the ass and lips with rubber dick
watching. Stavros was very considerate and stayed in the hot room. I gave my
friend a sexy and most luxurious massage, pleasuring every inch of his body,
especially his dick and ass. We discover the most bizarre and erotic positions
imaginable while Stavros kept checking from the hot room. My friend put his
soapy arms around my neck and whispered, ‘I want to fuck.’ 


I went to fetch a
condom. When I returned rubber-dick was standing with Kyriakos helping to get
his dick hard. I handed the condom over and he pushed my head on to
rubber-dick’s dick. Standing behind me Kyriakos licked my ass before inserting
his dick with ease. His dick is perfect, never have I known such care or such
easy and pleasurable fucking. Stavros came to the door and returned
immediately. All three of us were listening for the Hamam door to open; Rubber
dick caressing my back and stomach. Kyriakos then sat on the floor to finish,
and Rubber-dick started masturbating over us. 


Kyriakos holding his
breath started wanking very hard while soaping his own ass but he began to lose
his erection. So, I pushed my fingers into his ass and he started to orgasm,
gasping for air.  Vast quantities of semen spurted onto his stomach and
grabbing my wrist he forced my fingers deeper into his ass. Then sitting,
holding hands, we held one another’s eyes, smiling while Kyriakos continued gasping
for air. 


We had forgotten about
rubber dick now slumped in his usual corner beside his marble basin. We left
together, in the street he showed me a picture of himself at 18, huge green
eyes, arched browse and very sensual, Cupid’s bow lips, a stunning and typical
Greek boy. ‘I like your dick.’ and he said with one hand on my shoulder, ‘I
like your ass.’ Before we parted I asked if we could ever make love properly,
he replied, ‘We will see.’ I think he needs adventure, but above all an
audience.


 


March 22, 2009:


Today was very busy
with groups of boys arriving from a Canadian ship. Vangelis asked the fat
Hitler and dirty Tassos to help. Hitler was doing a massage parlor job and
dirty Tassos was scrubbing their dicks and then dirty Stavros helped and sat on
one boy’s ass, Vangelis said in Greek, ‘I said massage him not fuck him’
Vangelis is getting greedy and starting to take to many risks. 


Mediterranean boys
laugh at gays and even take advantages, but northern European and American boys
are embarrassed, even if they are gay. Straight boys would be horrified at a
sexual encounter with a supposedly professional. Embarrassment can cause actual
psychological problems when sex is involved. Dirty Tassos has no concept of
abuse and Vangelis is an idiot. He can’t take money from non-Greeks and hand
them over to a known pervert, with no conscience


 


March 25, 2009:


   Yesterday a fine Greek
came for a massage. He was probably about 30, tall, slim, muscular and
handsome. He offered no invitations so I took no liberties. I did a complete
massage and then started again on his back, enjoying the perfection of his long
back and perfect ass. I changed my technique to sensual and lingering. He
turned over and his dick that had always been thick and fully extended began to
rise to a perfect erection. As I watched his foreskin eased from his glans,
slipping down his shaft. Avoiding his dick, I embarked on a sensual massage of
torso, loins and thighs. 


With no hint of
embarrassment, he took hold of his dick and then sitting on the edge of the
marble plinth, knees akimbo lean on the wall against his warm marble basin he
closed his eyes, his head lolling to one side he began to very slowly
masturbate. Sitting between his feet and taking hold of his balls, my soapy
fingers close to his anus, I marveled at the beautiful sweep of his concave
torso and muscular thighs. He resembled the famous statue of a reclining
hunter. As I gently soaped his balls, his lips parted and with only a hint of a
smile he ejaculated all over his stomach. Without opening his eyes, he returned
to the warm floor and stretched out again, his arms above his head. I scooped
the semen from his stomach anointing my dick and then rinsed him with warm
water and continued the massage. 


A very good looking
boy had been watching from the door. I thought this incident would pass
unacknowledged but on his way-out, in a moment of deep intimacy the Greek
whispered, ‘That was the first time, can I come again?’ I answered, ‘yes
anytime and don’t pay for a massage I am always here.’ 


The boy was still
lingering, so I offered him a massage, he said ‘NO’ and left abruptly. I felt
that I had shared something archaic and deeply profound. I felt as if I had
encountered ‘Nijinsky’s Faun’, the adolescent dreams of a Faun’s sexual
awakening on a warm afternoon. It was the quintessence of homoerotic Greece.  


 


March 26, 2009:


Today is the first
warm day. The air is soft but still cool. These are the days that make living
here so rewarding. This morning I failed to notice an American boy’s arrival. I
found him almost by chance sitting alone in the main room on a marble bench. He
is about 22, very good looking and beautifully put together. I gave him no
choice about a massage. I took him directly into the hot room as a Greek boy
was leaving. I scrubbed and massage him back and front, he had a semi erection
most of the time. I concentrated on massaging his neck, shoulders, chest, hands
and thighs, deliberately bypassing his groin area. 


Then I worked upwards
from his feet, very slowly aware of the growing need of his dick to be held. He
showed no embarrassment about the increasing size of his dick and lay
stretching his arms above his head with his knees bent and his dick suddenly
became rigid. To ease his mounting tension, I massage his loins and felt him
relax into a receptive passivity. 


His eyes remain closed
so I soaped his balls and washed his dick. He was comfortable and moving his
legs further apart my soapy fingers were close to his anus. I manipulated and
pleasured his dick while soaping his balls. With my finger-tips only I then
began to awaken his sensuality, spending a long time exploring his glans and
blowing gently onto his balls and pubic hair; sometimes letting his dick caress
my face. Then I returned to his chest, stomach and loins and to increase his
sensitivity I used the lightest of caresses with finger-tips only. 


Kneeling between his
legs I took hold of his rigid shaft and pulled it towards me. I kissed the tip
of his dick and gently with two hands I began to masturbate him. Starting his
final stage of sexual arousal towards orgasm but with only the slightest
movement of his head he made it clear that he wanted to go no further. I
dispersed his awakened sexuality throughout his body. 


I whispered ‘It’s very
big’ he smiled and his arousal vanished. I rinsed him down and he seemed
reluctant to leave so I suggested, ‘I can massage your neck again if you want’
and without a word he lay on his stomach, when he turned over again, his dick
shot back to being rigid, but I concentrated on his hands and feet and the
erection disappeared, just as quickly. 


We talked for a while,
he is a student traveling alone and I began to relate him; finding that I
desired him. I asked, ‘Are you gay or just very sexy?’ this offers an
explanation or peace of mind and helps, if needed. ‘Just sexy’ he replied with
some satisfaction. I told him, ‘this is Greece don’t be afraid to explore your
sexuality’. This seemed to bother him and as an explanation he told me, that
sometimes he feels lonely. I offered him a meal but he declined. 


These brief encounters
with youth can leave me feeling empty with an unidentified yearning and I wish
that I were young again. But perhaps, it is only my age, sensitivity and the
endless opportunities and some sense of trust that makes these precious
encounters possible. My heart ached for that boy all day, not just for his
company but also for his loneliness.  That boy was a further proof of a gay sex
encounter devoid of expectations, to be rewarding and of value. Any regrets
later would be a result of preconditioning, nothing happened beyond sharing
something uniquely human and profound with a soul mate at the right moment.


 


March 27, 2009: 


Alexander’s friend,
the psychologist had offered to find me a Forensic psychologist but she’s had
no luck. Being the victim of a confidence trickster and being drugged could be
confirmed for the court by a professional witness. 


Today I had the
stitches taken out after the biopsy. It is turning dark and they thought it
must be infected and gave me an antibiotic and a cream. It’s not infected just
the blotch returning, but I didn’t bother to tell them


 


March
28, 2009                                                                                       


Nice Niko came this morning. The
German with the crinoline ass was there. Niko likes to get sexually aroused
before indicating that he’s interested in sex. Greeks don’t likes being
approached until driven by need or choice. Niko prefers to keep his options
open for as long as possible. 


Feeling bored I joined
Niko. He gave me no indication of wanting to be alone or wanting sex. I
massaged his foot casually because it was within easy reach. This did not
involve making any invasive change of position. Niko relaxed, so I scrubbed him
back and front for a long time. The German makes regular visits to the changing
room for a smoke. We heard the door close and Niko spread his legs wide. I
kissed his ass and could feel his erections sticking out beyond his hip. He
lifted his ass so I could hold his dick and balls while kissing and biting his
ass. 


Niko is active and
preferred that I did not involve his ass in my attentions, but now every time
we make love he spends a little longer relaxing before wanting to fuck. This
time he remained with his ass against my face and I took hold of his dick and
masturbated him while rubbing my beard on his cheeks. We heard the German
return and once we could hear him pouring water I sucked Niko’s dick while
holding his balls and letting my soapy fingers nestle near his anus. 


We heard the German
leave again for a smoke and Niko reached for a condom. The condom turned out to
be bright orange and tasted of strawberries (a free-gift). Niko lay on his back
and kneeling above him I put his dick against my ass. Holding hands, we waited
for his very rigid erection to slowly find accommodation. Once accommodated,
Niko smiled and I said ‘fucking hell’. He moved a fraction putting pressure on
my prostate then he moved again and pushed his whole length straight in. The
widest part of his dick always causes pain. I smiled, ‘right up to the balls,
as they say.’ As unusual, we stayed like that for some time with Niko stroking
my stomach and thighs, while I caressed his chest and shoulders. 


With some unspoken
understanding we change position so he could fuck very hard before pulling the
condom off and shooting all over my back, but this time he stopped. Niko’s
erection had vanished and he said, ‘Sorry, but the German put me off.’ Both
standing, I caressed his ass while he put two fingers in my asshole. I took
hold of his new erection but the possibility of an orgasm seemed to have passed
and he was annoyed. 


Much later in the
changing room I found Niko talking to the German and I felt empty, then a
40-year-old Greek arrived and Niko followed him back into the Hamam. I left,
feeling sick and disturbed.


To make matters worse
Vangelis then gave me a lecture that he had probably been preparing for some
time, he said, ‘Niko does not come to see you and you must stay away and give
the other gays a chance.’ I asked, ‘Have you been talking to the German’ he
lied and said, ‘No, everybody’s complaining. They don’t mind you massaging but
you don’t leave them free afterwards. Seb, you have got to give them all a
chance.’ 


I was getting very
angry and replied, ‘Fuck that, it’s the tourists who talk to me and any gay
looking for sex will not be interested in me.’ Vangelis was not convinced so I
continued, ‘Niko has been my friend for years’ I took a breath and then
continued before Vangelis could interrupt, ‘I am only doing my job and the only
people who choose to talk to me are straight not gay’. I drew a breath and
added, ‘Dirty Tassos is spreading the rumor that I have AIDS.’ 


I told Vangelis that I
talk to the straight customer to prevent them being bothered by the gays and
Vangelis reply disturbs me. ‘Well don’t Sebastian, leave them alone.’ I left
very angry and depressed. Niko was still inside the Hamam, with a Greek and the
fat Hitler. 


I wonder if Niko and
Hitler share some sort of understanding that would explain Vangelis’s outburst
and Niko’s failure to finish. Perhaps Niko can’t resist his fat ass. I don’t
know the origins of Vangelis’s lecture but I did feel there was probably some
justification because I had joined Niko not waiting for him to approach me. We
have been slipping into an accepted pattern but only if Niko had not found a
partner. I do know that Niko avoids any situation that might be an understanding.
I know that Niko likes older men and I believe he likes fat men, I suspect that
there some history with the Hitler with the huge ass.  


                                    


March 29, 2009:


I met Alexander with
his girlfriend. I told them a little about my problem with Vangelis. Alexander
said, ‘I would take a free blow job any time.’ It is strange but I took his
comment to be sarcasm, despite him talking about big dicks all the time. 


Later we spent a long
time alone in the old town until way after mid night. Alexander was taking
photographs of textures and decay. He is so tall, so slim and handsome,
intellectual, academic, funny and complex. He is also a prepubescent boy, a
sage, so unsure yet, totally in charge, full of questions and answers and we
even have the same birth date. I love Alexander but I don’t think I am in love
with him.


There is a soldier who
comes to the Hamam quite often. Dirty Stavros told me about him after giving
him one of his special massages with his dick slipping between his cheeks. The
soldier is sturdy with a well develop ass, heavy legs and a big thick dick that
is always swinging and he can’t stop touching it. He is extremely handsome with
blue eyes. He objects strongly if I show any interest but today on his way to
the toilet I thought he spoke to me. Dirty Tassos followed him and was very
rudely told to go away.


 


April 2, 2009:


Today the Hamam was
closed but Vangelis got a telephone call and he opened especially for a group.
The group leader was a fine Greek, probably a teacher who kept his boxer shorts
on, while I massaged him. I did my best to get a reaction from his distended
dick but it made no progress. Much to Vangelis’s disappointment none of the
group wanted a massage. 


The Group left and
Vangelis brought me a Greek boy of about 22. They are like a super market
product, of uniform size, shape, color and free of blemishes. I suspect they
have a short shelf-life but the flavor is excellent. He has a very beautiful
face, a perfect body and flawless skin. He groaned with relief as I massaged
his back while being fascinated by his perfect ass. 


Once he turned over I
could check his dick. Tumescent and quite big with flawless skin easing away
from his sizeable pink glans. I worked down the whole length of his torso and
his dick became huge. As I continued down his thighs his dick became rigid,
standing clear of his tight flat stomach. I spent a long time on his feet
appreciating his muscular body and erection, his balls resting on his thighs. I
returned to his groin area and using the lightest pressure only I caressed the
fine hairs of his thighs and balls and his dick became so rigid that it
resisted powerfully when I tried to move it to one side and then the other. 


As I soaped his groin,
he kept his eyes closed and I felt a final slipping into a sexual oblivion. I
stroked his dick with alternate hands from base to tip and when I soaped his
balls, he moved his legs further apart so that I could caress his entire
genital area from anus to glans. He then pulled his legs up with bent knees,
his hands pulling his legs wide he offered me his anus to my soapy fingers. 


I worked with two
hands, one masturbating his shaft, the other caressing his balls. My fingers
became welcome in his asshole. Vast quantities of pre-cum oozed from the very
generous hole in his now hugely swollen knob. Pulling his knees higher he
wanked himself hard saying, ‘Try four fingers.’ I pushed, ‘Harder’ he demanded
and his orgasm released as his ass grip my fingers. 


He relaxed immediately
and I rinsed him with vast quantities of hot water. He continued to relax so I
caressed his now satisfied body. After a while he said with some degree of
irritation ‘Haven’t you finished yet’ as if it had all been my fault. Sounding
indifferent and professional I replied, ‘If you’re satisfied I’m finished’ and
I stood up. He left with not even a glance in my direction. Greeks don’t seem
to appreciate post coital moments or even good manners.


Vangelis had decided
to close but then a tourist arrived whom I remember wanted to hold my dick and,
him being Italian I agreed. I massaged his stomach, thighs, dick and balls
while he examined my dick balls and ass. Without warning he had an orgasm, I
deliberately massage the end of his dick with my soapy palm, giving him an
excruciating climax, causing him to cringe. 


 


April 4, 2009:


Summer has arrived but
the Hamam is still quiet. Yesterday Vangelis arranged a present for me. He
encouraged a Russian boy to accept a free massage. His extreme youth and beauty
were extraordinary. He lay face down opposite a very handsome Greek who has never
shown the slightest interest in the ‘goings on’ in the Hamam. The boy had
shaved his asshole and he moved his legs apart so the handsome Greek had a
clear view. 


The Greeks erection
was immediate and leaning back he demonstrated its strength for my amusement
with one finger, then it sprang back to being vertical. He wanked himself
leisurely as I massage the boy. The boy felt wonderful but he showed no
increase in his sensuality or awareness of the Greek pulling himself off at the
sight of his tight asshole. Even straight boys can’t avoid the pleasure of
arousal when physical pleasure starts to become sexual, so I spent a long time
massaging his prominent young ass for the amusement of the Greek. 


After the Greek left,
I asked the boy to turn over. His dick was tumescent but not hard. The boy
probably knew of my pleasure in his youth and of the Greek wanking himself
because he had made sure that his shaved asshole was on view, but he gave no
further indication of interest in sex or further adventures.


April
5, 2009:


The weather is getting
warm, last night in the park I was talking to a student of ecology. We have
been friends for some time, he hangs around me in the Hamam and I have taken
him home to fuck on a few occasions. He has a big dick and Green eyes that make
him look like a predatory bird. He is nice, not very good at fucking and I find
him educated but stupid. 


Gypsy Yiannis joined
us, he is becoming very handsome. All the gypsies are small but surprisingly
perfect. He is now a footballer and an underage rent boy. All his family is
straight but rent from an early age. I like him, he’s clever and funny. The
student kept touching him and Yiannis said, ‘don’t touch’ I added ‘Touching is
ten euros’ Yiannis pointed to his dick and said ‘One hundred euros.’ 


Yiannis begged fifteen
euros off me until tomorrow. ‘I want a guarantee’ I said, ‘Come to my house
tomorrow, I promise my friend, you will get your money’ just for the fun of it
I gave him fifteen euros. Then the Gardner arrived, he is retired and has volunteered
to take care of the park. He has a key to a small garden room. He likes to pay
for sex and he agreed to suck Yiannis dick for five euros in his garden room.


 


April 6, 2009:


Two school boys came
to the Hamam quite early probably only 15, years old. They asked if two could
enter for the price of one, I was in charge and I pretended doubt before
agreeing. I was surprised when dirty Tassos left early; I had not been worried
for the boys because they are Greek. Naked they were very beautiful, having heads
covered in black curly hair, faces like girls, long lean bodies and full sized
dicks crowned with black glistening pubic hair. They lay side by side laughing
and I swooshed hot water over them and they squirmed with delight, ‘Hotter’
they shouted, their young bodies ripening for sex were eager for pain. 


They relaxed totally.
Using lots of shampoo, I penetrated their resilient muscles, stretched their
arms and legs and I compressed their pliable spines. They were in an ecstasy of
pain and pleasure. I concentrated on the most beautiful boy while the other watched.
Then I scrubbed the other boy who had a rough back. I scrubbed it smooth with
the loofah glove while the beautiful boy watched. His erection became
persistent and I glanced at his dick giving him a look of approved amusement.
He glowed with pride and his erection vanished. 


I finished the massage
with very hot water, ‘More, more’ they shouted. ‘Ok, its over’ I said, sounding
professional and indifferent. I had been privileged to partake in such innocent
joy and latent sexuality. 


For pets, I always preferred
wild creatures, if damaged I enjoyed their brief stay until mended and free to
return to the wild. I learned at an early age that one cannot possess living
things and a more important lesson is to ‘look but not touch’ or (interfere).
This lesson is fundamental and applicable in all situations. Later, I saw both
boys in the street in their fashionable clothes, loud trainers and woolen hats,
the center of attention for a whole crowd of girls. It is true, as Silvio said,
‘Italians and Greeks know the value of their dicks’ and from what I observed
today, from an early age. I had happily partaken in something precious and not
interfered.


 


April 8, 2009:


Yesterday a very thin
outrageous Pousti with one of the ugliest girlfriends I have ever seen came for
a massage. I had to be very careful because he had used a depletory cream to
remove all his body hair and was rather badly burned so I fetched a body
lotion, instead of shampoo. He lay on his stomach, legs apart stretching his
scrawny ass and withered ass-hole; I massaged his inflamed skin with the body
lotion. 


Face down, there was
no confusion about his desires (once again the pousti gays seem to be over
sexed) His thick dick looked huge against his emaciated body. He pushed his
asshole onto my hand offering his genitals to be manhandle from behind. Then he
turned over and stretched his arms above his head, his mouth open inviting
aggressive treatment. I covered him in vast quantities of body lotion and
squeezed and stretched him until he groaned and gasped with pain. He maintained
eye contact, pulling his face in pain and pleasure, even agony as I maltreated
his eager burned body. He could bend his body in any direction and complied
with my every demand while he took my ass or my dick in his mouth at every
opportunity. His legs slipped around my body so our genitals came together and
we interlocked like scissors. 


Rubbing cream over his
balls and anus he pushed my hand into his ass and began masturbating his thick
dick which is now bending under the pressure. I stood up with his legs wrapped
tightly around my body. Now standing on his shoulders his ass near my dick and
wanking very hard I pushed his dick over his head and ejaculated all over his
face. 


Collapsing on the
floor, his arms and legs outstretched like star still gasping for air he
smiled. I found this thin disgusting pousti exciting and sexy. After ten
minutes, he wanted to continue, but this time gently. His need for violence was
spent. He became a different person, wanting to be caressed, his body inviting
sensuality as he offered himself to me like a dancer and we interacted with compliance.
His new erection was less demanding and he still maintained eye contact as he
invited me to gently explore his now submissive body. 


 We talked as I
caressed him, our legs entwined. He works in the tourist industry but his
passion is dancing and he is married. He kept shaking his head in disbelief,
saying ‘thank you.’ He gave me a ten euros’ tip and promise to return. I asked
if he was active or passive, he raised his browse in a question, ‘Top or
bottom?’ I asked, and smiling he gave me a look of exquisite promises, ‘both’.
He smiled and left.


 


April 9, 2009: 


I am becoming a
pervert. On Sunday in the park a deaf mute probably over 60, got into
conversation with me. It is strange but we discussed for more than I usually
manage with the hearing and articulate. He was very curious about my dick, I
conveyed it was very small probably dead and best left asleep, but he was eager
to find out for himself. 


He told me that he was
(by sign language) of prodigious size and so thick, he indicated with his
fingers as if unable to get his hand around it. To save damaging the buttons on
my jeans I got my dick out and he set to work with enthusiasm, but to no avail.
Being curious I indicated his dick with a questioning look. He fished out a bit
of wrinkly red skin assuring me that it would grow. Checking the time, I
implied shock, that it was so late and made a hasty retreat. 


 


April 10, 2009:


Today I massaged a
Greek man who looked English and a very handsome German boy who I believe could
have been gay; he seemed to be watching a handsome Malayan man with a small
erection. Dirty Tassos arrived in the afternoon and started to bother the
Malayan who shared his disgust with me. The German boy left having accessed the
situation. I removed my swimming trunks out of amusement to satisfy the
Malayan’s curiosity. Every time Tassos left the main room the Malayan came to
hold my dick. ‘I like European dicks, please make it big.’ 


Then an oversized
German arrived and fulfilled the Malayan’s desire to see a European erection.
Returning to me he asked, ‘please let me look at your dick’ and then spent a
long time admiring and stroking, it was appreciative to the point of worship.
Tassos reported us to Vangelis insisting that he send for the police, Tassos
was looking extremely ill, indeed.


 


April 12, 2009:


Yesterday was busy,
first a half Greek from Holland whose dick became very hard and so we moved
into the hot room. He needed a good wash and I scrubbed him for a long time. I
massaged him and then in return he massaged my hands and feet but his erection
did not return. It was a relief and satisfactory all-round.


We were joined by a
Greek gay who was probably a soldier who kept pulling on his small dick. Two
young Greek boys in their late teens joined us in the hot room and I gave them
both a general massage. The beautiful one got sexually excited and I satisfied
his needs with no hint of sex because the Hamam was busy.


 One by one they all
departed and Vangelis brought me an American school group with their fat pink
teacher, after his massage the teacher left us alone, probably hoping his
students would turn gay. I was eventually left in the hot room with two fine
young American boys, a Negro and a very sexy Hispanic. The Hispanic could not
leave his dick alone, ‘I think you have an issue’ said the Negro. I glanced at
the Hispanic playing with his dick and the Negro caught my eye and shrugged,
hiding his amusement. 


I massaged the
Hispanic first, he was very proud of his dick but unfortunately his
circumcision was too tight. He was sensual and sexually aware taking delight in
pain and pleasure. If we had alone, I am sure he would have enjoyed himself
considerably. He was eager to watch me massaging his friend, so I did not
prolong his massage. 


The Negro’s dick was
engorged all the time but did not become fully erect. The beauty and perfection
of Negro’s never fails to amaze me. He was tall, very lean and broad
shouldered, his legs long and his thighs deeply muscled. He enjoyed his massage
but found no obvious pleasure in sensuality. The Hispanic watched with
satisfaction while holding his own erection. 


I deliberately asked
the Negro to turn over and massaged his back and legs again in such a way that
the Hispanic could enjoy the sight. As I massage the Negro’s lower back and
thighs I held the Hispanic eyes to share a moment of understanding. He held my
gaze, but then as if to give me an opportunity turned his back on us. Perhaps
he just wanted to hold his dick, but I think he had misunderstood our shared
moment. I carefully avoided the Negro’s magnificent ass and generous dick in
case of misunderstandings.


 


April 13, 2009:  


This morning I went to
the hospital for my biopsy result. It is not an auto immune problem but of
nervous origin. The doctor showed me a picture of a man with the same
condition, apparently covered in bruises. I was right; it is a “tolerable
alternative to migraine.” ‘Psychosomatic’ I volunteered, but that only seemed
to confuse the Greek specialist. This is strange because medical terms have
Greek origins. 


In April Greeks are
out butchering the trees, they cut all the branches the off. If this is done at
long intervals it will prolong the life of a tree, but every year it is
unnecessary and deprives us of much needed shade. One jacaranda is being killed
by having every shoot rubbed off its trunk which is all that remains of the
tree. The senile old woman in the shop died and the family holds the tree
responsible. 


The Greek islands were
all forested originally, but farming has rendered most of them desert. Greeks
are a race of peasants. They hate nature, are blind to natural beauty and no
flowering tree is safe. I think the annual butchering is a celebration; it is
an affirmation of man’s necessity to control nature.


I went to the sandy
beach and met the very handsome Greek with steel blue hair who came to the
Hamam some weeks ago. He is 45, but because of his hair, looks older. We talked
for three hours; he got burned down one side and I got a stiff neck. It will
last for weeks and cause headaches. He has half Finnish children and his eldest
boy has blonde hair with his Greek eyes. I checked his eyes, they are large and
the darkest possible shade of amber.


 He nearly died in his
30s because he had a coronary. He was fat then but lost weight and is now very
careful about diet. He left his family in Finland and returned to Greece
because he is gay. People, who have been lucky enough to escape death, have a
very relaxed but positive attitude to life. They don’t waste their time with
false values, they are honest with themselves because I imagine that they have
faced the ultimate truth and just to wake up every morning is a source of
satisfaction plus gratitude. 


 


My
new friend nodded towards some trees. I could see nothing so we went closer.
There were about seven boys all naked, laughing and in their early teens with
stiff dicks. They were fucking one another and it was all a game. They were
kissing, wanking, sucking and kept bending down for fun. I have often seen
groups of young boys with older boys on the beaches. I would like to have
studied their interaction and the accepted roles. They were blatantly free of
embarrassment, inhibitions and guilt. It was uncomplicated fun and I was
curious, but watching them felt invasive. 


 


Such sexual behavior
would cause concern in England and if reported it could involve the
authorities. Intervention by authority can cause lasting harm; it is the fears
and guilt of the inquisitors and their tone of voice that can cause the
irreparable damage. It is significant that in England any hint of sex pre-empts
the starting gun but with cases of cruelty, they are notoriously slow to react
and often too late. 


It has occurred to me
that one aim of life could be to try and rediscover the ‘Garden of Eden’. I was
given a glimpse of the Garden of Eden in the uninhibited fun of a group of
adolescent boys. We can safely assume that sex existed in paradise before the
snake whispered in Eve’s ear. What is the symbolic shame that still plagues us
after Adam and Eve were dismissed from the Garden, hiding their genitals? 


 There are so many
complications concerned with the problem of being human and we have little
guidance, only imposed concepts of sin. To quote my Aunt who married at 40,
“sex is a sin before marriage but a duty after.” Either way it’s not healthy. The
most precious gift is the most forbidden, this could be fundamental to our
confused value systems. A weekend of love is called a “dirty weekend.” Love for
some is a spiritual or profound experience but for others it must be debased,
unclean or violent. Guilt makes sex dirty and for some difficult. Whichever
way, it is confusing. 


We think in symbols,
but symbols are open to interpretation. Thinking in symbols is what makes
objective thinking possible, ideas, mathematics, also the Arts, all the
sciences, philosophy and of course religion but symbols are also the basis of
our crass stupidity; no animal would die for an idea. They will risk their life
for food or their young but never for a flag. Animals live in the real world
not the world of beliefs and symbols. Animals are only concerned with what is
immediate and real. It seems to me that the loss of paradise had more to do
with our intelligence than our dicks. Animals didn’t leave Eden.


We had the usual
conversation I have abroad, about my life of near celibacy in England and it
always seems to be incomprehensible. My assertion that gay sex is very hard to
find in England (outside London) is scoffed at. It seems to be accepted that
England is a gay capital of the world, this is far from true but they do not
believe me. It is universally believed that British graciousness and good manners
denote homosexuality.


It makes me a bit
angry so I told him that “in northern Europe and America, I understand that
most gay men are either married or celibate”. I added that “in the army, eight
years in art schools and twenty-three years in education, I never knowingly met
a gay man with the possibility of a shared understanding”. I gather that my
friend’s experience of America and Europe is very different to mine.


It has been a day of
revelations. In the park, I have just met a boy, probably a Greek solider. He
came to talk to me and asked me to fuck him. I was amused but not interested.
He explained that his brother had been fucking him since he was ten and he
misses it, I asked, ‘Did you like it.’--- ‘Yes’ he replied with indifference.
He seemed reluctant to leave me but apologized, saying ‘I am sorry but I had
better go if I am to find what I want.’  I watched him walk away, a very normal
healthy uncomplicated boy in his late teens. The outcome of such a scenario in
England does not bare thinking about.


 


April 15, 2009:


 Yesterday, I massaged
ten clients, that should help Vangelis’s overdraft but it was hard work, they
were all fat or old. At the end of the afternoon the soldier with the permanent
semi-erection spoke to me directly ‘How much is a massage.’--- ‘For you it’s
free’. As my client was leaving, he appeared at the door and led me directly to
the hot room. Fortunately, the Hamam was free of homosexual nuisances. 


We stood close and he
took charge. ‘I need a very good massage because I am carrying guns all day and
training very hard.’--- ‘Ok lie on the floor’. I massaged his back and
shoulders he is very firm and I found no points of stress or tension. His ass
is full and round, his legs short heavy and powerful. He moved his legs apart
and I ignored his invitation. He turned over and presented me with a fine sight
that made my heart glad. His legs and arms were out stretched, his torso
muscular and his dick straight and thick. Greeks have chunky well-formed dicks,
thick in the middle and the length of my hand. 


He relaxed totally,
hungrily enjoying a vigorous massage. I ran my hands down the whole length of
his resilient body, avoiding his dick; creating a deep need for genital relief.
I massaged his groin, stomach and thighs, sensing a sudden passivity. He lay
with his knees akimbo; his arms out stretch and heavy on the floor. I soaped my
hands and took hold of his balls before holding his dick. I held his genitals
for a long time watching the growing sense of relief and pleasure on his face. 


He took hold of his
own dick and started to masturbate but I took control, my fingertips found his
anus and I wanked him very slowly. He picked his knees up and my fingers
strayed into his asshole. ‘Turnover’ I whispered (my voice unrecognizable). He
quickly turned over and spread his legs wide. Kneeling between his legs I
placed my hands around his loins and raised his eager ass so I could see his
asshole and the full length of his thick dick from behind. I was so impressed
by his beauty and clean perfect anus that I berried my face between his checks,
caressing his asshole with my tongue. Taking hold of his dick I then began to
masturbate him but I got soap in my eyes. 


It is imperative to
rinse well before burying one’s face in a boy’s soapy ass. With my fingers,
still in his ass I tried rinsing soap from my eyes with my other hand from the
marble basin. Of his own accord, he turned over and laid with his legs apart,
his body relaxed so I could wank him to an easy orgasm, with my fingers still
in his ass. I didn’t delay his orgasm but brought him smoothly to a perfect
climax, his asshole spasms gripped my fingers as he ejaculated in an easy
abundant flow over his stomach. ‘A very good massage, thank you’ and he left
immediately. 


Vangelis asked, ‘What
did you do to that soldier? I hardly recognized him when he left, he was so
happy.’ I replied, ‘Nothing, he just wanted a wank.’--- ‘was he gay?’--- ‘I
don’t think so’ I lied. That soldier is not my type but he is a very sexy boy. 


There was an American
boy who stayed all day. I massaged him briefly on three occasions between
clients. He always chose to lay face down and seemed to show no objection if I
caught his asshole by mistake. On the last occasion, I deliberately soaped my
elbow and on the pretext of massaging the backs of his knees I let my elbow
breach the plump cheeks of his ass. The massage was quite sexual but I did
nothing directly that could have been mistaken as intrusive. ‘How are you
feeling?’ I asked, ‘I am feeling a lot better now thank you.’--- ‘How old are
you?’--- ‘I am 21.’--- ‘Twenty-one is wonderful age but it’s gone too soon.
Don’t waste it my friend, follow your feelings, you are in Greece not
America.’---‘Thank you, I know what you mean.’--- ‘you are a very sexy
boy.’---‘Thank you.’


 


April 21, 2009:


Today I massaged
(among others) a very beautiful man from Belgium, tall and fair with everything
in perfect proportion and symmetry. He was trained to perfection but still
pliable, resilient and so very smooth. 


Later a French
footballer arrived, tall muscular and brown. He could probably have been my
height but he did not look big. Big is usually ugly. He responded to the
massage, his dick became tumescent and he oozed pre-cum in vast quantities. I
marveled at the perfection of his body and gave him a very searching and
sensual massage, but I received no invitation beyond a deep sense of intimacy.
His girlfriend was equally beautiful. 


After the French-man I
massage a young fair man from South Africa. He was gay and wanted his ass
washed. I was not interested but went along with his wishes for my passing
amusement. He was suddenly eager so I inserted three fingers in his ass and
taking hold of his dick he ejaculated without warning, crushing my fingers. The
only client I recall clearly was the French footballer.


 


April 22, 2009: 


  Today a father brought
his two sons to the Hamam. The eldest boy was 14 or 15, and had an erection
most of the time. He deliberately took his shorts off so his dick could flop
around and he could jiggle it in his brother’s face. They are from the Basque
country. I did not know that Basque means ‘ice wall’, that must have been the
edge of the icecap during the last ice age. They have traveled from Spain by
car. The whole family does a lot of walking and camping. I found them a total
delight. How very different to the vulgar, ignorant masses bent on pleasure and
ruin. My love for humanity has returned briefly.


 


April 23, 2009:


Today the handsome
Greek with blue hair came to the Hamam. He gave me a bag full of creams,
shampoos and lotions. He told me that his boyfriend has decided to concentrate
on his girlfriend. We shared a moment of silent mirth. He then shared a secret
fear, ‘Much as I love boys and their asses and fucking, I believe that if I get
fucked just once, I will become passive.’ To put his mind at rest, I told him
that people are either active or passive or both, it all depends on their
partner at the time. He nodded his agreement but without conviction.


 The Basque family
returned today and I massaged them. The sexy15, year old wallowed in sensual
pleasure, but it was in no way sexual. His brother, probably 13, held my eyes
for the entire massage and he had an erection the whole time. He offered me
every part of his body as the massage progressed and he begged his father to
bring him again. It was a very sensual experience but I avoided all sexuality.
Waiting outside the Hamam was a beautiful woman with soft brown eyes and sandy
hair, I immediately recognized the mother of the boys from the Basque country. 


Last night, I walked
past a fine Italian villa built in the 1930s. It has been a fast food
restaurant for some years. The decking was beginning to decay and they are
removing it, exposing a vast garden of steps, paths and low walls in white
marble. A significant comment on our times! They covered something of value and
historical beauty, to create ‘Shanty Town’. The modern world is like the
barbarians from the North camping in the palaces of ancient Rome.


April 24, 2009:


Today I found my way
onto the roof of the Hamam. I have been asking Vangelis for months to show me
how it works. I don’t think he had a clue what I wanted. At one end of the
Hamam is a huge fireplace that burns wood, it heats the water and the hot air
travels under the floors. I discovered on the roof rows of tiny chimneys or
flues and most of them had a brick blocking the air flow, underneath the bricks
most flues are blocked or nearly blocked with soot. All the walls must have
flues for heating them. I showed Vangelis and suggested that we remove some of
the bricks so I could study how the Hamam works. He replied, ‘But Seb, the
bricks are there to keep the heat in.’ I could not begin to explain the need
for oxygen and airflow when heating a building the size of the Hamam. 


Vangelis took all the
bricks off and then over stoked the fire with green wood. I suggested leaving
some bricks in place and filling the water tank in case it over heats. He
refused, because they always fill the tank on Fridays. The following morning the
green wood had burned and smoke was issuing from every chimney. Also, the Hamam
was full of smoke and the water too hot to use. Vangelis replaced all the
bricks.


 


April 25, 2009:


  Today I fell on one
knee in the street. I couldn’t walk and telephoned Vangelis to inform him that
I cannot work and suggested he sends for dirty Tassos. I have bought Brufen
tablets and they seem to be helping. 


 


April 26, 2009:


I can’t get out of bed
because my leg is swollen from the knee down. Claire has bought me some elastic
bandages. 


 


April 29, 2009:


Today I visited the
Hamam but am unable to work. Dirty Tassos insisted one huge black man wait
until the end before giving him his massage. The Hamam was empty and dirty
Tassos managed to get the black man’s dick into his mouth, but it was not easy.
He is always spitting blood. He must have Gonorrhea of the throat and gums by
now.


 


May 5, 2009:


  Alexander is back, he
came to the Hamam with his girlfriend. Tassos was all smiles with anticipation.
I managed to massage Alexander but it was not easy, I couldn’t move because my
damaged leg had to remain straight. The massage was disappointing; Alexander
did not participate and he seemed disappointed. His back is unusually long and
he is soft like a student. His dick is big but it did not stir, and for the
first time he did he draw attention to it. We met his girlfriend afterwards and
they invited me to join them for a walk with the words ‘if you want too’ they
sounded polite, not keen, but I couldn’t anyway.


 


May 8, 2009:


Some weeks ago, I met
a young Greek outside the Hamam and I met him again a few days later by the
harbor. He is a student of classical piano. He arrived today but was too late
and Vangelis objected, so we came home. He sat at the piano and launched directly
into Chopin’s second piano concerto. After the first movement, he asked, ‘Do
you mind if I remove my trousers’ he did, and then continued playing. His
excuse was that he found them too restricting. He plays like Alfred Brendel and
then said, ‘I feel tired. Will you give me a massage?’ 


Claire was in the
street listening at my door and she telephoned me. I said, ‘I am busy’ and she
replied, ‘Yes I know, do you realize that every word can be heard in the
street.’ Her excuse for telephoning me was to invite me for Spaghetti
Bolognaise, but this was only an excuse to interfere.


The musician stretched
out on my bed on his stomach and removed his underpants, revealing a small hard
dick. With my bandaged immobile leg and in underpants only, this was going to
be quite difficult. He lay with his legs wide apart; he is a stocky muscular
little man with a hairy back. He has a patch granular tissue at the base of his
spine. After a general massage, he turned over; his dick smelt of his last
wank, so I avoided it. 


After a rudimentary
exploration of his torso and thighs, he asked for a condom. Still on the bed I
put my left foot on the floor and leaning I managed to rummage in my
bed-side-draw. He started pressing his smelly little dick against my side. 


I passed him the
condom over my shoulder and it was on even before I had found the lubricant.
Still on my side, my painful leg stretched along the edge of the bed, my right
foot still on the floor, he crouched above me and asked permission to enter and
come immediately. I was still trying to close the draw, ‘Sure, it’s no problem,
I am not a woman’ and before I could adjust my position he entered and brought
himself to an immediate orgasm. He is a capable lover and handed me the used
condom. I managed to get back on the bed and we relaxed.


He played the piano
for a long time before requesting a second fuck. When I returned from the
toilet, he was already sitting on the edge of my bed, his erection covered with
a condom. ‘Sit on it’ he demanded. With a bandaged painful knee this was not
going to be easy. I managed to suspend myself on my arms with my painful leg
out stretched and managed to sit on his dick. 


We went for a meal
together and I got very tired. The musician concentrates too hard at listening
but fails to grasp the sense of any sentence; he only hears words, rather like
tunnel vision. Conversation became bizarre because the introduction,
development and conclusion of any sentence or subject did not connect in his
mind. 


Few people hold
conversations; some people tend to only hear what they expect, while others are
planning their next monolog. The musician is also studying law. He plans to be
a lawyer or a diplomat. He understands very little, his skill is dedication and
perseverance, not comprehension and understanding. He could start a world war
or get the wrong person convicted, but I won’t tell him.


 


May 12, 2009:


     The musician stays in
touch and
we went to a concert together. I arrived at 8:25 pm because the concert was due
to start at 8:30 pm and I found my friend sitting alone in an empty hall. By
9:15 pm the hall was nearly full and a young woman with a remarkable profile
came onto the stage and sat at a small old Yamaha. 


Never attend a concert
in Greece, the audience always arrives late and they spend time sitting and
standing repeatedly while smiling, on the pretext of removing or adjusting
clothing. This performance is for the sole purpose of drawing attention,
because they are attending a ‘cultural event’ and want to be seen. Throughout
the concert they spend their time looking for and waving to friends, while
their children run around the hall. It is intolerable.


 The musician sat at
the piano and never have I seen such presence since Shura Cherkassky, with the
first cords she silenced the hall. She finished with a Greek show peace that
impressed the audience and broke a bass string. Greeks have little awareness of
art but are very impressed by virtuosity and noise. Everybody rushed to
compliment her. My friend insisted on shaking her hand and had a few words, she
looked very confused.


 


May 15, 2009:


Dirty Tassos is still
washing every body’s dick, If Vangelis confronts him, he says, “It’s not me” if
Vangelis says “But I saw you” he replies, “I hate dicks, it’s those gays”.
Dirty Tassos forgets to wash the soap of their dicks after he’s given them a
good rub. If a customer objects, he gets a three-minute massage only. If the
customer does not object Tassos gives them one hour, despite the queue waiting
outside. 


I have told Vangelis
that I want no part of this set up. I told Vangelis, “You cannot knowingly take
money from a customer and hand them over to a compulsive pervert”. Vangelis is
convinced that I am jealous. 


Today Luke asked me to
join him in Claire’s house, he said, ‘I want you to be with me when I tell
Claire some truths, because she doesn’t believe me’. He told her, “You are a
lousy fuck, give a terrible blow job, you’re selfish, manipulating, malicious,
calculating, aggressive, confrontational, a public flirt, lazy you bad mouth
everybody and you’re a wrinkly old cunt.” He seems to know her very well.
Claire said once he had departed, ‘He doesn’t know what he’s saying after he’s
had a drink.’ Claire is reading a book about alcoholism and apparently, Luke is
“typically delusional.” Her ego remained intact. On a previous occasion she
said “he’s holding a mirror”.


 


May 18, 2009:


I have told Vangelis
to direct all vulnerable young men to me. When I arrived this morning D. Tassos
had started massaging a very fine straight American for the second time.
Vangelis shrugged when I told him about the American’s situation, and he said,
“Seb, I cannot be seen to favor you”. I was sitting outside when the American
and his girlfriend left. She, glowing with excitement asked ‘How was it?’
looking very pale he said, ‘Well, it was a bit strange really, he finished the
massage and then he started again, and he washed everything.’ 


I told Vangelis and he
replied, ‘Well Seb, they can always say no.’ I was angry, I said, ‘We are not
Greek and we find it very disturbing and prefer to pretend that nothing has
happened to avoid confrontation or embarrassment.’ Vangelis continued, ‘But Seb
he tells me he hates dicks, he really thinks I don’t know that he’s a pousti;
he’s been sucking dicks in the park since he was twelve. He is an expert Seb.
And we can’t stop him.’ 


A nervous, beautiful
young man arrived, massaging is very painful for my leg but I insisted on
massaging him in the main cool room, in full view of everybody. I insisted yet
again that Vangelis gives the gays to Tassos and makes sure that I have all
vulnerable young men also families and friends who come together, but Vangelis,
like everybody else, is afraid of dirty Tassos. 


The basis of Tassos’s
power is that he has no shame. He reports people and believes his own lies.
Later I saw D. Tassos leaving the hot room with his arm around an American
footballer’s shoulders. He was laughing too loudly and slapping him on the back
in that male bonding manner. The footballer looked very drawn and white,
pretending to join in the comradely.


 


May 19, 2009:


An English artist who
hasn’t paid her rent for nine months is suffering from enteritis. She sent her
pretty-Greek-boyfriend shopping and he returned without food, brandy, beer and
cigarettes. The artist and her friend both have work and Claire is feeding them
and lending them money. The artist is too ill to work now and her boyfriend is
permanently high on drugs and alcohol. Claire will also end up paying their
rent. 


Luke is now taking
Claire her morning coffee in bed and showing her signs of regard and affection,
I am glad that I did not interfere or even show concern during his embarrassing
performance a few days ago.


Today a very handsome
French man of about 22 booked a massage. D. Tassos was doing a massage so I
took the French man into the hot room. From the start, he made it clear that he
is open to the possibility of sex. I gave him a prolonged and sensual massage.
With only the slightest indication he offered me his inner thighs, armpits and
ass for extra attention. 


The Frenchman relaxed,
his dick remaining slightly engorged. Then without warning he became aroused
and his dick erect. I could hear D. Tassos pouring water so we would be left in
peace. I massaged the French man’s groin, balls and between his legs. His eyes
remained closed and a smile flickered over his lips. I took hold of his shaft
firmly and felt the last remnants of tension dissolve. This moment between
pleasurable passivity and sexual arousal is very significant. Sometimes this
moment, like a kiss, can be a satisfying experience, complete and final.  


I spent time sucking
and stimulating his fine dick and the French man inferred his satisfaction
indicating that I should continue. Sensing a mutual need to explore and satisfy
his very nice ass he turned over and moved his legs apart sufficiently to
invite my attention. There was no urgency. I enjoyed the sight and feel of his
beautiful body and explored the deep cleft of his ass. 


His mood changed and
lifting his ass I stimulated his entire genital area. With my left thumb
massaging his prostate and my fingers caressing his balls, I manipulated his
glans before masturbating his rigid dick and he had an easy and spontaneous
orgasm. We collapsed on the warm floor and his eyes sort mine in mutual
amusement and satisfaction.


In the afternoon,
another French man arrived; he was trained to perfection and in superb
condition. He came with his wife who must have been in her twenties. I decided
that the French man could be over sixty. He arranged with Vangelis for me to
massage him towards the end of the day. It was obvious that he was interested
in sex but he had the very irritating habit of looking at Vangelis when
addressing me. 







Vangelis sent the
French man to D. Tassos, with the words ‘Sorry Seb but I have to keep him
happy’. Dirty Stavros later told me ‘All Vangelis cares about is the money,
he’s going to spoil everything’ the French man got his very thick erection well
soaped. Stavros said, ‘Tassos sucked his dick and put his fingers up his ass
and yesterday he did twenty-five blow jobs.’


 


May 20, 2009:


At the end of day
Vangelis forced a massage on an Indian who was too polite to refuse and
probably about 40. He didn’t want a bath because he was only sightseeing. He
seemed very nervous and so I asked him to sit on a stool but that didn’t suit
him so I asked him to lie on the heated floor. He didn’t like the scrubbing
glove so I washed him by hand. He tolerated the massage with reluctance and I
stayed well away from his mid-section. He let me continue only because he was
polite. When he did begin to relax, he became very worried and so I rinsed him
down. 


We sat in the changing
room, talking. Once dressed, he felt much happier and grateful for company, he
asked, ‘Do gay people come here?’--- ‘Yes’ and I went on to explain ‘but it’s
not a gay place.’--- ‘Are you gay?’ he asked, ‘Yes, but it has never been a
problem and as far as the world is concerned I am not gay’. He then said,
‘Because, I’m straight.’--- ‘I never thought otherwise’ I lied. Then he added
with serious concern, ‘I felt very worried when I began to relax.’ 


I was in conversation
with a lonely disturbed and complex man, I tried to relate the situation to his
fears ‘It’s ok, I used to teach Pakistani and Indian children, and I know you
are not comfortable in some situations, like public baths.’ I then added to
help him, retrieve some dignity ‘The Hamam is now empty; you can go back and
relax in peace if you want to.’ He looked relieved even grateful and returned
to the hot room alone. 


I was sitting outside
the baths and the Indian came to talk to me as he was leaving. He told me how
people made friends with him to take advantage of him. He told me, ‘I am a
Catholic from Goa, and a businessman and I have to travel all the time’. I told
Vangelis about the Indian and his reply still puzzles me, ‘I hope all his sons
are gay.’ 


Vangelis is criticizing
me for being concerned for the client’s welfare. This seems to be a Greek
attitude. All the shops selling plastic or nylon for leather or silk are proud
of cheating. I am trying to impress upon him the importance of not lying to me
about what he charges because I want to ensure customer satisfaction. Vangelis
does not seem to understand, yet he offers Greeks special deals and then asks
me to give them extra time, so they will return. 


I always did take a
stance in favor of the victim and for this reason I was viewed as “The weak
link in the chain” by the teaching profession.  Vangelis has told me to take
any boy that I think could be vulnerable and he has told Tassos ‘Seb has first
choice.’ I told Vangelis, ‘Fuck that, tell him that I can be trusted not to
suck their dicks.’--- ‘No Seb’ he replied, ‘I can’t tell him that.’  He has put
all the responsibility on to me now.


I am in a situation
where I could become the victim and be made the scapegoat for the Greek
perverts. I work in agony for two euros a massage, Tassos gets less than me but
he doesn’t mind because he has never had so many dicks every day in his life.
It is an anomaly that a disgusting compulsive old reek pervert is seen to be
less threatening or perverted then an English gentleman, who at least shows
some discretion. 


Many of the boys I
rescue for their own protection and to protect Vangelis, get a second massage
from Tassos but that was their choice and therefore becomes their
responsibility. One boy I rescued joined his friend who was with Tassos, only
after I had checked that Tassos was not sucking his dick; I saw them both
later, all smiles and giggles. I asked no question.


 


May 21, 2009:


Claire and the Artist,
who seems to have recovered from enteritis, both have younger lovers. The
artist’s Greek boyfriend is very good looking, affectionate, good in bed and
has a phenomenal dick, we are told. He also has a history of drug abuse and
alcoholism. I pointed out that if they like young dicks, the price is high one
way or the other because young dicks are attached to young men who probably
have ulterior motives or their own agenda. Claire was furious pointing out “At
least we know what we are doing and they should be grateful.” 


To make my point I
added, “It is against a man’s instincts to waste his seed on infertile soil.”
She turned on me, “What you are saying is, we are old but should be grateful.
Well that’s worthy of Bernard Manning,” (A British comedian specializing in abuse
and vulgarity for laughs). I added, “Don’t imagine that fucking a 20-year-old
is an achievement because they would fuck a dog if it let them”. 


 


May 22, 2009:


Towards the end of the
day my soldier friend returned, he walked straight into the hot room and
ordered everybody out then lay on his stomach. ‘Make it a good one, I need
massage’ He said. I did my best and he left very happy. An uncomplicated young
man full of energy with an erection, desperate for relief is a satisfying and
amusing experience. If I expected anything more I would be in line for a broken
heart, thank God for Greek boys and the Hamam.


 When I fell in love
with Jose at the age of 20, I was enthralled by his proximity and beauty also
the organic reality of sex. I was possessive but I knew that I could never own
him. Jose loved me more than I loved him until I became consumed by love and
dependent at that very juncture I began to lose him. When Jose found a new
lover, I was wretched, his words were “This one’s even better” this robbed me
of self-esteem, he needed the satisfaction of wounding and I vowed never to
fall in love again. Or was it a vow to never become emotionally dependent
again. 


The last three months
in the army without Jose were spent with Michael and I was happy, apart from
the constant pain of loss that gradually became acceptance. I missed sex and
the love of a boy but sex and youth did not seem to fulfill my needs for the
security of friendship. I was happier with Michael. Beautiful young men may be
worthy of adoration but not trust. Jose remained my obsession long after I
became emotionally secure with Eleanor. 


I knew that Eleanor
could never hurt me as Jose did. Our friendship was far deeper and more
profound than anything I could find with Jose. We had sex but the relationship
was not sexual and the longing for a muscular male body and a hard dick never
left me. Bisexuals can have the best of both worlds or be permanently doomed to
discontentment; I suppose that it is rather like, ‘is a glass half full or half
empty?’


There is one Jewish
Arab man who has just returned from America. I forget his explanation for his
identity, I didn’t understand. We always have some degree of uncomplicated sex.
I have noticed that he pees himself all the time when he is sexually aroused.
He has a girlfriend and he tells me that he is sexually exhausted after
spending time with her. 


By chance I mentioned
‘bisexual’ and he looked surprised and said, ‘I have never done anything
homosexual in my life.’ I took my finger out of his ass and notice his erection
dribbling clear urine and made no reply. Some people fear they might be gay all
their lives with very little justification and no experience but others are
actively involved in gay sex but fail to acknowledge this obvious truth. It
doesn’t seem to have crossed their minds that sex with a man is homosexual. The
question is what do they define, as being gay? The answer will no doubt unfold
in time. 


This is an important
observation because my books, I am beginning to realize, are an exploration of
homosexuality in what is probably the world of normality. The problem seems to
be the use of labels. To quote Gull, there is a saying in Pakistan “A bad man
can enjoy, but a labeled man is punished”. I recall situations in the teaching profession
that could to be explained by this disturbing aphorism.


 


May 25, 2009:


Today I was tired
after a busy morning when my ‘Jewish Arab’ friend arrived. He went into the hot
room and asked for a massage. As soon as I touched his thighs, his erection
sprang from his groin and he became very heavy and relaxed in passive
submission. We don’t make love but it seems that we have uncomplicated fun,
apart from him peeing himself all the time. 


This morning, Vangelis
gave a very beautiful young man whom I assumed to be Greek to Tassos. I was
concerned but the boy insisted on being massaged by Tassos. The boy got his ass
well soaped for half an hour and the massage went on for a very long time. As
the boy was leaving we meet in the door way, he looked down avoiding my eyes
and ran from the Hamam. I was jealous but also deeply concerned, that boy was
probably susceptible and went beyond his comfort zone and I discovered later,
that he was married. I think he mistook my insistence for desire or something.


 Vangelis is putting
young people in situations that could cause them distress just to avoid
upsetting a disgusting old pervert. To Greeks, gay sex seems to be a joke. I
was so angry with Vangelis’s dismissive attitude; I said, “Do you remember a
French boy yesterday morning who walked strangely. Well he jumped off a roof to
kill himself when he was 14 because he feared that he could be gay. It’s not a
joke to anybody, except you fucking Greeks.”


 


June 17, 2009:


Today is my mother’s
birthday. My knee is not right yet but I am coping. I massaged a beautiful boy
of 22 this morning, he was probably English but we didn’t speak. He was quite
tall with red gold hair, a long elegant body, nicely muscled with green eyes. I
rescued him from D. Tassos because he looked to be the sensitive sort of
northern boy who could be traumatized by an old Greek pervert. 


Despite the heat, I
massaged him in the hot room because I wanted privacy. The boy relaxed
immediately, his body submissive, inviting sensuality but his dick remained
dormant. The more sensual and loving my massage the more compliant he became. I
asked the boy to lie on his stomach again and I spent extra time, enjoying and
exploring his muscular back, prominent ass and slim thighs. His legs were apart
but not in such a way as to provoke intimacy or intrusion. I could clearly see
the base of his erection and spent extra time on his ass on the pretext of
searching for points of tension under his iliac crests. His legs moved further
apart to assists my search. 


The boy turned on his
back again, making some attempt to hide or apologize for his erection which was
not persistent only engorged, he showed no concern when I concentrated on his
lower stomach, groin and thighs. I felt his growing invitation for pleasure and
took hold of his balls with a well soaped hand, feeling his last traces of
resistance vanish. His legs fell wider apart and my soapy fingers explored
between his legs. 


He seemed eager for
sexual arousal; I took his now rigid shaft in my hand and felt gratitude
suffuse his body as I gently massaged his balls stimulating his dick with a
gentle milking action. His dick did not respond by stiffening but his whole
body relaxed as he ejaculated in a constant and easy flow flooding my fist and
his stomach in thick creamy smooth semen. I wiped it over my dick and ass. 


He did not move and I
waited until his dick eased before flooding him with copious amounts of warm
water. We did not speak. In his own time, he stood up as Vangelis called from
the door ‘Your girlfriend’s waiting.’ Our eyes met briefly in a moment of shared
acknowledgment, and he was gone. I feel no better than dirty Tassos.


 


June 19, 2009:


This morning I
massaged a very fine Serbian. He was probably in his late 30s powerfully built
and very handsome. He lay on his back, legs apart and he enjoyed the sensuality
of my searching massage. His dick was so big, it reached the floor between his
legs and he knew that I had noticed. He would probably not have objected if I
had washed it for him. Standing for a moment after the massage he gave me a
knowing smile, and left.


Then a 60-year-old man
with his 20-year-old fair boyfriend arrived. The old man liked to watch. They
both enjoyed me washing the boy’s perfect ass and he spread his legs wide for
his old man’s amusement. 


They returned just
before closing time and the old man left us alone. There was no pretense at a
massage; the boy laid on his stomach legs stretched wide apart, lifting his ass
to my soapy fingers, his anus open like a pink flower. He wanted violent
contact. Me kneeling above him facing his feet, he pulled my ass onto his face
while raising his genitals for me. I sucked his dick and balls, bit the base of
his dick and it became very thick and hard. With my left hand exploring his ass
I wanked and sucked him, while he continued sucking my ass. We were engaged
like wrestlers and he came immediately. At that moment Vangelis opened the door
to tell us that the Hamam was closed. The boy stood smiling; his legs apart,
his stocky muscular body reminded me of a small powerful bear.


Sunday, we opened for two hours
only today and we didn’t tell D. Tassos. Vangelis told me that every time he
tells Tassos to stop washing dicks and he replies, ‘I don’t, and what about
Seb, he’s getting into bed with them.’ 


I answered, ‘How does he know? I
don’t give sex shows, but that pousti never stops.’


‘Come off it Seb, you’re no
angel.’ 


So, I replied, ‘I tell you
everything that happens and I am very careful, but I do know that I’ve made
mistakes.’ I continued, ‘Anyway you spy on me all the time from behind the
door, so you know everything that goes on.’ I massaged several couples in the
women section and felt truly professional. 


Tonight, Claire got me
to carry a pine table from the rubbish to her house. She wanted me to ‘Grain’
it, to look like pine. Luke arrived and she asked him, “do not put Seb off by
talking too much.’ So, he talked twice as much and Claire left in disgust, but
I forget why. 


Luke found a porn
channel because he was determined to show me a video of a woman shitting a
football. I couldn’t work out what I was looking at and then he found a woman
being fucked by a huge dick up both holes. He failed to turn the sound down and
when Claire returned she could hear it in the street. She was very upset being
not only disgusted but also humiliated. I escaped, leaving Claire in tears and
Luke looking shell shocked as usual. 


 


June 25, 2009:


     Today, Tassos
massaged a very fat man for two hours then two beautiful Nordic boys arrived. I
chose the most vulnerable. He enjoyed a sensual massage but with no hint of
sex. Afterwards he lay on the floor, his hands behind his head smiling at me. I
swilled water over his body and told him to relax while I went to check on his
friend. I caught Tassos rinsing soap off a very big erection and told my client
‘Ok, it’s safe to join your friend now.’


 


July 12, 2009:


 This morning, I
walked into the main cool room and through the door of my old room I saw an
English man with his face buried between Tasso’s legs. Tassos was sitting on
the floor wanking the Englishman’s flaccid dick. I shouted, “For fucks sake if
you have to have sex, at least hide around the corner. It’s not a fucking sex
show.” Dirty Tassos looked as if he had been caught picking flowers and was
accused of stealing them. The Englishman, a lower working class man from the
midlands, looked defiant. I hope his fat ugly wife finds out that he’s been
sucking an old Greek hunchback’s dick.


Last night, I watched
three interviews with Michael Jackson on television in Claire’s house. He is a
compulsive liar but only to maintain his self-image. The sad thing about ‘Peter
Pan’ was that he was unable to grow up. Michael was once a good looking black
boy who tried to turn himself into Peter Pan at great expense and now insists
on denying it. Luke arrived and I nodding at the screen and said, ‘Poor sod.’
Luke who never actually tunes into any situation replied, ‘Well I never did
like him’ with all the over tones of prejudice. This is the man who insists on
showing porn to a woman who hates it and to an old man who hasn’t got a clue
what he is looking at.


 


July 22, 2009:


 Yesterday was
unfortunate but interesting. Early in the morning before Tassos’s arrival, a
very beautiful couple from Belgium came and booked a massage. They were so much
alike; they could easily have been brother and sister. The man spoke to me as
we entered the changing room but I didn’t catch what he said. He stripped off
in one minute and then stood facing me naked. He is tall, fair with ‘Brad Pit’
good looks and a superb body. 


He lay face down in
the cool room and I was free to study him at my leisure. He has a vertical
spine, flat between his shoulder blades and a beautiful long ass, like two
melons. His legs are long and superbly muscled. He resembled those idealized
statues of young men in Hitler’s Germany. Only his feet were less than perfect,
being damaged by shoes and having some fungal infection causing dry cracked
skin. I scrubbed and massage him and he relaxed very quickly. I detected his
susceptibility to sensuality but he offered no grey areas for the possibility
of exploration or my curiosity. 


He turned over and
seemed to have no problems with the fact that his dick was tumescent and
lolling generously to one side. His shaved balls rested on his muscular thighs
and his blonde pubic hair was trimmed to a neat shape. I finished the massage
and since the Hamam was still empty I continued to increase his levels of
sensuality. 


As I progressed down
his body to his curvaceous thighs he moved them apart imperceptibly inviting
access to the very sensitive muscle down the inside. His penis began to elevate
itself so I sat between his rising dick and the main door. I noticed a change
in his heart rate and breathing. I avoided his nipples and inner thighs and
caressed only his lean loins and flat stomach. I think the most beautiful sight
in the world must be a perfectly formed man with a sturdy erection.


I had noticed Vangelis
spying on me from behind the door. I believed he understood the situation and I
raised one eye brow and carried on. I appreciated the French man now rigid
erection, it is thick at the base and the foreskin was beginning to slide from
his glans, it was thick and creamy like the petal of a magnolia and his glans a
deep pink. 


I realized that he was
hovering, like a hawk on the very brink of its stoop. I was not sure what to do
and waited for the moment to pass, but his body stiffened, and like a volcano
the pressure was becoming too high to be contained and eruption was inevitable.
Never have I known an orgasm take such control of a person. Resisting the
inevitable was causing his whole body to shake with involuntary spasms. 


I filled my left hand
with shampoo and cupped his balls and then with my right hand I encircled his
dick without holding it. Caressing his balls triggered the inevitable
ejaculation. His eruption flung great blobs of semen as I supported his
vertical dick. His ejaculate issued and spat like lava, flowing over his
stomach and my hand. It was a long time before the final spasm. I released his
balls and rested my hand on his thigh. 


He moved my hand with
distaste. I had scooped his semen from his torso and smoothed it over my body.
Sensing a situation, I whispered, ‘I will rinse you down. Don’t move’ and I poured
warm water over him making sure every trace of semen was washed from the fair hairs
down his stomach and left him to recover. 


He stood up and standing
together we shared something but briefly. I know that commenting is a mistake
but I complimented him on his perfect body, just as Vangelis appeared at the
door. Vangelis told us to hurry up because he had another client waiting. I
sensed a degree of anger from him and disquiet from my client. Apologizing, I
put his flip flops against the wall so he could just slip his feet into them.
Feeling a moment of intimacy, I suggested that he relax on the heated floor in
the main room.


Five minutes later my client
left, he did not acknowledge me but departed hurriedly with his head down. I
finished the second massage, a heavy Greek in his late 40s with a gross
erection, and then went to rest on my new sun bed. Vangelis got it for me and I
paid. Much later, while dozing I heard raised voices. This is Greece and Greeks
being genetically deaf shout a lot but I discovered later that I was the cause
for all the commotion. 


My last ‘Brad Pit look
alike’ returned to the Hamam to kill me. He had told his girlfriend something
and it seems that he hates all gays. I said to Vangelis, ‘As you well know I
did nothing, but that Belgium had an orgasm.’ Vangelis was surprise to hear about
the orgasm but was sure that he saw me giving the Belgium a wank. I denied it,
but he added ‘Come on Seb, you know what you do and some men can’t help
themselves. When I can’t get it up any more, I’ll send for you.’ He continued,
‘I told that Belgium that you were new and probably gay and you will not be
returning.’ Vangelis also claimed that he told Belgium, “You could have said
NO.” 


I was very concerned
that I might have damaged a relationship. His girlfriend will never trust him
and he must face the fact that a man in his seventies gave him what was
probably one of his best orgasms. If I had not spoken, or Vangelis had not been
so aggressive, this incident could possibly have passed unacknowledged, like a
wet dream, an unforeseen accident. 


I am now curious, what
did he say as he passed me when entering the changing rooms? Why did he stand
facing me so blatantly naked? What was that moment we shared, that Vangelis
interrupted? And why does he hate all gays?


 


July 23, 2009:


 Today a very caring
Greek father brought his son for a massage. First I massaged the father while
the boy watched and he was very eager for his turn. The boy was probably only
13, with a big dick, only a haze of pubic hair and his body lengthening and
becoming beautifully muscled. Smiling he lay on his stomach and picked his ass
up as high as he could. His father seemed indifferent to his son’s behavior and
left us alone. I find being left alone with a child disconcerting, probably a
fear left-over from my teaching years. Perhaps he didn’t want his dick to touch
the floor. 


I did not wish to draw
the boy’s attention to his unusual behavior, criticizing the young can be
hurtful or even damaging. I quickly scrubbed and massage the boy’s back and
legs ignoring his ass and asked him to turn over. Once on his back we were free
to explore all his adolescent needs for sensuality and the continuation of
innocence. The harder and deeper I applied pressure the more he squirmed and
giggled. He welcomed copious amounts of hot water flooding his body, shouting
for more. Afterwards, he ran to his father, full of joy and threw his arms
around his neck and in English he shouted. ‘Father that man is wonderful.’  


I recall an
interesting story. Some years ago, on the sandy beach there was one handsome German
in his late 50s. He was well-built and had a sizeable dick. He spent the whole
of every summer on the gay beaches and every year a boy joined him. It was
thought that he could be his son. They came to the Hamam and the boy was a
delight. He amused himself sliding everywhere and spinning around on his back
using copious amounts of hot water. The German is his Grandfather and the boy
use to pour water on his dick, also on his lover’s dicks. They were a
heartwarming couple and everybody seemed to have their own theory or fantasy
about them. 


This year they came
again and the boy could now be thirteen. I massaged the Grandfather and he told
the boy to leave. The boy did as he was told but he was angry and upset. I gave
the Grandfather a massage and he got an erection. 


We briefly tried
something but it was not rewarding beyond curiosity. Then the boy returned and
his grandfather left us alone, I wanted to call him back but it was too late. I
gave the boy a massage; he was happy but I deliberately finished quickly and
took him to join his grandfather in the main room. 


In the main room, with
the boy lying on the heated podium next to his grandfather we relaxed. I
continued the massage and he had an enjoyable time. He was involved in the
world of grownups but safe. That same night I saw the Grandfather and his
Grandson out on the town. In England, we would say ‘The boy was dressed to
kill’ I still don’t know if I had encountered unbridled innocence or a boy
obliged to grow up too soon. Gay sex is normal for the young but there are
borders. Pouring water on dicks being harmless and funny, but it seemed
contrived and verging on the gratuitous.


 


July 24, 2009:


Today I gave three
massages, the first boy arrived with a group in the morning, he was a
well-proportioned Nordic boy and very handsome with misty blue eyes, but he
could not cope with the massage and I resorted to a head and neck massage, but
even that was too invasive so I resorted to ‘Alexander Technique’. He found
this disturbing and begged permission to end the massage. It seemed that he was
over sensitive to physical contact or just very uncomfortable. 


The next massage was a
very nice Spanish boy whose dick rose instantly so I placed the steel ladling
bowl over it; he was amused and grateful. When he turned over he spread his
legs just a fraction too far for acceptability. I liked him and we had some
discrete fun and understanding, but the Hamam was occupied and his arousal
short lived.    


In the afternoon, I
thought that the blue-eyed boy had return to complete his massage. ‘You came
back?’ I said but the boy did not respond, so I looked again, ‘Sorry, were you
here this morning?’ 


The boy looked confused
but familiar, to gain time I explained, ‘One boy came this morning but he was
not happy about being massaged’. 


My mind caught up with
my instincts and I said, ‘You’re Swiss, you came last year?’ and Sylvan
replied, ‘Yes, do you remember me.’ 


My heart warmed ‘Yes
of course I do, hello Sylvan. He seemed awkward even reluctant, so I asked, ‘do
you want a massage?’ He said, ‘No’ looking very uncomfortable adding, ‘I only
came for a wash’ but he added, probably out of consideration, ‘may be later.’ 


He was obviously
beginning to relax and feel warm towards me but reluctant, and I sensed a
problem. I occupied the basin opposite Sylvan and sat admiring him across the
Hamam. He was sitting on a low stool, his legs wide, scrubbing every inch of
his body meticulously. I appreciated his perfect spine, his broad tapering
back, his beautiful golden skin, his thigh muscles hanging heavily and his
plump round ass on the stool. He knew that I was watching him so he worked hard
with his loofah glove to exclude me. He would have accepted a massage eventually,
but reluctantly I decided against it. I didn’t want to cause him problems with
the family he lives with. 


On impulse, I asked
casually, ‘What happened last year?’ Sylvan turned to face me, ‘You were very
happy when you left but later I saw your girlfriends all giving you hell’. I
discovered that he had been ordered not to talk to me and he must not tell me
about the problems last year. I knew his defenses were slipping but I wanted to
keep his friendship. 


I asked, ‘Was the
problem that your girlfriends think you have to be protected because you are
too nice and vulnerable?’ He replied, his voice relaxing, ‘Yes, something like
that’ I had guessed their fears and told him, ‘you are too nice and trusting
and it could place you in difficult situations. I understand this, only because
I was very much like you at your age’. 


Then sounding like
himself again, he asked, ‘Why did the massage make me so happy?’ after a pause,
he felt he needed to explain ‘I have never felt so wonderful’ then added, ‘My
girlfriend tried it on the bed and it was not the same’. 


To ease his mind and
keep his love, I explained, ‘It was the time, the place, your mood and mine and
I suppose it could be said that I loved you.’ He was silent, so to avoid
confusion I quickly added ‘It was a perfect moment and the love I felt had no
expectations.’ 


He did not reply so I
changed the subject and asked him, ‘Did Vangelis say anything stupid to your
girlfriends.’ He answered, ‘No’. I didn’t believe him and asked, ‘Did you say
anything that could have been misunderstood.’ Once again he said, ‘No’.


 I volunteered to
massage his girlfriend to detract from the any overtones of homosexuality and
he was overjoyed, ‘Yes please and then she will understand.’ I left him in the
Hamam because he was in no danger from gays and I did not want to instigate
even more angst for my friend. My heart ached as I left him alone.


Outside I found his
girlfriend’s mother whom I know. She is an art teacher in Switzerland and we
get on well. Then all her daughters came out from the Hamam and Sylvan soon
joined them. His divine face and vacuous smile bringing springtime to a hot
dusty afternoon and his girlfriend joined him.


 She is an unpleasant,
confrontational and unattractive girl who had just been accusing Vangelis of
stealing her grandmother’s sunglasses. Vangelis said, ‘She’s an old woman and
could have left them anywhere.’


 The offensive girl
was not satisfied and replied, ‘Well I am 99% sure that she left her sunglasses
in the Hamam and you have got them.’


 Vangelis asked me,
‘What does she mean Seb’ I answered, ‘She’s convinced you have stolen her
Grandmother’s sunglasses’.


 Vangelis turned very
red and repeated, ‘I told you that your grandmother is a very old woman and she
hasn’t got a clue where she lost them, or what she’s doing’. 


Much to my surprise
Sylvan’s girlfriend then turned on me, ‘How dare you talk to my boyfriend?’ 


With indifference I
replied, ‘He’s a friend and I can hardly ignore him’. 


She then confronted
me, ‘Why did you ask him about last year?’


 ‘Because I was
curious and it seems to me that you had imagined something without cause.’ I
continued, ‘what do you imagine goes on in the Hamam? I spend all day massaging
somebody’s boyfriend’. I was facing a vicious insecure and very unattractive
girl in love with a naive Angel who can’t say no, nor keep a secret, so I asked
her, ‘What is your problem?’ 


In a state of
self-righteous indignation, she explained ‘We like to come to the Hamam but
because of you we must stop. I can’t bear the thought of your hands on my
boyfriend.’ 


 I don’t know if it
was mischief or honestly but I continued, ‘You must be aware that it’s my job.
I felt a need to expound, ‘As for Sylvan, I like him, he is a very beautiful,
sensitive, intuitive and intelligent boy, (I lied) and I fail to see your
problem’. 


Broken she said, ‘How
can you tell all that from a massage. You are a very insensitive man not to
consider a young girl’s feelings’. 


I felt angry, but very
sorry for her and continued ‘There was never a situation until you created one.
I like sylvan and he is a friend of mine.’ 


Silence prevailed and
Sylvan had the look of a young man who has found a friend, but she was ‘winded’
as if dropped from a height. She rules by her suspicions and fears and suddenly
nothing was being hidden or denied and the fears and guilt were all hers. 


The situation had
deflated and there was nothing anybody could say. I don’t know if it was
stupidity or a sense of duty but being the man in the group Vangelis felt that
it was his job to clear the air and have the last word, closing the matter once
and for all. He had been accused of stealing an old woman’s sunglasses and was
entitled to the last word. 


Vangelis commenced on
his speech ‘Can I just say, before I leave; first of all, perhaps Sebastian was
wrong for doing what he did. But, your boyfriend could have said, NO. Secondly,
your boyfriend, if he is a man, had no business telling you what goes on in the
Hamam.’ 


Vangelis had said too
much, he more than confirming a girl’s worst fears. I forget the rest but the
damage was irretrievable. I recall a distraught girl, screaming and running
without direction, her arms in the air and Sylvan running after her, his arms
out stretched like a sleep walker. The angelic look was replaced by the pinched
frightened look of a man who lives with a woman who can never be appeased. 


Some woman cannot live
without a victim. I very nearly told the girl that I only offered Sylvan a
massage to protect him from the gays in the Hamam, but fortunately the drama
caused a mental block. The thought of all those nasty gays after her
boyfriend’s ass would be too much for an insecure girl whose boyfriend
resembles a male model and can’t say “No”. 


 


July 25, 2009: 


In the space of four
days I have just met two beautiful men with a problem. One had a spontaneous
orgasm, despite himself and the other found bliss with a man in the Turkish
baths, not on his girlfriend’s bed. 


The Belgium wanted to
go to the police and report me but I can’t help but be amused by what possible
explanation he might have given. The problem is that both pleasure and orgasm
take place in the brain and we have very little control or choice over the
matter.


 I am in love with
Sylvan, he haunts my every moment, my heart aches and my soul yearns for his
companionship. Imaginary conversations run through my mind, love unfolds as if
we were both adolescent boys, a look, a touch and a landscape of eternal
spring. The reality is very different but not necessarily impossible, I could
adopt a son.


July 27, 2009:


I am in love again but
today it is a Russian boy called Dima. We met in the changing room; he
undressed and strode naked with absolute confidence, into the baths. He is fair
of medium height, slightly built but with sturdy legs and a prominent ass. He
looked intently into my eyes before stretching full length on the floor in the
main cool room. He loved being touched, relishing every aspect of his massage
from deep painful pressure to the lightest of caresses. 


He turned over and we
both looked at his erection with some amusement exchanging a smile. Then he lay
on his back and I put the steel bowl over his dick. Laughing he stretched his
arms and legs wide. Massaging Dima was a delight, not just his young perfection
but the total trust he placed in me and his ever-increasing sensuality. 


He became ecstatic and
for my own pleasure I turned him back onto his stomach so I could concentrate
on his wonderful ass. A phrase from my youth came to mind, ‘A choir boy with an
ass like jelly on springs.’


 For a change, we
moved into the main room, he lay face down and I continued caressing his body.
One very handsome Greek boy of about 18 watched, he was entranced by Dime’s
ass. We exchanged looks of mutual approval but he never intruded. With a look
of pride, he occasionally gave me a glimpse of his fine erection. We remained
in the realms of shared appreciation only. 


I left the Hamam with
Dima, he claimed that he is short of time, on holiday with his mother and he
wanted to give me a tip. He changed his mind and we walked through the old
streets and went into the museum together. He took photographs with my help and
advice, handing me his bag with the assurance of established friendship. He
asked my age and I should have lied, but to a teenage boy anything over twenty
is old, so perhaps it made little difference. Then he asked me to take him home
and wanted to buy alcohol and food on the way. 


After discovering my
age there was an indefinable change in our interaction. At home, he talked
spontaneously about life in Moscow, it sounds normal apart from the sheer
volume of traffic and people. He talked freely about their communist history,
with some degree of disbelief. 


Being curious, I
offered Dima another massage, but he declined. My combination of relief and
disappointment was equal. At the bus station, he stood very close, we kept
touching one another and he never stopped gazing into my eyes and mentioning
the massage. He was reluctant to get on the bus. He promised to telephone me
and if possible, see me tomorrow. We seemed so close that a kiss would have
been normal. I stood watching the bus depart and we held eye contact until the
bus disappeared. 


Dima was a rebel, he
told me about his life in Moscow where he traveled on the trains, playing music
for money. Dima is an innocent and hungry for life but unlike Sylvan he is not
vulnerable and I wanted to be a part of his growing up.


 


July 29, 2009:


Dima did not get in
touch. I telephone him and sent massages for safe travel and a happy life. The
telephone number he gave me was in fact a Greek number not Russian. 


Today I massaged an
Indian. He lay on his stomach legs wide apart. He has a good lean body but his
legs are too thin. He has a nice ass but a nasty thin brown dick. He pushed his
ass against my hands squirming and groaning. Every time I tried to finish the
massage he found some new muscle that needed attention. I was getting bored and
took him into the hot room to relax.


 Spread Eagled on the
floor holding into my eyes he said ‘what’s next?’ I fetched the body shampoo
and told him to turn over so I could soap and massage his tolerable ass. I ran
my hand between his cheeks and could feel the hard base of his dick. I massaged
it and felt his anus relax so I pressed my fist against his soft-center. He was
happy to push against my fist, but there was something innocent about his
pleasure, it was neither overt nor furtive and was without shame. He is Hindu
and I sensed a different sexuality to Christian or Muslim. 


Vangelis came to tell
him that his wife is waiting. I saw them together outside the Hamam and he was
happy and demonstrative. It was obvious that he loved his wife or girlfriend. 


 


July 30, 2009:


A very handsome young
Albanian arrived this morning claiming that he has pains in his back. He is
stocky and perfectly formed but kept his underpants on. Anticipating some
degree of sexual curiosity, I took him straight into the hot room. I did a
professional searching massage. I concluded that he probably kept his
underpants on because he has no control over his sizeable dick. 


After massaging his
fine torso and thighs he stopped the massage and joined dirty Stavros in the
main room; he probably thought that he is missing something. Stavros’s little
dick slipping between his checks would be the inevitable outcome. Many clients
seeking sex have little interest in sensuality or the holistic experience; they
just want uncomplicated relief.


We were outside the Hamam
and Vangelis seeing my soldier friend approaching drew my attention to him by
nodding in his direction. To avoid embarrassing my friend I went into the Hamam
first. I discovered later that my friend had misunderstood and challenged
Vangelis with the words ‘What you just say to Seb?’ 


Vangelis should have
looked aptly surprised, but instead he said, ‘I know you have a free massage
and I told Seb that you are coming.’ This probably made my friend feel that our
massages are public knowledge. Inside the Hamam he accused me of following him,
so I told him, ‘go fuck your-self’. 


I had a few massages
and later in the changing room I was the center of attention. My soldier was
claiming me as his friend by using my name. There was a handsome Greek from
Athens giving me his telephone number and insisting that I go and live with
him, also an Albanian boy who, much to Vangelis’s amusement is in love with me.
He follows me round everyday saying “Fuck you” what he means is, fuck me, but I
haven’t told him. 


My soldier then told
me to follow him. In the hot room and we had sex in the usual vigorous and
exploratory manner. Holding of his rigid pole I sank my teeth into his generous
buttocks as he pumped out his excess energy into my fist. His smile and swagger
is sufficient reward. I would gladly fuck my soldier friend but the side
effects of Viagra and shit on my dick make the idea inadvisable. 


As I watched my
solider boy leaving I saw Vangelis taking a young doctor into my former room to
be abused by Tassos. Vangelis saw me and raising his shoulder’s he said, ‘What
can I do Seb?’--- ‘Make sure he stays clear of his dick’ I didn’t see the
doctor leave so I have no idea whether he was happy or damaged for life. 


The last clients were
French and Mexican boys. I met them in the changing room and assured the
Mexican boy that he could stop the massage if Tassos bothers him. I promised to
massage him afterwards. The French boy was the first person I have told about
my sister in law’s so-called ‘tasteful improvements’ to Orchards End. He
obviously has education as well as taste, he was horrified.


 Tassos took the
Mexican and the French boy followed me. He was obviously gay and I gave him a
wonderful massage with no hint of sex. We shared a degree of intimate
understanding and it was pleasant. I was hoping to massage both boys at the
same time and they promised to return, but didn’t. The Mexican boy looked happy
enough, so having his dick washed or even wanked had not caused him undue
distress and they left together.


After closing time, I
was on my way home when Vangelis telephoned. He had six magnificent dark boys
in their mid-20s waiting. They were of identical height and build. I had never
seen so many handsome men in one place. Broad shouldered, narrow hipped and
lean with powerful limbs. They belonged to a martial arts team from Holland and
were highly disciplined with that close bond of warriors.


 Any hint of decadence
was ruled out. I told Vangelis, ‘don’t take your eyes off dirty Tassos for one
second, they will kill him.’ Vangelis gave me the finest of the bunch, tall
with long black eyes and a huge dick. He smiled back and answered my question
without being asked, ‘Vietnamese mother and a French father.’--- ‘you’re
tall?’--- ‘Yes my father.’ 


He relished the
massage and I explored his superb trained muscle and found no trace of damage
only, toned perfection. He listened to every sound made by his comrades and
smiled or looked alert and in harmony. He thanked me profusely. 


The next boy was
handsome like a prince, without being asked he said, ‘Kurdish from Iraq.’ Like
his friend he was lean with very tight skin, his dick was shaved and neat. ‘You
won’t touch my dick, will you?’ he asked and I promised, ‘I will go nowhere
near your dick’. So, Dirty Tassos must have got a bit too close to a dick;
probably when Vangelis blinked. He paid the same attention to every sound made
by his friends but he could not relax and enjoy the massage. He was ready to
spring into action at any hint of trouble, so I know that Tassos got too close to
a dick. 


These noble creatures
don’t take kindly to any insult to one of their kind or to their manhood. These
boys were all from different ethnic backgrounds but totally united by their
discipline, origins and identity. They were all proud Dutch citizens.


 


August 1, 2009:


Yesterday I had a
brief encounter with the deep bond shared by warriors, like the soldiers of
ancient Greece, the knights of the middle ages, the samurai, the Red Indian or
the Zulu. They all share an identity and are bound by idealism and loyalties
and a common cause. I hope my five fighters can always differentiate between
good and evil and find a just cause. It is too easy to fall foul of western
decadence and work in strip clubs or gaming houses. Or in the name of faith or
freedom, join terrorist groups.    


In contrast to those
fine young men, on the way to the beach last Sunday I sat opposite a blond girl
from Sweden, whose face was studded with metal and her nose full of rings as if
encrusted with steel bogies. She not only looked hideous but she was also an
appalling person in every way. We live in a world where people go to great
lengths to be ugly and offensive. In the age of technology now advanced beyond
my comprehension, paradoxically mankind has rarely been so blatantly and hideously
barbaric. To quote someone, “The brighter the day the darker the shadow”, this
is the law of paradox. Her boy-friend was gentle and beautiful.


Last night as I
drifted into sleep, two mistakes made on the media caused mild amusement. The
first was on a program discussing Mulberry bushes and the presenter said ‘There
are two in England and one belongs to the queen’, he then added, ‘but the
queen’s bush is bigger.’ In the 1950s on a program explaining classical music,
the presenter was describing each motif as a member of a family, and he said,
“And father comes in on the horn.” Horn, along with ‘Bar’ ‘Hard-on’ and ‘stiff’
were all names used for an erection. I should compile a book on comments. 


I find the comments
made about Venice to be the most surprising. The prize should go to my school
secretary, a very self-opinioned and stupid woman. On first setting eyes on the
grand canal she commented ‘Well, it looks like Blackpool to me’ St. Marks left
her unmoved, ‘I prefer stone churches’ St. Mark’s square left her untouched but
when totally out of sight of all water and bridges, churches and palaces she
said, with great condescension, ‘Well, I must admit that I quite like the
little streets, they remind me of York’ 


Some girl from
Milton-Keynes said, ‘I don’t like Venice it’s all old and crumbly.’ An
Australian doing the world tour said, ‘I don’t think much of Venice, we’ve got
better ports back in Australia’ and an American wife shouted to her husband in
strident New York ‘Hey honey, I do believe some bodies actually living in this
one.’ I overheard one man complaining ‘Then we’ve got half an hour to kick our
heels in Venice.’ 


I thought I was being very
clever when I once replied to the derogatory question, ‘What is all this fuss
about Venice then?’ and I answered, “It shouldn’t have been built here in the
first place and it most certainly shouldn’t still be standing” but unfazed he
asked, “Where should they have built it then?” With contempt, I replied ‘Las
Vegas.’ and he nodded, as if all the mysteries of culture and history had been
resolved to his satisfaction. 


I believe the reality
of Venice must incomprehensible to anybody but the educated and aware. As the
school secretary illustrated, she could not relate to Venice until the narrow
streets reminded her of York. I suppose a City of marble palaces and churches
built in the sea must be implausible, but the wealth and history that built it
must be equally inconceivable. 


Venice is built on
trees hammered into the mud. They don’t rot, because the mud excludes oxygen.
Venice was built on islands in a lagoon because that’s where they were living.
They became wealthy from trade bringing the treasures of the orient into Europe
from Istanbul by sea. Goods were transported on camels, horses and donkeys all
the way from China to Istanbul. Vasco-da-Gama found a route around Africa to
the Indian Ocean and Venice went into decline. 


 


August 3, 2009:


Yesterday I did only
three massages, all sexual and pleasant. Just before closing time Vangelis
found me and said, ‘I have something very special for you.’ I found standing in
the small hot room a tall very handsome Greek, he was a perfect specimen. When
I entered the room, without being asked he lay face down on the floor, his legs
and arms stretched out. He is broad shouldered, well-muscle with a long narrow
back and a full round ass. 


I scrubbed and
massaged him detecting a deep level of sensuality and a growing passivity. He
turned over; his eyes are long and dark, his nose aquiline, his lips full and
turned up at the corners. I progressed from sensuality to the lightest of
caresses, finishing by trailing the tips of my finger nails over his very
responsive skin. I took him gradually from plane to plane, increasing his
sensitivity but I did not embark on sexual arousal. 


I felt a bond of
intimate peace and had not wanted to disrupt our growing understanding. The
massage came to an end naturally and we stood together in a cathartic
stillness. I told him he could always find me in the Hamam and to come late. He
looked gay in the same way that male models look gay. We had experienced
something complete and deeply satisfying, not followed by any sense of loss,
emptiness or regret. Orgasm can often embody a sense of loss, as if taken by
trickery or deception. 


Of course, I wanted to
devour this man’s totality, his smell, his lean testosterone laden muscles and
his ridged dick like a corn-on-the-cob, thick and golden. Then plumb the depths
of his ass with its promise of a soft sweet center like some rich pastry, but
not on the Hamam floor. What we had shared was unquestioned and complete.


 


August 5, 2009:


This morning Vangelis
and I checked on D. Tassos massaging a middle age married man. We saw them on
the Hamam floor, the man’s face between D. T’s legs getting his stiff dick
being wanked. Embarrassed we passed on. Later Vangelis confronted D.T with the
words, ‘Do you realize that there are children in the Hamam and not all man is
gay’ D.T answered ‘It wasn’t me it was those gays’ Vangelis lost his control
and shouted ‘I saw you, and do you really believe that I don’t know that you
are a pousti, you have been sucking dicks since you were twelve. Get out and
don’t ever come back.’ I had an overwhelming sense of relief and satisfaction.


August 7, 2009:


Yesterday the Hamam
was busy and D. Tassos turned up for work as usual. He was needed so we didn’t
send him home.  This morning Vangelis received a telephone call from his boss,
there has been a complaint about massaging in the Hamam and tourist being bothered.
Vangelis told his boss, “Yes I know, he’s gone.” 


He should have said
that all Greek customers massage and scrub one another. It is a tradition that
has been going on for 450 years. I told Vangelis that the situation is getting
too dangerous and I want to stop or get rid of D.T. Then I discovered the
problem. 


Vangelis said,
‘Sebastian I cannot ban him, I have to look after him, he could, and he would
destroy me.’ feeling superior I replied, ‘But he’s a fucking disgusting pousti
pervert and everybody knows’--- ‘Yes Seb, everybody knows but we can do nothing
about it, even the police have ordered us to ban him from the Hamam, but
nothing made any difference.’


 It is a fact that D.T
lives in denial and feels no guilt but is always accusing others and he gets
away with it. Punishing someone with conscience is easy. D.T knows how to make
use of this situation and I wonder how common it is that the guilty go free
once a scapegoat is labeled.  


I suggested to
Vangelis that he offers some man a free massage in exchange for confronting D.T
and threatening to report him for sexual abuse. I got a typically Greek stupid
answer. ‘But Seb, what’s the point; I already know what he’s doing’.
Explanations are fruitless, so I told him ‘Get somebody to make a fuss and threaten
him.’--- ‘I can’t do that Seb; he might have a heart attack.’--- ‘We could
never be so lucky.’


 


August 9, 2009:


Last night, I massaged
a woman because Maria had to leave early and the women’s side was empty. It was
disgusting beyond comprehension, like a bag of pig fat with no muscles or
bones. The floppy areas are too soft and empty but the fat is hard. Her legs
were horrific, without form or structure. I believe if they lose weight it
becomes even worse, with yards of spare skin.


Today I massaged a
Russian boy who came with his wife. He has a beautiful face and is nicely put
together. I finished the massaged and asked how he felt. ‘Not very relaxed’
sensing the possibility of exploration I said, ‘Ok follow me.’ On the heated
floor, he looked receptive even anticipatory. After a sensual massage, I asked,
‘Any better.’ Looking hopeful he said ‘A little bit’ taking the hint, I then
worked on his stomach, thighs and loins. He looked happier so I massaged his
chest, all joints his inner thighs, making sure that my Elbow caught and rolled
his now tumescent dick on his groin.  I sensed his sudden relaxation into a
deeper passive state. 


I wanted to arouse him
sexuality, but it would still have felt contrived and intrusive.
Misunderstanding responses is always a danger and one should not make
assumptions so, I spent a long time on his hands and feet admiring his now
rigid dick. 


          Gazing into his eyes,
he returned my gaze and said, ‘Thank you, I feel much better now’ I was
starting to relate to this boy. It is a strange fact that the sexual encounters
are often forgettable and the tentative explorations are more meaningful. I had
the feeling that the Russian boy had just explored gay sex and satisfied his
curiosity but could still face his wife with a clear conscience, and an
erection.


A Greek boy and his
girlfriend arrived this afternoon and for some reason the girl had offended
Vangelis, but that’s not difficult. He told me to leave the reception, with the
words ‘Go and check the hot room.’ I discovered later that Vangelis had offered
the girl’s boyfriend a free massage deliberately to upset the girl. I found the
boy stretched out on his back in the hot room smiling. He was a perfect and
beautiful young Greek man, finely boned, well-muscled and lean with a narrow
waist.


 As soon as I began
the massage his dick responded and lay thick and heavy across his groin. I
embarked on a thorough and very sensitive massage. The boy turned over with
some relief, because his dick had become rigid. His ass was as beautiful as the
rest of him, firm and round, he moved his legs apart but not so far as to be
blatant, so I pursued a professional but very sensual massage. 


He had the most
horrific scare down one side with flesh missing. I halted briefly and asked
‘Motor bike?’---‘Yes, but some years ago now’ I spent time studying this boy
because he is more finely put together than the average Greek. His neck is
long, his eyes are golden, his nose chiseled and Roman, he was thin enough to
excite me and he had that energy shared by athletes and rebels.


 I was beginning to
love this boy but he gave no indication of wanting me to explore his sexuality
or his persistent erection and, my increasing desire made me vigilant. Vangelis
came to tell me that his girlfriend is waiting. 


The boy left without
acknowledging the intimate hour we just shared. I suspect that Vangelis had
only offered the boy a massage to spite his girlfriend. He was too eager to
find out if anything had happened between us and was obviously disappointed
that, I had not turned the boy gay. 


D.Tassos is coming
earlier and he now spends the day turning my hot tap off if I forget then
reporting me for wasting water, but his hot tap is running all day.


 


 


August 10, 2009:


    Today three English
girls decided that they had been misled and not had their money’s worth. One
girl refused all explanations refusing to back down. Vangelis is not to be
trusted and his temper is uncontrollable. I gathered that the girls were
convinced that the men’s half of the Hamam has a swimming pool. I kept
repeating to Vangelis, ‘Is the men’s side empty’ because I wanted his
co-operation to take the girls into the Hamam, but I was ignored.


 I changed my tactics
and said, ‘Follow me.’ because I knew that the men’s side was empty. Inside the
girl said ‘I demand to see the pool’ so I showed her everything including the
fire and said, ‘This is not Budapest, they have a hot spring, we have had to
make do with a fire since 1550.’ 


Two of the girls had
been looking embarrassed but the confrontational one persisted that she has
rights. She was also convinced that she had been misled and was therefore
entitled to have her money refunded. I tried a different approach, I asked her
‘Where did you get the idea that we have a pool?’ defiantly she answered, ‘The
photographs.’ We went and checked the photographs ‘I think you have mistaken
the heated marble plinths for pools.’ She still insisted on her rights to get
her money back and Vangelis said, ‘You went inside, so you pay. If you didn’t
like it, that’s not my problem.’


 


August 11, 2009:


 I
am missing Dima. He has not replied to any of my messages. It is hard to
reconcile our bond of trust and promises with such an abrupt end. There were no
misunderstandings or commitments that might have prompted suspicion or regret.
For one afternoon, we shared boy’s adolescent trust and love. We were amused by
his involuntary erection and hiding it with the bowl. He fascinated a handsome
young Greek who was entranced by his ass. We took photographs, got slightly
drunk together and parted reluctantly like lovers separated by circumstance. Or
am I just an old fool? I don’t care because I was a privileged old fool for one
afternoon and bonds of friendship transcend age and gender. 


 


The
sadness is that I could never take such a friendship for granted. It felt so
right. Such a bond was the idealized love in ancient Greece and normal in Rome.


 


Today
the fine married French man, who could have been in his 60s, came to the Hamam
with his wife, she is in her twenties. D.Tassos washed his ass extensively for
a very long time. Later I saw the Frenchman sucking D. T’s dick. When the
Frenchman was alone in the hot room I went to check him out. He is very
handsome with white hair and the build of a serious body builder, with a
massive dick. He promised to return. 


 


Then a Spanish boy arrived who was friendly and
easily amused. His dick came up so I put the steel bowl over it, saying ‘nice
dick.’--- ‘You like?’ He turned over; he has a nice body and spread his legs
wide. He kept on smiling so I took my time and the invitation to explore his
ass was unmistakable.
I soaped him generously, held his balls from behind and he raised his ass so I
could hold his very stiff dick. I soaped his anus, balls and dick while he
reached behind and put two soapy fingers in my ass. I forced three fingers up
his ass until I reached his prostate. 


 


He
said, ‘this is getting too exciting, my friend will be wondering where I am’ I
rinsed him down with very hot water while he held my eyes, still giggling and
smiling. I like these uninhibited young people; they are so uncomplicated and
unconcerned about sex. They have no sense of obligation guilt, or anxiety and
in short, they are healthy.


 


Later a fine Italian
of 35, beginning to run to fat but still perfect, wanted to keep his towel over
him. I realized as the massaged progressed that he was probably more afraid of
himself than me. He had an erection that was becoming apparent. I thought we
were progressing nicely and he was beginning to relax and the fear of sexual
arousal or possible intrusion had passed, but without warning or reason, he
suddenly became quite angry and ended the massage. 


Vangelis arrived and
became very angry because I insisted on rinsing the Italian before he left. I
didn’t realize that Vangelis needed me urgently to massage two clients before
D.T became free. Vangelis accused me of deliberately wasting time. I got angry
and told him ‘Because you are charging 15 euros, I have the responsibility of
ensuring satisfaction and the rinse seems to be fundamental in bringing closure
to the experience’--- ‘But Seb, they can rinse themselves.’ 


 


August 13, 2009:


Yesterday I massaged
two fine black boys. D.Tassos would have scrubbed their dicks white. Dirty
Stavros told me that d. T. washed twenty dicks yesterday and some came back for
a second wash. My knee is not fully recovered and still causing pain, but I am
doing more massages. 


I don’t understand how
D.T gets away with his compulsive sexual abuse, there seems to be an element of
‘humoring the idiot’ also the western preference for pretending that nothing is
happening. Many of my clients get massaged by D.T, falsely believing that they
were entitled to two massages. He is always managing to squeeze some of my
client’s in-between his own. I am beginning to accept the idea that there are
more men who have no objection to being sexually pleasured than is generally
realized. 


I recall thinking
that; these Mediterranean men that I have always found so sexually attractive
are, in the right circumstances, available. I am now sure that most good
looking young men visiting the Hamam are easy about gay sex, once a bond of
trust has been established. Some enjoy a degree of sexual involvement, others
welcome being sexually aroused but no more, and some can’t help being sexually
aroused.


But I am flattering
myself?  D. T. tries it on with everybody and has fewer objections than me. I
wonder what we can deduct from D. T’s case.  No client regardless of age or
appearance escapes having his dick touched. D. T’s loathsome appearance seems
to be of little consequence. There has, to the best of my knowledge not been
one complaint from a customer or client and the number of people not very happy
is less than 50%. One fact that I have read must be true, despite professed
objections, genital contact by a man is not invasive. I was disturbed by the
number of older married men partaking in gay sex even sucking Tasso’s dick. I
found the number of young men even boys, (not all Greek) finding him amusing. This
is uncomplicated fun and therefore healthy. Sexual attraction was not involved
only sexual pleasure or amusement. Cruising is very different. It’s about
triggering the hormones that cause arousal, the increased heart rate, tight
breathing and spontaneous sensations of pleasure in the genital area. 


It seems that arousal
in its self is not proof of being gay. What does this vast grey area of same
sex activities mean? My conclusion is very little, but of course there are be
men who must be offended and understandably object, but a violent reaction only
seems to come from denial. Sexual guilt results from indoctrination, the basic
model of Homo sapiens has remained unchanged throughout history. To understand
our own sexuality, we must study our ancestors, but without preconceived
notions.


Vangelis brought
me a short muscular Greek in his late teens with large eyes and a mop of black
curls. He came with his girlfriend. It was obvious from the start that he was
open even seeking the possibility of sex. He offered his muscular well-toned
curvaceous body to me for his own pleasure and mine. I gave him a thorough
massage including his ass and genitals. Once totally relaxed I started again
and this time he gave himself over to unbridled sexual pleasure. He gave me the
freedom to do whatever satisfied me and please him, I explored his dick and
balls extensively, he offered his ass without reserve and I brought him to a
rewarding orgasm. 


He relished the hot
water flooding his body. I had finished but the boy remained horizontal as if
he wanted to prolong the experience, so I sat crossed legged and attempted to
disperse his energy throughout his body and compensate for any post coital
slump. Getting bored I leaned forwards and as closure, gave him the lightest
kiss on his chest before getting up.


 This brought him back
to consciousness ‘What was that?’ somewhat surprised I answered from the
doorway, ‘Whatever you want it to be’ his reply was very enlightening. ‘It was
a very good massage but there is nothing else’ and he gave me a defiant look.
Standing in the doorway I shrugged my indifference and left. This reaction
reveals a fundamental truth about casual sex. It need have no limits, but
friendship, affection or any form of acknowledgment is taboo. For my part, I
resent being treated as a service station and I appreciate some degree
acknowledgment, preferably unspoken. 


 


August 14, 2009:


 Today was interesting
because my friend with an extra hole in his dick, who works in Athens, returned
for his summer holiday. He declined a body scrub but once relaxed he indicated
his readiness for a massage. He has lost some weight; he is feeling firmer and
looking even more beautiful. He liked having his ass soaped and for a while he
let his legs drifted apart. 


When he turned over,
he was as always erect. I no longer resort to subterfuge or seduction in the
guise of a massage. I manipulated his muscles caressing his erogenous zones I
ran my hands between his legs and cradled his balls while stimulating the whole
length of his shaft from his ass, with finger tips. 


He stretched out on
the floor, his arms above his head offering his dick and balls to be sucked. We
heard the main door open, so sitting side-by-side out of sight I caressed his
back then reaching around behind I held his still rigid dick. Nobody came into
the main room so we relaxed. He sat with his back leaning against the wall, his
legs out stretched. I sat crossed legged between them and caressed with soapy
fingers his balls and his anus while masturbating his hard shaft; applying
pressure on the down stroke only. 


He was close to
orgasm, so I slowed the speed imperceptibly feeling tiny spasms fluttering in
his anus, his shaft became rigid like stone as I delayed his climax. With only
the slightest gesture he presented his dick for me to suck taking over the
masturbation himself and his orgasm flooded my mouth, his semen flowing
abundantly through his two exits.


The muscular French
man with the very young wife returned and he specifically asked for me but
Vangelis gave him to D. Tassos once again. I was a bit displeased on behalf of
the French man until I discovered why. 


A fine Greek who looks
Italian came into the main hot room. His eyes and mouth were very beautiful and
he gave me a long lazy smile as he lay face down. He responded quickly to every
caress and pressure as I discovered that he also enjoyed pain. When he turned
over we both sat heads together looking at his erection as it continued to grow
and harden. He gave me a smile of pride and amusement so I told him to lie down
and I put the steel bowl over his dick. He was amused and got the giggles when
the bowl was not big enough to cover it and remained suspended. I pressed the
bowl down with one finger and it sprang back up.


 That moment passed,
he was not eager for sex but was delighting in his massage and my well soaped
hands explored every surface and secret place. He offered me his dick or his
ass as the occasion arose. The massage completed, I then began to massage his whole
body with long gentle caresses using my hands and fingertips. 


Of his own accord, he
lay on his stomach and then raised his ass, pushing his erect penis and balls
down between his legs. My knees each side of his back I rinsed the soap from
his ass and buried my face between his generous cheeks, licking his ass and
kissing his dick. He lifted his ass so I could hold his dick and balls with
both hands; my tongue caressing his anus as I began to masturbate him. 


He turned over; lying
on his back, holding my eyes he took hold of his own dick. I inserted my
fingers in his ass and smiling he brought himself to an easy orgasm. As his
orgasm broke I took his dick in my mouth and with my tongue and by rotating my
head I caused him such an intense climax, his anus crushed my fingers. Sucking
hard on his glans his semen filled my mouth. He remained for a long time on his
back gazing into my eyes while I gently caressed his body while cradling his
balls. 


I had left the hot tap
running and it had gently overflowed onto the floor. We made love in the hot
water. He was not ready to leave and glancing at the steel bowl he laid full
length in the hot flowing water as I poured scalding water over his welcoming
body. Vangelis called from the door that his wife is waiting. We didn’t want to
part. As we passed my old room we saw D.T jerking the muscular French man off.
Standing very close, sharing our disgust and amusement he whispered ‘I like
you’ and was gone. 


The Frenchman joined
me in the hot room and asked for a massage. He looks very good but he does not
feel so nice. His muscles are damaged, full of knots and not resilient, he
feels softer and older than he looks. He offered me his generous ass, but his
anus was soft and wide, and I got shit on my thumb. He put his arms around my
body and held me very tight, burying his face in my genitals and kissing my
dick. It felt uncomfortably intimate and my dick and stomach recoiled. He
whispered that he intended to return. His dick was white and flaccid feeling
more like a length of intestine, than a penis. He’s disgusting.


 


August 16, 2009:


I arrived at the Hamam
very early this morning. I was sitting outside when in the distance I saw
walking towards me a very beautiful boy. He was slim, quite tall, in his late
teens and fair with sturdy legs. When he walked into the Hamam I could not
believe my luck, and he booked a massage. His face is extraordinary with high
cheek bones and large black eyes, slanting upwards, his lips are full and
pouting. He is Russian with Mongol ancestry and he looks like Nijinsky. 


We went into the small
cool room and fortunately the Hamam was empty. His body is beautiful, being
narrow and well-muscled. His dick is large but beautiful, the skin fully
covering his glans and he had continual brief erections. I was not short of
time so I gave him a thorough scrub and massaged him back and front, before
progressing to sensuality. 


I concluded that he
was probably older than I thought; I guess he is in his mid-twenties and a
student. I started a sensual massage and was pleased to find that he welcomed
this new approach. I felt him slipping into total passivity as I progressed to
his erogenous zones and was overjoyed to find that he welcomed the increased
sexuality. 


His dick was close to
a full and impressive erection; the skin began to ease from his glans and
without the restraint of his foreskin it expanded like a delectable pink fruit.
His dick was not washed but I was hungry for his taste and I sucked it clean.
He smelt warm and sweet. I used all the skills I had acquired on his balls,
dick and groin but he did not welcome my fingers near his ass. All his
attention was focused on his shaft and glans. 


Resting my head on his
thighs I sucked his balls while caressing and exploring every centimeter of his
dick with fingertips and quite suddenly he was close to orgasm. His ass
welcomed two fingers as I closed my mouth over his glans and with my tongue and
by rotating my head I brought him to an explosive orgasm. I continued to
stimulate his glans taking him to his limit and stopping on the very brink of
tolerance. I rested my head on his stomach, his dick still in my mouth, we
remained in that position, until every flicker of orgasm had ceased and his
anus expelled my finger. 


Sitting cross legged
by his side I continued to caress his body very gently, believing him to be
unwilling to terminate what I imagined had been a profound experience, but he
asked ‘have you finished yet? I replied, ‘No, stay there I have to rinse you
with warm water.’ Getting no further response, I eventually asked, ‘How do you
feel?’--- ‘I feel ok now’ he replied with some hint of relief or gratitude. 


I wanted to have the
last word, ‘You know where to find me, and I’m always here’. He left without
even a glance in my direction. I missed that boy but he made me feel used. I am
learning to accept the vast differences between people after orgasm, but I
still need some response.


 


August 18, 2009:


Yesterday another
Russian boy came to the Hamam. He is studying “How to save the world” in
Finland. His sister is studying in London and she found a cheap fully inclusive
holiday for them both. It is a curious fact that Finland and Sweden both have
low populations and vast forests and they are concerned about ecology. The rich
nations with high populations seem to be prepared to let the next generation
inherit their devastated planet. He is a vegan, also training to have ‘Out of
body experiences’ and we talked for hours. 


Very late in the
afternoon a young Greek arrived and we made no pretense of a massage. He wanted
to explore sex and it was uninhibited fun. There was nothing distasteful or
overt. On our knees, our arms around one another’s shoulders, heads together we
watched him orgasm and spurt his semen on the floor between my knees.


 


August 19, 2009:


This morning my
married Greek friend whom I met some days ago and believed to have shared
something precious and indefinable returned but, he asked for D. Tassos. I was
deeply hurt. I passed by my old room and saw my friend on his back, his legs
and arms outstretched like a star being violently wanked, with soap flying
everywhere. I am not interested in crude sex and I believe that I have had some
meaningful experiences, but it seems that the anonymity of uncomplicated
release is all that’s required. Later, our eyes met momentarily, he looked
embarrassed and guilty, and he knew I was hurt.


Two Israeli boys came
and one had to go to Tassos. I him “If you don’t want to remove your shorts you
don’t have to. And you can stop the massage at any time”. Tassos insisted the
boy remove his shorts but I overheard and intervened. Tassos was transfixed
with incomprehensible rage. My Israeli customer relaxed but I can’t say the
same for his friend. 


Then a Greek father
brought his son and booked two massages. Vangelis brought the boy to me. After
the massage the boy joined his father before I could check and I saw him turn
around in Tassos’s door way and sit on a marble bench looking very sick. I checked
Tassos and saw a very embarrassed father with a well washed dick. I told
Vangelis about the incidents adding, ‘I have told you before you must never
split a family or friends’ Vangelis replied, ‘I can’t Seb, whatever I say he
doesn’t understand.’ I have the feeling that neither of them understands.


 


August 20, 2009:


A quite handsome
middle age Greek asked me for a massage. I sent him to Vangelis. Then D. Tassos
came running to tell me that “There are gays in the hot room and they should go
home or he will telephone the police.” I told Vangelis to give the handsome Greek
to DT, he spent over one hour washing his dick and his ass and the harmless
gays in the hot room were left in peace. 


At the end of the day
a very fine and handsome young Greek came straight from the beach. He
obviously, trains and his body is perfect but he had burned the end of his dick
(not a pretty sight). After the beach, he was eager for sensual pleasure. He
lay on his stomach and pushed his dick and balls down between his legs so I
could soap them. I avoided sex because the Hamam was still busy and I felt that
he only needed uncomplicated fun to satisfy his current needs for sensuality
and pain. He loved the hot water poured and dribbled over him. He held his
burned dick under the stream of scalding water. I saw the middle age Greek
getting his goodbye kiss from Tassos.


Last year I met a
Nordic man in his late twenties with his partner, a pleasant young man with
slim body, a nice ass and a smallish dick. The first time I gave him a massage,
the Hamam was very busy. He returned for a second massage but I didn’t
recognize him until he turned over and I saw his dick. I promptly moved him to
one side so we were partly hidden and had some privacy. 


I gave him a sensual
massage verging on the sexual and he returned most days for his massage. They
have returned this year and he is having a massage every day, but now I am
making love to him. Today during a break, I joined him on the heated podium and
absent-mindedly touch his leg for some reason. I probably thought that his
partner was party to the nature of our massages, but my friend tightened in
shocked embarrassment and I tried to look equally surprised. 


We had just
experienced a very intense half hour. By alternately stimulating his prostrate
and glans I held him suspended on the brink of orgasm, his mouth wide, not
breathing for what must have felt like an eternity. His anus felt like a battle
ground before a victory. Much later we met by chance in the changing room and I
apologized, ‘Sorry for the mistake, Is he jealous?’ He paused, as if needing to
talk and said, ‘yes’. I remained silent. Looking worried and grateful for the
opportunity of sharing his worries he began ‘I have never known anything like
the feelings I have here with you and I don’t understand.’ Full of concern I
endeavored to defuse a disconcerting situation. I replied, ‘It’s not real my
friend you’re on holiday, it’s the place, the circumstances and your boyfriend
being in the next room.’ I felt his trust and continued ‘Reality is what you
share at home with your boyfriend, and this is only fantasy.’ We sat in silence
sharing something that neither of us chose to put into words.


 


August 21, 2009:


This morning a very
fine Polish boy arrived before me, Vangelis did not inform me but gave him to
D. Tassos. The boy left with a Greek, after a two-hour massage. Today was
difficult, dirty Stavros is being a nuisance engaging all the students in
suggestive conversations while playing with his own four-inch dick. Another man
from northern Europe who looked like Brad Pit arrived with a friend. I massaged
his friend and then D.T gave him a second massage while he had Clients waiting.



Vangelis lost all
control but he blamed my client not Tassos. The heat of August is making
everybody short tempered. Tassos had some problems with two Greeks and I saw them
leaving together after only half an hour. They looked very unhappy. Another
Greek stopped his massage with D.T and joined his friend who was with me. My
client immediately stopped his own massage after exchanging only a few words,
they made their disgust felt. I felt guilty for no reason. I think the phrase
“tarred with the same brush” is appropriate. 


 


August 22, 2009:


Last night I did not
sleep, D. Tassos is on my mind and beginning to make me ill. Novak is
irritating me, he talks about himself nonstop, he tries amusing me by singing
and he has started farting to prove the intimacy of our friendship, but if I
speak, his mind wonders or he tries being clever by interjecting when he
doesn’t have a clue what I am talking about. He is on permanent ‘transmit’ with
no button for ‘receiving’.


My brother has
returned from Russia; he is very impressed by St. Petersburg also by the beauty
of Russian women. I am very impressed by Russian boys. Today my last Russian
friend returned to say goodbye and Vangelis charged him the full entrance fee.
I finished my massage and we only spent five minutes together before he left.
He had brought his sister with him, so that little trip probably cost them as
much as twenty euros. All the people I meet from the eastern bloc are pleasant
and agreeable, full of hope, fresh, honest, reliable and open. It is said that
poverty is the best conservationist of the past and it would seem within
reason, also of human values, or is it perhaps a matter of ideologies. 


I am beginning to
evaluate my situation. I love young men not only for their beauty but also for
their qualities of hope and discovery. Sex has become an uncomplicated and
somehow innocent activity neither furtive nor overshadowed with guilt. Is it
the Hamam that releases fears and inhibitions freeing some to find pleasure and
liberation If only briefly. 


Mediterranean and
South American boys seem to maintain a degree of innocent exploration in the
Hamam, probably because of their culture and a tendency to not over indulge in
self-examination. I have discovered enormous complexity in human sexuality and
notions of gender seem to be imprecise. The fact that a man’s G. spot is up his
ass makes all attempts at categorizing sexual activities by gender vague.


         Some
German scientists concluded that the number of homosexual men born after the
war must be due to their mother’s having been stressed while pregnant, and this
effected the development of a male brain by limiting the supply of testosterone,
so they devised an experiment to prove this theory. 


They placed pregnant
rats under great stress and then presented their adolescent sons to an active
male rat. It was presumed that if the young males presented their ass to the
Alfa male it proved that they must be gay. The observations might very well be
true, but as usual, the conclusion probably wrong. This could be normal rat
etiquette; I know it is with baboons. 


The normal interaction
within a rat community probably involves presenting the ass as a gesture of
submission to avoid untimely confrontation with dominant males. The theory that
a fetus can develop a female brain and this is the cause of a homosexual man
sounds to me to be invalid. 


A visit to any gay
beach will reveal the usual compliment of men with high levels of testosterone
both physical and mental, just as a visit to a mixed beach will reveal the
normal complement of smooth soft men tending their children. 


The question remains
why some men and some women regardless of hormone levels find their own sex
sexually preferable. I consider myself gay not because I practice sex with men
but because I fall in love with young men. I am only attracted sexually by the
smell, the shape and the feel of young men. This is fundamental to me being human.



All life starts out as
female; to make a male requires chemical intervention. Primitive life is
hermaphrodite. We all have nipples and a dick and our psyche must be equally
ambivalent. Some men are nurturing by instinct and some women are dominant. There
must be nothing more boring than the stereotype male, an uncomplicated walking
sperm bank obsessed with football. He resembles a machine not a human being and
a robot would be preferable, it won’t fart, can be programed to perfection and best
of all, can be switched off. 


 


August 23, 2009:


I am getting very
tired, today there were no interesting massages but a large group of macho
Middle Eastern men came into the Hamam. They all wore swimwear and were
disgusting. Once in the changing rooms it was all about style and fighting over
the mirror. The phrase, “All swagger and no balls” sprang to mind. Last night
in the street I saw a boy on a skateboard with one of those cold-lights in his
mouth traveling backwards, as they do. He was shouting obscenities and it was
delightfully surreal, as his illuminated mouth yelled “fuck off”.


 


August 24, 2009:


Tonight, I went for a
meal with my friend Penelope to Marco Polo’s restaurant. The manageress, an
ample Italian woman talked so much to Penelope that when she asked for our
order, I replied ‘I haven’t got a clue, I’ve forgotten.’ So, she continued her
monologue and I don’t recall Penelope saying a single word. 


The restaurant filled
with Italians and the noise was getting horrendous so I interrupted her flow
and she replied, ‘I’m busy, sorry, I must get on’ and she left. We exchanged a
look of dismay and a waitress whom I know took our order. It was supposed to be
shared expenses, I paid and Penelope forgot. 


We called on Christos,
it was late but Luke was still lurking at the bar. Claire would be waiting for
him at home to share their meal. Christos was out of his mind on alcohol and
his German women engaged us in a monolog for half an hour. I paid but she was
so slow giving me the change I told her to keep it. Penelope found it all very
funny and we left like lovers’ arm in arm. 


Both hostesses by
engaging us in conversation were doing their job or even duty. But I don’t
understand why we must pay to suffer? The fat Italian is very pleased with
herself and the anorexic alcoholic burdened us with her difficult and lonely
life. The biggest mystery to me is why do they imagine that I’m interested in
them?


I have never
understood the point of talking. I object to paying for the privilege of
listening to a self-satisfied woman glorifying herself or hearing about an
alcoholic Germans life of abuse and rejection. The first should burden her
lover and the second should pay a psychiatrist. Do they believe that I was
sharing their warm glow of satisfaction as they did their duty? We were abused
and drained, but able to laugh about it.


It is true that I have
burdened complete strangers and my readers with complaints about my
sister-in-law who destroyed my home and condemned me to a life of exile, but I
hope that my comments of significance and are shared truths on our human
predicament. 


My sister-in-law is
interesting because, it is the weak who insist on having their own way. The
ignorant, who insist on being experts and those devoid of character it seems,
inflicting their lack of personality onto their homes. They call it, “making a
statement” and of course, people who have nothing say insist on talking.


For the benefit of
readers not familiar with my life, my resent Sister-in-law destroyed my home to
make it nice. It was a working farm house with inherited furnishings and she
imposed her own suburban ideas of taste. It is now tidy with beige fitted
carpets in a permanent state of readiness for the non-existent visitors. In her
eagerness to obliterate the past she destroyed the focal point of many people’s
lives. She made everybody miserable until my brother agreed to dispose of the
valuable carpets bought by my Grandmother at huge expense in 1947 as an
investment, because they would take the wear and tear of a farmhouse for at
next 100 years. 


Having made her mark,
she now spends her days working in charity shops because she has nothing to do.
Shirley first came to Orchards End when she was 16, they married when she was
56. My Sister-in-law has no excuse for her crime; she visited us for 40 years
and knew that it as a working farm house the focal point of the local community
and she also knew that the Donegal carpets were our only true heirlooms. Of
course, her intention was, after making her mark to end the constant flow of
visitors and the endless cups of tea. The day that Mother died Shirley lost the
child’s voice and the silly walk of a four-year-old. She now surveys her
achievements with the self-satisfied smile of a halfwit.


A few days ago, while
selling Novak’s music, I saw the most beautiful boy. He had very fine long
black hair tied in a knot on the back of his head. I thought that he could be
Indian, because he is a dusky shade with high cheekbones and a delicately
defined jaw. His large black eyes held mine briefly. Then, standing in front of
his father and drawing his arms around his body caressing his hands his eyes
engaged mine. He reminded me of Nefertiti.


 


August 25, 2009:


Today an English man,
who was very nicely put together, booked a massage. He works in New York,
probably a financier. He is about 22, of medium build with a perfect ass. I
indicated his baggy shorts with a questioning eyebrow, he shrugged and removed
them. I scrubbed and massaged his back and legs with no apparent response but when
he turned over he grabbed his massive erection. It was bending under pressure
with the skin tight and, to his relief and amusement I placed the steel bowl
over it. 


He sniggered as it
remained suspended above his stomach. I ignored the erection and gave him a
professional and searching massage, paying special attention to all erogenous
zones. He apologized for his erection, so I told him, ‘I am use to them, and
don’t apologize it’s a fine example. It won’t always rise to the occasion so be
grateful and welcome it.’ I removed the steel bowl and we both sat admiring his
dick, it responded to our admiration by nodding with every heartbeat. I checked
its hardness with fore finger and thumb sensing an immediate release, as if an
electrical charge had been earthed.


I said, ‘We close in
half an hour’ and swilled warm water over his body, the bowl catching his pole
many times. I sat beside him running my hand over his firm body. ‘What do you
want to do until closing time’? I asked. ‘Everybody’s gay and if you want we
can go into the hot room. Or I live quite close, or if you prefer you can just
relax.’ He looked uncertain and we needed some form of closure, so I added, ‘if
you’re happy, we can leave it.’ Avoiding my eyes, he replied ‘leave it,’ and he
left. 


This morning I saw an
old man, very thin and frail he looked 90. He was in the large cool room and
seemed to be disorientated, so I pointed to the door to the main room. His
reaction was quite a surprise, he looked panic stricken and said ‘don’t talk to
me I am not gay’ I replied with sarcasm ‘That is a relief, but you are fucking
rude.’ 


Much later I was
talking with Vangelis in reception when the old man was leaving.  In a
teacher’s voice for carrying I said, ‘That old fart thought I was after his
arse.’ Vangelis told me, he’s a local and a regular, but I don’t recall having
seen him before.  


 


August 26, 2009:


An interesting day,
first a very nice Greek boy who was probably gay but showed no interest, we
both enjoyed an excellent massage. Then two Americans booked massages and I got
the handsome sexy one. I had to move his big floppy dick out of the way more than
once and he apologized saying, ‘Sorry it’s always getting in the way’ and it
promptly transformed into an impressive erection. After a prolonged and
enjoyable massage the hot room suddenly emptied, so we occupied it


Rubber dick kept
hovering as I started a second massage. His dick was very responsive for a man
over 40, and I used all the techniques I have learned. Using fingertips only or
two fingers each side of the base of his shaft with my palm stimulating his
glance plus a whole variety of masturbation techniques. I raised him to a high
level of sensitivity and pleasure. 


Rubber dick kept
joining us behind his impressive erection. On one occasion, he stuck his dick
in my mouth, I thought it might amuse my American but rubber dick got carried
away and tried fucking motions and chocked me. I glanced at my American and
with the slightest gesture he indicated that he was not interested in group
activities. Rubber duck is unusually sensitive to these situations and left
promptly.  


I felt that my
American friend was satisfied and further sexual arousal unnecessary. It only
took one glance from me and he nodded his satisfaction. Then two fine European
gays arrived and I left the hot room, indicating that it offered a degree of
seclusion. Rubber dick made several visits but did not stay. 


Out of curiosity I
returned and found the two gays sitting on the floor leaning against the wall,
legs wide and out stretched, dicks erect. My American friend was sitting
opposite playing with his dick. Compared to the European dicks, his dick now
looked quite small. I was curious about the Europeans so I joined my American
and soaped his dick with an immediate firm response. To amuse the visitors, my
American leaned back and stretched his legs out. I did everything imaginable to
his very stiff dick and he whispered, ‘I love you.’ The Europeans kept their
dicks covered, so I whispered to my friend ‘Play with them’ and left. 


Then Vangelis brought
me a nervous unattractive Canadian. He was not very happy, the Hamam did not
impress him, authenticity and age bothers some people, perhaps he found it
disturbing. He probably expected a pool and a sauna. The massage also bothered
him, so I concentrated on his head, neck, shoulders, hands and feet. This
seemed to help a bit and he began to relax but his anxiety remained. 


I massaged his torso
and he moved his knees apart allowing me access to his inner thighs. He got an
erection and started elevating his groin as if he wanted me to touch his dick.
I pretended not to notice his inopportune arousal by concentrating on
stretching his arms and legs. I asked, ‘How are you feeling’ and he replied, ‘I
feel much better now’ I rinsed him down with some relief and ended the massage.


I went to rest on my
sunbed in the Frigidarium (cold room). I heard raised voices and went to check.
The Canadian had turned peevish and was demanding his money back. He complained
with good reason that the Hamam was not hot enough, is dirty and the water only
warm and in addition he complained about the massage.


 His girlfriend, who
had good cause to complain because the women’s section is poor, tried to calm
him. He said ‘Frankly I am pissed off’ and Vangelis threaten to hit him.
Perhaps if he had been given to dirty Tassos he would have had cause to
complain, or got his dick washed and probably been happy. I gather he had been
to the baths in Turkey perhaps being man handled by a big powerful Turk could
have satisfied him. His own brief arousal was probably the problem.


This afternoon a huge
fat man came for a massage. His entourage of women, all over weight also booked
massages. I cannot get over the sight of him covered in soap, sliding all over
the floor and smiling up at me with the angelic smile of a fat baby. I cannot
rid myself of his horrific loathsomeness, his size and his skin like tree bark
on all surfaces that rubbed together. Around his dick he was dark red or brown
and his dick and balls were bright blue. He continued smiling on his back with
his arms out stretch and his knees bent and wide apart throughout the massage.
I don’t suppose he’s seen his blue dick for years. 


Massaging him was the
most horrific experience of my life. The smile of being adored never left his
round pink face. He came to the restaurant this evening and stood around as if
waiting to be fussed, petted and kissed, and he was.


Last week ‘Ass
breaker’ sent me a sms from Athens airport. He wanted to stay with me that
night. I guessed it might be him but I had lost his number and replied “Ok, no
problem, who are you?” he replied, “The doctor, c. u. bus station 21.00 hrs.” I
replied, “Selling CDs entrance to old town.” Since he had to pass by it seemed
only logical and economical to continue selling CDs for Novak and he couldn’t
miss me as he passed. 


At 22:00 hrs. I sent a
massage “Where are you?”  He didn’t read my sms or failed to understand it. He
waited half an hour and a tout for a pension (he knew from the beach) took him
home. It cost him 30 euros and he had to fuck the tout and the tout’s friend.
They must have walked past me but I failed to recognize him dressed. I was
engaged in conversation with a beautiful Korean girl who is in love with Novak.
I had mixed feelings, probably relief but now I will never know if the doctor
can make love, or only fuck.


There was one Greek
boy from the Islands who spent every day in the Hamam. He was on holiday, a
typical good looking Greek, being sturdy and pleasant, not very bright, but he
liked sex. We often played a bit, but we never made love. Ass breaker came most
days. I was still commissioned to telephone him if any old man arrived who
might pay for sex. Ass breaker fucked the Greek boy and I was invited into the
hot room with a gesture. We were not alone, but an audience seems to be
essential or of little consequence, for these assignations. 


The boy was already
bent over, his head on his forearm braced against the wall. I stood beside him
and he put his arm around me holding me close. I reached forwards and
lubricated his ass then held his cheeks apart. Ass breaker was wanking to get
his dick hard and I felt the boy begin to tremble. Ass breaker using two
fingers checked the boy asshole and they both bent their knees. Ass breaker
gripped the boy’s hips lining his dick up for a direct assault. He rammed his
dick into the boy’s ass with all his strength and the boys arm around my waist
tightened so much it almost hurt. 


The boy angled his ass
and pushed against the doctor. I felt for the boy’s dick, it was soft and wet
at the end. The boy moved my hand and wanked himself. Ass breaker fucks like a
baboon. The boy showed little reaction to ass breakers violence while I held
his cheeks wide. Ass breakers feet were slipping on the soapy floor and had to
grip the boy to keep his balance. 


The violence of Ass
breaker fucking was unrelenting until he finished. He dropped the still clean
condom in the bin and left. The boy did not move, I felt at his asshole and it
was tight again. I caressed his long tapering back and felt his round firm ass.
He stood up and holding my eyes shaking one hand, made a gesture of
satisfaction, he kissed me and returned to the Frigidarium.  


 


August 27, 2009:


Vangelis is in trouble
because the Mayor now knows that massaging is taking place in the Hamam but we
are very lucky because it has nothing to do with dirty Tassos or Vangelis’s
abusive behavior. We understand that an American woman from a cruise ship came
to the Hamam and booked a massage. She didn’t have time to wait and complained
that the Hamam was not clean enough and she also asked for her money back. I
know that Vangelis would be reluctant and even offensive about returning her
money. For reasons that I fail to comprehend, the American woman related this
trivial information to the Mayor. The mayor didn’t even know that the Hamam existed.



The Mayor made
inquiries and was suspicious of the possibility of what is called, ‘Black
money.’ Since the whole country runs on systems of ‘black money’ bribes and
favors, especially all authorities, his suspicions are only to be expected.
Vangelis is planning to cut his boss in on the ‘black money’ as this is how it
works. We have told dirty Tassos that there have been complaints about him but
the accusations had no effect whatsoever.


August 28, 2009:


After closing time,
Vangelis handed me the Hamam key with a smile.  He was leaving with dirty
Tassos who looked so ill I hoped he might have a nervous breakdown and die.
Inside I found the reason for Vangelis’s amusement and Tassos’s anguish. A
young man probably 22 stood smiling at me. He had the same voluptuous
muscularity as Henry but less masculine. I thought, he said he was French but
he said ‘Athens’ with a lisp. I took him to be French Vietnamese, from his
unusual and very beautiful face. 


He is Greek with large
pale almond eyes, a wide face, high cheek bones and full lips with wonderful
teeth, his eye brows are plucked to accentuate his eastern look. He told me
that he is an Art Critic in Athens. I only glanced at his tight shiny Lycra pea
green shorts and, looking directly into my eyes, he eased them down his body
and they fell to his feet. 


We went to the main
heated room and he stretched out on the warm floor without being asked. His
whole body is shaved. I marveled at the exaggerated curves of his back, ass and
thighs. His waist and hips are unusually narrow, his ass full and round but
small. We had an empty Hamam and the whole evening. I removed my cotton trunks;
they are necessary but always soggy. I explored his form, his resilient muscle
and smooth skin as he presented every part of his body for our shared pleasure.



He maintained eye
contact or closed his eyes, letting his lips part and sighing he gave me
complete freedom. His dick was always erect, not big but perfect. When he lay
on his stomach he spread his legs wide for me. His anus had taken so many dicks
that it was puckered like a ‘Dorothy Bag.’ We coordinated like dancers and he
happily laid his legs over or around my body. I kissed his ass and dick from
every conceivable angle and position marveling at the beauty of his form. I
kept returning to his neck, shoulders, back and waist, each time causing us
renewed pleasure and delight. 


Then returning to his
ass and genitals I rinsed him and attacked them hungrily, like a man starved of
food. We continued in this manner until I felt his growing need for sexual pleasure.
Taking his balls in my mouth I applied a soapy hand to his dick and masturbated
him while inserting well lubricated fingers into his ass. He squirmed with
pleasure and then relaxed as he surrendered himself totally to my
ministrations. He became heavy and I sensed in him a deep trust with high
levels of sensitivity. Gradually raising his excitement, I felt tremors and
spasms pass through his body as he willed me to stretch his anus and arousal to
unprecedented limits. 


This phase passed and
he found a new peace, his legs relaxed while still encircling my body. We
remained entwined for long time as I caressed him and his dick shrank to normal
while holding my eyes he smiled gently.


I rested my hand close
to his dick and his erection slowly returned. I continued caressing him,
enjoying his form and texture as he watched me through half closed eyes. I
observed his renewed growing arousal but did nothing to assist, I have learned
to not instigate sexual arousal but to let it progress as need and hormones dictate.



I was kneeling between
his legs and he placed his left leg over my shoulder letting his right leg
relax over my thighs. I touched his groin and he lifted his ass, I pulled him
forwards onto my thighs and his ass now close to my dick excited him. I applied
fresh shampoo to his dick, balls and ass and with my fingertips I caressed his
resilient anus. This made him smile, so like a doctor I made a detail
examination of his balls and anus checking his prostate. I inserted my thumb
and slowly stretched his sphincter to its limits, and then with my fingers I
explored the space behind his coccyx. I ran my fingers around his anus
stretching his sphincter exploring the bony structure of his ass and caressing
his urethra. 


Closing my eyes, I
tuned into his nervous system, we were both exploring new territory. He moved
his right leg a fraction offering me free access to his dick. Only very young
dicks respond so readily to stimulation, raising pleasure to the point of pain.
His prostate changed shape to small and round and hard, every caress I made
with fingertips on his penis had its corresponding spasms and quivers in his
anus. 


Our well soaped bodies
were closely entwined and I began to sense in him a new plane of sexual
awareness and the growing need for orgasm. His anus was fluttering like a
candle as I stimulated his glans and anus alternately. I continued delaying his
orgasm while raising his sensitivity. His dick was now like a steel rod with a
high voltage charge and he was urging me to stretch his ass to its limits. 


I inserted four
fingers pressing my bent knuckles against his prostate. He pushed hard against
my hand as I began to masturbate his dick using forefinger and thumb only, from
base to tip at a very measured pace using the lightest possible pressure to
heighten his sensitivity to record levels. 


He raised his ass so I
could take his balls in my mouth, they were tight against his shaft and his
orgasm exploded coursing through his body from his ass like a whirlwind taking
everything in its path. He collapsed, his legs stretched wide, his arms above
his head as repeated spasms continued to wrack his exhausted body. He indicated
I remove my fingers and his eyes closed but the occasional tremor still shook
him.


His erection remained,
so I took his dick and balls in my hands and held them until the block released
and his dick returned to normal. It showed no trace of the ordeal of the last
hour. I poured hot water over his body as he continued holding my eyes. 


On the way-out we met
the fireman face to face but nothing was said. In the changing room the boy
pulled his Lycra pants on and his dick began to swell. Taking his dick in his
fist he smiled and said ‘thank you that was really something.’ His dick might be
ready but we were not, once dressed, all familiarity vanished and he left me at
the door. 


Around mid-night I was
with Novak selling his CDs when the boy walked passed with five girls. Being
the center of attention he was all swagger and smiles. The girls were stunning
in high heels, legs slim as reeds, and dressed in expensive fashion to please,
not attract. 


Five girls not looking
for a dick and a boy not interested in pussy is a refreshing sight. He was
obviously their pet, their perfect companion and escort. In return he treated
them with love and disdain. In Paris or New York such girls with a beautiful
man are a common sight, but in this old but now flashy town, full of the young vulgar,
sun and fun crowd, they looked urbane and alien. They had to be models or call
girls. He looked much smaller dressed, they towered above him.


 


September 2,
2009:       


No work for me today,
Vangelis’s scam is over. I don’t suppose slamming the Mayor’s door would have
helped. I am sure that a degree of intelligence and denial would have worked
because massaging in the Hamam is a tradition, unchanged since the Roman Empire
and no doubt ancient Greece. 


Vangelis’s excuses,
explanations and anger all prove guilt and wrong doing. Vangelis was waiting
for me outside the Hamam. He turned me round physically with the words ‘don’t
come back, I will contact you’ and I left. Without Vangelis in reception
selling the tickets, the Hamam will be empty and the growing economic crisis
will close it forever. If he had always called the massage ‘a scrub’ and
insisted to the Mayor that there is no charge only the choice of a tip, the
whole disaster would have been averted and he could have blamed Dirty Tassos
for any complaints and with good reason.


 This being Greece I
suspect corruption at high levels, some body has plans to turn the Hamam into
yet another night club and the destruction of this historic City will be final
and irreversible.


 


Claire is unhinged
because she is fixated on Luke. He is unnaturally jealous and abusive and she
is violent, so I decided to tell her the truth. They are both trapped in an
abusive relationship and have nothing in common. Sometime ago Pauline told me
that when Luke first became involved with Claire she had asked him directly”
How can you put up with her?” and he replied, “Her family has money and we
could all benefit one day” Claire’s parents have always tried to limit her
independence where money is concerned, because they know that for a dick she
could lose everything. 


Confronting Claire I
said, ‘I will tell you something but I will not say where it came from and, if
asked, I will deny it’. I let Claire prepare herself for my speech and then
continued. ‘Your parents are convinced that you could lose everything for a man
and I agree with them. One friend, I won’t say who, once asked Luke, How can
you put up with her, and Luke replied, “She has money and one day we could all
benefit.” 


There are several
possible responses to this, and I am not sure which one I had expected, but
Claire never fails to surprise me. What Claire said after laughing was ‘And
which so called friend stabbed me in the back?’ She then accused me of keeping
information from her and continued ‘I suppose it was Pauline and anyway, Luke
does not know what he’s saying half the time, especially after a drink.’


 Claire has sold her
London flat and is trying to buy a property here for the sole purpose of
imprisoning Luke, an obvious fact that she denies even to herself. She claims
that she only wants to find work for Luke him and she intends to confront
Pauline. I will deny everything but inform Pauline first.


 


September 5,
2009:


 Without the Hamam my
days have no purpose, so yesterday I paid to go in just to help me adjust to my
new life. In reception, the Mayor has placed a woman to spy on Vangelis, she is
the new receptionist. There are no towels for hire and no drinks for sale and
the cabinet has been removed. The entrance was full of potential customers, but
the spy has no English and inside I found one Greek boy I had massaged last
week and D. Tassos looking very despondent. The boy declined a massage but
ended up having to scrub Dirty Tassos and no doubt he got his dick washed. 


Afterwards I called on
Christo, his pension is all wrong. It is supposed to be a Viennese tea shop and
gallery with Greek overtones. Christo’s gallery for carpets and silver is full
of Austrian kitsch. I have taken my carpet to Christo and it looks wonderful.
He has priced it at 3800 euros because he thinks its true value is 8000. It is
Kurdish, made on the Russian borders over 40, years ago and made entirely from
Goat hair. His dog is using it for a bed. I forgot to mention that Christo is
dying and there is a lot of interest in my carpet, so I hope he manages to hang
on until he sells it. He has a few visitors, mostly young drug addicts visiting
to share drugs or just conviviality.


 


September 12,
2009:


I have stopped
visiting the Hamam, my skin is suffering it needs its daily steam and scrub.
Dirty Tassos is very friendly with the spy and I am sure he told her all about
the disgusting gays in the Hamam and especially me. My last visit proved to be
disastrous. Dirty Stavros kept asking me to massage one shoulder for him. He
has a problem caused by his job. The fireman is on holiday and there is a boy
doing his job. 


The Hamam is hot again
for the first time this year. The boy kept visiting the rooms pretending to
check the taps and he washed the floor more than once. Before leaving I spent
five minutes on Stavros’s shoulder. That night I got a telephone call from
Vangelis, he was angry ‘Sebastian did you give a massage’--- ‘No, you told me
not to’--- ‘She’s lying then.’ I had to telephone Vangelis back ‘Sorry I rubbed
Stavros’s shoulder for a few minutes.’--- ‘But Seb I told you to do
nothing.’--- ‘I don’t consider rubbing Stavros’s shoulder to qualify for
anything’ then I recalled the new fireman and told Vangelis ‘The new fire boy
kept checking the rooms all afternoon.’--- ‘And you still did a massage.’---
‘For fucks sake Vangelis, I did it for a friend and it’s been acceptable
behavior for over 3000 years.’--- ‘That’s it Seb, they know.’--- ‘Yes and I know
who told them.’


 


September 13,
2009:


  I am on the sandy gay
beach; after passing the mixed nude beach with shaved minges lined up, they
look like badly inflamed operation scares. Old people are disgusting. I heard
today that people keep turning up at the Hamam and asking for a massage from
the English man, so I am famous at last. I bought chocolate chip cookies for
lunch and a bottle of water, the chips have melted and the water is already
warm. 


Losing the Hamam from
my life is a profound shock. I miss the architecture, the routine and the
endless possibility of meeting people, it had become my life. I am now totally
bereft. I have no home and now no purpose. In the last three years, I
compensated for my life of seclusion and celibacy. It is only now that I
realize my mother was the only companion I am ever likely to have. I live in
exile without roots or purpose. Novak is irritating me, but I am essential to
his success and I need some purpose in life.


 


September 20,
2009:


I visit the beach
every day alone and the Hamam seems an alien memory. Today in the bushes I saw
a young Greek actor I know; he lives in Paris and was being fucked up his ass.
In the past we tried threesome’s and often played around and had some enjoyable
massages, but we never made love. 


The actor didn’t look
very happy. The small tree he was holding onto for support advertised their
activities for the whole beach. He was bent over and a powerful man in his
fifties was fucking him from, side to side, up and down, straight in and out
and round and round. I gave an enquiring look but was dismissed. One Greek boy
showed some interest and was beckoned to join them. The actor swallowed his
dick and then proceeded to give him a vigorous blowjob while being enthusiastically
shafted from behind. I found myself becoming briefly aroused and left.


                                                                   


September 21,
2009:


Keith has returned
alone for two weeks of freedom. He is in love with the fireman, I am not
surprise he is still impressive and must have been a magnificent when young.
Vangelis tells me he had everything, long wavy hair, superb body and very
handsome but like so many young men with everything, it is not enough. They
seek thrills, turn to alcohol, drugs and sex or dangerous sports and that
becomes their down fall. He has had alcohol problems for many years. 


On his first morning
Keith hastened to the Hamam and had a shock. No sign of Vangelis, no customers
and no fireman, bewildered he entered the empty baths and spent the morning
alone. I find Keith amusing. He has a dry but ready wit of the outrageous camp
nature of a man once a popular gay boy. He must have been handsome then, he is
still looks young with a good body and fine legs. He tells me interesting
stories about the gay world. 


Last year at home,
Keith was alone in a restaurant when a very distinguish man in his early 50s
approached him. Conversation was easy and the man asked directly, “Will you
have sex with me” condoms were obtained and they went straight to a hotel. They
embarked on a very unusual relationship. The man is a barrister and every time
he visited the north of England they met. He is astonishing in bed, being
vigorous, considerate, controlled and adventurous. Keith had at last found his
perfect lover. 


The barrister wanted
to establish a regular arrangement because his wife has lost interest and his
22-year-old mistress was proving to be difficult. Keith did not like the idea
of competition with a mistress, no matter how difficult she might have been and
he declined the offer and the relationship eventually came to an end. 


The barrister was very
keen on fucking but I am curious to know why a presentable white haired man in
his 60s should be preferable to a woman in the prime of her youth, but as my
brother once remarked, in one of his brief moments of insight, “If a man is not
crazy on pussy why should he take all the shit from a woman.” It is a fact that
nothing would induce me to stick my dick in an old man.


Keith was a very
promiscuous young man who frequented the gay bars in Blackpool. One day Keith’s
future partner approached him in a bar and said, “You’re coming home with me
now”. He had probably had his eye on Keith for some time. Keith obliged and
they are still together. 


Keith is popular with
young Greek men who want relief during working hours. He gives blowjobs or
offers his ass without reserve. Keith confirmed what I have often suspected,
“You do know that none of these young Greeks are gay.”


Keith told me about a recent
experience that I find of interest. At home in England Keith goes to a gym
where he sits in the sauna and can see the men getting showered. One very
healthy, muscular boy of nineteen was obviously aware of Keith’s awareness and
started touching his dick and washing his ass. After only a few moments of
tentative conversation, the boy invited himself to join Keith in his car. 


Keith pleasured the
boy’s dick all evening. He lost count of the repeated erections and how many
times the boy came. They didn’t get around to fucking but had an easy and
pleasurable time, doing everything else. Keith was curious and asked “Why me? I
am over 60 you can have anybody you want, and you have a girlfriend.” The boy
seemed surprised but indifferent, after a pause he replied “Ok, it’s your hair,
the color, it turns me on” Keith asked “Are you gay?” and the boys reply is
very significant in this era, “I don’t know or care. I wanted what we did and
if you want, I will fuck you.” I sense fundamental truths in this story and any
conclusions my books are solving. 


Keith wanted to fuck,
but the car wasn’t suitable and booking a hotel is an expensive and an
embarrassing inconvenience. The boy told Keith that he finds him sexier than
his girlfriend. Keith became inundated with communications on his Facebook. The
boy had mentioned him on something called, ‘Silver Surfers.’


Keith told me a recent
story from this island. He has been deliberately calling at a fast food place,
because he quite likes one of the cooks, his taste is for heavy Greek men over
35. Keith asked the cook if he would take him for a ride on his motorbike. To
Keith’s surprise the answer was to the point “Ok, come at one, I will be
finished by then and we can meet a friend of mine who works at the airport.” 


Keith arrived on time
and the Greek told him, to keep walking, once out of sight of the fast food
place he picked Keith up and they went to a secluded beach and the friend
joined them on time; a tall good looking Greek in his 20s. 


They talked to one
another while getting their dicks hard, ignoring Keith. It was decided that
while Keith sucked the cook’s dick the young one would fuck him. The young one
had a condom and made it so he could fill the end with spit then; taking a
small container he sprinkled white powder into it and mixed it well then rolled
it onto his dick. Both men were using poppers and they gave Keith a sniff. 


Keith filled his
fingers with lubricant and bent down. The two men, still joking and talking to
one another held Keith down between them and he got fucked very hard but very
well, while sucking the cook’s dick. Once over very few words were exchanged,
the young man left and the older one waited for Keith to get onto his bike, and
brought him back.


 I think the white
powder must have been cocaine. If it had the same effect on a dick as on the
brain the young man would be the sexual equivalent of a genius or in South
America where distance was measured by the number of coke leaves consumed on a
journey, a long-distance fucker.


During Keith’s last
visit he told me of a story from the park. He was approach by a very hairy
Greek with these words ‘I am not a gay man, I want to fuck you, my girlfriend
is not interested.’ They went to Keith’s hotel and Keith got a very vigorous
but considerate fucking from a very nice but hairy low grade Greek. I am
continually hearing that a gay is less trouble than a woman.


I have already
mentioned an Albanian rent boy over forty who I once met in the park. He fucked
Keith free of charge. Keith tells me that he is good because he takes his time
and keeps stopping for a smoke, then carries on. He is good at unusual
positions and he also does a very efficient and effective job with his normal
sized dick. In Keith’s ass that must be quite an achievement because his farts
wander out unchecked. He has promised to bring me a device that guarantees
orgasms from the ass and a bottle of silicon based ‘lube’. 


I have spoken briefly
with Vangelis; he tells me that he has talked with his boss and there are no
problems with the massaging and the girl will not be staying. Yesterday on the
beach I saw one very nice Greek teenage boy organizing three middle aged men to
suck his dick, lick his ass and probably fuck him. 


I spent some time
talking to Angelina. I told her about the, Brad Pit look alike who wanted to
kill me and she agrees with Vangelis, that it was entirely my fault. She said,
“Some men cannot help themselves, and they get so excited they cannot avoid
having an orgasm and, they can’t say no”. If this is the case I can’t see why I
was responsible. 


One man I know from
the Hamam who is knowledgeable in all matters concerning sex confirmed my
opinion that orgasms take place in the brain. He explained that we have little
control regarding what we find exciting to the point of orgasm. Some people go
to extreme lengths in the pursuit of their own personal trigger that initiate
the complex processes resulting in erection, arousal and climax. So, that Brad
Pit look alike has a few problems, perhaps he should research ‘Silver surfers.’
I must admit that I don’t actually know what turns me on, but I suspect that
it’s post-adolescent boys, but full sexual maturity is essential. 


 


September 28,
2009:     


September is the most
perfect month. I spend every day writing my diary, my thoughts and compiling
the book from previous notebooks. I sit under the trees above the rocky gay
beach. Today was interesting, I noticed a very slim and handsome Greek who kept
returning on his motorbike and seemed to be hanging around, out of curiosity.
He did not visit the secluded bushes looking for sex. He was in the middle of
an open clearing and he kept looking in my direction. He removed his T-shirt
and sitting astride his bike, legs straight, he looked like a Greek God.


 I moved closer to
ascertain the situation; he put his T-shirt back on and then let his hand fall
onto his bulging crotch. I wandered still closer and he held his dick, leaning
back as if inviting me to touch it. I placed my hand over his very generous
bulge, it was soft but a good handful and he smiled. There was no hint of an
erection so I slipped my hand behind his elastic waist band and he pushed his
shorts down. The sight that presented itself was very generous and pleasing.


 He placed his hand
behind my head very gently indicating that I taste his dick. I found the
invitation more than acceptable, he smelt wonderful and tasted clean. His dick
responded and proved to be a typically thick chunky Greek example. He seemed to
be more curious than in need of sex, so I held his dick and with my arm around
his neck and I recognized friendship and curiosity, not need.


 He looked at peace,
both happy and amused. ‘It’s my first time, what happens?’


‘Whatever, or nothing
or what do you feel like?’ I caressed his dick and thighs, examined his balls
and held his dick. I told him, ‘You are beautifully put together’


 ‘My legs are too
thin.’


 ‘No they are not,
they are perfect because they are longer.


 He got off his
motorbike, and in full view he pushed his shorts down. His dick now presented
in all its glory looked, thick and impressive. With the slightest gesture of
his hips he invited me to suck him. I knelt in front of him and holding his
ass, that was perfect, I pleasured his dick with my lips, mouth and tongue. It
was the feel of his small round firm ass that gave me the most pleasure and I
realized that he was suddenly without the process of arousal, very close to
orgasm. The base of his dick was now rigid and very thick and the glans swollen
and filling my mouth.


 I managed to stop his
climax by putting my thumb over the end and standing; I turned him round,
pushed him over his bike and holding him by his loins I gripping his dick and
pulled him back hard into my groin. Bending double, he had a sudden and violent
orgasm. I pulled his body vertical against my chest and sank my teeth gently
into his neck as I masturbated him gently all over his motor bike. I felt his
orgasm subsiding and he seemed happy to remain in my embrace. A wonderful
moment passed and I asked, ‘Can we meet again, can you give me your telephone
number.’ 


Recovering from his
experience and in a responsible voice he said, ‘I can’t, I’m married, but where
do you live?’ 


I told him where I
live and asked, if he would ever return. He answered, ‘I don’t know, like I
said, it’s my first time.’


 ‘I want to see you
again, with you it was different. I have never felt like this with a stranger,
so please come back.’ He did not reply but reluctantly started his bike and one
very beautiful Greek departed from my life without looking back. Before he left
we stood transfixed for a moment and words were unnecessary. I didn’t move for
a long time holding his memory, watching the empty road.


 


September 29,
2009:


I have discovered a
rocky over hang, hidden behind bushes where it is possible to get a fuck. I was
wondering in that area when a slightly overweight middle age Greek saw me and
with a movement of his head vanished into the bushes. I followed out of
curiosity and found him naked in a secluded space under rocks, surrounded by
tissues and used condoms. His dick was erect and he stood legs apart looking
directly into my eyes, it was seventeen centimeters and thick. He acknowledged
my approval and indicated that I should join him. 


He is probably 45,
still in proportion and generally a wholesome sight. I joined him and placed my
hand over his dick to check its quality. ‘Plastic’ he demanded, and I handed
him a condom. In one simple movement, he rolled the condom down, and turned me
round as my shorts fell around my ankles. Without preliminaries, he bent me
over and holding me by the hips while lowering me to the right height he
started fucking with amazing ease and efficiency. 


Fortunately, there was
a small tree for support because lowering myself to the correct height for a
short legged Greek required strength and I needed assistance with balance
because of my shorts. After a brief time, grunting like a pig he increased
speed, and orgasmed. I have never known such easy fucking. He cast the condom
into the bushes and immediately started talking. It was an easy, friendly
conversation as if we were friends and had just met by chance. He is married
and in the hotel business, spending the whole day patrolling the gay sites and
he swaggered off, saying ‘See you.’ I watched his fat ass vanish into the
bushes. It had been vaguely amusing, but satisfying in its crude simplicity.


 


September 30,
2009:


 Today I was wandering
on top of the cliffs when I saw a handsome blond boy across a wide-open space.
I think I had already seen him from his car parked behind bushes. He seemed to
be aware of me as he crossed the space towards an area with tall grasses and
bushes. He has changed but I recognized him. 


He is German but his
family is resident in Greece. Five years ago, I was waiting at the bus stop
when a boy, who looked 14, but had to be 17, called to me from his car. I
walked across and he asked ‘Pe Pe’ which means blowjob and I indicated my
desire to check his dick first but he said ‘follow’ and drove off. 


I had just arrived in
Greece and was weak after a winter in England and exhausted from the journey.
He drove a hundred meters up the road, parked and then started to hike up the
mountain side. His young ass gave me the incentive to follow. 


He came to a rocky
shelf and I sat on a rock behind him as he dropped his trousers and started to
wank. Then he bent his knees and as if sitting on a dick or on a pogo stick, he
orgasmed. I ran my hands down his very beautiful thighs and caressed his ass
with my cheeks while feeling for his dick. It was so thick that I could only
just get my hand around it and he pushed me away saying ‘No’. So, I turned him
round and he allowed me to briefly marvel at his magnificent erection, rising
from his very young groin and narrow hips. His dick was a disturbingly
beautiful sight as he pulled his shorts up and left.


The next time I saw
him was a few years later the rocky beach. The beach was deserted when he found
me and leading the way to a cave created between fallen rocks and he climbed
in. By the time I had joined him he was already naked. It was only when I saw
his dick that I recognized him. He was more exciting when he looked 14. Now he
looked a slim and very beautiful teen age boy and was probably about 20. This
time he was not in such a hurry and, I could take my time, exploring his body
and his needs. I kissed and bit his ass while feeling his dick. He is a boy
desperate to be fucked but inhibited, lonely and afraid. As before he started
to wank, but this time he allowed me to watch and let me caress his ass, with
my face only inches from his dick until he climaxed. 


He is now a very
sturdy young man and once again I recognized him for sure when I saw his dick.
Kneeling behind him I pulled his shorts down over his now generous ass. He was
wanking while I caressed his checks with my face and beard. Breathing the air
from between his buttocks I discovered that he was well washed. I pushed my
face into his deep cleft but to my surprise he did not bend forwards despite my
insistence. 


While caressing his
groin from behind and holding his balls I placed two fingers each side of the
base of his dick. I could feel his hand beating hard as his speed increased, he
orgasmed as I sank my teeth into his soft buttocks. I stood up and turning him
round I said ‘You have grown into a very fine man’ and putting my fingers on
his waist band I asked, ‘Please’ and he reluctantly pulled his elastic waist
band enough for me to see his beautiful dick, still erect and to one side,
resting like a fine Panther after a hunt. He gave me one glimpse only and was
gone. This boy always leaves me in a state of excited loneliness, disturbed as
if I were in love.


 


October 1, 2009:


Today I met a very
handsome man in the bushes. I remember seeing him last night while with Novak.
He is probably 45, superbly built and he took me to a tiny hidden space
littered with condoms behind bushes. He liked to kiss and to touch. We
embraced, feeling one another and then he wanked himself to an orgasm while
kissing me and holding my eyes.  


He is from Georgia,
the one in Russia but he lives in Argentina. I explained where I spend the day
so he could find me. Later I saw him take a young Greek into the bushes, I
wandered off but the Russian came looking for me. I took him to the rocky over
hang behind the bushes and we undress and looked at one another caressing
without urgency. 


He became demanding,
his dick huge and his kisses hungry. He turned me round and wetting his fingers
he moistened my ass, whispering ‘please trust me’ much as I wanted to taste his
dick not rubber, I handed him a condom. The feel of his unsheathed dick
caressing my ass and between my legs was wonderful. He wanted to insert only
his wonderful fleshy glans, but I said, ‘No’. 


He rolled the condom
over his dick and stood behind me like a colossus. Reaching behind me I held
his balls, marveling at the size and the thickness of his dick. His stomach was
tight, his pectorals bulging and his dick now rigid as I reached for his
generous muscular ass. Holding me firmly, he lined his dick up as I supported
my weight on the rocks with my hands, and his dick entered. He lifted me with
both hands by my groin waiting until his dick was fully accommodated.


Then he fucked me
violently and with great force. His pubic bone hammered my ass as my hands took
my weight. Being suspended by his arms I could concentrate on squeezing his
dick firmly with my ass and he enfolding me in both arms as he orgasmed. It was
over. He turned me round, kissed me for a long time and left. 


Never have I known
such power, control and consideration but I think his greatest pleasure was his
own masculinity, his body, his strength and prowess. He had gazed into my face
as if I were a mirror for confirmation. The catharsis was total, like a perfect
massage. 


I don’t like to think
of that Russian as more than a chance encounter. I had seen what men can
achieve and exchange in love and sex, it was a disturbing revelation, something
raw, fundamental, powerful and totally male. I had been given a glimpse of a
world that excludes the feminine, and I liked it very much. 


 


October 5, 2009:


October is probably my
favorite month, the days are short, the sky a clear pale blue and the sun warm
but gentle. It is possible to lie in the sun and get a tan without the need of
protection. The low sun sparkles like diamonds from the rock pools. Today there
was some Greek election. This evening I visited the park where I saw a
beautiful boy walking and I followed him to enjoy the perfection of his
symmetry and the way he moved. Then I sat on my usual stone as darkness
approached. 


As I was leaving, in
the dusk I passed one very handsome boy of about twenty, standing legs apart
hands low on hips, at the edge of the path. He looked directly into my eyes so
I stopped but I got no further invitation. He continued standing like a
Guardsman looking directly ahead in the gloom. Tentatively I approach him and
he continued looking straight ahead, so I put my hand on his dick and he had an
erection. I felt his very muscular ass and getting no reaction I felt his
thighs and tight flat stomach before feeling for his zip. I got the slightest
intimation of no or, not yet. 


 It had become dark
and I recollected that this boy is the Albanian boyfriend of a Greek dancer. I
had seen him on the beaches and he always returned my gaze, but never offered
an invitation. He is very handsome, beautifully built and trained to
perfection. 


Then a European man in
his late twenties got the same invitation and he walked behind the boy and
rubbed his erection on the boy’s ass. The man got his dick out and the boy
unfastened his trousers and they fell around his knees. I caressed the boy’s
dick and kneeling in front of him I took his dick in my mouth. The boy, still
maintaining his guardsman’s stance, reached into his pocket and produced a
condom, passing it over his shoulder. 


The man was not
wearing under pants and his trousers slipped down his thighs. I caressed the
men’s muscular thighs and dick. The boy’s dick is not big but very strong. I
sucked his dick and his balls while the man tried inserting his dick into the
boy ass. I held the boy’s cheeks apart for him, lubricating his asshole, but
the boy offered no invitation. Holding the man’s excellent dick in line I did
my best to assist entry. The boy’s ass is tight and he still didn’t offer
himself. My instinct was to pull hard on the man’s ass while sucking the boy’s
dick.


 A gypsy boy joined
us; he was probably only fourteen. He was wanking, what in the dark appeared to
be, a huge dick. The smell of unwashed dick filled the air and since he got no
invitation, he left.


The boy put his own
spittle on his ass and suggested that I add mine. He then leaned forwards a
fraction but now the man’s dick was not rigid enough and it bent, I held his
dick straight while the boy pushed hard holding his own cheeks apart. The man
began tiny fucking motions but between us we only managed to get about two
inches of dick inside. With my hand between the boy’s legs I held the man’s
dick in his ass. 


The boy leaned his
head back and their faces side by side with their tongues fully extended, they
kissed while I wanked and sucked the boy. His shirt was unbuttoned and I took a
moment to enjoy the muscular perfection of his torso and his bulging thighs.
Suddenly the boy turned around, offering me his ass as he bent down and the man
emptied his sperm into the boy’s open mouth. They kissed briefly sharing his
sperm, and the man left without a glance in my direction. 


Sitting to one side
there was now a very unattractive student. The boy tucked his shirt into his
tight trousers and pulled his zip up, resuming his Guardsman’s stance and the
student started touching his ass and dick. I felt intrusive and was reluctance
to repeat the performance and came home, but I yearn for that boy and a weight
of something unfulfilled haunts me.


 


October 13,
2009:


Last night, I asked my
lawyer to start proceedings to retrieve the 2000 euros still owed me for the
deformation of my character. My lawyer asked me to provide him with John’s bank
number, if I have it. Apparently, the court can take money from John’s bank account
if he has any. 


I keep meeting the
middle-aged Greek friend of mine under the trees above the rocky gay beach. He
is funny, easy company, we talk and sometimes have fun in the bushes. We were
feeling one another’s dicks today when a car pulled into our clearing under the
trees. A young man of about 20 got out and beckoned me to follow. 


My friend followed him
and getting into the bushes first he pushed his shorts down and was bent over
even before I arrived. He then handed a condom over his shoulder moistening his
own ass with a liberal dollop of spittle. The 20-year-old wasting no time
pushed his jeans to the floor and rammed his rigid dick straight up my friend’s
fat ass. They both fucked hard grunting like pigs and it was all over in
seconds. The 20-year-old pulled his jeans up and departed. My friend remained
bent over for some time grunting and sighing. 


It seems, very much to
my surprise, that my friend’s fat ass is irresistible. Teen age boys keep on
promising to return with the words ‘I will fuck your ass’ they cannot take
their eyes off his fat ass. He once suggested we squat down and empty out
together. Today I got tired of his company and conversation and retired to one
of the rocks under trees where I write. 


When I returned, I
found my friend in some state of distress and satisfaction, shaking one hand he
nodded at a retreating man of very unattractive appearance; he indicated the
size and thickness of his dick. Then he told me “he just kept on fucking me
while all the boys kept coming up and finishing off in front of us.” I always
seem to miss the important moments. After some time complaining about his ass,
he asked me to go into the bushes with him. I could smell shit and decided I
much preferred to continue writing my book. 


 


October 15,
2009:


Today my friend had some
fun, feeling my dick and then wanted to suck it. This was because an old man of
sixty was wanking in the bushes and watching. We were in the usual open space
that is on view to everybody in the vicinity. 


My friend, sitting in
his car asked me to lean on the car roof so he could suck my dick through the
window. The old man was looking at my ass. My friend found this unrewarding, so
he asked for a condom and got out of the car. 


He said, ‘Spread’ and
turning me round he tried fucking me while I leaned on the roof. 


He then opened the
back door and said ‘kneel’ this amused me. I was kneeling on the back seat with
my ass sticking out of the back door. 


He then had yet
another idea and transferred me onto the front seat, so he could watch his dick
in the side mirror. That caused him a great deal of amusement and satisfaction.



We tried walking
around in tandem with him holding me onto his dick. Our vastly different leg
lengths robbed this act of any symmetry. We must have resembled grass hopper. 


Bent over the car boot
I at last found the perfect position for comfort and an efficient pleasurable
fuck. The car boot held my prostate against the soft under side of his
satisfying dick while his balls gently slapped me between my legs. To finish
off he pulled his dick out and removed the condom, empting himself all over my
ass. Then he did the usual Gorilla walk of self-satisfaction that excludes me,
and the voyeur left. 


 


October 18,
2009:


The nights are getting
dark early. Tonight, in the park a young man wanted to feel my dick and ass, he
got hard quickly but left. I remained out of boredom and because I enjoy the
silence. I notice in the dark a very thin figure hovering who I thought I
recognized from the Hamam. He is a very low grade manual worker with a big
swinging dick. Only if the Hamam was empty did he ever want to try gay
experiments. He is married with children and very afraid. 


As he gradually got
closer his smell confirmed my suspensions. He beckoned me into a secluded
corner and pushed his rousers down, reaching for my belt, eagerly searching for
my zip. I did not want any intimate contact; his hard dick was not as big as
promised. I bent him down and grabbed his hips violently, pulling him hard onto
my jeans and dick. I then grabbed his dick in one hand and his balls in the
other while banging his ass with my pubic bone. 


He begged me to take him
home but my curiosity and appetite for the repulsive was satisfied and I left,
leaving him bent double holding his cheeks apart. I showered and put all my
cloths in the washing machine. My persistent thought was, “What the fuck did
you think you were doing?”


 


October 22,
2009:


There are still a few
tourists, it won’t get cold until Christmas but the nights are beginning to
feel damp. The tourists will all be gone by November. A fat Gypsy rent boy
followed me into the toilet and tried tempting me to join him in a cubical by
fondling my ass and feeling my dick. I offered him a kiss on one cheek and he
recoiled in horror. His brother Yiannis who is one year older is becoming very
handsome. With a glance, I conveyed my friendship but lack of interest. As I walked
out of the toilet an exceedingly handsome Greek boy entered, fate always eludes
me. 


Today I had another
example of Panni’s inability to grasp the significant point of anything and it
took me a very long time to work out what Panni had misunderstood from our
conversation. We were discussing my life of celibacy, especially during the
years of teaching. I told her about one Greek teacher friend from the Hamam. (The
good-looking teacher with the small dick) He is now 35 and we often have a bit
of fun and a pleasurable massage, I told Panni about our last conversation. 


‘I told my friend
about my life of unintentional celibacy and asked him if he had ever had a
relationship. I told him not to miss out on life as I had. I advised him to
find a meaningful relationship or at least enjoy good sex. But he told me, “I
don’t miss sex and I have not met anybody I like, but I don’t mind, because I
had more than enough sex between the age of 12 and 17, to last me a life time.”



Panni replied to my
discourse with considerable indignation ‘Well I think, considering that he’s a
teacher, he should at least have an Aids test.’ Panni must have understood that
my friend was having sex with his twelve-year-old pupils and I regretted not
having tried to have sex with mine. 


 Having had an active
sex life from the age of 12 does not seem to be damaged my teacher friend in
any way. He is healthy, mature and accepts his sexuality. He seems to be free
of all inhibitions, obsessions, compulsions and frustrations; I can’t say the same
for me.


Claire’s father is
visiting us. He keeps looking at his daughter and shaking his head in
disbelief, saying “What a waste.”  He told me an interesting story about one of
his friends and Princess Margret. His friend was something important in some Art
gallery and was escorting Princess Margret on some official visit. 


Standing opposite a
painting by Sisley, during conversation he asked her, ‘Who is your favorite
painter, mam?’ and she replied, with a degree of snobbish contempt ‘Sisley,
he’s so Sisley’ and she drummed her red finger nails on the surface of the
canvas. Princes Margret always played the princess to its hilt. Her host,
stricken with horror, from then on maintained a safe distance between her and
the paintings. Obviously, the rules don’t apply to Princess Margret.


 


October 25,
2009:


I am still writing
under the trees above the rocky beach most days, the bus service is now every
two hours. My friend got fucked four times today, the one I saw leaving, must
have been no more than 17 and a very beautiful boy. My friend greeted me shaking
one hand in pleasurable disbelief, his face a mask of drained emotion as he
said ‘Now I can go home.’ 


Then a teen age
solider arrived, a sturdy boy from the Islands. Without invitation, he said, ‘I
only have five minutes, I want to fuck your ass, because it’s like a women’s’
and he did. My friend leaned forwards putting his hands on his car. The boy
pulled my friends scarlet thong to one side and rammed his sizeable dick
straight in. 


I think one attraction
apart from my friend’s very generous ass is the thong he has started wearing.
It is female, has gold braid and does not accommodate my friend’s dick and
balls. Any vaguely feminine accessory seems to be of importance to these young
men. 


Mario once told me
that Manual had asked him, regarding me, “Have you gone over to the other
side?” Mario, as always when sane, shot back, “What about you and the
transvestites?” After a pause of embarrassment, Manual replied, “So what, they
give the best blowjobs.” 


Mario’s explanation
for his own sexuality is, “If men can’t get a fuck, they turn gay”. Is it that
basic and functional? Is sex nothing more than ‘A port in any storm?’ It seems
to be on the same level as needing of a toilet and if desperate a public
convenience will do, or failing that, the park. 


The genitals are so
closely linked with the waste disposal systems that it appears to be, in the
minds of the majority, related.  


 


November 1,
2009:


Panni has surpassed
herself yet again. She arranged for us to meet outside the court house but she
was early and tried calling me. She failed to reach me and presumed that I had
forgotten and turned my cell phone off. She went into the court house alone and
asked about the wrong case and told me that I had already won it. I had
explained everything in detail, but she got it wrong and left me in a state of
confusion.


My musician friend
from Athens has returned, he asked me if he could stay the night. He has a
girlfriend now and told me that he intends to be faithful, but it didn’t stop
him fucking a soldier on the beach. He calls his girlfriend ‘My beloved.’ He
stayed last night but did not want to make love and I discovered that I don’t
like people sharing my bed or shitting in my toilet. It is a general truth that
it is cheaper and less trouble to pay for sex.


 


November 3,
2009:


Claire has broken two
fingers on Luke’s face. Last week she picked up a car cylinder used as an ash
tray and threw it at his head. She is now claiming that Luke is violent but he
did once bring a chain saw and destroyed the cat house that he had made for her.



There is one boy, a
friend of Claire’s, with a huge dick. He was once going to drop it out for me
to check but the telephone rang and the moment passed. He has returned and
Claire told him all about the problems she’s having with Luke and the boy offered
to help. He handed Claire a thick role of notes and said, “Luke needs a holiday
and he should visit his daughter, take this money and send him to Athens for
one week.” Claire told Luke of the very generous gift and Luke told her, “Since
you earned the money, I won’t touch it.” and Claire attacked him with the
rolling pin.


I met Vangelis in the
street. He said that he has told the spy that I am “The finest man that he has
ever known” but she still intends to call the police if I turn up at the Hamam.
Maria is massaging as usual but it must be called a ‘scrub’ and she can accept
tips only. So everything has returned to normal, Tassos is a permanent fixture
and I’m the scape goat for all the Greek perverts.


Vangelis has a court
case pending. He has the same problem as me. It seems that losing one’s life’s
saving is normal in Greece. Greeks are very successful at stealing people’s
savings. They do it to one another all the time. Vangelis lost everything, he
lent money to two businessmen, and it was guaranteed by a third. The two
businessmen went to Germany soon after and never returned.  


 


November 10,
2009:


Last night on my way
to my lawyer, a typical November night still warm but a wet footpath; I caught
a glimpse of a car behind me, the driver seemed to be trying to attract my
attention. Soon after, about to cross a one-way street the car intercepted me.
I thought an old friend must have found me after many years. 


The passenger door
opened and I asked, ‘Do I know you?’---‘No, but get in’ being polite and
muddled I did as I was told, and a handsome blond boy grabbed my dick. 


‘Do I look gay?’ I
asked. ‘No, I like you’ and he put my hand onto his very thick dick and drove
off, ‘You give me a blowjob and ten euros.’--- ‘sorry, I never carry cash and I
never pay for sex. Also, I am trying to live on less than 20 euros a day.’


 The boy who must have
been about 23, was quite large and not at all to my taste. So, I continued, ‘I
am on my way to see my lawyer because some Greek stole all my money.’ I hoped
that would deter any hopes of gain, but it seemed to have little effect, so I
continued ‘You have a very expensive car for a rent boy.’


 He answered, ‘Yes, I
know, I am a very expensive boy.’ After a brief pause he told me, ‘We go to
Casino and you sponsor me and if I win, we stay the night and I fuck you all
night’--- ‘and if you lose?’--- ‘I never lose.’


 From his driving, I
assume that he has an excessive appetite for life or he was on drugs. He parked
his car with accurate panache and had his trousers down before the engine had
stopped. 


I tried to take charge
of the situation. ‘I like you, I find you funny and refreshing but I never pay
for sex and I have no intention of ever setting foot in Casino. I told you, I
lost all my money and even if I hadn’t I still wouldn’t gamble.’


He wouldn’t let it go,
‘but you did once.’--- ‘Yes, there were extenuating circumstances, he was a
professional liar’. --- ‘But you gambled then.’--- ‘So it seems, but it was
supposed to be a business arrangement and I lost everything. I think you would
have had a better chance of winning at the Casino, than trusting a
Greek.’---‘I’m sure your right’


 He put my hand on his
dick, his stomach was folded in rolls and his dick was huge white and
unattractive. Pushing him-self forwards on his seat he demanded ‘Finish me off’
and lowered my head onto his clean dick. Holding his dick in my mouth I
masturbated his shaft briefly and he came instantly, abundantly and vocally.
‘Open the door and spit it out.’ He wiped his dick while pulling
his trousers up and started the car; it seemed all in one action. ‘Tell me
where’


 I mistook the
location, but was eager to leave and he dropped me off. I was lost, but soon found
my bearings and got to my lawyer on time. I’m not surprised that I get into
dangerous situations.  


Having met that young
man with his big dick and flash car, gave me a glimpse of a world that must,
for many people be a reality; a world that draws people whose qualifications
are good looks, sex, the cult of personality, and a desire for an easy life.
People who want to live on the periphery of wealth and extravagance to avoid
working 


We know that
attractive girls gravitate to the rich who can afford to lose fifty thousand a
night and buy anything and everything so I am sure that beautiful sexy boys
with trained muscle and tans must abound. It is the world of endless parties,
drugs and exploitation. I am reminded of a comment made by a journalist “There
is only one thing more vulgar than Las Vegas and that is the people who visit.”
That brief encounter left a bad taste, amused became abused and I felt
contaminated.
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DEAR
GOD 


PLEASE
PROTECT ME FROM 


THE
COMPANY OF ORDINARY MINDS 


THEIR
BIGOTRY


THEIR
TEDIOUS CONVERSATION AND THEIR APPALING TASTE BUT MOST OF ALL THEIR
INSUFFERABLE SELF- SATISFACTION 
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NASHWAN, A KURDISH RENT BOY


 


 


November
12, 2009: 


I intend to visit the
beaches while the weather holds. Every extra day shortens the winter. Today at
the sandy beach I saw a boy running down the mountain side, leaping from mound
to mound. He was thin, perfectly formed, with shoulder length hair and a
headband. Once on the beach he walked around and shouted to any gay who showed
interest, ‘I want money’. I was both impressed and amused. I like him, I saw
him again on top of the cliff. He has an unusual face with probably the longest
flattest nose I have ever seen. He joined me, he has little English but he is
so bright that nothing seems to stop him communicating. He is light skinned,
his eyes widely spaced and his nose broken many times. His upper lip is full
under his pushed in nose and his smile illuminates the world. He told me, ‘I am
worker-they didn’t pay us-they owe me two thousand.’ I got my change from my
pocket and after removing my bus fare, gave him what was left. He touched his
heart in thanks and respect, saying, ‘I am from Syria.’


 


November 15,
2009:


 I visited the sandy
beach again, probably for the last time. The sun didn’t last and I met the boy
from Syria briefly. I gave him five euros and he promised ‘I come back’, but I
shook my head, ‘no need.’


 


November 21,
2009:


  It has been an
eventful week. The last time I was in court I had an attack of Meniere’s
disease and felt nauseous. This time I went down with toothache. I have a
problem with an abscess under a crown. This is the land of the ‘evil eye’ the
Greek’s mother is obviously putting a ‘hex’ on me. Panni was unusually
repulsive; she had a cold and spent the whole day sucking phlegm from the back
of her nose and blowing into paper handkerchiefs. She was very wet and sticky.
To avoid the smell of her infection, plus the gingivitis I told her I was in
pain and intended to sleep, putting my head in my hands. She continued sniffing
and talking to herself. There were forty cases and we were number seventeen.
They did four cases and the following day they managed to reach number
thirteen, so now we must wait one more year.


Christo has died, he
was buried yesterday. The dead do not lie in state for long in Greece and I am
told that many of the corpses when dug up have turned themselves over. His
German woman collapsed into my arms, asking ‘Why, Why’ a stupid question since
Christo has done everything to kill himself but nothing to save himself all his
life. He has had hepatitis for years. I thought he was much older than me but
he was only 51. He looked very beautiful in his coffin; the Greeks don’t put
the lid on until the actual burial. The church was crowded but I didn’t see any
of his druggy friends.


 At Greek funerals,
there is great deal of wailing, crossing one’s self and kissing of icons, but
there is an absence of reverence. I was with Claire and we escaped before the
crowed surged into the hall for the food. Do people believe that God is so
gullible that he can be taken in by dramatics and superstition? One deeply felt
thought should have more significance than a life time of mindless habit and pretense.


The pianist boy
returned and I told him that I had a house guest. Claire told me that his SMS
message is the sort that will be on my bill. The fattish, very good looking
rent boy from a village who I quite like is getting very friendly. I might
spend my money on rent boys rather than my sister-in-law eventually inheriting
everything. I resent her ever benefiting from my life of investment and
sacrifice. I would prefer my money to go to a good cause. 


Last night I met
Savas, a friend whom I often meet in the park. He told me an interesting story.
Savas is still a handsome man, obviously educated and once owned the only gay
bar in the old town. I told him about the ‘Brad Pit look alike’ in the Hamam
and he told me of an incident in his bar many years ago. In those days, there
was a police cadet school and one of the cadets once asked if he could visit
him before opening time. The following day Savas left the door unlocked and the
police cadet arrived locking the door behind him. After a drink, they went
upstairs and had a rewarding time, kissing and trying everything agreeable for
the next two hours.


 That night the bar
was full of cadets and after closing time Savas’s lover stayed behind. They
went for a walk and without warning the police cadet punched Savas in the face
so hard that he broke his nose and he was unable to stand. The cadet accused
Savas of “Forcing him to do disgusting and unnatural things. Savas then warned
me that the rent boys are using drugs. He said, “Never take one home because
they return and steal anything saleable.”


 


November 28,
2009:


My dentist got my
tooth under control with antibiotics. He tried to remove the crown with a
reverse hammer but without success. It was hell and he was getting very worried
so I suggested, ‘Can you drill through the porcelain and drain the abscess?’ he
agreed, ‘it is possible’, and did as I suggested. It seems that I must advise
my dentist as well as my doctors and everybody else.


 


December 1,
2009:


 I went to the Hamam
because my skin is suffering, old age is disgusting and I used a pan scrubber
on my entire body. The spy kept sending a workman to check on me. Dirty Tassos
was giving blowjobs and dirty Kostas was patrolling as always but nobody
checked on them. Rubber dick has got a problem, his breath smells of diarrhea.
A Pakistani rent boy came into the Hamam.  Savas tells me that he’s married and
about 28. He spent his time feeling his dick and looking at me. He is nicely
built and quite handsome.


 We met outside having
already agreed to go home for one beer. I asked him to wait outside my house so
I could let him in discreetly through the street door. I had quite a shock when
I found him already lying on my bed. Pauline must have opened the side door for
ventilation and forgotten to lock it.


We stripped off and I
held his dick, it was hard even before his jeans slipped to the floor. He knew
enough about his job to appear to be dominant and in control yet remaining sensitive
to my needs, preferences and requirements. We lay together touching and he let
me explore his body. He was wearing a condom, so he could spontaneously fulfill
requirements. We tried fucking with him in all the usual positions and he came
twice, that seems to be his forte. He was probably the worst fuck I remember
either his dick wasn’t big enough or he didn’t know how to use it.
Professionals don’t usually orgasm. The secret is to satisfy the customer but
conserve energy for work. I gave him his twenty euros plus the change in my
pocket and we shared the beer and a cigarette. The sharing was far more
satisfactory than the sex, but he found sharing a cigarette invasive. His
favorite position was to push my knees each side of my head. This could have been
successful but he didn’t know the right angle for his dick and I couldn’t
breathe.


 


November 16,
2009:


There is a court case
tomorrow. The Paki rent boy turned up in the park and he asked for fifty euros
for sex. I tried to make a permanent arrangement but I was misunderstood. A
regular agreement is far more satisfactory, financially and emotionally. I suggested
three visits a week for sixty euros. I thought the arrangement was understood
and we came home. This time he was not intuitive, we did not share a cigarette
and he nearly killed himself trying to fulfill his ‘party trick’ he then
demanded fifty euros. I paid him and told him not to come back. Gypsy Yiannis
has got married, he is 15. The marriage has been arranged for three years, I
asked him ‘Is she a woman?’ he was not amused. 


Claire and Luke are
fighting and she nearly caused him to be taken to hospital. She claims to
object to being fucked three times before breakfast. I am very relieved that I
don’t feel the slightest need to interfere. Claire is a selfish cow and Luke is
a disgusting little pervert who likes having his nose rubbed in his own shit.
Nobody feels the slightest sympathy and the consensus is that, “they are lucky
to have found one another and should shut up and enjoy it.”


Sarris is a rent boy.
He knocked on my door last night and asked for a massage. He is a beautiful boy
with large dark eyes that seem to dance. I remember him when he was 15, sucking
old men’s dicks in the park. He once sat by me and asked ‘Can I suck your dick’
I ran my hand down his back, he was trembling and his muscles were hard from
training or anxiety. ‘You feel very hard.’ ‘Yes I am a very hard boy.’ ‘Come on
I will give you a blowjob’ and he took me to a secluded place and he stood
trembling. I unfastened his jeans and pulled them down. His young hard body was
hairy, very tightly muscled and he had a small but perfect erection. On my
knees, I caressed his back, torso, thighs and ass, pressing my face into his
groin he felt wonderful. I held his dick while sucking the end and he came
immediately. I didn’t pay him; I often gave him money when he was without. 


He has matured, is
still hard and lean but can now relax. I massaged him; he left me free to
explore his entire body. The fine curly black hair that grows thickly between
his buttocks, legs and around his balls, reminded me of the glistening horse
hair stuffing escaping from a Victorian chair. Two years ago, he claimed that
he did not fuck but now with his legs spread wide or encircling my neck he
seemed quite eager. He then lay on his back and asked for a condom. He wouldn’t
let me even touch his dick without protection. His knees were each side of my
thighs and putting his hands on my head he offered me his dick to be sucked. He
likes compliments, I enjoyed his company, affection and body but the sex was
indifferent even unnecessary. He seemed embarrassed about removing the condom,
so I took his dick in my hand and it slid off. His abundant semen spilt
everywhere and I handed him a towel. He told me, ‘you needn’t pay me’, but I
gave him fifty euros anyway. It was too much but it was out of friendship and
for a pleasurable experience that had been shared. It was strangely not sexual;
the word delightful springs to mind. 


Today a very beautiful
young boy followed me for quite a distance. He was probably only 16, beautiful
like a girl but like young Greeks, bursting with excess testosterone. It is the
coloring and the build that is so very much to my taste, but I kept walking. In
five years’ time, he will be just another insipid overweight Greek.


 


December 4,
2009:


 Savas is full of
amusing stories. He told me another story about a police cadet who was
desperate for a fuck. Since in those days’ girls were not available, they
fucked the lady boys. He picked a little bitch up in the park and they went to
a deserted garden where they could strip off completely. The fine young cadet
was banging away for all he was worth and failed to notice the smell. Once
finished, he stood up and found that he was covered in shit from shoulders to
knees. Horrified he looked at the bitch who shrugged and said, “so what, I
shitted you” and she minced off. He stood for a long time and then tried to
clean himself with his underpants. He had no choice but to get dressed and
return to the police academy. Fortunately, there were showers but nowhere to
wash his cloths. He was never seen in the park again. He probably found goats
to be cleaner. 


Another “little bitch”
had a house next to an army base and an endless supply of young soldiers. One
soldier called on the bitch and she went to wash out but forgot to empty. The
soldier grabbed the bitch and threw her onto the bed then picking her up by the
ankles he rammed his dick straight into her ass. He pushed her knees right down
to her head but his dick didn’t feel right, so he pulled it out and the pressure
forced a jet of shitty water covering him and the curtains. She told everybody
that her curtains were covered in lentils and tomato skins.


 


December 7,
2009:


Today Savas told me,
‘when I was a boy there was one old queen in her 80s, who claimed that he could
suck young dicks in such a way as to increase their size. Boys from 13 onwards
clamored for his attentions and then ran home to measure their dicks. Many boys
swore that it had worked’. That seems to be one way of having an endless access
to the fountain of youth. 


Savas once had a
barman working for him. He was Turkish and they often discussed sex but did
nothing. He was an aristocrat, married with a big family and he also had a
mistress. He was probably about 60 and Savas mentioned that he had a boyfriend
who was very good in bed and if the aristocrat wanted to try him he was
welcome. Savas tells me that Greek boys are very skilled in all matters of
love. The aristocrat was curious and spent a night with the boy. He claimed
next morning that it had changed his life, as he said, “All those wasted
years.” 


I have a friend who is
a very fine photographer. He told me two vaguely amusing jokes. ‘An English
man, a Jew and a Greek asked St. Peter for a second chance. St. Peter relented,
but warned them that one slip and they would vanish forever. Walking passed a
bar the English man thought ‘nobody’s looking, just one beer can’t hurt’ and as
his lips touched the glass he vanished. The Jew seeing a coin on the floor,
resisted temptation, but the thought ‘money is money’ came to him and as he
bent down, the Greek vanished.’ He then told me another Greek story.
‘Discussing sex, an English man said that he liked to be on top so he could
enjoy the sight of the woman on her back beneath him. The German said that he
liked to be on his back watching all the female glories above him. The Greek
said that he much preferred to be behind. Puzzled they asked ‘what can you see
from behind?’ and the Greek answer ‘the test match finals.’


 


December 23,
2009:


 I was sitting in the
park on my usual stone writing when the boy I saw running down the mountain
side asked to borrow a pen. He has grown a beard and cut his hair, he needed
the pen to write a telephone number of a client. He recognized me and returned.
He is wonderful, so animated and full of life; his lack of English is no
barrier to his flow of questions and information. He is Kurdish from Iraq, not
Syria, 28 and he has been in Europe for ten years, except for a brief spell in
the Iraqi army. He has tried to get into England on many occasions. He told me,
“because Kurds do not have a country, I am technically stateless and nobody
wants me.”

 He has tried to get into Italy and once spent a year working in Switzerland,
but he is always returned to Greece by the authorities. I gave him all my
change, probably about ten euros.


 


December 24,
2009:


 I met Sarris briefly;
he was waiting for his boyfriend. They are planning to go to Norway together.
After a brief conversation, I realized that his boyfriend is Nice Niko; I am
both jealous and happy for them. I saw the film ‘Avatar’ unbelievable but not
recommended for people prone to headaches. 


 


December 31,
2009:


Today the Kurdish boy
came to the park. He waved to me so I called him over and gave him my change. I
should have checked first, it was rather a lot but life must be difficult. All
his clients will be at home with their wives and children for the New Year
celebration. He returned in the afternoon and asked ‘You gay?’ ‘Yes’ ‘Oh good,
you live alone?’ ‘Yes’ ‘Good, come on, let’s go your house.’ 


He talked all the way
home. We had a coffee and his flow of conversation was endless and charming.
Uninvited he then went into the main room where I sleep, took off all his
cloths and lay on my tiger blanket. I was surprised that he had not the
slightest embarrassment about being totally naked. I sat on the bed and he put
his hands behind his head and spread his legs quite wide. I was happy to just
look at him because he is so delicately beautiful and covered in the finest
silky black hair. I caressed his whole body and told him to relax. He closed
his eyes and left me to explore the perfection of his form to my satisfaction.
His dick is big, his circumcision tight and perfect, with no scar. His balls
are small and completely shaved. I caressed his stomach with my face but it
tickled him too much and he couldn’t stand it, so I stopped and looked at his
dick. It slowly filled and stretched into an impressive long thin erection. I
tested the length with my hand and then reached for the measuring tape. ‘Is it
big?’ he asked, ‘Oh yes, seventeen and half centimeters’--- ‘is that big?’---
‘Yes, fourteen centimeters is normal and it’s a very nice dick.’--- ‘You have
condom?’  


I sucked his dick but
he asked me to stop and he put the condom on. I kneeled over him and sat on his
dick but he was not happy and one spot of my semen touched his stomach causing
a degree of panic. He likes to fuck in the usual position, I was not allowed to
touch his ass to control angel or speed and he soon came. I pulled the condom
off and he was in a state of panic, demanding water. I gave him a towel and
using a bottle of water he washed his dick immediately. I kneeled behind him to
appreciate the line and perfection of his form. He said, ‘You checking my ass
Sebastian’--- ‘Yep’. After his very easy orgasm he had remained lying on top of
me for some moments and then he gave me a little kiss on my back before standing
up. He is very clean, I handed him, his trainers and with embarrassment he
said, ‘They Chinese Sebastian, they smell bad.’ Was he negotiating friendship
for new trainers? Once dressed, he was ready to leave and I gave him twenty
euros, ‘For bus fare’ adding, ‘I will buy you some trainers’. He kissed me on
the cheek, touched his heart and was gone. A nice hour, an indifferent fuck, he
looks, sounds and behaves like 18, not 28, bright, amusing, grateful and so
beautiful for such a nice and funny looking boy. He told me to call him, I said
‘No, if you are in the town and want to see me, come and find me.’


 


January 5, 2010:


My new friend came to
see me. I feel depressed but I don’t understand why. He was very nice in bed,
affectionate and he quite likes me to make love with him but he is too easily
tickled and I must not touch his ass. I mentioned the trainers and he was very
worried about the cost. ‘Don’t worry; the sales will be starting any day now.’
I gave him some money but I made it clear that I don’t pay for sex. He likes to
kiss and cuddle a bit, but he prefers to fuck. His dick is getting very hard
and it’s not so comfortable. He does not seem to understand about positions or
angel. It is like being poked and prodded with the stick. He tells me that he
is looking for work and he does not like selling sex. It is interesting that
some people like to pay for sex but I must convince myself that I am helping a
friend.


 


January 10,
2010:


Today I took Nashwan
to the Hamam. He was not happy being naked and refused a massage but gave me a
brief scrub. He was a source of great interest to all the resident gays.
Stavros has seen him at the sandy beach and Nashwan was very abusive to him. A
handsome Frenchman came into the Hamam and I offered him a brief massage. He is
on his way to Syria by bicycle, he enjoyed the massage and seemed open to an
uncomplicated sexual venture. Now that my job is over I have more understanding
of the situations that I use to find myself in and the possibilities of sex.
Had we been alone, I sensed a degree of mutual need for contact, something
sexual but unspecified.


 Once home Nashwan was
very eager for sex even love, he asked me for twenty-five euros because he owes
money. I gave him thirty and he promised to return and stay the night. He also
promised to suck my dick. He seems to be amazed and grateful that he has my
friendship with no demands of any sort. He reminded me of the first time we met
at the sandy beach when I gave him all my change. He ran to his Greek friend
and showed him the 70 cents and said ‘look, he thinks I am begging.’


Nashwan returned very
drunk and very amenable and loving. He wanted thirty euros. He put his arms
round me giggling and let me feel his ass and he started feeling my dick. His
body had become soft and compliant. Turning around he put his ass against my dick
holding me tight. I held him close by his shoulders and then putting one hand
on his loins I held his soft round ass firmly against my dick. He turned around
and kissed me on the lips and face with little pecks. He held me close pulling
my face down to his so he could press his cheek against mine and his whole body
yielded, molding to mine. He whispered, ‘you want to fuck my ass Sebastian.’ He
left with his thirty euros for a party or something. He drinks beer and he was
drunk. I have a macho boyfriend with a dick like a pole, who turns into a
giggling girl and presses his soft ass against my erect dick after only a few
beers.


Nashwan’s father is
one of the missing thousands in Iraq. He is a Sunni Muslim who likes Europe,
democracy and freedom. He is very religious but not so devout that it
interferes with his drinking or sex. He seems disappointed that I am not a
practicing Christian. I told him that God is everywhere and in the human heart.
He accepted this gladly. He once returned to Iraq and joined the army but his
friend was shot at his side. So, he changed his mind and left. Nashwan is
bright, sensitive, has a sense of humor and is also caring and funny. I find
him more to my taste and sensibilities than the equivalent boys from Europe or
Greece. He has a natural dignity, a natural compassion, is intuitive, sensitive
and proud. He is a loving person who likes sex. 


 


January 12,
2010:


 We made another visit
to the Hamam, after an hour we were alone and all his inhibitions vanished. He
stood in front of me doing a little dance to make his dick jiggle. He filled
two basins and went back and forth like a child, pouring vast quantities of
water over himself. He always waits for my awareness before pushing his
underpants down, as if presenting me with a little gift. I find such youthful
innocence very attractive but strange in somebody from a country like Iraq. He
has known violence and poverty, has had no choice but to sell sex and has
traveled in Europe illegally for ten years. This suggests that innocence is a
state of mind not a fact of life. 


Savas once told me
that Nashwan had propositioned him for thirty euros. Savas also told me of a
recent experience in the park. A tall very handsome Greek boy noticed that
Savas was interested and dropped his dick out. Savas asked, “What do you want?”
and the boy replied, “Give me a blowjob.” The boy then led the way behind a
bush and dropped his trousers down to his knees. He was obviously a sportsman
in prime condition. Savas sucked his well washed dick but noticed a slight
smell of shit. The boy then asked, “Lick my ass.” Savas replied, “No, but I
will insert one finger.” and the boy pushed hard on Sava’s finger and after
some very satisfactory sex had an intense orgasm. Savas told me, that boy,
because of his sensitivity and responses, was worth two hundred others, his
whole body responded to everything. Savas maintained him on a high level of
sexual excitement until choosing to bring him to his climax. Once over Savas
stuck his finger under the boy’s nose and the boy recoiled in disgust and Savas
said “It’s yours.” 


 


January 13,
2010:


Nashwan stayed the
night; he shares a room with four boys from Syria. He sleeps on the floor and
has only one blanket. I want him to stay with me but I am intolerant of other
people. He is a very sexy boy but I don’t sense any love. His dick is too long
and too hard but not thick enough. He talks of getting my dick stiff for me but
so far he has not shown the slightest interest. He might stand more chance of
finding work here, but I am reluctant to risk commitment. So, I will leave the
matter to chance and circumstance.


 


January 14,
2010:


My new friend arrived
today very drunk and sexy. He talked about his money problems and insisted on
getting my dick out and sucking it. He told me that he has a Greek lover who
refuses to pay him so he has stopped fucking him. He kept putting his hand on
my ass and kissing me. I gave him 20 euros and he asked for 10 more. I
explained that my total income is thirty euros a day and I must live on that. I
also explained that I will give him a home and share what I have, but I cannot
give him money as well. I suspect that he values money more than me or a home.
When he sucked my dick, it was obvious that he liked having a dick in his mouth
but he also had to keep spitting on the floor. He has many taboo and fears
especially for a rent boy.


Nashwan is gay behind
his macho front, or is he just one more asexual rent boy? I thought to check my
stack of Viagra in case he wants a dick. The whole stock has gone missing. It
is five years old anyway but the question is who steals people’s old Viagra. It
can only be Pauline or the Paki rent boy. Is nothing sacred? 


 


January 16,
2010:


Nashwan has got
problems with his flat mates. They have accused him of being gay because his
Greek lover left him a bag of oranges. Nashwan telephoned me before arriving
with his bags and the oranges. The arrangement is that he will find work, pay
his debts off and then find his own room.


 


January 17,
2010:


 We did not have sex;
Nashwan doesn’t like being touched. He told me that his whole life is contained
in his two bags. His documents are very carefully organized. He told me about
hiding in Lorries for days without food or water, hoping to get into Italy. He
also told me that after the army in Iraq he returned to Europe at some point,
nailed under the floor of a boat. That cost him six thousand euros. He showed
me a photograph of himself in the army. The bullets across his chest looked too
heavy for his slight body and he gave me the carabineer that he stole off his
dead friend. He said, “My friends Kalashnikov hung from this.” He told me that
a few nights ago he was so drunk he was taken to hospital. He also showed me
his collection of porn on his mobile, all women but as he said, “Only up the
ass Sebastian.” Listening to Nashwan I get the feeling that all inhibitions in
Islam are social not sexual. It seems that sex with men is acceptable for
convenience or money but must never be acknowledged; also, as in southern
Europe, men can only confess to being active. If a man confesses to liking a
dick up his ass he is despised as being a woman.


Nashwan went to a bar
where he saw some gay men and complained to the owner vowing never to return.
The owner of the bar once destroyed a friendship between me and a nice straight
Scottish boy, who liked me. If she sees me with Nashwan she will be confused,
or perhaps not, Nashwan looks exactly what he is. We sleep in the same bed, but
I must to stay on my side. It is interesting that he can be a sexy rent boy for
money but not for a home or friendship and he refuses to drink in bars
frequented by gays. 


 


January 18,
2010: 


Savas was telling me
that Crete is the best island to live on and that Cretan men are the best, they
are unusually beautiful, muscular and very macho. They talk in very big voices
while pressing their knees against one under the table and of all Greek men
they are the best at kissing and gay love. I am finding no discernible pattern
or logic to homosexuality or gay men and their activities. Savas also told me
that one Cretan man who is expert at fucking animals claims that pig’s asses
are the best. 


 


January 19,
2010:



I like Nashwan staying
at my home but he has problems with food and his idea of sex is having me suck
his dick while he watches porn on his mobile of women being fucked up the ass.
He finds the pussy disgusting and not sexually arousing. He would prefer a
complete circumcision. I love my little friend while at the same time I am
planning to get rid of him. I am enchanted by his beauty but he drinks too much
beer and he is trying to exercise his power by testing my limits. There is a
strange but subtle battle for supremacy; because he has the dick and feels that
he has the right to dictate how the house should be run. He insists on wearing
a condom to get his dick sucked. I am relieved and I admire his resolve, but if
I want to suck a plastic dick I have one in the draw that vibrates. I like him
in my bed, he never moves and breaths silently but he is complaining that the
soft mattress is damaging his back and he wants to sleep on the floor. I will
make him a little role-up bed.


 Nashwan has shown me
a video on his mobile of a group of young Iraqi men throwing a donkey off a
bridge into a river. The boys and Nashwan find it unusually funny and become
engulfed by uncontrollable spasms of laughter. There is no concept of panic,
fear, dislocation or drowning. It was a modern bridge and very high. The more I
know about people the more I like snakes, to misquote somebody. 


The word ‘donkey’
comes into Nashwan’s conversation continually. It signifies stupidity. He
refers to himself as a ‘Donkey Malaka’ every time he makes a mistake or gets
drunk. The symbolic fate of the donkey is interesting; it seems to be a
symbolic act of purging submission and stupidity. I suppose it is in the same
category as throwing goats of towers in Spain or getting the fattest man to
ride a donkey to exhaustion before the village beat it to death with sticks.
This is a Christian phenomenon for the expulsion of sin and the origin of the
phrase and concept of ‘scape goat’. I am beginning to think that hypocrisy is
common to all religions and from my observations in Greece they all degenerate
into superstition.  


 


January 21,
2010: 



Today is a clear typical
January day with no wind. This is the period known as Halcion days. I am, as
always sitting on my stone working on my book. Savas has just told me about a
Greek confidence trickster who got caught because he became too confident and
greedy; probably John’s teacher. This story is significant in helping us to
understand both perpetrator and victims. 


This conman was
acquainted with the bishops and many similar pillars of society. His victims
actually sort his help in investing their money. One old man gave him total
access to one bank account but the con-man went too far. After emptying that
account, he found a similar looking old man to impersonate him took him to the
bank to write his signature gaining access to the second account. The cashier
had doubts and pressed the button for assistance. The impersonator didn’t even
know who he was supposed to be and the con-man was exposed. 


His victims were
helpless and many preferred not to come forwards and expose themselves as
gullible fools. He got only three years in jail and that was the end of it. His
friends in high places came to his aid and vouched for him. Greek jails are
full of people imprisoned for minor offences or no reason at all, but I am told
that if I want john to be kept in jail I must pay for his keep. It is thought
that the con-man had stolen a total of at least ten billion Drachmas. A petty
thieves and drug addicts go to jail for years but if a thief is big enough he
can be let off or even given public office. 


I made Nashwan a role
up bed from a duvet folded in half and blankets. It is on my valuable carpet. A
very apt arrangement as it is a Kurdish marriage carpet from Uzbekistan. When
he came home I took him into the dark room and then turned the light on. He was
delighted.


 


January 22, 2010: 


Nashwan’s behavior is
intriguing me, he plays the boy in love for money and as the man of the house
he must demand sex from me, but I must not ask him. He is obsessed with wanking
about six times a day and believes he must get rid of his sperm. A nocturnal
emission is a source of great concern because his semen touches his body. He is
very upset if he comes in my mouth and I must spit it out immediately. The
first time we made love I sat on his dick while caressing his body and one spot
of sperm dropped from my dick onto his stomach. This has caused him deep
concern ever since and he is very unhappy about unusual positions for fucking. 


Savas told me a story
from Egypt. An English girl had a very beautiful Egyptian lover and she once
sucked his dick and swallowed his sperm. He never kissed her again and the
relationship did not continue. Savas went on to explain that Muhammad made
rulings on sperm. It must be wiped off the dick or be put inside the woman, but
it should never touch the skin. Nashwan told me that he does not want me to
massage him because he knows he will like it. This suggests to me that he
avoids any role that could be passive or even pleasurable and sex is only
permissible for money or in marriage. I am reminded of the Italian comment on a
girl in love, “she’s actually giving it away”.


 


January 23,
2010: 



Yesterday Nashwan
wanted me to lie on the bed with my ass at the edge and my legs spread wide
with my feet on the floor. This seemed to excite him and for once he found a
position that didn’t cause some discomfort. He became very passionate kissing
my back and neck and trying to kneel on the edge of the bed to fuck, but for
some reason his passion subsided before he reached orgasm. He went into a
depression and blamed me because he felt that he had failed. Last night he had
five wanks. Today he asked for a massage. I massaged his back, his ass and
thighs and then he turned over. I was kneeling above him easing the tension in
his neck and shoulders when he put his arms around my neck and pulled me down
on top of him. He pressed his face to mine and folded his legs over mine. We
stayed in that position until his need subsided. I moved first and caressed his
narrow hairy torso with my face and kissed his groin and the base of his dick
that was rigid. ‘No’ he said, pushing me away ‘Suck my dick’ he responded
beautifully to every caress and manipulation with fingers lips and tongue. I
gave him an orgasm that caused him to cry out but before he had finished, he
pushed me off saying ‘Quick Sebastian, spit it out.’ I have got a book from
Claire about sex and the zodiac. Nashwan is Scorpio and it says that all
Scorpios try to live their lives in denial of their bisexual nature. If gay
Scorpio can accept his passive nature they can become truly capable lovers.
Once free, gay Scorpio is very affectionate and he likes to be used as woman.
Nashwan loves to play the girl but only if he’s drunk, but he seems to find
most satisfaction in masturbation.  


 


January 25,
2010: 



Nashwan is working on
the building sites and he catches a bus at 05:00 hrs. He is not getting home
until quite late and I find that I miss him and get very anxious if he is late.
I can’t find food that suits him and he often loses his meal after two hours in
bed. His body is in pain because he is not strong enough to do the work he
insists on doing. He is quite delicate and carrying steel rods all day is
demanding. Nashwan was feeling the cold so we went to buy him a jacket. The
only one he liked that fitted, was from the children’s section. I am glad to be
alone all day but surprised how devastated I feel if he is more than one hour
late.


 


January 29,
2010:



Yesterday, I bought
Nashwan a bicycle. He wanted a new cell phone. The bike is probably a mistake;
it is too heavy for him but the buses are few and far between and it seemed
sensible at the time. He buys beer every day and seems to be spending more than
I give him.


 


February 2,
2010: 



The bike is mistake
because coming home is mostly up hill and Nashwan is exhausted. Last night, he
apologized for not wanting to fuck and he asked me to suck his dick. We didn’t
get beyond the first stages of arousal because he was too tired. Then he became
very worried in case he had a wet dream ‘Don’t worry’ I told him, gazing into
his sad eyes running my fingers through his hair, ‘if your dick comes up just
get into bed.’ Having fucked for a living Nashwan’s sexuality seems to be
confused. He must need a well-earned rest. He did have a wet dream and was
upset and blamed me. Watching Nashwan, after fucking, standing and trying to
remove a condom without touching it, is a beautiful sight because he is so
preoccupied, unself-conscious and so exquisitely put together. Once the condom
is off, he shouts ‘Water Sebastian.’ I take the condom giving him the bottle of
water and a towel. He pours the water over his dick that is no longer stiff but
fully extended and then dries himself. Water seems to have magical properties
for Muslims. 


Today a new revelation
came to light. As we are living together Nashwan is afraid of any show of
intimacy, like sharing a cup or sitting together and he even refuses to let me
finish his cigarette. He says, “That is for married couples not friends,
Sebastian.” In addition, he is also terrified of sharing bacteria. Nashwan is a
rent boy and has spent his working life up people’s asses but lives in fear of
bacteria. Nashwan is not the boy to free me from a life time of impotence,
denial and repression. He likes to spend Saturday night in the bars. Tonight,
before leaving he put his arms around my neck and holding my eyes, smiling
said, ‘You are a gay Sebastian?’ and then he gave me a kiss. He also tells me
that he is deeply disturbed because he hasn’t fucked a woman for over a year. 


I am suddenly in
financial shit. I have just discovered that I must pay the service charge on my
apartment and it comes to five thousand pounds for thirty months. It will take
me three installments because I have got twenty thousand tied up that I don’t want
to touch and only my pension. My tenant has been dropping the demands into his
waste bin.  I have had no warning and there is no explanation. I told the debt
collectors, law firm, “I will gladly pay what I owe in full” and was told that
the only charge is 100 pounds for their services. So, I agreed to pay the full
five thousand pounds over the next three months and the interest charges are
now frozen. What interest charges? That is the first I have heard of being
charged interest.


 


February 10,
2010: 



Two nights ago,
Nashwan upset three young Greek men in a car. He was drunk and grumbling to
himself when a car driven with drug induced panache nearly ran over him. The
Greeks, built like young bulls running on raw testosterone got out of the car
demanding to know what Nashwan was muttering about. He looked helpless, and
fourteen years old, he could hardly stand, but continued muttering to himself.
The Greek men with damaged pride were beyond reason. They grabbed Nashwan who
kept muttering ‘shit’ to himself, a word he uses for both complimentary and
derogatory purposes, demanding an apology. One member of the group who seemed
to be accessible explained to me that Nashwan, “must never speak to a Greek man
like that” I shrugged my dismay and said, ‘He’s drunk’ sense seemed to dawn but
the other two were becoming incensed beyond reason. An old homosexual with an
eastern boy could trigger unimagined gut prejudices. Nashwan was trying to
appease his oppressors with little gestures, ‘Don’t touch me’ one screamed and
they forced Nashwan to the floor. Nashwan was still muttering incoherently all
he needed to do was to shut up. They left him alone and I tried to restrain him
but he continued muttering, ‘Shit’. They had the deep conviction that Greek
manhood must be defended, from the tiny immigrant who looks 14. 


Once home Nashwan
found they had torn his jacket and being forced unto his knees had damaged his
new jeans. He was totally distraught and ashamed. He found a sharp pointed
knife with a serrated edge and with the words; “I am from Iraq” and he left.
Nashwan was intent on saving his face by slashing their throats. He spent all
night searching every bar and one bouncer suggested that the toilets would be
the best place to commit murder or permanent damage. I gather that when he is
with his friends at the slightest provocation, knifes are produced to slash at
one another. It seems that a few cuts will release injured male vanity and
satisfy honor. He returned sober but his pride was deeply hurt and he accused
me of not supporting him. Taking a breath, I said ‘All you had to do was shut
up and, you must never take risks with people on drugs or alcohol’ but Nashwan
was humiliated and could not be appeased or rational.


 


February 11,
2010:



Nashwan has been
talking to friends in the park and discovered some facts regarding HIV and is
now in a state of some distress. I gave him 100 euros and sent him to the
hospital. First he told me that it cost forty euros and then later he told me
that it was free. He is honest but I never saw my hundred euros. I have told
him about my financial dilemma over service charges, I did not mention the 20
tied up in savings. 


 Nashwan has been
boasting about his bike and new leather jacket. Now his Muslim friends are yet
again accusing him of being gay. They know that he is living with an old man.
Nashwan accused me, ‘You have made a lot of problems for me’ indignant, I
replied, ‘you made your own problems by showing off.’ In addition, he must
renew a permit for his continued presence in Greece. He tells me it will cost
one hundred euros; he had that last week and spent it.


 


February
12, 2010:  



Today I pay my rent; I
caught sight of my reflection in a shop window after visiting the bank. I’m
looking stressed and even crazy. Nashwan is dropping hints that I am tight with
money, he is trying to help me save but only by cutting down on food not beer
and he has begun giving me orders. I find him fascinating and I love watching
him, but having lived as a rent boy seems to have destroyed any concept of
values. He has no understanding of what is essential like saving or personal
responsibility. He can earn more money with one fuck than some people earn in a
day. When money is that easy to come by it has no value, there is no measurable
means to evaluate worth. I believe if someone has a sexuality that is saleable;
the first requirement is a good savings account because the commodity has
limited life.


 


February 13,
2010:  



Nashwan now claims
that he does not like democracy and admires Hitler, and Saddam is his hero. He
tells me that the east has plans to destroy every western city and he can’t
wait for the west to be destroyed. Nashwan cries with emotion if I play the
piano and he is totally enthralled by one Greek reality program that wallows in
morbid sentimentality. 


I think he was having
a bit of fun, but I detected how envy disillusionment and a feeling of
helplessness can make people in Nashwan’s predicament very vulnerable to
anybody who apparently offers a solution, hope or action. Dissatisfaction and
boredom seem to be a lethal cocktail; people need hope contentment or fear to
accept their allotted fate. 


 I believe if Nashwan
became legal and accepted by the west he would be content. In conversation, he
uses the word democracy about all freedom, benefits and progress. The truth is,
Nashwan does not belong to either the East or the West and, he feels, perhaps
with justification, rejected by both. It is tragic, he would love to have a job
and be accepted but beer is his problem.


Today Nashwan in
accusing tones said, ‘I know you Sebastian, no sex no money’ I wanted to say,
“You can take a rent boy off the street but you can’t take the street out of
the rent boy” but I said, ‘I have money problems and what happened to the one
hundred euros I gave you for a H.I.V test because you were so worried and
upset.’ He didn’t seem to understand. Tomorrow he leaves for Athens and that
will cost a lot. I am having problems with the noise of the television so I
turn the adverts down but he likes them. He likes me to lose my temper and tell
him to “Get your own fucking television.” That makes him smile and very affectionate.
His idea of food is rice or lentils with a stock cube and he wants to cook for
me.  


 


February 15,
2010:  


Before Nashwan left I
told him, ‘I am sorry Nashwan, I have made a mistake, I think, I love you but
you are not gay.’ I gave him two hundred euros and told him to look for work in
Athens. I want my life back and he was right, if the sex was good the cost
would be irrelevant. I find his world of porn videos, advertising and music
intolerable but I still find him fascinating, beautiful and in great need of
tolerance, care and understanding. We talk for hours and despite his limited
English, his bright mind finds ways of explaining even the most obscure
concepts. 


After a disagreement,
he always says, ‘I am sorry Sebastian, I make mistake’. Before leaving, Nashwan
said, ‘Sebastian I love you, I am gay and I have done nothing but gay system
for ten years.’  I was sitting and he put his arm around my head and I held my
face against his thin malleable body, ‘No my friend, you are only half gay and
that is always a problem’ ‘No Sebastian, I have no problems being gay. I have
no father and I love you, I am donkey and I am very sorry’ after a long silence
Nashwan said, ‘I am very happy with you, I eat meat everyday but when you tell
me to go, I will leave.’ 


He left to buy his
ticket and I discovered that I had ‘Creamed my underpants.’ When Nashwan
returned, he was smiling and said, ‘Sex system Sebastian’ and he lay naked on
my bed with a very hard erection. ‘I want blowjob, I don’t like fucking system’
he watched his video of a black man with a colossal dick fucking a white woman
up the ass. He left two hours early to catch the ferry without eating. So, it
is emotional situations that turn me on, does this mean that I must contrive
emotional dramas if I want to ‘get off’.


 


February 24,
2010: 



Nashwan is returning
tomorrow, he went to Athens to renew his pink card deliberately early because
they can be canceled if he’s late.  They told him to come after the renewal
date. I had to send money for he’s ticket, there is a strike and I don’t have a
clue when he’s arriving. He told me, 17:00 hrs. Tomorrow, but the ships are all
on strike.


 


February 25,
2010: 



Nashwan arrived as he
predicted. He had caught some ferry that left before the strike began but he
must have visited every island in Greece. It was a cheap ticket and the journey
took a very long time. Nashwan was gone ten days and it cost me five hundred
euros. He told me he had employed a lawyer and came back with a new cell phone.
It seems a bit expensive since he stayed with friends and hardly eats. He was
drunk when he arrived and held me very tight for a long time. I had missed him;
I had been lonely but I am still looking stressed.


 


March 5, 2010: 


I took Nashwan to see
‘Avatar’. I have seen it three times now. Nashwan was not impressed by 3D and
said the film was ‘Shit’. I don’t know if he approved or not, I suspect that
because it is not in the Quran he dismissed it as ‘American propaganda’. He did
not seem to be aware of any metaphor in the film concerning America exploiting
countries for their wealth. Perhaps he could not see beyond the aliens that
vaguely resembled cats. 


 


March 8, 2010:  


Nashwan is visiting
friends in some village and has taken a picture of himself playing my piano,
what is he trying to tell them? I was walking in this ancient town when the
soldier I use to meet in the Hamam saw me and ran after me. Standing, the way
he does, legs apart smiling, his eyes looking directly into mine while touching
his erection, he demanded, ‘I need massage’. He followed me at a discrete
distance. 


Once inside he
stripped naked and lay face down on my bed, legs spread wide. I covered his
back with oil and he picked his ass up with the words ‘I have a very wide ass.’
I covered my fingers with more oil and lubricated his anus. He put two hands on
his buttocks and pulled his cheeks wider and said, ‘Push’ three fingers slid
into his anus and, he’s right, he does have a wide ass. ‘I needed this, keep
pushing’ I ran three fingers around his sphincter, stretching it wider and he
groaned, so I pushed hard against his prostate. 


Suddenly satisfied he
turn over, the perfection of his dick always pleases me. I asked, ‘Do you want
to fuck? because I really like your dick.’ he thought I meant him and holding
my eyes with total assurance he picked his knees up, holding them wide with his
hands and he offered me his ass. Then he rested his legs over my shoulders and
relaxed completely, his ass near my dick. My fingers found his prostate again
and I started to wank him gently. We changed position and I sucked the end of
his dick brining him smoothly to an easy climax. He wanted to watch his sperm
to shoot all over his chest. He kept his blue eyes on mine and then by some
unspoken understanding he turned over and offered me his ass again. We stayed
in that position for a long time; kneeling between his legs I caressed his
beautiful back, generous ass and muscular thighs. 


Suddenly satisfied, he
sat up and business like demanded my cell phone number. He is now a
professional soldier; he has returned to the army and made it clear to me that
he wants a regular arrangement for guaranteed uncomplicated sex. It does not seem
to have occurred to this man that he is arranging a homosexual relationship.


March 12, 2010:  


There is an exhibition
of eastern carpets so I took the carpet that mother bought shortly after my
retirement. It came from an auction of carpets collected by Pakistani dealers
from Persia. It was the most beautiful carpet in the auction and cost two
hundred and fifty pounds plus VAT. It glowed with a soft sheen and
authenticity. The exhibition is arranged by one of the top dealers in Athens.
He told me that my carpet is Kurdish and made on the Russian boarders.  Being a
collector’s item and made entirely from undyed goat hair, it is worth five
thousand euros. If he finds a customer, he will arrange to sell it for me. He
can’t afford to buy it. I brought it from England to put into Christos gallery.
When I asked him not let his dog sleep on my carpet, he replied, ‘It is a very
clean dog’ and I replied, ‘I don’t doubt it, but it is still a dog’ Christos
went on to explain how ‘carpets Absorb a room, they are living things’ unkindly
I answered ‘Exactly, I don’t want my carpet absorbing your dog.’ Christos was
looking very ill, he agreed to move it and died two days later.


 


March 14, 2010:   


Nashwan has left his
job. He and his friends left because their Greek boss shouts for no reason. He
is owed a lot of money and will probably never get paid, Nashwan is from a good
family and his brothers are teachers. He sold his own house to raise the money
necessary to return to Europe. His life has been night clubs and a gay porn
cinema in Athens, where he presumably found clients. I talk about the vast
civilization and opportunities available in the west and how he has been
wasting his life and his time. I tell him he came to Europe for the wrong
reasons. He didn’t seem to understand but his reply is still surprises me
‘Sebastian I know I drink and I am a bad Muslim but I tell you, I am not
hypocrite.’ Sex for Nashwan is about money or getting rid of his semen, I told
him about relaxation, pleasure, sharing and even loving, but he seems to be
afraid of commitment, his vulnerability and his own sexuality.


 


March 15, 2010:   


Today Nashwan let me
caress his body, he groaned and squirmed with pleasure picking up his knees he
let me caress his ass, balls and thighs. He allowed me to make love to his body
and enjoy the delicacy of his form, caressing the fine hair that covers his
torso. I sucked his dick while holding the cheeks of his ass and he became very
passionate. He wrapped his legs around my body and held my head as I sucked his
dick and balls. He then tried very hard to achieve an orgasm, pushing his ass
against my dick he wanked himself, eventually achieving orgasm but there was no
ejaculation. He became very worried and tried to have a piss but found he
couldn’t and now he’s convinced that he’s damaged for life. I believe that
Nashwan is afraid of being my boyfriend because he is passionate and could be a
volcano of lust, if he ever lost control.


March 16, 2010: 


I have a persistent
cold, it has lasted so long I have put myself on antibiotics and now Nashwan’s
caught the same cold. He was given some of his wage and with great pride went
and bought us a DVD player. He watches sex videos all the time. I fail to see the
point of a collection of porn since all the CDs are the same, devoid of all
artistic merit and interest. He also has a collection of quite good action CDs
and one of Borat. He likes Borat, he knows the film by heart and laughs at all
the comments on his own culture but the comments on American culture are not
always so easy for him to understand and he failed to grasp the irony of all
the references to Jewish culture. 


Miss America lent me
an artistic DVD on hippy American life but Nashwan couldn’t watch it because it
showed naked men. One boy sucked his own dick and Nashwan had to run out side
because he was nearly sick. We also watched ‘A Fish Called Wanda.’ When I saw
it in the cinema I was paralyzed with laughter but Nashwan could not relate to
it in any way. I didn’t laugh this time but is still amusing. Nashwan is
hanging around the house when my Pauline comes to clean. Last week, she tells
me that he tried to give her ten euros. Pauline is a cockney in her fifties
with Gypsy origins, a very ample good looking woman who is popular with the
young soldiers. In typical out spoken cockney style, using a hectoring tone she
said “what the fuck is this, keep it, I don’t want your fucking money.” Nashwan
was hoping for a fuck. He tells Pauline that I am gay and he is only staying
with me until he finds his own place. I help Pauline because she has money
problems. She has a very beautiful daughter who is a heroin addict and one
grandchild. Pauline is paying off a bank loan, and she will repay me when she
takes out her next loan. These people seem to think that living in debt is
normal. She will pay me if nothing goes wrong. Nashwan tells me that he has the
offer of a room where he once lived and that one of his clients is prepared to
pay his rent.


 


March 19, 2010: 


Today I told Nashwan
that I want him to leave because I don’t have money and he is more likely to
find work if he goes back to his village. He didn’t understand so I told him to
go and he looked terrible and totally broken. I showed him my Greek bank book
that is empty. He apologized for not making love telling me that he’s too
stressed. ‘It has nothing to do with sex my friend I have no money to give you
and you must find work.’ His life is very sad and he has not been sensible, he
lost thousands in the Casino when he should have been taking care of his mother
and saving for his own future. It is very strange to us but being a rent boy
does not seem to concern him. As I so often hear from other rent boys, “I fuck
the gays for money” and that seems to absolve them from all accountability.
Nashwan is a simple devout Muslim boy with no concept of personal
responsibility. He has wasted ten years of his life in Europe and now sadly, he
no longer belongs to Iraq or to Europe. 


Today, Savas told me
two stories indicative of Greek sexuality. The first was of a young friend and
lover who was also a solider. He brought his girlfriend and asked Savas if they
could use his room for sex and if his girlfriend could use the toilet. Savas
said, “No” and the boy persisted, “but I feel horny and I want her.” The girl
overheard the conversation and confronted Savas with the words “what’s wrong
with you, are you gay?” And Savas replied with relish “Yes, I was fucking your
friend on this very bed, only last night.”


 The next story is
very strange. There was once an old man famous for his thick dick. One
policeman wanted the old man to fuck him and they had sex one night. Some days
later the policeman demanded a regular arrangement, but the old man declined.
The policeman took out his gun and demanded to be fucked. Afterwards the
policeman then put his gun to the old man’s head and made him confess to being
gay and then the policeman fucked the old man at gun point. The policeman who
was very macho became obsessed by the old man’s dick and began stalking him,
demanding to be fucked more than once every day, at gun point.


 


March 21, 2010: 


Last night Nashwan
came home very late. He was drunk and had even missed his favorite soap. My
heart ached for him, he looked so totally broken. ‘What’s wrong with me? I am
not a pousti’ he demanded.


 Concerned, I tried to
assure him, ‘I have never said you are’ but it seemed to be my fault. 


He continued, ‘You
have made me many problems Sebastian’--- ‘No my friend, you made your own
problems.’ 


He produced a knife
and then taking off his jacket off he pretended to destroy it ‘I will show you
what I think of your leather jacket’ and he then made a pretense of slicing the
jacket to pieces. Having made his point, he was suddenly embarrassed. He had used
the handle of the knife to make his dramatic gesture. He put the knife away and
relieved I went to finish cooking dinner. 


When I returned,
Nashwan was curled up on his bed crying. He said, ‘You don’t love me Sebastian’
I sat close to him and held him while he cried ‘Yes I do Nashwan.’ 


 


March 22, 2010: 


This morning Nashwan
apologize and I shrugged as if nothing happened but, all the knives are hidden
in the flower bed. He has arranged with his friend to move back to his village.
I said, ‘I am sorry, I will miss you but you will find work.’ I added, ‘we are
still friends but I don’t even have the money for your bus fare.’ I helped
Nashwan pack and he left with more luggage than he brought. He is returning
tomorrow for his bike. I discovered that my official title is (His girlfriend’s
father). He reminded me of his constant need for sex as I helped him carry his
luggage to meet his friends. He is a good and honest boy considering his
profession. When he can be himself, he is an easy companion, he has a temper
but also a sense of humor and he can be very loving. I am missing him and he
will be arriving at his new apartment any minute. He allowed his friends to see
me, a car full of small muscular boys with wide smiles. He has survived ten
years without my help so I am sure he will manage. Before leaving, in a very
positive tone he asked, ‘Sebastian I have to know, do you love me?’ he held me
very tight for a long time than we left the house to meet his friends. 


 


March 30, 2010: 


A few days ago, I
visited the Hamam. The Hitler with the huge ass left with a very sturdy Greek
from Athens. A Greek man in his thirties was making it clear that he wanted a
massage. The spy from the Mayor no longer checks on me constantly, but she sent
the fireman anyway. I was in full view from the door and I gave the fireman a
look implying, what were you expecting? And he gave me a smile in
acknowledgment. The Greek had an erection even before I started his massage. He
had a normal sized dick but thick. He loved being massaged so I soaped his dick
and sensed his relief as he spread his arms and legs wide. I caressed his
stomach and thighs adding extra shampoo to soap his balls. He said, ‘Carry on’
and I caressed his genitals with both hands. He then took hold of his dick and
started ‘beating his meat’. ‘Bashing the Bishop’ or as I heard recently,
‘beating the clown’. He did not orgasm but achieved a degree of satisfaction
and then showed me a collection of condoms, promising to return tomorrow. 


Regarding my ongoing
court case, the graphologist suggested by my lawyer because he can comment on,
states of mind when a signature was being made, is visiting the island in May.
The suggestion was made about four years ago. I understood that he was over
ninety then. My lawyer’s words were, on that occasion, “We must not waste any
time”. I hope he lives long enough to check my signature as he is greatly
respected by the judges.


 


April 5, 2010: 


Today the beautiful
boy with a spare hole in his dick returned from Athens. He is on holiday. He
has put on a little weight but is still perfect though not tall enough to
remain beautiful passed his twenties. The Hamam was very quiet and we were in
the hot room. Without looking at me he stretched out on the warm marble floor
and I sank to my knees placing my hands on his back, he still feels wonderful,
his skin tight and muscle now firmer. I finished his back and he allowed me to
massage and explore his full round ass. I ran my hands down the inside of his
thighs then raising his ass just a fraction I could reach his groin from
behind. He moved his knees wider and lifted his ass so that I could caress his
balls and stimulate his dick. He became very hard and under the soap suds I
could clearly see his anus. I caressed it with my thumb and for the first time
he offered me access to his prostate. His asshole was very tight and smooth. I
did not take advantage of my new privilege and started gently masturbating his
dick. 


He turned over
offering his torso to be caressed and his dick to be sucked to the point of
orgasm. I looked up and a fat old Greek was standing in the door way. He had
made no attempt to intrude and I am learning to be more tolerant, so with
gesture I made it clear that his presence was acceptable on condition that he
did not bother us because my friend’s moment of release was sacrosanct to us
both. Without resentment, he respected our privacy and return to his basin.
After a very rewarding orgasm we spent quite a long time together in silence,
relaxing on the heated floor our limbs engaged. With only a glance he expressed
his happiness and satisfaction as he left. The fat man returned to the doorway,
his hand covering his large dick. He gave me an enquiring nod at the empty
floor and I said ‘He’s a friend’, and he returned to his basin after a nod of
acceptance or even approval.


 


April 6, 2010: 


I went to the Hamam
this afternoon and the only occupant I could see was dirty Tassos. The building
was cold and the water barely warm. In the hot room, I found the teacher friend
I have known for many years. He is getting overweight and his beautiful face
becoming common place. He still has an embryonic dick. I remembered that I had
left chicken cooking gently, so we left together, there was no reason to stay. 


This morning, my
soldier friend arrived while I was still in bed. He asked for a coffee and then
announced that he needs a massage. He also mentioned that he had been robbed of
his pay. As the kettle turned its self-off he stretched out naked on my bed.
Laying on his stomach he lifted his ass and said, ‘Look at my asshole’ I was
kneeling behind him my hand between his legs holding his dick and balls. I
oiled his ass and ran my hand down the deep cleft between his magnificent
buttocks. I watched his asshole relax and the fine skin inside became evident.
He said, ‘Put three fingers’ his sphincter was resilient but yielded and I
reached his prostate with ease. He pressed and rotated his ass against my hand.



Under the bed I had
the remains of my plastic vibrating dick. I forget how it broke but where the
battery used to be, there is now a space. I filled the space with a lighter and
showed it to my soldier friend. His eyes lit up as I presented him with about
five inches of broken dildo. On his knees, he pulled his cheeks apart and I
applied Vaseline liberally to the dildo and his anus and then I place the end
of the dildo against his asshole, I tormented him by caressing his asshole with
the tip, round and round and up and down. He was getting desperate so I said;
‘You ready?’ and he pushed his ass against the dildo. Grasping the dildo firmly
in my fist I rammed it straight in. He quickly recovered from the shock and his
ass relaxed so I tried every possible simulation of fucking. Most of all he
liked his anus stretching, so I stirred the dildo around stretching his anus to
its limits. His ass was so hungry the dildo slipped off the lighter and I
nearly lost it. Putting my fingers in the space where the battery used to be
and said, ‘push’ and to my relief, I retrieved it. The soldier grabbed it from
me and started sucking it, his eyes closed as if it was a real dick. 


On his back smiling,
he took my hand and forced four fingers inside his ass and then wanked himself
to a very abundant ejaculation. He asked me to lend him fifty euros. I
apologized, saying, ‘I don’t have money but I can always help with cigarettes.’
I gave him ten euros because the lost wage was probably a ploy and I also
promised to buy him a new plastic dick. I think I prefer fucking with a plastic
dick, it is a very sensible solution from many points of view. So, my soldier
friend, who thinks he’s straight, is going to get his ass well and truly
fucked.  


Nashwan telephoned me,
he said, ‘I have no money, no food and I can’t find work.’ He has survived for
the last ten years so I am sure that something will turn up.


 


April 14, 2010: 


I have booked a flight
for England in five days but I must return before the 10th of May for the
graphologist’s visit. I saw a film last night based on a story by Danielle
Steel. She suffers from the opposite of writer’s block. I am reminded of
Pringle’s advice on writing, “If something flows too easily and really pleases
you, scrap it.” My sister-in-law has discarded most of our library. She has
shelves of female writers I have never heard of, but Danielle steel to pre-dominate.
There are enough quality books to open a library waiting in boxes to go to the
auction rooms.


 


April 18, 2010: 


There is some doubt
about my flight to London tomorrow. Some volcano is causing problems. My
soldier friend returned today, I have bought him two plastic dicks, one normal
and one large. ‘Which one do you want?’--- ‘I want the biggest.’ I showed him a
very fine plastic dick of huge proportions and unfazed he bent over. I prefer
massaging and exploring the subtle possibilities of each encounter. I had
already prepared a leather belt with slit to hold the phallus against my pubic
bone. He was holding the foot of my bed, legs apart, so I covered his anus and
the plastic monster with Vaseline and placed the head against his asshole. My
soldier is as short in the leg. It was difficult balancing with my knees bent.
He was pulling his cheeks apart as I applied a gentle pressure to his anus but
nothing eased, so I slapped his full round muscular buttocks repeatedly. Then I
placed the head of the dildo with some pressure against his anus and very
gently the huge head begin to ease into his ass. Knowing the problems of
insertion, I waited, and then reaching for his dick I began to gently
masturbate him still maintaining a constant pressure. Gradually his ass allowed
accommodation, then reaching back he grabbed my ass and pulled himself hard
onto the plastic dick. He let out a cry when there was still one inch waiting
to be engulfed. I was deprived of the satisfaction of hammering my loins
against his resilient ass. I waited but the last inch was not going to gain
accommodation. 


After fucking him
gently for a while I put my left arm around his neck and pulled him upright so
I could bite his neck while masturbating him, his dick quite hard as I tried to
ram his prostate. Then he asked me to lie on the bed. The plastic dick had shit
lodged behind the nob and the room was starting to smell. I lay on my back
while he sat on the dick smiling and it was accommodated with ease. Both
fucking hard he wanked himself all over my chest and face. 


This time he did not
want to suck the dick. ‘I like women, but sometimes I need a change and I want
my ass fucked, but I am not gay.’ Amused, with the dildo well rapped and under
the bed I said, ‘I like your dick very much; I want to try it sometime.’ His
answer intrigued me, ‘No, I am not gay; I don’t fuck men.’ It seems that the
rules can be adapted to suit the individual or the occasion. It is interesting
to note that the most enjoyable moment for me had been slapping his ass. 


I believe dildos could
be greatly improved and they should study my friend’s dick. The dildos are too
bendy and it is impossible to manipulate them with the necessary precision
required for truly successful fucking. My friend’s dick is rigid inside and
therefor controllable, it has a resilient outer layer and is particularly thick
in the middle of the shaft and, it is stream-lined enough to gain easy access
into any space with ease. But he won’t oblige me.


 


April 19, 2010: 


All flights are
canceled because the volcano has continued erupting. I have discovered which
drug the Greek probably gave me when I signed the receipt for 60,000 pounds. It
was suggested by an anesthetist who once worked with Claire’s mother. It is
called Midazolam; it is a pre-med and like all pre-meds it induces amenability
with some loss of memory. I asked a friend to check on internet for me. Some
pre-meds are so effective that minor operation can be done without a general
anesthetic. I suppose being effectively tricked out of 60,000 pounds was a
successful, minor operation.


 


May 12, 2010: 


I asked the friend who
had already found midazolam on the internet, to print a copy for my case. I
took it to my lawyer because the Graphologist is now coming on 18th of May. I suspect
this being Greece, the Graphologist will either cancel or die. John still owes
me 2000 euros for the deformation of character case. 


I called Nashwan, he
says that he is happy and has found work. He also said, ‘I love you Sebastian’
I have been considering the nature of hypocrisy after Nashwan surprised me by
using such a precise English word. In the film ‘The Kite Runner’ we saw the
commander of a Taliban group throw the first stone at a woman caught in
adultery; this was after fucking a boy before breakfast. Nashwan who insist
that there are no gays in Islam has told me that fucking ten years old boys is
very popular in Iraq. My Pakistani pupil told me that killing his sister for
bringing shame upon the family is valid. I exclaimed, “but, you’re fucking
everybody’s sister” he laughed and said, “My friend, you don’t understand”. I
replied, “I think, I understand only too well.” 


In Greece and the
east, appearance is paramount but what goes on in private is no bodies
business, unless caught. This is not confined only to the east; I am also
reminded that because Prince Charles was honest and admitted on television to
having committed adultery, a whole chain of events took place that would not
have happened if he had lied and Mrs. Parker Bowls had no choice but to
divorce. If the Royal Family bothers to deny an accusation, we can be sure that
it is true. Perhaps hypocrisy is crucial to social order.  


I now discover that
the Wallace Simpson business was all a royal fiasco, so much so, I think this
is worth recounting for your edification, on the nature of hypocrisy on a
national level. Recently letters from Wallace to her husband have come to
light. She loved her husband to the end of her life.


In the 1030s, Edward
the future King of England fell in love with Mrs. Simpson. Royalty can only
have sex with married women because the reputation of single girls must be
protected. One way of gaining social status is to put one’s wife into a royal
bed. The Simpsons were rich American social climbers and Mr. Simpson instigated
the friendship between his wife and the future King of England. Edward was
rather attractive, sporty and handsome in those days, but he always had special
needs in the bedroom. 


One French prostitute
with whom Edward had become involved, got away with murder to prevent her talking
about Edward. She had shot an Egyptian claiming that he sodomized her. The
prostitute’s specialty was domination. Much to Wallace’s horror Edward
announced to the world “I intend to give up the throne for the woman I love”.
The world found it romantic but, Wallace who was on holiday in France was
horrified. One acquaintance described Edward as the most boring man he had ever
encountered and Wallace as being an intelligent, charming and gifted hostess.
Wallace was always vilified, but it now transpires that she did her duty and she
maintained appearances to her death. 


It is an anomaly that
the ruling classes demand honesty from the lower classes but in their own case
where wealth, reputation or national security is concerned, diplomacy is
paramount. Lying is not one of the ten commandants and in the affairs of state
it seems that Shakespeare can be misquoted. To lie or not to lie, that is the
question. During the days of empire one Chinese official remarked, “The British
are a very devious people, they tell the truth.” It seems that diplomacy or
lying is like dress sense, intrinsic to class.      


 


May 14, 2010: 


I am missing Nashwan,
he is sensitive and I like his sense of humor. He can laugh at himself and he
amuses me. When I insist on putting banana skins on the garden, he says,
‘What’s that for Sebastian, vitamins for plants?’ He finds humor in every situation;
he is emotional and easily moved. He is vulnerable and aware; he makes western
people seem clumsy, greedy and ugly by comparison.


 


May 22, 2010: 


The Graphologist came
but had to leave early for Athens, I could have seen him but my lawyer was
needed on a different island. 


I was visiting the
sandy Gay beach when I saw two thin hairy legs sticking out from behind a rock.
Nashwan sensed my presence and jumped up all smiles. He avoids the busy beach
and was very pleased to see me. The first thing he told me was ‘Sebastian I
can’t get my dick up for my friend.’ And laughing, he demonstrated how he had
to put a condom on his fingers and turning his back on his friend shoved his
fingers up his ass. He nearly fell down laughing as he demonstrated fucking an
ass behind his back with his fingers. He asked if I would go home with him,
‘Sebastian I want sex system, come on’ it seems that he is heavily in debt for
beer. First he offered me a hot shower while he made us tea and then he lay
naked on his bed smiling at me. He let me explore his body with gentle
caresses, I sucked his balls and spent a long time touching and stimulating his
dick, ‘Sebastian can we do fucking system’ afterward he walked around naked
with no shyness and when he caught me looking at his ass, he said, ‘you
checking my ass again Sebastian’ I gave him ten euros to have copies made of
some documents he needed.


 


May 21, 2010: 


The Graphologist did
not return as arranged. This morning I was writing in the park when a handsome
Greek boy kept walking passed, but he did not make eye contact. I asked Manole
if he was expensive, and with a knowing smile he replied ‘No, he’s a footballer
and he’s very nice’ the boy began to hover within eye contact and then got his
dick out. It was a good size and very rigid. He walked off but I didn’t follow
then he returned stood in a place close to bushes where he got his dick out
again. This time he maintained eye contact so I put my writing away and joined
him. I found him in the bushes with his trouser round his ankles. 


He is a very
beautifully built and handsome young man. I sat on a stone and taking hold of
his hips I drew him towards me, but first I picked his shirt up to appreciate
the perfection of his body with his dick rising into my face like a branch. I
caressed his dick with my face marveling at the feel of his full round ass. He
smelt wonderful. I cradled his balls in my hand and kissed them pressing my
face into his groin breathing through his pubic hair. Then I sucked his dick
while caressing his ass. He bent forwards slightly giving my fingertips access
to his anus. He responded to every caress of my lips and tongue as I took hold
of his shaft and masturbated him into my mouth, his orgasm came easily and I
emptied his semen into the grass. It is a curious fact that sometimes I want to
watch an ejaculation at other times I want to catch it in my mouth and only
occasionally do I choose to swallow it. The desire to ingest some people’s DNA
is very strong but seemingly without logic or reason. That footballer is one of
the healthiest and most beautiful young men I have encountered, but I chose not
to swallow his sperm. He gave me time to enjoy the sight of his body and
softening dick before pulling his trousers up and then with a slight gesture of
thanks, he left.


 


May 24, 2010: 


This morning the
Pakistani rent boy came to sit with me in the park interrupting my writing. He
seems to have forgotten that I don’t wish to pay for his services. He brushed
my face and lips with a kiss. He touched my mouth with a fingertip and said,
‘Beautiful.’ I massaged the back of his neck and he was very tense. He
whispered, ‘No money.’ This is a ploy used by the Gypsies to gain access for
future opportunities to apply pressure for personal gain. I agreed to give him
a massage but said I did not want sex. I took him home and fulfilled my
promise. I offered him my change with the added comment, ‘it’s for cigarettes’
he accepted the money and left.


 


May 28, 2010:  


Last night my solider
friend arrived quite late and told me that his father was visiting. Sometimes
he’s in the army, sometimes he has a room and now he has a father, I am
learning to accept that everybody is lying to some degree. He didn’t want to
fuck and said he only needed a massage. I am always amazed, how easily he
strips off to stand naked, touching his dick in front of me. I massaged him and
this time his dick was the sole focus of his needs. I kept him hovering on the
brink of orgasm repeatedly. His dick was getting more rigid every time under
the growing pressure of delayed orgasm. He wanted to take over but eventually
he relaxed and left the final moments entirely in my hands. As his need to
orgasm was getting beyond bearing, I applied my mouth to his engorged glance
and rotated my head causing his ejaculation to explode in my mouth. His
contractions continued, shaking his body as I sucked the last traces of sperm
from him. Sitting back on my heels I gazed upon him, his emotions drained, his
arms and legs wide and heavy, his lips parted but his eyes returned my gaze. I
reached to touch his still engorged but now softening dick one last time.


 


May 29, 2010:  


I must be out of my
mind, I like Gypsy Yiannis but today I gave his brother fifteen euros for a
fuck I didn’t want. He has his brother’s eyes but his dick was so small the
condom didn’t stay in place. I agreed during a lax moment, out of curiosity. He
is a nice boy but getting fat, I don’t begrudge him the fifteen euros but I do
regret becoming involved. All the brothers have been rent boys. Yiannis is not
gay but I suspect his fat brother could be. Their father is a drug dealer and
their mother reputed to be a prostitute. They have a house and are originally
from Albania.


 


May 30, 2010:  


While writing in the
park a vaguely familiar man said, ‘Hello Sebastian, what you doing here?’
Seeing my vague recognition, he added ‘Hamam two years ago.’ I had an instant
memory of a small half cast pale Negro with a huge swinging dick, short and
unattractive his color diluted to gray. ‘Yes, I massage you, but did we have
sex?’ smiling he said, ‘No, I wasn’t alone and the Hamam was too busy.’ I
asked, where he was from and he answered, ‘Athens’ and invited me to join him
for a coffee. I was vaguely interested and agreed. 


He wanted me to tell
him about the massages and got excited when we discussed the straight men
having spontaneous orgasms. We discussed my repeated mistake, I said, ‘I know I
should not speak or comment but I seemed to need some form of closure.’ He
understood exactly and explained the situation extremely well. ‘What excited
them was the fact that it was impersonal,’ he continued, ‘it was the situation
and yes, you are right, not touching their dicks pushed them to the point of
orgasm’. Taking a breath, he concluded his dissertation, ‘but it was essential
that there was no acknowledgement of sharing, or even awareness.’                                                                     
                            I confirmed, ‘like a wet dream, having no external
cause.’--- ‘Yes, I suppose so.’ and he continued, ‘you needed acknowledgment
but they did not. Your involvement was the last thing they wanted to be
reminded of’. 


 


June 5, 2010: 


The fat gipsy rent boy
is becoming a nuisance, he turns up every day, we tried fucking again and the
condom got lost. I like him trying to turn me on and feeling my balls but
nothing else. So, I gave him thirty euros and told him not to return, that was
a mistake, he will expect thirty euros every day for nothing. The concept of
being ‘paid off’ is not part of a Gypsies understanding. 


 


June 7, 2010:  


Nashwan is returning
and this will solve the problem of the fat Gypsy. I feel happy. He apologized
for insufficient sex, asking for money and drinking too much beer. He told me
that he has some money and when he finds work he will share expenses. He also
says that he loves me. Now I am having doubts about my loss of freedom again. 


Keith has returned
with a present for me, a plastic device that one sticks up one’s ass before
having a wank. It can cause orgasms without wanking if one concentrates. It is
shaped to stimulate the prostate. Without experience and understanding dicks
miss stimulating the prostate. Small dicks well placed can be more successful. 


I discovered this fact
regarding fucking and prostates at a party in Nottinghamshire, when some
red-haired boy with a small dick insisted on kissing my ass before asking me to
sit on his dick. I was very surprised to find an orgasm approaching from afar.
He managed to maintain my increasing arousal and just touching my dick caused
an orgasm so intense; it gave me a violent migraine. 


I found the advert for
the monthly party at a private house when I went to the HIV clinic. It was
secreted amongst magazines in the waiting room. The host is a diabetic in his
sixties who takes rat poison every day and regrets that he can no longer, “give
the boys, what they want”. There were bowls of condoms in every room and I am
told that there was a harness in the attic, but it was in use by a man and a
boy who asked to be left in private. I gather it is used to suspend people from
the ceiling for being fucked. I was also told that sometimes everybody at the
party gets a chance to fuck some ass suspended from the ceiling. I was
surprised at the number of farmers attending the party. I had no idea that
farmers could be gay or even sexual. I watched porn videos and compared to straight
porn I found them at least amusing. I had the thought ‘boys will be boys’,
there was an innocence and the essential element of abuse was absent. One thin
old man in his seventies, who went to school with Cousin Geoffrey, tried it on.
He pressed his tiny dick against my thigh, I found it both disturbing and
nauseating.


 


June 8, 2010:


Last night there were
two beautiful men in the park, both gymnasts. One is a tall very well-built
blond Italian who claims his dick is normal and very hard that probably means
embryonic. His Albanian friend claims to have a big dick and specializes in fucking.
Keith was joking with the beautiful blond about paying him one thousand euros
and the Albanian came down to ten. I wanted to invite them both to the Hamam
because I am curious and I could have discovered a lot from giving them a
massage; had I still been employed. I get the impression that they are selling
sex for fun or perhaps they are serious rent boys looking for serious clients. 


I was also intrigued
by a very handsome Greek boy who kept patrolling the park, but as soon as he
realized that I might be interested he started unconsciously swaying his hips.
It seems that rent boys selling their dicks sway their shoulders not their
hips. Discussing passive or active gays with Savas, I told him that one can
never be sure what they want from appearance or build. He agreed that the body
builders are often ‘Very Bendy’ I told him that the outrageous Nancy boys can
have the hardest dicks and are also versatile.


 


June 12, 2010: 


Nashwan has arrived at
last, he was pleased to see me but his money seems to have dwindled to twenty
euros. He is looking for work and considering returning to Iraq. He is
beginning to accept that his life here is unsatisfactory. I had prepared his
bed on the floor but he hesitated before getting in, so I moved across my bed
and said, ‘five minutes.’ Nashwan replied, ‘Ok Sebastian’ and putting his arms
around my neck he molded his body to mine. As I caressed his naked, back, ass
and thighs, he whispered ‘Sorry Sebastian, my dick’s soft’ and I replied,
‘Mine’s not.’ He eagerly reached for my dick and made some approving sound.
After holding me tightly he whispered ‘Tomorrow we do sex system, ok Sebastian’
and he returned to his own bed. His body is now lean and hard but still pliable
and yielding against mine. ‘Good night Sebastian, I love you.’--- ‘I love you
too Nashwan.’ 


 


June 13, 2010: 


Nashwan has told the
fat Gypsy to stay away. This morning we were in my garden and the Gypsy boy
opened the garden door and entered. He did not see us, Nashwan indicated to
leave the situation to him. The Gypsy made no attempt to enter the house and
Nashwan called to him in Greek. I discovered later that he told the boy to stay
away because the landlord was afraid that he could steel something, but he also
made it very clear that I was now his property and not free.


 


June 20, 2010: 


Nashwan behaves as if
he is happy with our relationship. He wants to take care of me but his cooking
is primitive. Every morning he organizes his sex DVD, strips off and lies on my
bed asking me to play with his dick. His erections are very hard. He told me he
had approached two lesbians on the beach and got his dick out and said, “If you
want my dick, it’s free”. This story seemed to excite him. He tells me that he
is now interested in “Vagina” but all his DVDs are still up the ass and he
tells me that all his friends prefer the ass. He maintains that not having had
a woman is making him “crazy in the head”. He told me, “If I fuck woman I come
in seconds Sebastian”. I recall mother mentioning that in her youth men mistook
early ejaculation to be a sign of virility and manhood. 


In cultures where
women are over protected but not considered there seems to be a degree of
ignorance regarding female sexuality. The west must be confusing to eastern
boys because women appear to be available but they are not, they have free
choice and demand sexual satisfaction. I recall that when the female orgasm
became common knowledge, it was a shock to many men, because they had no
concept that there was more required of them beyond their own satisfaction and,
unloading.


 


June 24, 2010: 


Keith has gone home;
we meet briefly and he brought me his hotel towels and the soap he collects. He
has been very busy this year; he is in demand from many men, both married and
unmarried who needed to fuck. He was approached in the park only last night by
a thirty-four-year-old sturdy Greek who said, “I am not a gay man but I want to
fuck you. My girlfriend is a problem” Keith took him back to his hotel and was
given a very considerate and passionate fuck. Keith told me ‘Sebastian, get a
complete work over and smile.’ He then elaborated, ‘you look unavailable and
superior.’ I thought but didn’t say ‘I am superior I can’t help it’. He saw
dirty Tassos getting a blowjob on the beach from a thirty-year-old European.
Now Dirty Tassos is telling everybody, “One of those European gays sucked my
dick” he says this as if he had to fight him off.


 


June 25, 2010: 


Savas told me that the
very beautiful blond Italian has got a four-inch dick. Nashwan has made
arrangements to fuck two boys from the Philippines every time they call. They
are off a cruise ship and will be here on a regular basis. “They beautiful
Sebastian, I told them thirty euros each and they have my telephone number. I
will try to bring them for you.” I don’t have a clue what Nashwan is doing, he
spends the day meeting ships and tonight he has gone to the airport. 


Yesterday I was
writing in the park when I saw him organizing two boys from Egypt. They had
hand luggage only and they looked like University students, being well dressed,
handsome beyond belief and beautifully built. One left for Milan last night.
They both gave me a look of deep vulnerability as if begging for care and human
shelter. My heart opened to them like a bird in flight and it felt as if I was
falling in love. Nashwan said, ‘Please Sebastian, don’t ever forget there are
no gays in Islam. Don’t look at them.’


 


June 30, 2010: 


Nashwan is not short
of money, he is busy all day with travel agents and his pockets are full of
passports. I gather he hands over the passport with a boarding card on the
airport. His own passport arrived this morning from Switzerland, he spent one
year working in a hotel before being deported. He has a false Greek visa and he
says it is safer to travel without a passport. Nashwan said, ‘Sebastian if I
had a black heart I could be rich. Some people lock them in a room and they see
nothing and can only leave if they pay. I feed them and keep them safe and even
find hotel room.’ Nashwan has not said but I presume he is an agent working
with illegal immigrants.


 


July 1, 2010: 


Last night Nashwan
came home drunk, he lay on my bed and asked for a massage. His ass was raised
and his legs wide apart. I massage his whole body avoiding his ass and he fell
asleep. During the night, he woke up and said, ‘Sebastian did you touch my ass
last night?’--- ‘No, it wasn’t me.’ Men keep offering Nashwan money for sex and
he is getting very upset because he’s afraid that they think he is a pousti
gay. I know that he fears that if he ever got fucked he would be gay for life.
I told him, ‘You are worried for no reason; all men enjoy having their asses
touched. It does not mean they are gay.’ He did not understand, his face
showing deep concern and he repeated, ‘Sebastian you have to understand, there
are no gays in Islam.’ Nashwan has an irreconcilable conflict; gay sex is
common place but forbidden and always denied.


My landlord has
declared war on the tiny ants. I don’t know why they do no harm and he’s using
so much spray it is affecting the air and killing the lizards. Greeks hate even
fear nature. 


I tried to arrange
Nashwan’s position to get a better angle for fucking, I am tired of being
prodding from behind and he said, ‘Don’t touch my ass Sebastian’ I tried
explaining how to fuck but as always, the totally ignorant are experts and
instruction is impossible. I even drew him a picture but both anatomy and the
subject are taboo.


 I hear that one
Egyptian boy got to Athens and thought that he was in Rome. He asked for help
on the airport and got arrested. I have not asked what Nashwan is doing, I don’t
want to know but I now understand that he is involved in human Trafficking. I
also gather that if they don’t arrive at their destination Nashwan does not get
paid. Nashwan told me the immigrants give him fifty euros each, to cover
expenses but if they have no money Nashwan looks after them anyway. So far
Nashwan seems to be out of pocket. 


I am now writing in
the park and Nashwan has just walked past me with two very beautiful boys with
golden eyes. I keep seeing such beautiful people with Nashwan. In this fucked
up west they might have a chance if they are joining family or friends but what
are they hoping to find? They keep on coming to an over populated Europe that
is short of money and has no work to offer. They might just as well have stayed
at home, but they believe the propaganda of freedom, human rights, equality and
privilege where everybody has the opportunity of a job and a home.


 


July 3, 2010: 


I am surprised by the
extent of Nashwan’s curiosity; history and Geography are his obsessions.
Nashwan has an excellent academic brain but his belief that the Quran is
absolute and comprehensive on all matters means that vast areas of
understanding are obscured. I keep meeting Nashwan with boys from North Africa
and the Middle East. I see in their eyes a yearning and total trust, they are
polite and eager for acceptance. I dread to think how these boys will survive
alone in the capital cities of Europe. I have always traveled but with some
money, I was poor but independent. I experienced the vast impersonal machine of
modern life and I felt very alone and vulnerable. With such inexperience and
yearning in their eyes they will be susceptible to abuse. They will be the
victims of con-men and sex. The only available aspects of most cities are
drugs, sex and crime and even if they have a protector it is usually for
personal gain. Nashwan looks street wise and very different in contrast to
these lost beautiful boys who are escaping poverty and persecution or just
chasing their dreams.


Yesterday I visited
the Hamam and met a young Italian doctor. We agreed to meet today at 14.00 hrs.
I arrived on time but my friend had arrived earlier and was ready to leave. He
told me he had had sex, I shrugged my indifference and said, ‘But you asked for
a massage.’ The only people in the Hamam were dirty Kostas who was still making
his rounds and the Hitler with the child bearing hips. My friend had been
fucked twice. His attitude eased as we fell into conversation and Dirty Kostas
left. Only then did the Italian ask me to massage his shoulder. He lay on the
floor and was suddenly relaxed and happy. 


I soaped his body and
we laughed at his new erection. Sitting behind the doctor easing his neck that
genuinely showed signs of tension, I looked up and saw the Hitler in the door
way. He had the look of self-satisfied revenge, ‘You behave yourself’ he said
looking at the doctor’s soapy dick. Shocked and speechless I made no reply; my
friend was embarrassed and left after we had discussed the possibility of
meeting again but made no arrangements. I asked the German what his comment was
about and his reply was offensively dismissive. ‘There is nothing to discuss’
so I said, ‘You know about the work I do and what I have achieved so I want an
explanation’ and he repeated ‘There is nothing to discuss.’ His manner was
nasty. 


After about one hour I
left and got a profound shock when the spy on the desk challenged me with these
words ‘Next time Mr. Sebastian I get the police’


 Upset and angry I
asked ‘What for?’


           ‘You know what
for, you massage’


            ‘Customers have been
massaging friends in there for 450 years and I massaged a friend.’


 ‘The police next time Mr.
Sebastian’ she has little English; she must have been learning that speech by
heart. I telephoned Vangelis and he told me, ‘It has nothing to do with you
Seb, it’s to do with me. Meet me on Friday at eleven. 


 


July 4, 2010: 


 I arrived at eleven
but Vangelis had forgotten. I asked for him and the spy seemed defensive. He
arrived half an hour later looking surprised to see me. I said in a subdued
voice, ‘We are going to have some fun.’ And then in my teacher voice, I said,
‘Tell that cashier, if I broke the law in any way last Tuesday to telephone for
the police now.’


 Vangelis, who is not
very quick on the up-take, looked confused and the spy telephoned her head of
department. I reminded Vangelis how I had met a friend with a painful neck and
massaged him. At that moment, the Italian doctor was leaving. ‘That’s my
friend, ask him yourself’ I said but Vangelis did not understand until my
friend was outside the building. Vangelis went to the door and called after
him, but the doctor took fright and started running. 


The head of department
agreed to come to the Hamam. I told Vangelis to ask the spy what is her
problem, and, what does she imagine I do in the Hamam. Eventually I got her
reply, she accused me of “Bothering people and of giving massages.” I replied,
‘Tell her that I am an educated English gentleman over seventy and I have never
bothered anybody in my life’ with a sneer she informed me via Vangelis ‘You
bother me.’ Vangelis went on to tell her that I was one of the finest men he
has ever known. She was neither impressed nor interested. 


Their boss eventually
arrived and I decided to play, the innocent obliging gentleman. Vangelis
explained the whole situation and I looked suitably confused by the boss’s
explanation. He told me, ‘You have not been singled out; any form of physical
contact even between friends is forbidden. This is the public baths and you are
welcome to come to wash and then leave.’ The spy looked as if she had scored a
win so I offered a naive explanation, I said, ‘but everybody massages their
friends, I thought it was expected.’ 


I gathered that
Vangelis was then telling his boss about the sexual activities in the Hamam and
it is becoming obvious to me that this whole situation is instigated by
Vangelis’s lack of discretion.  This whole travesty is achieved by the false
accusations made by dirty Tassos to the spy, regarding everybody but him and
the officious attitude of the Hitler with the huge ass. I made no mention of
the absurdity of Greek officialdom or the truth. If the Italian got two fucks,
that can only be, Dirty Kostas and the fat assed Hitler.


 Ten years ago, the
Hamam was vital because few people had bathrooms and now everybody has a
bathroom and it is a fact that no tourist needs to pay for a public bath. I should
have asked why the Greek perverts are not reported to the police for committing
repeated acts of gross public indecency, and the Hitler’s ass is an act of
gross indecency. The Hamam should be profitable and world famous contributing
to the fame and wealth of this island. This is all so very typical of Greece’s
international problems.


It is obvious that
somebody is trying to close the Hamam for personal gain, probably to make a
nightclub. It is also obvious that the Greek authorities have no concept of
what a cultural and architectural treasure they possess and they have no
concept of the power of the pink pound, euro, dollar or yen. I intend to write
a letter to the Mayor, as if from a disgusted tourist.


 


July 6, 2010: 


Last night on TV I saw
a snippet of very old film showing a young Chinese woman carrying a baby and
prancing around on her bound feet. She was full of energy and wore baggy
trousers, tight at the ankles to draw attention to her tiny feet. It had the
same effect as somebody on stilts. The Victorian corset was equally ridiculous,
but also seen as essential to beauty at the time. Finding deformity beautiful
is still an obsession. People can now resort to silicon to turn themselves into
monsters in the name of beauty or fashion. I once saw on television a man who’d
had his dick and balls pumped full of silicon. He looked very proud of his
hideous appendage; it resembled a gross hernia and looked disgustingly medical.


 


July 7, 2010: 


Today Vangelis telephoned
me; he said that ‘Nobody will bother you at the Hamam if you are discrete.’ I
returned today and inside I met my beautiful friend from Athens the salesman
for women’s dresses who visits twice a year. One boy in swimming trunks was
obviously very curious but when my friend approached him, he left. In the
changing room, we shared a cigarette and Maria, the cleaner was sent to check
on us. I nodded towards her, obviously trying to look busy and explained
everything. My friend laughed out loud and announced, ‘Well there was a great
deal of physical contact yesterday.’ I like sex with this friend, because he is
uncomplicated, willing and devoid of all inhibitions but we did not make love
because of the cleaner sneaking around, he asked me to suck his dick behind a
door. I did not enjoy the experience, even though I had the opportunity to run
my hands over his body, it felt furtive. 


Nashwan is now very busy.
He asked me if an old couple from Iraq, on their way to Germany could sit in my
house because they were tired. They declined coffee or any hospitality.
Unfortunately, they came with seven girls and one young man. The house and yard
was full, I stayed in case the land lord came home because I can see no reason
why I can’t entertain in my own home. The young man was good looking and full
of himself, he was on his way to England to open a car wash business and employ
Pakistanis who work long hours for very little money. 


A few days ago, a
group of Muslims were praying in the square and it caused some consternation
with the residents. The Balkans was occupied by Muslims for hundreds of years
and the Greeks have an instinctive reaction to seeing Muslims in groups and in
addition there is some resent history of Greeks resident in turkey, being
massacred.


 Later my landlord
found the ‘car wash’ boy’s ID card in the street and took it to the police. I
discovered that the car wash boy proved to be an imposition and caused problems
in the airport. He eventually got to Athens but no further. If they get
deported to Turkey, they can be put in prison and kept there.


 


July 10, 2010: 


I have decided to find
out what Nashwan is doing, two nights ago he brought me a boy from Afghanistan
with the words, ‘Sebastian this boy is donkey.’ It seems that the boy arrived
at the airport and was supposed to get the bus to town but failed to get off
the bus. He was turned off half way back to the airport and Nashwan borrowed
money from a client to go and find him. They had to walk back. The boy has no
money, no English, he is only sixteen years old and unattractive. Nashwan had
been hitting him. I tried to feed the boy but he declined, I gave him a
mattress for the night and told Nashwan to give him his documents back. Nashwan
telephoned the boy’s mother, he is her only son, she has no husband and she
begged Nashwan to take care of her son. How does a widow find seven thousand
euros to try and give her son a chance of a better life in Italy? He had a
letter of introduction I hope it’s genuine. They borrow and pay massive
interest on the gambol of a better life. 


Nashwan showed me the
boys air ticket booked with easy jet and told me, ‘Sebastian it cost no money,
they hack air company.’ Today Nashwan gave me all the money he owes but tonight
while I was watching television he called to me full of excitement, ‘Sebastian,
come and look, they beautiful.’ Outside I was confronted by a sight that broke
my heart, a young married couple with two tiny babies. The couple was small and
exquisite, they looked vaguely Chinese. Nashwan said ‘they from Afghanistan,
can I have the money I give you? I want to take them to hotel.’ The young man
gave me a deep and appealing look and they had a long walk to the hotel where
Nashwan has arranged to sheltering immigrants. He showed me their Bulgarian
passports, but Afghans don’t look very much like Bulgarians, they are all
travelling on stolen passports, with the photograph replaced.


 


July 15, 2010: 


Nashwan is still
hanging around the house when Pauline comes to clean. He tries everything for
fuck apart from asking her directly. She finds him far too young and delicate.
Novak tells me that it is easier to get women to orgasm if you fuck them up the
ass. The way things are going the vagina will become obsolete. It is a very
different world to the idealism, innocence and belief in love and the deep
adoration of women that was normal in my youth.


 Two days ago, I saw
the strangest sight. There is a man who sells those whistles that sounds like
bird calls. He demonstrates the whistles and has a wonderful rapport with the
public (it pays well). He has a container of water for filling his whistles and
perched defiantly on the edge, was a tiny fledging sparrow. It refused to move,
drink or eat and it was not disturbed by my friend filling his whistles with
water. It died that night. Who can comprehend what comfort that tiny scrap of
life gained in its brief moment of awareness in eternity, surrounded by faux
bird song.


 


July 27, 2010: 


The graphologist did
not return. I should cancel the case because everything is dependent on a
report that questions the validity of one signature. Today a boy came to the
Hamam obviously in need of sex but he was not to my taste. He sucked dirty
Kostas’s dick and got fucked twice. The Hitler with the fat ass showed no
concern. A retired Frenchman called Claude, who travels Europe and visits
Greece regularly looking for sex, told me that many years ago he got into
conversation with the Hitler but nothing happened. The Hitler then told his
lover lies about Claude, claiming Claude had approached him for sex. I wonder
if some people are turned on by his huge ass. My problems with the Hitler seem
to have originated over Nice Niko. Perhaps he he’s fucked the German’s fat ass
at some time. It is a biological fact that exaggeration is fundamental to
attraction. 


 


August 8, 2010: 


I am leaving for
England on Sunday and will be landing at Newcastle. A few days ago, my soldier
friend telephoned at night and I left Novak to go and fuck him. He asked for
the big dick, ‘Very slowly’ he said as he lay on his stomach. I told him to
pick his ass up so I could push two pillows under him. I spent a long time
rubbing body lotion and baby oil onto his ass, balls and dick. Kneeling above
him with the plastic dick strapped to my body and the end close to his ass I
spent time masturbating the dick with Vaseline with my fist banging his ass. He
instinctively raised his ass until the end of the dick was pressing against his
anus. I held the dick firmly to prevent it bending and massage his asshole with
the end. He said, ‘Now’ and I pushed the huge end just inside. He gradually
eased himself onto the dick and I felt the muscles of his sphincter giving way
fraction by fraction as the dick was swallowed. Once passed his ring, his ass
suddenly eased and the whole dick was engulfed. He held my hips with his hands
and this
gave
him the confidence to relax. This boy is crazy for dick. I explored the depth
and width of his rectum and there was suddenly no resistance. My soldier said,
‘Now fuck me as hard as you can’ and at last I had the satisfaction of banging
his magnificent buttocks. 


He wanted to change
position so I stood on the floor and he brought his ass to the edge of the bed.
This was not as perfect as we envisaged, my legs are too long and I am not as
agile or as strong as I use to be, so I turned him over on to his back and
pulling his legs up around my head I drew his body onto my thighs until the
dick was directly in line with his ass. From this position, I could hammer his
prostate with short fast stabs. This made him open his mouth wide and he made
choking noises as he started to masturbate. He seemed to want more dicks
because his hands reached for my ass, so I pushed his legs over his ears and by
changing the angle of the dick I achieved full penetration. My soldier
masturbated while gripping me tight, with his legs. There was a smell of shit,
I had penetrated too far and he ejaculated all over his face. Thank God for
Plastic dicks. 


The soldier then told
me that he had left the army and he had no money. The thought, ‘You should pay
me’ did cross my mind when he asked for fifty euros. Lying I said, ‘I must go
to the bank’ and we arranged to meet at Novak’s in one hour. I told Novak about
my soldier and he couldn’t wait to see him. My soldier arrived on time and in
typical macho style, he stood opposite Novak, legs apart, hands on hips
smiling, his eyes confident, he said ‘Hey, he’s good.’ My soldier mentioned
some story about repairing my piano, as I handed over the fifty euros. I walked
with him but he was not happy. I said, ‘If you pay me back we can continue our
arrangement’ he said, ‘don’t walked with me’ and we parted. Novak looked at me
shaking his head, as he said, ‘You sure he’s gay’--- ‘No, but he’s crazy for a
dick up his ass.’--- ‘He doesn’t look gay’--- ‘No, they don’t.’ 


 


September 5,
2010: 


I am back in Greece. I
arrived in the middle of the night. Nashwan full of sleep let me in and put his
arms around my neck holding me tight, as his body molding to mine. His back
must have recovered because he slept in my bed.  My next visit home will
probably be my last, but I say this every time and then something crops up. The
keystone of so many people’s lives has gone with the installation of my
sister-in-law, in my former home. 


I saw Durham Cathedral
from the train, I should have got off and visited it, but it was early morning
and too soon for making decisions; I had little motivation, judgment or
purpose. I was welcomed and we chatted like a family. A meal had been prepared
and I gave my sister-in-law a very beautiful wind chime for the house. It was
made from perfect slices of blue agate and she hung it in a tree at the end of
a garden. I am not sure if she was making a point or just being ignorant. We
discussed our future and I agreed to accept full responsibility for the amassed
possessions hoarded over 83 years of family occupation. The entire contents of
the attic had been piled up in one half, awaiting my attention. 


I mentioned bringing
one precious Islamic bowel to Greece to sell. The veneer of brotherly concern
vanished instantly “Hang on a minute, I will have to check this with Shirley”
and, it was established that the bowel was mine. The following morning, I found
the bowel in my end of the house. 


The appearance of
family unity did not last. I knew it had come to an end when Shirley confronted
me with this demand, “Would you please take all your rubbish and those moldy
carpets out of my attic and put them all in your room.” The task ahead of me
was immense, but to fill the only beautiful room left in the house was a
spiteful and vindictive act. I assured her that I would start sorting and
burning the following day. I was then warned by my brother not to make any mess
in Shirley house. I told my brother I could not do the job without help and I
had no intention of piling rubbish in the only room in the house that is still
tolerable, and I left to visit Stuart for a few days. I needed preparation for
the task ahead of me. Obliterating my family’s history is no small matter and I
needed Stuart’s support. 


Being with Stuart
revived my sense of belonging, continuity and the memory of shared history
returned. On my return, I started organizing and empting the attic with my
brother’s help when Shirley was out of the house. All the accumulation of
materials collected over a life time had no future. My days of antique
restoration and upholstery were over. Precious bags of irreplaceable curled
horse hair for stuffing antique seat furniture and my mother’s collections of
genuine Ida-down for filling sumptuous cushions were burned. Antique fabrics
rescued and saved to cover period chairs had no future and were burned. I
burned all my paintings and drawings including the collections of drawings made
on LSD in Morocco. I spent a whole week burning treasures stored for future
use. 


During one burning
afternoon, I confronted my brother with these words, ‘Brother, there seems to
be a situation and it seems to involve me. If this is the case I will call in a
firm of Auctioneers and they can take the lot.’ My brother suggested that I
could put my furniture into store and I replied, ‘I am contacting Bonham’s.’ He
looked very relieved but also hurt and, I detected a history of resentment now
fueled by Shirley’s constant demands concerning me. But, I also know that they
had expected to inherit my entire collection of Art and antiques. I recall that
I once sold a Dutch chest of draws with two matching chairs for 12,000£ and was
told that I must consult them first, next time. That was before antiques lost
their value. I wish I had sold the lot then, but antiques losing value was
unthinkable.


My brother mentioned
our mother only once, his words were, and “That woman has a lot to answer for.”
Perhaps in Shirley he has found the conventional mother that he always craved.
The house is now tidy and Shirley can be guaranteed to always be well dressed
and say nothing of significance. At last he has achieved the acceptability of
mediocrity. The house is no longer a home but a reception area. Oddly their
bedroom is disgusting, the bed unmade and dresses and shoes piled every surface.
Why are people always wrong? 


My collection of old
roses seems to be vanishing because my brother doesn’t like anything with
thorns. Several rare trees have disappeared because I treasured them. I offered
to help classify the garden because my brother can’t tell weeds or self-setting
ash trees from ones that need nurturing, but Shirley forbad my intervention. I
spent my time obliterating our family history. As Stuart once remarked, “They
haven’t given you time to grieve.” 


I spent a lot of time
with one friend who is over 90; she is my only link with the past. For some
reason the few items I sold her over the years make her home feel more like my
own history. She is a Parson’s daughter who married a policeman now long dead.
Her son is something very important in London, his wife is Indian. I suspect
her son could be gay though I have no basis for this assumption. My friend
insists on being called Paddy, because she likes to think that she belongs to
the class that has a ‘nick name’ dating from the nursery. Paddy loves antiques
and we often went to auctions together and her house is a total delight. 


Paddy has always loved
Orchards End; it is her favorite house. I told Shirley in passing that Paddy Loved
Orchards end and would have bought it if she could. Shirley reply revealed how
she feels ‘I can’t imagine why. It’s too close to the road.’ Feeling superior,
I replied ‘Actually the house was here first, it’s the road that’s too close to
the house.’ Paddy’s son has just bought a farm house in Devon with fifty-five
acres of land. I will give him the Donegal carpets. He has visions of being the
country gentleman and shooting pigeons at weekends. His children are very
beautiful and clever; they always went to private schools. I first met Paddy
because a teaching colleague lived next door. Paddy had been hoping to make our
acquaintance for many years. 


During this visit
Paddy told me that, when we first met and started going to auctions together
one of her neighbors said to her, “I know who you are seeing, you should have
seen his mother when she was young. She used to walk her dogs and all the
fellows use to look out for her”. He added, “My word she was a stunner.”


 Paddy fluted ‘he
never forgot your mum.’ That must have been between the years 1932 to 1937. She
borrowed neighbor’s dogs and walked for miles. Paddy then confirmed ‘She was so
beautiful, wasn’t she?’


 These were the years
of national strikes, no work and her platonic relationships. Mother loved
extremes of weather and would have glowed, battling against the wind, her color
high, her hair flying. I have seen that look of ecstatic bliss on a few
occasions.


 


September 7,
2010:



Nashwan has told me
that I can write about the illegal immigrants if I want to. He insists that he
loves me and I find it very easy to return the sentiment. If I could make him
my partner he could then be legal. This is not possible in Greece because the
church is still part of the state. Also, it would have to be secret because in
Islam marriage between men is strictly forbidden. He told me that, ‘If anybody
at home thought I was gay, I would kill myself Sebastian.’ Nashwan often
threatens to kill himself, but not in the western manner as a cry for
attention. His threat seems very eastern, as if life is transient and death is
only door closing. I get the feeling that life is cheap and death an
ever-present reality. He has no concept that beyond death there is nothing. 


Nashwan wants to cook
for me. He explained to me when he was growing up food was so scarce, they only
had a bowl of rice or lentils to eat. I find his food too bland but he finds my
food too rich. The problem is that he eats too fast and too much and then goes
to sleep. His beer intake will not help; he drinks before eating and then
throws up one hour later.


 


September 9,
2010:



I have met a Pakistani
boy in the park. He spends all day alone listening to his music. The Gardner
first drew my attention to him, he said, ‘don’t go with him he doesn’t use
condom, he doesn’t kiss and he hurt me, he made my ass bleed.’ The Gardner also
told me how he first met the Paki boy, ‘I came early and he was sleeping on the
wall, I thought ‘ah, what a beautiful boy.’ He is very beautiful, tall and thin
with a marvelous face and a magnificent aquiline noise. Sometimes he looks at
me sideways, his eyes are very dark. 


Keith brought the Paki
to Novak late one night. He walked respectfully behind Keith and he is very
polite. I whispered to Keith, ‘Your friend is very beautiful’--- ‘Yes I know.
Do you know anything about him?’---‘Yes, he’s a rent boy and he fucks without a
condom.’ He walked to Keith’s hotel but declined his invitation and promised,
“Perhaps next Time.” 


The following morning,
I spoke to the Paki boy. I have seen him accompanying respectable tourists on
several occasions. Savas told me that ‘He is educated and wouldn’t know the
first thing about renting.’ I asked the Paki if he is a rent boy and gay, he
answered, in the most educated English, ‘I am not gay’ his shoes are cheap and
very warn, his trousers are loose and in need of a wash. I can clearly see the
size of his dick through his trousers he doesn’t wear underpants. I told him
about the dangers of Aids and that he must always use a condom if he fucks. I
offered him money and he refused, so I said, ‘Its ok you can pay me back’ and
he accepted the price of a gyros. 


Keith later told me
that he works for fifteen euros a day washing vegetables, he sleeps in a hotel
after they close for the night and he washes every morning in a Turkish
cemetery. I join him every morning after he finishes work and give him some
money to buy us a Gyro and we laugh about Greeks. His English is very slow and
his voice soft and beautiful but conversation is hard work, unlike Nashwan. He
told me that every time he asks a Greek if they have any work they all say
‘Sorry there is no work, but do you want sex’ he spends all day and half the
night in the gay park. I asked about the Gardner and he said, ‘He offered me
fifty euros for fucking, but I am not gay.’ 


My relationship with
Novak is reaching a crisis point. Every time I speak he looks away, especially
if girls are passing and then says, ‘Sorry, what did you say?’ or he interrupts
me continually. So, I told him, ‘I do not speak very often and if I do I hope
it is because I have something to say, and I expect people to pay attention’
but he never stops talking long enough to hold a conversation. His pet hate is,
the British Empire. I am the first to criticize it, but I would appreciate a
discussion if it is supposed to be a conversation. He is beginning to make me
ill.


 


September 10,
2010: 


The Paki boy calls
himself Sultan, but first he told me that his name was Ali. I took him to the
Hamam because I want to know exactly what I am letting myself in for. It took
me a long time to persuade him to join me. His excuse was always, ‘But I’m
clean.’ Eventually I gave him no choice and he reluctantly followed me. We
arrived rather late, and the baths were full of old homosexuals. In the changing
rooms, after a moment’s hesitation, he pushed his trousers and underpants down
as one, and stood naked in front of me. His dick seems to be in a permanent
state of semi-erection. He is clean but his feet smell terribly and he needs a
home. He was not very happy and knowing Muslims reluctance to appear naked in
public, I quickly handed him a towel to cover himself and he followed me into
the baths. 


We went directly into
the hot room; it was crowded but we sat down. I caught his eye and eliciting a
node from him we left. We communicate with ease. In the cool room, I washed his
back and then I lay on the floor. He was not very happy but gave my back a
rudimentary scrub. To ease his embarrassment, I said, ‘Thank you, I needed
that’. I then asked him if he wanted a scrub and, he lay on the floor
willingly. His dick promptly began to engorge, so while soaping him all over I
whispered ‘Your dicks coming up.’ I avoided anything that could be construed as
more than friendship between a responsible man and a boy looking for
friendships and security. 


We sat together, he is
very beautiful, smooth, brown, long legged, and broad shouldered, and he has a
beautiful ass. His hips look a bit wide for my taste but this is probably
because his waist is so narrow. He suddenly began to relax and we sat smiling,
probably about his dick, or probably his relief at finding there were no
expectations. Then it was time to leave but he promptly lay on the floor and
closed his eyes. I don’t know if it was trust or an open invitation, so I ran
my hands over his body, close to his dick and the inside of his thighs. I
whispered, ‘Your dicks coming up again’ he smiled, and I put the steel bowel
over it and his smile widened. We had established a degree of trust and
understanding. We left and outside he asked, ‘are you going home?’ I answered
‘Yes’ and he replied, ‘Can I come?’--- ‘Not this time I have a boyfriend, I
will see you tomorrow morning in the park’.


 


September 11,
2010: 


This morning, I
visited the British consulate to ask about the possibility of travelling with
Sultan and was told I can take him anywhere on visas. I was given a website for
visas.


 


September 13,
2010: 


To the best of my
knowledge, I have just sent John the Greek to jail for ten months. It was his
appeal against the court’s verdict that he should spend eight months in jail
for the deformation of my character. I was afraid that he would contrive
devious proof for the court to prove that I am a famous pedophile (as he had
claimed in his defense case for tricking me out of 60,000 GBP). 


John had contrived
nothing for his appeal, but merely claimed that the judges had not paid proper
attention to the documents that he had presented at the original trial. The
judge, a woman, checked with me if there was any basis for his accusation. I
replied, ‘No, and I can prove it because I retired from teaching with my
pension.’ I asked Panni to explain, I don’t know if she did or if the
significance of having a pension was fully understood. 


John told the court
that I had admitted to him that I had sex with my pupils. The judge then told
John “The documents pertaining to the loan have nothing to do with this case
and if I could send you to jail for longer I would, but ten months is the
maximum.” Outside there was a political demonstration and it was difficult to
hear anything. Panni was superb and nothing escaped her attention. The edge of
hysteria in her voice always heightens the significance and urgency of her
translations and the political demonstration outside added tension to the drama
of the whole proceedings, because everybody had to shout.


 


September 14,
2010:



Nashwan is arranging a
flight to Milan for a Syrian rent boy. Nashwan claims, he was the one who
introduced him to the profession of ‘fucking the Poustis’.’ He is a short
sturdy boy with a beaky nose and his browse meet in the middle. The passport is
Romanian. The Syrian has a collection of expensive mobiles stolen by the black
boys and bought by the Muslims to use as currency in Europe. He has a lot of
money and Nashwan told me, ‘From fucking the Gays Sebastian.’ Nashwan also told
me ‘If you want he will fuck you.’ Nashwan also wanted me to look at his dick
and the Syrian boy looked more than willing. 


Nashwan sees his two
Pilipino boys every ten days. They telephone him quite often. He is always
telling me how beautiful they are for fucking ‘They have no hair on their asses
Sebastian and they very clean.’ He has tried to bring them home but they don’t
want to meet me. 


Nashwan asked me the
meaning of the word ‘bastard’ and my answer surprised him. So, I asked, ‘what
do you call them in Iraq’ and he told me, ‘Sebastian there are no bastards in
Iraq’ so I asked why and the answer, surprised me, ‘we kill them.’ Seeing my
dismay, he explained ‘The girls would rather be dead than bring shame on their
family. They would kill themselves anyway.’


 


September 15,
2010: 


Today I took Sultan to
the Hamam again. As soon as the room emptied without being asked, he stretched
out on the warm marble floor on his stomach. I took my time soaping and
massaging his whole body and, he moved his legs apart. I could see the very
thick base of his erection. I ran my hands up the inside of his thighs and he
lifted his ass so I could massage between his legs and his groin from behind. I
avoided anything invasive and concentrated on his ass, hips and groin. His ass
rose higher, as if by instinct so I soaped his anus, balls and dick. To avoid
sexual arousal, I said, ‘It’s my turn now’ and stretched out the floor. He used
the rough side of a pan scrubber over my entire body. I warned him not to press
on or scrub in one place. He respectfully avoided my ass and my dick. We rinsed
one another down and it was time to leave. 


On our way, we passed
Angelina’s shop. She was devoid of make-up apart from scarlet lips outlined
with eyebrow pencil and she looked unusually haggard. The Greek debt crisis
seems to be upsetting her. She believes the world owes Greece a debt for
introducing civilization and said, “They should pay us.” She then went on to
say “Germany should continue to compensate Greece for the last war.” She then
went on to suggest that Europe should pay Greece to maintain its ‘laid-back’
life style, because it is a tradition’. I gather that Greece cheated to get
into the European Union, to qualify for joining the E.U they borrowed a vast
sum of money from Russia. That was one debt they honored. From what I
understand of Greeks, they have no concept of ever paying a debt and corruption
is normal, in fact it is the only way to survive. 


 If I don’t agree with
someone’s point of view, I like to find some common ground for discussion. So,
in answer to Angelina’s comment Greece inventing civilization, I said, ‘You
have a point, I must admit that when Greece was establishing the first
intellectual civilization, we primitive British were running around painted
blue.’ Angelina thought I had misunderstood her and was trying to change the
subject or just being obtuse. Angelina was in awe of Sultan; she couldn’t take
her eyes off him and we made our escape. She is getting tedious and stupid, as
well as old. I have am realizing that Greeks have no concept of responsibility,
concerning money.


 


September 18,
2010: 


I have received a
second court order for the non-payment of the service charge for my apartment.
The law firm who is also the debt collectors assured me that they would pass on
my address to the company handling the service arrangements. While in England, I
tried to check that the company had been informed of my Greek address, but it
was impossible to find them. I paid the debt plus interest and all charges. I
informed the debt collectors that I intended contacting a solicitor in England.



Nashwan has a new
mobile and the Syrian boy’s belongings. On his new mobile he showed me a party
of eastern boys roasting a lamb and dancing. They were very drunk and danced
holding hands in a line. It was a bacchanalian orgy of uninhibited beaky boys
with flashing eyes and a huge capacity for harmless fun and joy, so different
to western drunks.


 


September 19,
2010: 


Sultan told me that
last night he stayed in the park very late and he saw six men fucking in a line
and an Albanian boy sucking a man’s ass for half an hour before fucking him for
two hours.


 


September 29,
2010:



Nashwan is very
unhappy. He spent twenty-five euros on beer yesterday and got so drunk he
failed to come home. I couldn’t reach him by cell phone or SMS but I needed his
key to get into the house. So, I went and found him in a bar. I tried
everything to gain his attention but he was beyond reach, so I went into the
bar and said, ‘give me your key’ and deliberately talked to the man next to him
in case anybody thought we were acquainted. Nashwan is refusing to acknowledge
me in the street in case people think he is a ‘Pousti Gay.’ 


Nashwan came home
later very angry. He shouted, ‘I have ten mobiles and you come and find me in a
bar’ and he threw all ten mobiles on to his bed. When angry and making a demonstration,
he seems to avoid damaging anything. Nashwan told me the reason for his anguish
‘In that bar one asked me if I have gone over to the other side’ then he
searched for his knife so he could go and defend his manly honor. He took a
kitchen knife to slash the perpetrator of his humiliation. He returned in
silence and after half an hour went to bed. I heard a little voice say ‘I love
you Sebastian but no more sex. I am not Pousti.’


 


September 30,
2010: 


Winter is coming and
the nights are getting cooler. Sultan has asked to come and live with me,
Nashwan wants to leave and I must return to England soon. Of my two boyfriends,
Sultan is preferable but Nashwan and I have a very enjoyable relationship with
easy communication. I can tell Nashwan that I love him but I feel I could never
say the same to Sultan. I do not understand what this means, but I do know that
I could spend my life with Sultan even without easy communication. When I visit
England, I must give Nashwan an allowance of ten euros a day so I can afford to
give him six hundred euros to leave thus solving two problems.


 


October 5, 2010:


Nashwan is leaving but
he changes his mind completely many times a day. We have come to an agreement
that if he leaves for Italy with six hundred euros and fails to establish a
life, he will return to Iraq. My heart aches for Nashwan not Sultan. I find it
difficult to understand my fascination and devotion to this boy but I know it
will be a relief when he’s gone. For nearly one year I have lived with the daily
confusion of my life with Nashwan. I watch him with fascination and I suffered
every time he was late. His life of prostitution, alcohol and illegal
immigration was an endless source of concern. His confusion and constant denial
of his sexuality did little to help me enjoy a brief period of sexual bliss
before I die. Though happy I felt and looked stressed. 


The Syrian rent boy
left with all his mobiles for the airport, (the black boy’s steel them and the
Paki’s buy them to use as currency) he was booked on a flight for Rome but on
the information panel it said the flight was for Milan. Nashwan cannot be seen
on the airport. The Syrian boy saw many police, lost his nerve and did not take
his flight. 


Savas asked me if
Sultan drinks, I said, “Not to my knowledge” and Savas said, “He’s a good
choice.” Nashwan wants to go to Switzerland from Italy. This is not a wise
choice, but he wants to return to Switzerland. I asked Sultan if he wants to be
my boyfriend and I asked if he could cook, clean and did he want ‘to sleep in
my bed?’ He looked doubtful about the cooking and told me that it would be my
decision where he sleeps. ‘What about sex?’ I asked, and he replied,
‘Sometimes.’ 


Today I met a group of
immigrants from North Africa. They were very upset and Nashwan told me in
secret, ‘The agency has no money because the brother lost two thousand euros in
the Casino.’ Nashwan could do nothing for them and I think they are trapped on
the Island. 
















 


               
SHAHZAD, A PAKISTANI WHO WANTS TO BE A MODEL                                                                                                             



 


October: 7.
2010.


                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                           Nashwan
left today and Sultan is arrived tonight, I have made a bed on the floor for
him using a mattress this time. It has been a very expensive month with Nashwan
leaving; Panni borrowed five hundred Euros and will pay it off in court
appearances and translations. Sultan came with his bag. He has
some money and he sleeps fully clothed. I am missing Nashwan’s lively
interaction; he was intelligent with eager eyes and an open smile. His
spontaneous gestures of affection pleased me and I miss his muffled ‘I love you
Sebastian’ from under his covers as he fell asleep. He had a childish
self-assurance that I found rare and appealing.


 


October 8, 2010:



Today I took Sultan to
the Hamam after a disastrous haircut. His hair is as strong and coarse as steel
wool. I spent a leisurely time soaping and massaging him and he relaxed because
the Hamam was empty. He is submissive, he liked his ass being massaged more
than his dick and he was happy. I am happy allowing Sultan to discover his own
sexuality because we have a long time ahead of us. His hands and feet are long
and slender, Sultan is the epitome of aristocratic breeding and I detect
nothing of his village origins. We have very little to talk about; him being
shy but we have an easy bond of understanding and trust. There was little evidence
of sexual arousal and I was moved by his beauty and dignity.


 


October 9, 2010:



Sultan has gone to try
and get the fifty euros owed, for washing vegetables. We sit or walk together
and he imitates everybody we pass; he is particularly fond of the American ‘Oh
my Gaaad.’ and the Greek ‘tee ka ness.’ We discuss good looking boys and he
wants me to do the cooking. Any mention of food makes his eyes light up and he
says ‘tasty’ it seems to be his favorite word. My landlord had a shock this
morning, yesterday I had breakfast with a small Kurdish boy and today I shared
my breakfast with a tall slender very handsome, in the Bollywood style, Paki
boy. It will be a relief cooking for Sultan because I can exercise my cooking
skills but I am upset about my lack of insight. Why didn’t I find a way to
nourish and fill Nashwan, without making him throw up?


 


October 11,
2010: 


Sultan cleans the
house, washes the pots and he set about washing his cloths and mine. I bought
him some new trainers and socks. I find these eastern boys are very capable and
domesticated, also polite and considerate. It intrigues me that, they are from
a culture where male and female roles are supposedly distinct, but these boys
seem to find housework normal. In the west, we have supposedly stopped thinking
in stereotypes, but some female activities are still taboo for men. In my
childhood, the taboo was total and absolute. If a man did anything in a house
normally done by women, it was viewed as a declaration of gender confusion and
a preference.


 


October 12,
2010:



Nashwan needed more
money. He claimed that he had to buy a false visa for Greece, giving him the
right to travel in Europe for holidays. The visa cost him two hundred and fifty
euros and he also had to buy a return flight to Rome that cost him three hundred
and fifty euros. He asked me for two hundred so I sent two hundred and fifty. 


Sultan is interesting;
he was sent to Europe to avoid going to jail in Pakistan for six months. One
cousin was jailed for six years. Shahzad’s grandfather died without making a
will and there is a family feud over land. So far three cousins and one brother
have been shot dead. At home Sultan is not allowed to leave his house
unaccompanied. Sultan is hoping to become a male model. He is remarkable but
unfortunately he has Indian legs, too thin and bowed. He was laughing and I
notice that he has full set of thirty-two perfect teeth with plenty of space.
This is the origin of his beauty, unlike Europeans he has a fully develop jaw
to complement his excellent cheeks bones, level browse, fine nose and full
lips. Sultan told me a very curious, even amusing story, “A woman threw the
Quran on a fire, probably accidently, but she promptly turned into a monkey.” I
am not sure if this is supposed to prove or disprove Darwin’s theory of evolution,
but it made sense to him.


 


October 13,
2010:



Nashwan is now on his
way to Switzerland. He says that he has no money left. Sultan likes making love
but only when it involves his ass, having his dick sucked seems to worry him.
One day, we were alone in the Hamam for two hours. He was very relaxed and
likes me to caress his ass with my soapy body. I knelt above him, one knee each
side of his body and for the first time picked his ass up and licked his anus,
biting his ass while holding his dick and balls and he had a very powerful
orgasm. He gripped his dick hard preventing ejaculation. He likes me to pretend
I am fucking him, but my dick remains indifferent. 


Last night, I saw a
very good Greek film; I was surprised, because I had no idea that there was
such a thing. It was in black and white, very sensitively done and fortunately
it had English subtitles. The film caught something of the politics and power
games involved in gay relationships.  A professional respectable man from the
town loved a slouching country boy, dressed in jeans and leather. The country
boy was curious about playing games involving cross dressing, because he
claimed to be straight. The urban man once applied lipstick and asked, “Does
this help.” The country boy was macho but totally passive, surly and arrogant
until it came to the act of penetration only then did he become active and
demanding. He also became very demanding when he wanted money. The urban man
loved him and spent all his money. “Love costs in more ways than money” he once
remarked. 


I missed a lot of the
film because I was cooking, but the outcome seemed to be that the county boy
was no better off and his urbane friend got an empty bank account, plus a
broken heart. Love should be of mutual benefit but this film seemed to touch a
fundamental truth regarding some homosexual relationships. 


Novak has gone and I
am relieved. Novak, Alexander, Nijinsky and I, all have the same birth sign and
we are born with in a few days of each other. He is my soul mate but still
irritating and seems to think that I need entertaining. His latest game was to
tell stories calling us conk and trunk, referring to my nose and his dick and
it became very tiresome. His constant farting is supposed to symbolize our
intimate bond but it has the opposite effect. Catherine’s grandmother once told
her “You don’t know a man until you can fart in his company.” I am sure that
this is a fundamental truth but the horse must precede the cart, farting will
not instigate an intimate relationship. Sultan has a touch of cystitis but he
assures me that he has not being fucking. 


 


October 15,
2010:



Sultan has recovered
overnight from his cystitis, after one pill. We have just made love in the
Hamam. He picked his legs up and wrapped them tightly around my body and he
became very aroused. Holding me tightly with his arms and legs he presses his
face to mine as I caressed his anus with soapy fingers. He grabbed hold of my
dick and then had an immediate orgasm. Once again he squeezed his dick so
tightly he prevented ejaculation. He believes that if he ejaculates he will
lose his energy and the power to make love to his wife when he eventually
marries. He told me, “last night one man put his hand on my ass and asked me,
how much? I nearly hit him.”  Like Nashwan, there seems to be a lot of
ignorance and denial.


 


October 16,
2010:



Nashwan has arrived in
Belgium. I got an SMS ‘Please call me.’ and I got another SMS ‘Sebastian
Belgium is shit, there is no God.’ and later I got an SMS ‘Please send ticket.’
So, I sent a message, ‘Nashwan you have no future in Europe, go home.’ 


Tonight, Sultan forced
his anus onto my fingers. His happiest position is lying on his back, his ass
resting on my thighs near my dick and his legs around my body. In this
position, he lies with his eyes closed and his lips parted as I caress his
face, body and thighs. He is now letting me caress his dick and balls. To
finish, he turns over and offers his ass to be caressed. I kiss his anus but he
is still unhappy about orgasm.


 


October 18,
2010:



I took Sultan to the
cinema. He has never seen 3D movies. It was a terrible film something about
Piranhas being released from an underground lake after thirty million years.
They had been surviving on cannibalism. I don’t think the mathematics would
work. Sultan likes bad films and we both found it funny. Tonight, we made love
for a long time but Sultan then asked, ‘Please Sebastian, no more sex.’


 


October 19,
2010:



For reasons, I fail to
understand, Ivan (who is now in Sweden) felt that it was his duty to tell Greta
his wife about his affair with Eleni. He was expecting sympathy and
understanding. What he got was a psychotic jealous woman who pursues Eleni
night and day screaming such gems as “Greek whore” and “How dare you borrow my
husband” also details about the shape of Eleni breasts without a bra and how
her cunt works. Apparently, Eleni’s nipples point downwards. 


Ivan asked me to
telephone Eleni in England and advise her, not to answer any telephone calls
from Sweden. The telephone call was a disaster no matter what I said all I got
was ‘How very kind of you to telephone me, how are you Sebastian.’ She didn’t
have a clue what I was trying to tell her. Ivan once told Eleni to avoid
passing a certain coffee bar frequented by Greta, but Eleni made a point of
passing that coffee bar. That’s when Greta started following Eleni shouting
abuse. Eleni is obviously stupid. 


Nashwan has arrived in
Sweden. He has found relatives but they are out of work and he cannot stay. He
plans to find his way to Norway and even Iceland. He still believes that
England would be a possibility and the answer to all his dreams.


 


October 22,
2010:



I have asked Sultan if
he had ever had blood in his urine before. He said, ‘Not since I was thirteen
and fucking the girls.’ I told Sultan, ‘If you find a boy that you like, you
can bring him home, it is safer and you can relax and use a condom.’ Tonight, I
sucked Sultan dick while massaging his prostate and he held me very tight and
had an easy orgasm. He was relaxed and happy about it. One night I said, ‘I
don’t suppose you feel like sex’ his eyes shining, he said, ‘Yes, I do’ and
climbed into my bed. He seems to want sex about every three days and he is more
eager, if I don’t ask.


 


October 23,
2010: 


Sultan stays in bed
late; he makes very few demands and is aware of my sensitivity regarding beat
music. He walks miles every night and visits the park. Now that he has the
security of a home he enjoys exploring the west, he is not looking for anything
specific because he is a young man driven by curiosity and unspecified needs. I
know. I spent my life in pursuit of unspecified needs.


 In London as a young
man I preferred the anonymity of Oxford Circus to the Coleherne (a famous gay
bar). I was in search of a chance encounter not the specific purpose of seeking
sex in a gay bar. The Coleherne was frequented by the Guards. Those men chosen
for their appearance went to the Coleherne for uncomplicated sex and they got a
tip. I never met a member of the Guards, it would have been very much to my taste
but to them I was just another young man and they wanted the services of an
older expert, preferably with money. Only now do I begin to understand the so
called ‘Gay scene.’ I find it strange that my straight friends like Henry
understood these scenarios. 


Sultan reminds me of
Sylvan, both obliging and beautiful and they like to say ‘Yes’ to everybody.
They both have a quality of waiting for life to unfold, as if the answer to
their future is in the hands of other people. They seem to have few needs or
expectations of their own. I checked Claire’s library because she has a lot of
books about sex and astrology. Sultan’s birthday is March and that makes him
Pisces the same as Sylvan. I checked one book called, ‘Sextrology.’ It
explained my mother more accurate than any other book. It says that Sylvan and
Sultan have a plan for life but are happy to wait for it to come to them. They
happily leave their fate in other people’s hands and their plans materialized. 


I don’t believe in
astrology, especially regarding the future, but I am disturbed by how accurate
the assessments are regarding personality. But why not, the stuff we are made
of was manufactured in the hearts of stars and the whole universe is subject to
gravity. We are the children of the universe.


 


October 24,
2010: 


I sent Jussi an SMS
asking about Nashwan going to Finland and he messaged me, ‘It is not easy and
it depends on his papers.’ I was hoping for an invitation but he added, ‘We
talk tomorrow’ I guessed he must be arriving on the island but I have heard
nothing from him.


November 2,
2010: 


During the week Sultan
put twenty euros into my draw where I keep the change. I remember he looked
quite pleased with himself. In conversation Sultan was telling me about a
teacher from Finland. He told me that he met a teacher in the park who liked
his dick and wanted to be fucked, but he only had twenty euros. Sultan told
him, “Give me the money and go and wait down there.” It seems that Sultan kept
the money and came home. I asked about the teacher and he said, he was of
mid-height, mid-fifties and handsome. ‘Was he called Jussi?’ I asked ‘Yes I
think so.’ 


 Jussi must be on the
Island but not finding Novak has not bothered to contact me. I find this very
upsetting because if I had such a thing as an astral twin it would be Jussi.
But now I have the answer to something I have always known. Jussi makes no
secret of being in love with Novak and he has occasionally dropped hints about,
“Having needs.” I know that Nice Niko knows Jussi. It is now very clear that
Jussi comes to the island to get fucked by young Greeks.


 Jussi is a happily
married man with a house full of his own and adopted children. He owns a farm
and lots of Reindeers and once adopted a Gypsy. He is very nicely put together,
sensitive, aware, loves music and is a gifted and caring teacher. He has an
adopted boy called Billy who he brings to the island. Jussi also invites Greeks
home for the winter. I am hurt that he could not be bothered to find me; he is
the only person I have ever met who resemblance me; a gay teacher. 


 


November 3,
2010:



I was writing in the
park when a large black man joined me and got his dick out. I realized that I
know him. We first met many years ago on a bus returning from the gay beach. He
saw me and made room on his seat. He was slim, tall and very handsome. He spent
the whole journey pressing his leg against mine, indicating his huge erection.
When he got off, I followed. He did not acknowledge my presence until well
inside the park. Standing behind some bushes he held his erection through his
jeans smiling into my eyes and made a gesture for money with his fingers. I
smiled, shaking my head regretfully and said, ‘Sorry I don’t pay for sex.’ 


The next time we met
was in the Hamam, he was much heavier and I didn’t recognize him. We had very
easy and successful sex. Today I realize that I know him when he wanted me to
suck his nipples and hold his dick as in the Hamam. We parted friends and he
asked for one euro towards his bus fare. Savas has mentioned a black rent man who
is extremely good at his job and has many regular clients. He is also married,
Savas tells me, adding, “Once a month the rent boys take a Viagra and do their
duty by their wives.” His dick reminded me of very good upholstery, firm,
resilient and perfectly covered. Black dicks like some Greek dicks seem to have
an outer resilient layer over a rigid core. 


November can be very
beautiful, the first rains bring an early spring, it is still warm and the
autumn sun floods the world with a golden pearly light. Sultan cleaned the
house today; he spends all his time listening to Indian and Western pop on his
earphones. He likes to watch Indian films; that bore me rigid and I have asked
him to watch them during the day only. I have made him sit through some good films
and he politely obliged me. Some are understandable to him but I find English
films are very dependent on dialogue. American films are comprehensible
regardless of merit or dialogue and Indian films are indistinguishable from one
another. 


He likes action movies
but only if they are good. In Indian films, I get the impression that every
part is played by one of three actors, the beautiful heroine, the middle age
hero and the fat Aunty. All the films have the same story and are tolerable
until they try to be funny or start dancing; unfortunately, this is most of the
time. In rural India, such films must be an essential alternative reality. The
fact that they are beautiful and predictable is essential. We had a similar
situation in the nineteen thirties and forties from Hollywood. 


Sultan tells me that
he once fucked Manole; he indicated the size of his dick so it is probably true
and he got paid. I am happy with Sultan and I don’t seem to be jealous but only
concerned for his health. We seem to be happy exploring one another’s needs and
the object seems to be, to make one anther happy. I have few sexual needs and
Sultan is recognizing his own restrictions and fears. Christianity induces
guilt but I have the feeling that Islam induces fear. But the inhibitions are
social not sexual. Sultan has few reservations or inhibitions once sexually
aroused. The fact that all his needs are passive even female does not seem to
bother him. He is saving his dick for his wife.


 


November 20,
2010:  


Last night, I saw on television
some films about Paris dating from the early 20th century. How I love
that era but of course at my age it comes under the heading, nostalgia. I
recall the phrase “Nostalgia is not what it used to be” how very true. It is
inconceivable to me that anything from the 1950s onwards will ever be
nostalgic. Paris looked wonderful but Mistinguett looked
like a French housewife in feathers. The young Maurice Chevalier always looked
and sounded like a bad English comedian taking the piss out of the French.
Josephine Baker was astonishing. I once saw her on television in the 1950s. I
believe that only Paris could have given her the opportunity and assurance to
be herself. The French are a very conservative race but there is a tradition of
abandon in their night’s clubs, dating back to the ‘Belle Epoch’ and Toulouse
Lautrec.   


 


November 22,
2010:


              Sultan’s passport
has eventually arrived. We went and asked for it at the DHL office. They had
not informed us of its arrival. His passport proved to be the necessary proof
of his identity to accept it. Without any sign of embarrassment, he showed me
his passport. It showed a young man with a mustache called Shahzad. I must
admit that I approve of a fog of misinformation. When arrested on arrival he
claimed that he was from Burma. I must say that Sultan suits him better, but I
will get use to his real name. 


 If Shahzad wants sex
or love he comes to my bed.  If I ask him to join me the answer is usually ‘No’
but it only needs the slightest excuse for him to slip under my covers. The
question ‘Are you awake?’ is usually enough. He climbs into my bed fully clothed;
I think the pleasure for both of us is uncovering his smooth naked body. He
always has an erection and remains lying face down. 


Last night, he was
very hard and active and by mutual accord I turned over and Shahzad put his
arms round me and with my hand on his ass I pulled him deep inside. ‘Don’t
move’ I whispered, sharing our power and accepted union. His urgency soon eased
and we spent a very long time making love. He likes me to explore his prostate
like a doctor making an extensive examination. 


Shahzad often fucks
me, we don’t use a condom, I wash immediately after, but I know he has not been
fucked and I am confident that his circumcision helps to protect him from
infection. The politics of Shahzad fucking me feels wrong to him because I am
in a position of power and therefor respect, it is his job to offer his ass to
me. Shahzad’s dick is thick and of a good size but has some scar tissue, the
poor little sod’s circumcision probably went septic.


 


November 23,
2010: 


Making love with
Shahzad requires toys. He still wants to play and explore. In France, I saw a
‘But plug’ with a ball at its base. I have seen a small plastic butt plug; I
will make him a toy by attaching it to a plastic ball. Then he can press his
ass against me to his heart’s content. In time Shahzad promises to be a very
satisfactory lover, there is something raw and uncomplicated about his
naïve instincts and curiosity. He is not yet ready to assist me achieve an
erection, but he reaches for my dick every time he feels the need to be
entered. I am relieved not to have to take Viagra on the off chance that he
might need a good fucking. I don’t want to suffer a Viagra headache or
inconvenient erections after the event. 


Shahzad gives me nice
little glimpses of his life in Pakistan. He talks about the boys he loved and
also about smoking Hashish in the buffalo house. It reminds me of my own
childhood and the smell of hay in the cow house and the warm security of their
complacent existence. That world came to a very abrupt end when eighteen cows
were suddenly no longer enough to make a living in England and one hundred cows
became necessary. Hay was superseded by silage and the cows spent the winters
in a covered yard, not a cow house. All the smells of Nostalgia were gone
forever. Hay and warm cows replaced by the smell of shit and silage. The cows
now live in cold dank places where their breath turns to steam and makes a fog
above their shivering bodies. Such is the price of progress. 


Nashwan is now in
Norway. He has a friend and they are going to Oslo to pick up one hundred euros
I have sent. He has a lawyer and an allowance. Norway sounds very expensive and
very cold, but as Nashwan would say ‘democratic’ he is now taken care of by the
state.


 


 


England,
December 10, 2010: 


Before leaving I gave
Shahzad three hundred euros and paid his rent in advance. England is dark, cold
and depressing. We finished clearing the attic passing everything down from the
mezzanine landing to avoid making any dust in Shirley’s house. I can watch
television in the middle room but last night I unfortunately left my jacket on
the floor and there was a scene and tears. There is a new series of ‘Merlin.’ I saw the first series
in Greece. I said to Robert ‘I like Merlin, it reminds me of home’ ‘You mean
like this place’ he said with some disgust. I don’t know if he was referring to
the past or the present. Shirley is still incapable of stacking a dish washer
and my brother must tidy the house and wash the floor before she returns from
work. Pat the decorator still comes once a week to clean but there is nothing
to do, beyond tidying and dusting. 


I recall my brother,
even at the end of mother’s life, telling her that she was a terrible house
keeper and even the farm boy refused to ever take his empty mug to the sink and
he also joined my brother in excluding mother from conversations with the words
“We tell you, on a need to know bases only.” My brother and Shirley still lead
separate lives in this big empty house. He can’t stand her taste in television
programs. It feels very wrong that a house that was always a home is now
unused. I suppose great civilizations have vanished under the wrong leader. Shirley
is still living in denial that a farmhouse is a place of work but like Marie
Antoinette; she has started to play the rustic life. She is keeping chickens,
but finds the eggs an imposition.


 


Greece December
25, 2010:  


I have returned, it is
Christmas day and we were invited to Penelope’s home for Christmas dinner.
Shahzad wore my Versace jumper; this is the first time it has ever been worn,
it being too expensive and exclusive. The son-in-law asked me, “What did Father
Christmas bring you?” I answered “A pretty Paki”’.


 I almost did not get
back to Greece. A snow storm stopped all traffic, but some trains were managing
to get through. Shirley eventually got me the relevant information from the
internet and my brother took me to the railway station by tractor. A train did
eventually arrive and I got to London. I could not face visiting Susan and her
monologs, so I kept my presence a secret. Once on the train I sent her an SMS
saying ‘Sorry Sue can’t come home, airports in England closed.’ 


Bonham’s are
collecting everything once the roads are clear of snow. I spent every day
packing treasures into boxes. Bonham’s have auction rooms all over the country
and should know where different items are still in demand. The piano is not
going. I sold one small Georgian settee to Paddy’s son for five hundred pounds.
It is an early 20th century copy and the only thing
that excited the valuer. It used to be a long settee and I removed the middle
because short settees are more use and more saleable. I told Peregrine not to
buy it, but he insisted. The cover, which came from Venice, cost 400 hundred
pounds. The settee was once owned by some Princess and it cost me 1200 pounds.


 


January 5, 2011: 


I am writing in the
park. The winter sun is very beautiful; the sky has fleeting clouds and it is
not cold. England is still gripped by snow storms and freezing temperatures.
Last night during an intimate moment I told Shahzad that I loved him but it
felt insincere. Telling Nashwan that I loved him sprang directly from my heart.
Was it his appearance of extreme youth, the shape of his body or the sight of
his dick and ass? It felt genuine, but it obviously meant nothing. I can
happily plan to spend my life with Shahzad but the word love feels awkward and
false. I can see how the emotions of love are deceptive and not necessarily
true or wise. My heart aches for Nashwan and I am very concerned. The
temperature in Norway is now minus 40 degrees I ache for him but still hope
that he does not return.


 


January 10,
2010:



Shahzad seems to be
happy that I am back. He has taken over the cooking but still goes out every
night regardless of the weather. He is obsessed with beautiful boys but does
nothing about it. Yesterday in the Hamam we were suddenly left alone and he
stretched out on the floor with his legs invitingly apart. He is happy leaving
me to explore and pleasure his body. He always moves his legs apart if I am
anywhere near his ass. I soaped him all over then kneeling between his legs I
took my weight on my hands and caressed his ass with my dick and balls. He
spread his legs wider, then panting he pushed his ass up against my genitals
and rotated and squirmed against my swelling dick as I pretended to fuck him.
Suddenly he relaxed and after caressing his body I indicated that he could turn
over. He turned his head towards me and smiling said, ‘Too late, I came’ so, my
friend can orgasm from his ass alone. 


Shahzad does not
comprehend HIV so I insist that he always carries a condom, “If only to keep
the shit off your dick.” He had two fucks in the park while I was in England.
He believes that he is so strong and healthy that it is not possible for him to
catch AIDS. I also suspect that he comes from a culture where it is believed
where facts do not exist unless acknowledge. 


It is raining a lot,
so I visited Claire to borrow some DVDs but she was being particularly loud.
She asked, ‘I hope my book by Kim Katrell is unharmed’ I replied, ‘Shahzad has
not even looked at it’ and she announced ‘I am in no mood for smut.’ Confused, I
remained silent so she continued, ‘This morning Panni insisted that I view the
remains of a squashed cat.’ 


I didn’t get any DVDs
but later when Claire’s house was full of men drinking and talking amongst
themselves, I tried again. Claire was stamping around, shouting at the top of
her voice and clapping her hands for attention. I recall this behavior while
staying some year ago, whenever I became interested in a TV Program. I still
didn’t manage to borrow a DVD.


 


January 12,
2011:



Last night Claire telephoned
me with alarming news from Luke. She said, “It is common knowledge that you
paid Mario 30,000 Greek Drachma for a fuck.” This is probably a ploy to gain my
loyalty. She once told me that a, mutual friend, had told her that he felt, it
was his duty to go to the police and report my activities in the Hamam. I
answered, “I will ask him”, and she said, “No, don’t do that he will know who
told you”, she then continued, “I will speak to him and explain that the rumors
were all about the Greeks, not you.” I pretended gratitude the ‘mutual friend’
was very upset when I asked him about this and disgusted
with Claire’s attempts to cause havoc. 


Today Luke confronted
Claire in front of me on a different matter, he said, ‘I am beginning to
understand why men turn gay. Do you get any shit from your boyfriends?’ I
answered with some show of dismay ‘No’ resisting the urge to say ‘only on my
dick.’ Claire was mouthing and making signs of ‘Ignorant pig’ behind Luke’s
back. I think this situation is because Claire won’t let him lick her ass, I
think he should turn gay if he prefers the ass to the pussy.


Life is becoming
unsure and I think it is time to make a will. I want to ensure some security
for Shahzad and I do not want my sister-in-law to benefit from my life of investment
and personal denial. I can’t see my brother lasting much longer in the
circumstances, so Shirley will inherit everything and end up a very wealthy
woman. She has no dependents to inherit our jointly acquired wealth and animal
welfare will get the lot. My alternative to Shahzad is ‘Green Peace’. I believe
that only the planet is of importance for the survival of mankind, not well
meaning charities saving babies to die of starvation or over population, later.



 


January 15,
2011: 


Shahzad has asked me
for 350 euros to cover his share of family expenses because they are fighting a
court case to be the legal owners of half of his grandfather’s estate. I gather
that Shahzad’s father was a soldier and his brother farmed the land. The court
cases have been going on for years. It occurs to me that court costs must be
extortionate but if Shahzad is my partner I have no choice but to accept the
responsibility of sharing his commitments, true or false. It seems to me to be
a similar situation to my brother and me. I don’t think after my life of
independence that he would be very happy if I tried to claim half his farm
after he had worked without proper wages all his life. The difference being
that my brother only owns the business, he rents the land. 


Shahzad’s parents seem
to be happy for their pretty son to live with an old man and ask for money. I
gather that Shahzad was hopeless at home and his father preferred to pay
somebody to do his work giving the buffalo its grass. I have detected no greed
or dishonesty in Shahzad; he seems to be straight and trustworthy.  He shows
gratitude but only at a healthy level and he is considerate.


 I asked Shahzad why
boys keep leaving the east for Europe at such vast expense and he explained,
‘We can pay seven thousand euros back in ten years.’ He then talked about the
lack of work, lack of future and a deep sense of hopelessness in Pakistan and
he told me that only the Taliban gives boys any sense of hope and purpose. 


I have long held the
opinion that the dilemma of the modern world is a lack of identity and need of
‘a rite of passage’. Identity used to relate to family, religion and work but
in the west, popular culture has eroded such values. People no longer have any
sense of belonging nor seek purpose or understanding. Instead they pursue the
cult of personality and hedonism and, the false values engendered by capitalism
for profit. The message is made very clear “shopping is happiness” and “greed
is good” 


Last night, we watched
one of Claire’s DVDs, the life of Gandhi. Shahzad gradually became very
engrossed; he was over joyed to see a familiar landscape. I don’t know how
Shahzad understood his own history as seen from a British point of view, but he
found Gandhi to be a very holy figure and was amazed and moved by Gandhi’s
impartiality and achievements.


 


January 18,
2011: 


This morning as usual
I sat on Shahzad’s mattress and caressed his sleepy head running my hand down
his lean angular body to his dick that looked huge under the blanket. Shahzad
said, ‘Don’t touch me, ok’ for some reason it was the ‘Ok’ that hurt. Out of
consideration I passed it off as a joke, kissed his forehead and smiling pulled
the cover over his head. I can cope without sex but not the freedom to express
my affection. He still believes that any sex is robbing him of his virility for
marriage. 


I seem to recall that
I had similar fears in my teens and I even discovered the ‘tantric’ method of
preventing ejaculation. Shahzad only seems to be happy about sex after spending
hours in the park or watching ‘Sex and the City’. Love cured me of sexual fears
when I was in the army. Loving Jose freed me from all sense of wasting my
energy and I even questioned the validity of the law against homosexuality. I
never resorted to denial about what is now called, ‘sexual preference.’ Honesty
was always a fundamental part of my psyche.


 


January 19,
2010:



Shahzad is telling me
about the reality of illegal immigration. He once told me about a very
beautiful Afghan boy he found in Athens. The boy had no money and no languages
so Shahzad took him to his agent (I don’t know if he meant Shahzad’s agent or
the boys) and the agent grabbed the boy and pushed him into a room and locked
the door. The agent said, “You pay or we kill you” Shahzad has explained how
the agents are paid by bank transfer on arrival. He went on to tell me that
they beat and even burn boys who have not been paid for. 


Shahzad told me his
own story. His cousin, who is married, was coming to Greece and asked Shahzad
if he wanted to travel with him. Shahzad’s father agreed willingly. It cost
seven thousand euros in dollars. Shahzad had dollars hidden in his cloths. It
was terrible; they travelled across Iran and turkey in relays of cars,
sometimes one in the boot. They had to cross dangerous mountains between Iran
and Turkey on foot, in deep snow and none of them had suitable clothing. To get
into Greece they crossed a river by dingy but the Greek police arrived so the
dingy was scuttled. Only a few boys were saved and Shahzad was pulled from the
river unconscious. They were put in prison for three weeks in Thessaloniki and
the police took all his Jewelry. They also found the American Dollars hidden in
his cloths. On the bus station in Thessaloniki they couldn’t believe that girls
were walking about freely and talking to boys but nobody was “shooting them.”
One boy said “This is the west”’ 


Once in Athens Shahzad
dare not leave his room for three weeks. His cousin found work with
accommodation. Though the wage was low he could send money home. One night on a
bus station Shahzad was grabbed by Pakistanis and imprisoned until his father
sent money but he managed to escape. He worked briefly on an orange farm but
there was no pay, only food and accommodation. He managed to get to the island
of Samos and found work but the Pakistani who offered him a room took all his
wages. He robbed a very drunk Swedish boy on the beach for his return fare to
Athens. 


Shahzad came to this
Island in early September; he was sleeping in the park where the Gardener who
gave him fifty euros for a fuck found him. Shahzad claims that he never sold
sex until he fucked the Gardener. He soon found work here, but the job did not
last long. 


Shahzad’s father knew
the journey would be difficult and even dangerous. I think Shahzad thought that
he was going on holiday but his father probably hoped that it would make him
grow up and give him a chance of a new life. Also, it had to be safer than
home. Without me Shahzad could not have coped during the winter. He is gentle,
devoid of ambition and not streetwise. I think his naivety helped to protect
him. When the police picked him up and ask for documents, he smiled and said “I
don’t have document sir, there is no work” and the police left him alone. In
the Garden, he was threatened at Knife point, Shahzad stood up and said, “Help
yourself, take what you can find, I have nothing” many tourist gave him money
to help. I don’t know how many people he fucked for money but his beauty melts
everybody’s heart, and he has been lucky.


 


January 22,
2011:



Some weeks ago, I
wrote to Mario. Today I got his reply; he has been in jail again.


  


Dear
Sebastiano, old friend and brother, Long time, or only yesterday … but I here
now and with sadness I am writing to you with all my soul. I did know about
Christo and in depression my mind goes to him. Just two days before your letter
came I was thinking about him. All the time I think about my unbelievable crazy
past time and asking myself, ‘who knows when, if ever, I see that Island
again?’ And my mind runs through remembering peoples close to my heart. Like I
watching a mouse and I see so many pictures from my past, about you, about
Christo and the peoples I loved for what they was. I think pure and simple
thoughts and in the deepest silence, I smile. I am sorry if my English is more
closer to German language. Ok Mr. over seventy, I change the music and try to
go to the more cheerful. Here in Italy craziness is keeping us all in a sea of
shit, but nobody knows they swimming. They just complain because the shit is
brown not violet like the Propaganda. Berluscone feels good because him is not
alone in craziness. Me, tomorrow I finish nine months twenty-eight days in jail
time for fighting police. As you know I don’t like the system so much.  I went
inside in April 2010. I had 49 days’ bonus because I am a very good guy. I said
to jail police when they asked me if I am not tiered to go in jail, I said, “Is
not Italy if you can’t keep an innocent man like me inside for a while.” I am
living with a dream woman from Romania, is 46, years old, she is pure and
generous and simple and good at cooking. She is almost perfect and for me this
is very strange. It is the first I know a person like this, it is even funny,
unbelievable and she is caring to much about me. Yes, she loves me a lot and I
try to respect her. For a complicated man like me who had stop to believe in
love and even in a future as well. Her name is Claudia and she is a human
being, too good for this fucking planet. I hope you meet her one day and change
your mind about Dracula woman. She knows you, your history and even your face.
I am sorry about your furniture but I agree when you tell me that, it was all
over and now you free. Yes, things keep our freedom in the corner. The piano is
a wonderful creature it have to be in museum, for generations to see such a
miracle of life once belonging to Mister Sebastian Stone. Ok, I am working in
cemetery, wonderful, dead peoples is best they so calm in peace, they seem to
me like they not born yet. They perfect children in silence. They don’t give a
fuck for anything. ‘Alleluia’ Jesus is back. Ok Mr. Over 70 is finished and I
really ok and you safe and passing your time in philosophy like Hamlet and like
I love to do. Ok, now to prison for my last night and tomorrow morning at 06.
45 I stop this bullshit. The house is ok now we really hope to see you and I
fix everything. You can have your own big bed in your own room. For now, keep
in touch. 


Your
brother.


                  
Mario 


 


I don’t know how Mario
is living with his Romanian woman and serving a prison sentence. The previous
time he was in jail there was a brief period when he had freedom but must
return by a set time. Or perhaps he lived with his Romanian woman before he
went to jail. I am very puzzled why he did not get off the charge of disturbing
the peace, because his insanity is no secret.         


A few nights ago, I
saw a program about the possibilities of populating Mars. Solving the problems
is a challenge and very informative, but I hope common sense prevails and they
will learn from the research how to become the guardians of the planet that we
take for granted and abuse. It must be cheaper than starting again on Mars. If
there is any purpose to our existence it is about safe -guarding the planet and
survival. We now know that we cannot rely on God or chance if anything
threatens life on earth, except that we have the God given capability to
intercede and solve problems.   


 I read somewhere that
the last great extinction lasted 80,000 years. I have witnessed creatures that
I took for granted when I was a boy vanish over the last fifty years. Mankind
is spreading like a cancer and extinction of species is now a daily fact. Life
on our planet will survive but ultimately, the possibility is our own
extinction by our own hand.


 


January 23,
2011:


  Shahzad found a very
beautiful leather jacket reduced by half down to eighty euros. The Albanian
shop assistance demonstrated with a lighter that it could not be plastic and
talked about top quality lamb skin. I bought it but could find no labels and, I
knew it was softer than the most expensive leather imaginable, so I took it
back. The Albanian returned my money without opposition. They also advertise
synthetic fabrics as silk and the excuse is ‘but they won’t come back.’ Greeks
are a race of liars and thieves, and of course the tourist won’t return if they
get cheated. 


Claire has involved
the police and a lawyer to protect her from Luke. He is now forbidden to go
near her house by a court order. It is a very simple and straight forward
process but Claire has insisted on interfering and told the lawyer and the
police how to go about it. The lawyer has ‘washed her hands’ of the whole thing
and the police will do nothing as usual, unless they are sent for. 


Last night we watched
a program about chimps in the wild. Shahzad was enchanted, he loves all nature
programs and he seems to value everything on a scale of beauty. My boyfriend is
delightful. 


In 1997, I met a good
looking young man who I believed to be in his late twenties. We had sex on a
few occasions and it was always exciting. Yesterday I met him by chance in the
park and we had sex behind a bush, being winter the garden was empty and I
discovered that my friend has some white pubic hairs, plus a halfhearted
erection, he must be about sixty. He pushed my trousers down and pressing his
dick against my ass while masturbating me and he gave me a violent and abundant
orgasm. The idea of my being fucked and the position gave me a better orgasm
than the actuality. This is further confirmation that the arts of love, arousal
and orgasm all takes place in the mind, and there is far more to successful sex
than dicks and fucking. 


 


February 4,
2011: 


Last night I bought a
white leather jacket with a black leather line down the shoulders and sleeves
for Shahzad. It is satisfactory for the money but does not look as good as I
hoped. He needs some black trousers to complete the outfit. We watched a
program about Benazir Bhutto. They all speak such beautiful English. She was
well loved and Shahzad was deeply upset so I asked, ‘How did she die?’ and
Shahzad told me ‘Her husband had her shot because he wanted her money and the
power’ so I asked ‘Who was he?’ and Shahzad elaborated ‘He’s the head of the Mafia
in Dubai’ ‘What is he doing now’ ‘He’s the new president of Pakistan.’ I think
Benazir was a glimpse of hope for the world.


 


February 8,
2011:



Yesterday Nashwan
telephoned from Norway and I talked briefly to his friend and I think I am in
love again. Nashwan cannot stay in Norway, he does not qualify, he does not
fulfill the necessary requirement for remaining in Norway   His friend is from
Iraq and he sounds wonderful. He loves England but has just been deported. He
asked if he could telephone me at any time. I asked him to make sure that
Nashwan goes home to Iraq because he can never become legal in Europe and will
always be returned to Greece or deported. 


 


February 12,
2011: 


Vangelis has
telephoned me. He is going to talk to his boss (the one I met in the Hamam) and
offer him a cut of the massaging income and get himself appointed as manager of
the Hamam. I am not surprise that he got the massaging stopped, if he carries
on like this he will get the Hamam closed. But this is Greece, who knows how to
manipulate the system, I certainly wouldn’t. 


This morning I visited
the British consulate to find out how to obtain visas for Shahzad, so that we can
travel together because in Europe we would have the possibility of becoming
civil partners. Marriage between same sex couples is forbidden by law in Greece
but if partners are already married then the relationship must be recognized. I
was given an e-mail address for UK visas and told ‘He will be free to travel
once he gets a visa.’


 


February 13,
2011: 


Last night we went to
the cinema to see the film, ‘Black Swan’ it was well done but I didn’t have a
good feeling afterwards. Shahzad was entertained but the music didn’t seem to
touch him. As a study in schizophrenia and sexual awakening it was dramatic but
not convincing. I gather the Ballet world does not approve. 


I have had two brief
encounters with the world of Ballet. The first encounter was while I was a
student and we spent one week sketching a third-rate Ballet Company. For the
first time in my life I felt alive and totally at home. I was very comfortable
with myself and I felt compelled to follow them and be useful. I would have
made a good scenery painter; my color blindness did not bother me at that time.
We went to the final performance; it was a Ballet we had seen being rehearsed
all week and I was moved to a deep emotional state. When they departed, I felt
totally bereft as if a love affair had ended. 


My second encounter
with Ballet world was in my forties. Henry fell in love with a Ballerina. When
they were on tour Henry asked if a small group could stay at Orchards End,
hinting that it would be very profitable. Mother thought to employ a cook, but
after we had agreed then Henry hinted at limited allowances and charity. So,
the Royal Ballet stayed at Orchards End for free of charge. Strange pale little
people, as if they live under stones and become active at night. Henry and his
Ballerina even set me on trying to get them free accommodation with our local
aristocrat.


 Henry had been very
briefly married to an ordinary girl for reasons that nobody has ever
understood. He seems to fall in love after relationships is over. His previous
relationship had been the most suitable but he never seemed committed. Henry’s
landlady was a Ballerina with the Royal Ballet and she was supportive over his
failed marriage. They became emotionally involved because Henry still had his
looks and she was very taken by his dick and his permanent erections. 


My brother was once
passing through London when he saw Tess Bales (the ballerina) on the front
cover of a tabloid with one of our leading male dancers. They had been on
holiday together and were getting off the flight. Tess had her mouth wide open
and my brother was horrified. Only three weeks later he sees the same ballerina
sitting in Henry’s car in our farmyard. He took a tractor to occupy himself all
day until Henry and guest had departed. Tess has no chin and strikes poses with
her mouth open. She resembles a scull with no lower jaw, she is a fright. Tess
and Henry got
married                                                                                                 



 While the Royal
Ballet was staying at Orchards end, they had a birthday party for one of the
cast. Ballet dancers must party after a performance to release the adrenalin.
It was all champagne and take-a-way food but the star of the evening was my
owl. It woke up and silently flew from star to star. 


I judge all women by
their response to my Mother. Tess was one of the few women who took exception
to her. On many occasions, she took Mother to one side and berated her for our
mistreatment of Henry. Once when looking through photographs she asked, ‘Who’s
that?’ it was Mother at forty-seven and Tess replied with a sneer ‘Well I will
admit, that she does look young.’ Henry had always admired my Mother. On a
later occasion, for no reason Tess announced “You do know that your Mother is
not beautiful.” 


All women I have met with
Tess’s face seem to be unusually pleased with their appearance and elicit complements.
Tess had all the skills of beauty we associate with Ballet dancers but she
never stopped demanding compliments. She was once pointing her toes and drawing
attention to her legs and Mother felt obliged to remark, ‘You have nice legs,
Tests’ the reply even surprised me ‘Yes I know, my Mother had very pretty legs’
in fact Tess’s legs were too thin and knobby, her  knees and ankles prominent
and her calves over developed. They looked like knots in string. Tess once
asked me to massage her neck and shoulders. Ballet dancers have a constant
battle with stiffness, pain and weight. She felt fragile and brittle; it was
like massaging a chicken. 


The large eyes
combined with the turned-up nose and receding chin might be appealing to some,
but in fact when that face was fashionable it was a sign of malnutrition.
Another woman with Tess’s facial type had to keep her lips permanently pursed
to keep her teeth covered. She once had tooth ache and said, ‘I don’t want it
taken out in case it changes the shape of my face.’ Claire and I froze with
disbelief. 


Another woman with a chinless
face and turn up nose was seeking attention when she heard that I was an
artist. Getting no compliments from me she announced “Well actually, my art
teacher told me that I had the face of a 14th century artist model,
of course I have progressed to being a Rubens model now, ha ha” It is a fact
that Mother’s face and Tess’s were of a totally opposite type. Mother’s beauty
was never appealing, nor was she good looking like Claire in her youth, but her
beauty still shines from within. She is classical or even aristocratic and does
not age. Tess has the appearance of round eyes and some lips painted on a
balloon.


It was six years later
that we three were walking in the fields and Henry, still unchanged was doing
cart wheels and Tess was contemplating retirement. I said to Tess, “if you are
thinking of breading, you do know that Henry is a fine specimen and he will
make an excellent father.” Tess’s reply shocked me and it was a hint at things
to come “Well actually, I do won’t children but not Henry’s. To me, honesty is
important.” 


It was one year later
that Henry after having suffered diarrhea for several weeks complained to Tess
after love making “What’s wrong Tess, you were like a wet lettuce” Her reply
shocked him to his very core. He never has a clue when a relationship is
ending. Tess said, “Well, actually it’s over and I want you out of the house by
the end of the week.” Henry asked why, and she told him, “I have had this in
mind for some time and you have been on trial, and I have to tell you, that you
failed miserably.” 


For some reason when a
relationship is over Henry has an insatiable appetite for sex. He went for a
walk on Hampstead heath where he met a blonde Nordic girl and fucked her all
afternoon. She got pregnant but, she had just walked out on her black lover
after sex. Henry found an apartment and they eventually married after the
divorce. He once brought his Nordic girl to visit us, she was eight months
pregnant and we left her talking to Shirley. We went for one of our long
intimate walks. He deliberately dropped his dick out for a pee in front of me,
“I see your cock is still in prime condition” he smiled our shared moment and
made as if to piss on my foot. 


We were gone for hours
and Shirley did her best to entertain the Nordic girl. Tess had already formed
a relationship with a student on her gardening course. I met him once when I
stayed with them after they married. A pleasant young man considerably younger
than Tess and totally over awed by being married to a Ballerina, she was as
always intolerable, she treated him like a lackey. I understand that they had
two children and live in the same house but they never speak. The children are
delinquent and Tess spends her days walking alone. She once saw Henry’s son and
fell in love with him on sight, Henry told me.


Henry’s marriage with
the Nordic girl came to an end after becoming physically violent. She was built
like a wrestler and once attacked him while he was holding the child at the top
of the stairs. The child is white but Henry would happily have reared a black
child. They once went with their baby, under one year old, to some place beyond
the Arctic Circle to visit her family in winter and found a note pinned to the
door saying, they had gone away. The three of them turned around and came home.
That was in a blizzard and the temperature 40 below. I gather that there is a
history of insanity in her family. The Nordic girl left Henry and went to live
in southern Egypt with a camel trainer. She sent their son home alone with
dysentery. Henry found his true métier as a father and the child turned
out to be remarkable. I eventually stopped loving Henry and felt that I had
wasted most of my life. He suddenly seemed smaller and lacking in character.
Henry wanted me to be involved in rearing his son, but love for me was never
unconditional. I approved of his son but like all henry’s partners, I had
reached my limit.


 


February 27,
2011:



My antiques are being
put through several auction rooms but I fail to understand why a Coromandel
screen has been sent to a junk auction room in York along with a Japanese print
by Kunisada 2, an early gilded stool and several other treasures. I suspect they
don’t have a clue what they are. It’s not just my possessions that are
disappearing but also my history. 


When I bought the
screen, I was suffering from Bilharzia, I caught it in Tunisia one year before
and was too ill to teach. It came from some castle in Nottinghamshire and cost
420 pounds. I find that if I want something I do not give in and it cost me
equivalent of three months’ pay. One side is decorated with exotic birds and
the other side with a Chinese garden scene. It is decorated in the most beautiful
colors, coral pinks, Azure blues and ochre yellows. I bought it in 1972 and
Sotheby’s valued it at five thousand pounds in 1986. They said that it was made
about 1820, too late to be truly valuable. It is currently valued at ten
pounds.  


 


March 5, 2011: 


Nashwan is unable to
stay in Norway and his allowance is about to come to an end. He will be
deported. The west is in financial meltdown, the east on the brink of
revolution and Gadhafi has declared war on his own people. Nashwan has refused
to return to Iraq and will be deported to Greece. Shahzad is going to Athens to
get an I.D from his own embassy. He can get a pink card but this being Greece
it is probably less trouble to not bother, as all bureaucracy is best avoided.
A pink card will identify him as officially an asylum seeker. Nashwan wants to
return to Switzerland yet again. He’s wasting his time again; Switzerland is
very particular about everybody, not just illegal immigrants. 


Whenever Shahzad sees
American woman on television he starts to laugh. So, I asked, ‘Do you have
woman like that in Pakistan’ he looked a bit shocked even horrified, and said,
‘I don’t think so’ It is not just my imagination that western woman appear
loud, vulgar and unattractive.


 Claire is getting
herself even deeper into a life of negativity and a bad reputation. One is
reminded of the saying, “When in a hole, stop digging”. She is befriending a
tall, thin ginger alcoholic and has also started a relationship with a married
Greek alcoholic with two half English children and a very low grade English
wife, according to Claire. 


The ginger alcoholic
is what we used to call, “moon struck”. Now she has two alcoholics to feed, one
in love and the other jealous. The ginger alcoholic is called Nigel; he has a
pronounced stoop a low IQ and a gay brother. He once said, concerning gays
“What I always say is you can look but don’t touch” I thought he was advising
himself, but he was referring to the gay community, as if he were some object
of desire. He refuses to clean his teeth because it makes them bleed and he is
afraid of doing some damage. He is incoherent.


 


                                                                                                                                                                                          
March 17, 2011:


            I faxed Nashwan a
whole page of advice on, how to try and get political asylum in Switzerland. It
must be even harder than England. He seems to have acquired a computer and a
girlfriend, I wonder if she minds taking it up ‘the ass.’ I advised him to stick
to the truth and make some story based on his father being Kurdish and going
missing. I told him, ‘Your life has to be in danger to gain political asylum.’ 


I have found a DVD of
‘Gilda’ in Claire’s collection. Rita Hayworth was the most beautiful of the lot.
I have shown her photo to a few young people and they were horrified. Claire’s
mother closely resembled Rita Hayworth. If Claire imagines that Gilda’s
behavior is normal that might explain some of her own misconceptions on female
seductiveness. It is curious seeing a film that I must have seen in my
childhood. Everybody loved Rita Hayworth including my father. 


On television, I saw a
documentary about Indonesia. There with a fine young man trying to kill an
equally fine young bull with a sword. The bull’s head was fastened to a tree
and he couldn’t get the sword through the bull’s ribcage. It was a festival and
nobody in the crowed had the slightest awareness of the young bull’s confusion
and fear. It had probably grown up as a member of the family and it was now about
to be sacrificed unsuccessfully by somebody who hadn’t got a clue. Cutting its
throat would have been an act of great mercy. 


I also found a DVD of
Alan Bennett’s play ‘The history boys.’ I have read his autobiography and now
seen the film. As a teacher, I was something between Hector and the young
teacher employed to get the boys into Oxbridge, not as confident as Hector or
as clever as the young teacher. Having seen the film, I realize that perhaps I
did not do so badly after all. I was laboring under an unusual number of
disadvantages for a teacher. 


Being gay was bad
enough but also dyslexic, color blind, hated sports and competition and was
softly spoken, unsociable and shy. The biggest shock was that I enjoyed it, and
I briefly became something of a cult figure. Seeing the film has helped me
because I can now put my teaching years into perspective. I was unusually
tolerant and did a great deal to help children to accept and know themselves.


Rare gems like Allen
Bennett’s play ‘The History Boys’ in these days of I.T are easily available.
The modern world is remarkable for anybody hungry for knowledge while the rest
can play games. Originally the play did not appeal to me because it is about a
group of boys eligible for the entrance examination to Oxford and Cambridge
(those world famous British institutions of excellence, freedom and above all
elitism) and a teacher who gropes his pupils. 


I found the idea of
the play about clever boys’ and a pervert teacher repugnant. The play is so
much more as it takes place in Sheffield, an industrial town in the midlands
during the 1980s. There was a brief window of enlightenment and freedom in
education. It came between the ethos of education for its own sake plus the
structure of hierarchy and discipline and the new emphasis on record keeping
and training in the 1990s. That brief era was my period; it was a time of
promise because pupils wanted teachers they could relate with. It was about the
possibility communication rather than instruction. 


Hector the gay teacher
was sixty, fat and a product of the universities. He loved boys, literature and
above all education. He was indifferent to convention, standards and
conformity. He was clever and tried to teach insight, enlightenment and
understanding. Loving boys had caused him to spend his career coping repeatedly
with a broken heart. The class of bright and intelligent boys loved him and, as
children can, grasped the situation. I find in all sexual matters that there is
an instinctive understanding and acceptance. The boys knew exactly what Hector
was; they accepted and return his affection.  They laughed about the occasional
harmless grope; were not threatened nor prejudiced.  


The bright young
teacher was employed with the sole purpose of grooming the boys for the
entrance examinations for Oxbridge. He was clever, gay and not intimidated by
the ‘System’. He told the boys that “The facts are not enough there has to be
another way” one boy said, “Do you mean cheat, Sir?” smiling he said, “Well,
yes if you like.” Between Dorothy, the gifted history teacher of facts, Hector,
whose class was always a total chaos with every subject under the sun being
discussed and the new teacher’s brilliant insight into gaining the attention of
the examiners, they produce some very astute students, and they all got into
Oxford. The boys knew that the new teacher was gay and joked about it but did
not judge. The problem was created when a traffic warden reported Hector for
groping a pupil sitting behind him on his bike at a pedestrian crossing. The
play has some marvelous dialogue.       


                                                                                                                                                                               


August 5, 2011: 


I have been to England
and it was disturbingly lovely but lonely. I finished the settee for Paddy’s
son and I furnished my apartment very cheaply but it cost one thousand pounds
for the cheapest rubbish. The world is becoming insane; I can no longer sell
quality furniture, but utter rubbish cost £1000. I also visited the,
Immigration Advice Services.’ It is supposed to be a charity but cost me 140
pounds, but I will get a written report. I cannot help Shahzad from England and
he will never become legal in Greece and he is not free to travel. I.A.S
advised me to get Shahzad to Italy and make him my civil partner; something
about extended family that is not available in the UK. She wasted most of the
time telling me things that were irrelevant. I expected to discover what I
needed when I get my written report. 


I inlayed the piano
legs with box wood stringing and the piano is transformed, it looks superb. I
stained the walnut legs and achieved a perfect match to the case. I needed an
electric polisher to achieve a mirror finish on the whole piano. I know my
brother has electric drills and could have helped me to make a polisher. He
claimed that he did not have anything to help me, and was very dismissive. The
piano is valued at 40 thousand pounds but the reserve is only 18 thousand
pounds. I expect it to make 30 thousand. 


I spent a day with
Susan and we watched her Spanish film and her performances in some TV soaps.
She is so unforgettably bad that she’s a star. I also heard one of the talks
that she gives on cruise ships. She is equally horrendous and unforgettable.
Before leaving England, since I had not received my written report from I.A.S,
I paid them another visit. Not only was it closed but in receivership. I got an
address in Birmingham and was told that my report would be completed and sent
to me in Greece. 


 


August 6, 2011: 


Vincent is a superb
classical Guitarist. He is an Albanian who lives and studies in Athens. Seeing
Novak performing, he joined us. He cultivates the look of a lost urchin being
thin, long haired with torn jeans and a sensitive face. He plays Bach
beautifully. He is sleeping on the beaches and I volunteered to take care of
his guitar for him at night. After work he turns up with trays of fruit from a
friendly shop and I am cooking huge and wonderful fruit flans with custard in
the French method. I am selling CDs, feeding musicians and am suddenly very
busy. I am relieved that the girls, who play with Novak and complained about my
English, don’t turn up for the fruit flans. I can’t understand why foreign
people don’t ask me about English pronunciation, but complain instead.


 


August 7, 2011: 
 


I took Vincent to the
Hamam. He is too thin but nicely shaped with a huge dick and an unattractive
ass. I don’t fancy him at all; he is not gay but he loves me unconditionally.
Dirty Stavros whispered, “you very lucky man.” I gave Vincent a scrub and a
massage and he volunteered to scrub and massage me all over, much to my
amusement, as the gays were all fascinated and jealous. We relaxed and made
jokes about his dick. He gets a lot of attention from gays. One Greek Priest
grabbed his dick on a bus. A girl came to Vincent and said, “I saw the Papa
touch you. If you want I will be a witness.” When Vincent realized that I was
of no threat to him, his devotion for me became secure and absolute. I
suggested resorting to surgery for my eye bags “No” he shouted holding me,
“They’re beautiful” Most nights I have Novak and Shahzad talking and smoking
Hashish outside my room and it goes on all night, it’s getting on my nerves.


 


August 11, 2011:



I went to the Hamam
yesterday. The large room was full of middle aged men, all looking at one
another’s dicks until ‘the spy’ came to tell them that their wives or daughters
were waiting. My soldier friend arrived and spent the afternoon with a young
Nordic man in the hot room. Dirty Stavros told me, ‘that man with the swollen
balls has died of AIDS and he fucked your soldier friend.’  Stavros tells me my
soldier friend has AIDS. In the changing room, I asked my friend, ‘did you get
a fuck’ he said, ‘No, but he kissed my ass.’ Then he asked, ‘Are you gay?’ I
nodded and he replied, ‘So am I’ after a pause he said, ‘I am ill’ I waited for
him to elaborate, indicating that he could explain but he evaded the subject,
‘I have cold.’ 


 


August 15, 2011: 


Shahzad is upset
because he wanted me to send 250 euros to Pakistan so they could send him his
religious costume for EID. It is not advisable and a waste of money also it
sounds very expensive to me. He has little temper tantrums but he soon
recovers. He bangs the pots while washing up and chips them. Shahzad has found
a friend; he is a tall very handsome Pakistani who keeps house for a doctor and
his family. They are going to the discos together looking for girls. 


Once when Shahzad was
not looking his friend gave me an obvious sexual sideways look, it was
unmistakable with his dark Indian eyes. Shahzad spent extra time cleaning
the house and I discovered that he intended entertaining his new friend.
Shahzad is not happy and has stopped cooking and is in a state of conflict and
resentment about our relationship. 


He is avoiding sex but
when he gives into his sexual needs he is eager but once it is over he turns
his back on me and can’t wait to get dressed. He still sleeps fully clothed
despite the intolerable heat. I think this phase is because Novak speaks of
nothing else but the girls he has fucked and pussies. I think Shahzad is
feeling under pressure to question his culture and his life. 


 


August 18, 2011:



Shahzad now has his
red card, except its pink and his TB test is positive. Novak must be deaf as
well as self-centered. In a serious conversation Shahzad asked, ‘Why do people
hate Muslims? We are prepared to die for what we believe.’ I turned to Novak
who had spent the war years in Athens to avoid fighting Muslims in Serbia, and
said, ‘There you have a possible explanation to many questions.’ Novak had no
concept that we were even involved in a conversation. I volunteered the concept
that because of recent European history nobody in Europe is now prepared to die
for an idea, but no conversation followed.


 


August 19, 2011:



Last night I lost my
temper with Novak. I had cooked a meal and was waiting for Shahzad to bring
Pita bread. This was after selling Novak’s CDs all night until long after
midnight. I was out of rice and waited but Shahzad did not come home and
eventually I ate the curry without bread or rice. If Shahzad meets his friends
he is likely to stay out all night. 


The following morning,
I asked Shahzad where he had been and he told me, ‘I went home with Novak.’
Tonight, I told Novak what had happened and told him, ‘I do not require thanks
for selling your CDs or for cooking, but I do demand some respect and
consideration’. I reminded Novak that he was party to my arrangements with
Shahzad. It is possible that the Greek lack of consideration is a Balkan
characteristic. It did not occur to Novak that I could be waiting for my
boyfriend to come home with the bread to share a meal, just as it has not
occurred to him that I might want to sleep while he and Shahzad talk about
pussies all night.


 


August 20, 2011: 


Last night Shahzad
brought his new friend. He is obviously from a good family. The house had never
been so tidy. Shahzad organized the CDs DVDs, books and clothes and he washed
everything. After his friend left Shahzad wanted to make love, he wanted me to
use the normal plastic dick and I smothered his ass in Vaseline. He held me
tight and pressed his cheek to mine, rapping his legs around my body while
holding the plastic dick against his ass. He pushed till about two inches
entered him, then with me kneeling and Shahzad on his back supported by my
thighs his ass near the dick and his legs free to encircle me or wrap around my
neck he relaxed in a total bliss, I was free to gaze upon his face and torso while
caressing him. He closed his eyes and went into some state of sexual ecstasy
with the dick hovering near his entrance. He needs to hold my head while
encircle my body with his legs, while our lips touch lightly. 


He then turned over
and offered me his asshole to caress and stimulate, I pleasured his anus and
prostate with fingers and tongue. Then taking his legs in both his hands he
pulled them wide and down to the bed raising his ass and on my knees gripping
the bed head I pretended to fuck him. Turning over again he offered me his
round plump cheeks and the deep receptive hollow between to be caressed and
kissed.


 Suddenly satisfied,
he lay on his back arms and legs wide with the words, ‘suck my dick’ this was
the first time he had ever vocalized any sexual need. Saying the words was
obviously a milestone in his sexual progress. Then Shahzad pulled me down on
top of him, our genitals pressed together and he had a body shaking orgasm. We
remain gently entwined while he sprawled on the bed for my appreciation. Thank
God for Viagra, Shahzad promises to be a delicious lover. I don’t need sex but
there are no limits to my needs for exploring and ingesting Shahzad’s whole
physical, emotional and sexual being. There is something deeply profound about
sexual love that transcends the needs of any prosaic sexual activity. Shahzad’s
new friend is gay, his doctor does not have a family and last night they’d had
a long talk and Shahzad now seems to be much happier.


 


August 21, 2011:



Already the crowds are
thinning and the violinist and Cellist who accompany Novak have gone. Last
night a tall fair woman joined me, she was quite overbearing but charming. We
discussed the music and I said, “It’s modern, of a classical style but avoids
sentimentality, using rhythm but not beat.” She seemed to grasp my point and
was understandably intrigued by me. Then Novak returned; he is of medium
height, handsome and when he started to play she was obviously getting wet.


 August 22, 2011:


The tall woman
returned. She talked to Novak for ages. While Novak played we talked and in the
distance Shahzad appeared. He was wearing sun glasses and some really disgusting
jeans from the Chinese shop. He smiled and his white teeth gleamed in the dark.
The fair woman said, ‘Ah Bollywood’ and Shahzad spent the night fascinating
her. He is very good at making people feel confident and beautiful and I notice
that he was using his eyes to good effect. Shahzad asked her to marry him and
she said, ‘Not just to make you legal.’ She talked too much and she is
exhausting but Shahzad coped very well.


 


August 27, 2011: 


Carla left today. She
spent every evening with us and took Shahzad to the beach. She is a
Greco-German, a nursery nurse, long haired and 40, but looks 28 and she is
quite tall. She is very well put together and though not good looking she is
very attractive and gives the impression of being gorgeous. In retrospect, she
is over confident of her attractiveness but her body is outstanding. Shahzad
has stopped eating peach pie, I think he ate too much one night to amuse Novak
and it made him ill. Shahzad doesn’t know that I am aware that he’s exchanging
messages with Carla in secret, under his bed covers.


 


September 5,
2011: 


Tonight, I got home
after selling CDs only to find that Shahzad had eaten all the curry, I think he
is getting giddy on freedom and popularity with the girls. Vincent unlike
Shahzad has a deep instinct to care for and protect me. Novak and Shahzad
became close while I was in England and Novak is telling me of their
conversations. It seems that Shahzad’s family is very worried and they
disapproved of him staying in bed all day. He didn’t want to help on the farm
and he was always dreaming of becoming a model. His brother’s resorted to
beating him but to no avail. Shahzad is the youngest and was always indulged.
Novak thinks that Shahzad’s father sent him to Europe to force him to accept
responsibility and find independence. 


 


September 6,
2011: 


Today I fell in the
street again for no reason. I have no instinctive reactions to save myself; I
just topple like a tree. Shahzad’s HIV test is clear and he is also free of TB.



I think Vincent shits
once only every three days. For unknown reasons the water toilet has a concrete
floor in the pedestal, making it impossible for anything but the slimmest of
turds to escape. Novak resorted to chopping his turds into slices. Vincent
doesn’t seem to notice that he leaves a three-day dump for somebody else to
clear. I keep a bucket of water in the toilet to assist the flush. Shahzad is
appalled by Vincent’s behavior, but his own turds present no problem.  


 


September 10,
2011:



Today we went to the
beach together by bus. I pressed the bell in good time but because we were not
standing, the driver failed to stop. So, I pressed the bell again with the
words, ‘Are you going to stop the fucking bus or what? I am seventy-five years old
and too old to walk back.’ We stood up only when the bus had come to a stop. 


 


September 12,
2011: 


Last night while
selling CDs, I met an American professor. My comments that usually leave people
confused or argumentative caused him to respond with quotes and comprehension.
He has studied many subjects that qualified him for nothing, including
comparative religions, philosophy, various arts and some aspects of psychology
to mention but a few. He has been studying for years. When I mentioned my
theory on paradox and the outcome usually being opposite to the one intended,
he remarked that all action has its reaction. 


My ideas regarding the
nature of God caused him to show interest. So, I continued, “I see the presence
of God everywhere but not necessarily his hand” he nodded without comment so I
continued, “Evolution is, I have deduce, more about the evolution of God than
of life” and he remained unfazed and he believes that religion is man’s
greatest invention. 


After he had gone, the
thought crossed my mind; religion is God’s attempt to be manifest in human
terms and understanding. It is a continuation of the thought that God would
have little chance of realizing poetry with the Dinosaurs. Poetry had to await
not only the evolution of mankind but also the evolution of language developing
beyond communication to metaphor and thoughts defining the indefinable. Since
becoming a writer, everyday has been a revelation of the power and subtlety of
language and therefor concepts. Whether the American professor agreed or
disagreed is irrelevant it was his understanding, acceptance, participation and
comprehension that gratified me and I realized that my book will have a far
wider audience than the gay porn market. 


He is 53, but looks
and sounds no older than 30, and he insisted on giving me his card. I have
spent my life feeling stupid because I have always been surrounded by
incomprehension, until I meet this American professor by chance. He has studied
nothing useful but understands a great deal, this is a significant observation
on the nature of education and the educated. I grasped the basis of my
frustrations teaching and I was also reminded of my deep concern regarding the
world we live in and the future. 


Shahzad was supposed
to renew his red card last Friday but because the immigration office is only
open on Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays, we went this Monday. We were too
late; they had cancelled his application. We have contacted an English lawyer
who we visited last November. The immigration department only says that it’s
closed on the door and we are supposed to knock. This is so typical of Greeks;
they have no concept of other people’s perception. The lawyer has reapplied on
our behalf; it is involving vast amounts of paper work. They must have been very
quick of the Mark with the cancellation. I have never known anything being done
in Greece, let alone on time. 


Shahzad is exercising
and getting broad shouldered and very handsome. What I want from a partner is
loyalty and consideration not just a sexy boy. I think Shahzad is making
satisfactory progress and I am starting to fall in love but I have been too
obliging and it is a sad truth that it is usually abused. It will be
interesting to see if my consideration is honored or abuse


The piano is
advertised on the internet and Novak found me the web site. They have used the
photograph of my piano from a previous auction that was some time ago when it
did not sell. Their last auction was very successful and they cleared over one
million pounds on one hundred pianos. Since the average piano is worth between
eight to twelve hundred pounds some of the Steinways must have cleared over the
hundred thousand mark. This coming auction seems to have attracted numerous
Steinways and most of them decorated. There is one comparable to mine but
totally untouched and original. It is valued at fifty to eighty thousand
pounds. It has even been photographed and used in books on the history of
pianos, but mine’s bigger. 


I have been in touch
with the auction house and they are changing the photograph on the internet,
it’s too late to alter the catalogue. The man I spoke with had compiled the
catalogue himself and he was very apologetic. He contacted the organizer and
asked, “How did Mr. Stone’s Steinway look and were the legs inlaid?” the
organizer replied, “Yes I think they were, it looked pretty good.” Very
disconcerted he replied, “Then why didn’t you tell me?” That small oversight
will probably cost me a fortune. 


 


September 21,
2011: 


Cousin Pat has arrived
on the Island. We spent the day together but Claire was having a very bad cat
day. I was being pleasant and charming and that always makes me tired. In
addition, I had to cope with Claire on the telephone. 


Some time ago Claire
set a friend on to take a street cat to the vet. She gave very precise
instructions to her friend for the vet. The cat had cancer of one ear and
catching it had been a major problem. The instructions for the vet had been
very simple. “This is a street cat and it has not eaten since last night.” The
vet asked the friend about the cat and he said, “It is Claire’s cat and I don’t
know if it has eaten or not.” 


The cat was return
with the instructions, “bring the cat back after fasting it for twelve hours.”
The cat could not be caught again and it has lived in excruciating pain for the
last two months. The cat went missing last week and this morning Claire found
it on her bathroom floor dying, with its head full of maggots. As always she set
some body on to do her job. I did not tell Pat anything about the cat and it
eventually died in Claire’s arms. Cousin Pat would not have been interested and
I am learning to not involve people in matters that don’t concern them.


  Cousin Pat was with
a friend called Marlene, an intelligent capable woman with common sense. She
listens to what people are saying before contributing her own thoughts. I find
this ability very rare especially in the lower classes. Pat’s husband is dead
and Marlene is divorced. They travel together with other older women in similar
circumstances; they find offers for cheap holidays on the internet. They were
all in Las Vegas only a few weeks ago.


Shahzad woke up about
mid-day and Marlene fell in love on sight. While he was washing, Pat asked, ‘Is
he a man’s man or a women’s man’ slightly surprised I answered, ‘I don’t know,
I suspect he would like to be a lady’s man. He spends all night in the clubs
and I don’t have a clue what he gets up to. I don’t think he’s very interested
in sex.’ Pat drinks Vodka and tonic and Shahzad organized the drinks and ice.
We ate peach pie and plum pie under my pomegranate tree. Considering that only
one year ago Shahzad was too embarrassed to even talk to a woman, he is now the
party boy, posing for photographs laughing and charming all ladies. He was
looking to self-conscious and nice, so I shouted, ‘For fucks sake, think kiss
my ass and look sexy.’ for a second he looked menacingly in my direction and very
sexy and Pat got it on camera, she said, ‘Did you see his eyes.’


 We discussed
immigration and they both volunteered to help and Marlene said, ‘Can I swop him
for my son, he’s a bastard’ they both thought he could be a model and I said,
‘He has no chance with those legs.’ Pat asked, ‘Where did you find him?’--- ‘In
the park, it was starting to get cold, I could hardly leave him there’ Marlene
said, ‘Can you find me one?’ 


Vincent called to say
good bye, he didn’t have time to play for us and they both looked horrified.
After Vincent, had gone Marlene asked for the toilet and Shahzad jumped up
saying ‘Vincent’ and ran to check the toilet. Marlene said, ‘Wet seat?’ I
didn’t enlighten her. Shahzad fascinated them and impressed me, he handles
himself very well in company and his slow English with his expressive eyes is
entrancing. 


When I first met
Marlene at Pat’s home she found my domestic situation hard to comprehend. That
I should have lived with my mother and then continued living with my brother
seemed not only unusual but wrong.  In modern small homes, plus the importance
of sex these days it is only inadequate people who stay at home. The driving
force for independence is sex. In farming circles, because the houses are
usually large it is still acceptable to stay at home until married but my
sister-in-law had no intentions of enduring an extended family. 


I reminded Marlene of
her dismay at me living with my Mother and gave her the photograph album of my
life and home. For an ordinary working class woman, she recognized and
understood the quality of my home and my life. She fully accepted my situation
and understood that my sister-in-law had destroyed something that was not
within her rights to change and had also deprived me of my home. 


Marlene likes having
fun, she claims that on holiday she likes to take on a ‘persona’ and she wanted
to be a sort of ‘fem-fatal’, Shahzad, much to my amusement and dismay joined in
and they were trying to find her a suitable name, Shahzad made many
suggestions, reeling off all the names outside the houses in the red-light
district.
Pat
said ‘Auntie Yolande looked like a film star’ and Marlene thought she was
‘lovely.’ 


 


September 23,
2011: 


Now I discover that
Saki has been talking seriously about sex to Shahzad. He once confronted
Shahzad with the words, “You are living with an Englishman” and he told Shahzad
that he was living with an old Greek doctor. Saki has explained how he met his
friend and they live together, they sleep in the same bed and they have sex.
Saki also said that he likes sex and we must do what we must do because we only
live once. Shahzad then admitted to Saki “Sebastian is just a little bit more
than my friend.” Now I understand why Shahzad has been more honest and relaxed
about our relationship. 


At first Shahzad was
very happy about our relationship but I think mixing with his Pakistani friends
and talking to Novak made him uncertain, because he found it necessary to lie.
Since meeting Saki, Shahzad has also been much happier about house work. Saki
has lived with his friend for six years, he likes life in the west, alcohol,
going to discos and meeting girls. He’s happy about his sexual relationship
with his doctor but this is because he gets an allowance. Shahzad has stopped
mixing with his lower-class friends and he and Saki meet nearly every day. Saki
also met Carla and all three went for a drink. Lucky girl, she probably thought
she was in heaven but obviously had no idea of the reality, two boys in
relationships with men out on the town with a girl.


 


September 28,
2011: 


Claire returned from
England today and Stuart tells me that every inhabitant of Greece is in debt to
Europe for 250, 000 euros each. I fail to understand. There is no evidence of
money having been spent in Greece and the welfare system is minimal. I have the
strong feeling that they need Mrs. Thatcher to instruct them on running a
country on the principal of household expenses. 


One clue came from a
story by Savas. “One old Greek Queen borrowed one thousand euros from each of
three separate banks and spent it all on Albanian rent boys. When the banks
asked for their loans to be paid back, the old Queen replied, “I don’t have any
money” and when the banks objected, he said, “you gave me the money and what
can you do about it?” and he is now paying his debts off at one euro a month.
So, the economic power of Germany is contributing to the welfare of rent boys
and the massive debts are being paid back at one euro a month.


Claire is the only
person who can win my court case for me because she witnessed everything
including the drugging but she is now trying to claim that John was just a
holiday fling and she hardly knows him. Also, her memory is very selective. I
believe that she would make a dangerous witness; she is always defensive. It is
a disturbing situation when one feels that the only person who knows the truth
can’t be trusted or relied on. 


Shahzad is telling me
about the boys he has loved. He was once laughing to himself and I asked,
“What’s amusing you” and he told me this story. “We were in the buffalo house
and we had one gay boy and we were smoking Hashish and touching him. The boy
took his trousers off and I put my trousers down and was fucking him. Then an
old woman shouted, ‘I will tell the police’ I pulled my trousers up but the boy
ran away. He looked so funny Sebastian running down the road with no trousers.”



Yesterday he told me
about the time when he was in love at School. His slow English and shining eyes
paint a beautiful picture. He told me, “I once loved a boy at school. My father
said that I could leave school so I got up very early every morning and went to
school to be with my friend. I had loved my friend so much that another friend
helped me to put a spell on him, to make him love me. My friend wrote my name
on a piece of paper and we put the paper into a can of fruit juice and then
gave it to the boy to drink. One week later the boy loved me and we were always
together on our bicycles, laughing and being happy”. I asked, “Did you ever
kiss your friend or touch him” ---“Oh no, we were just very happy, he was so
very, very, beautiful” all his stories about Pakistan are about unrequited love
or boys being raped and men going to prison. 


He told me another
story, “One group of boys loved one very beautiful rich boy. They asked him to
be their friend and then they all fucked him and he had to go to hospital. The
boy’s brother came home from Karachi and he beat all the boys and they went to
prison for twenty years.” 


Shahzad told me about
one girl who was always walking passed his house and he often saw her from his
roof, “One day we met by chance. She wanted to meet me in secret. So, we
planned to meet and she asked me, “Am I not beautiful?” I agreed that she was
beautiful and so she asked me, “Then why don’t you make love to me”. ‘The
police and both families were searching for us. When I got home my father
demanded to know what had happened’---, “We just talk and nothing happened
Father. I smoked too much Hashish and I couldn’t do anything”. 


Pakistan sounds like a
world obsessed with forbidden desires. Shahzad told me about a boy and girl who
fell in love and they ran away together. Both families found them and shot the
girl and chopped the boy’s ears, nose and dick off. Girls are always held
responsible, because it is accepted that it is a man’s nature to try and seduce
a female. It is for this reason that girls must not attract the attention of
men because girls must always protect the honor of their family.


 


October 1, 2011: 


The Gypsies are
leaving and returning to Athens. Their children beg all summer and they
survived the winter in Athens, probably dealing in scrap. They are all small
but beautiful. The girls of one family give money to Novak just for a laugh,
usually foreign coins. The children are confident, strong and well-coordinated.
Boys as young as eight, swagger with their shirts off flirting because they are
aware that their bodies will one day be objects of desire. There is one ‘family
that seems to be more honest and their children are very gifted. The eldest
girl has, over the summer, developed from a girl into a beautiful woman. She
takes care of all her brothers and sisters with consummate ease. They have very
big families and the children are successful at begging and stealing. 


I once saw a Gypsy
mother with a table cloth spread on the floor under the trees above the rocky
gay beach. She seemed to be offering coffee to all the gays and in addition,
her sons. The boys from six years upwards were on top of the cliff waving to
the gays below, bending down and pointing at their assess. Nobody was interested.
It was probably a scam anyway; an enraged Gypsy father would probably appear demanding
money.


 


October 5, 2011:



Novak checked the
internet and my piano sold for 18,500 pounds, just one bid above the reserve.
This is the nature of the Art market. It is possible that the Chinese did not
bid and the dealers had made previous arrangements between themselves. Novak
mentioned that none of the Steinway made money and the untouched superb example
did not sell. He did not think to check properly and make a note of the prices.
I asked him but he didn’t bother, he is so very obliging yet lacking in
awareness.  


I have been very
unfortunate with the art market. I must content myself with the pleasure of
having surrounded myself with beauty and history all my life. Shahzad no longer
goes to the park every night. He seems to be losing his fascination with the
decadent west. I don’t think he was very interested beyond curiosity. He is
much happier since he met Saki and they have become close friend. The other
Paki friends were not his class and he must have felt some embarrassment about
living with an old man. He is continually in touch with Carla, in secret.


 


October 6, 2011: 


I have transferred all
my G.B.P back to England because Greece could go bankrupt at any time and
Germany is tired of footing the bill. If everybody withdraws their money Greece
will be bankrupt. The woman in the bank, who does the transfers, took about two
hours. I gave her the paying in number of my bank in England and she said, ‘I need
the IBAN number.’ I said, ‘That’s it’ she replied, ‘No, it begins GB.’ So, I
fetched my internet banking IBAN number and she said, ‘No, this is for internet
banking only and we don’t use internet.’ She spent a long time going through
all bank transfers until she found the number I had given her in the first
place all it needed was the GB in front. She did the transfer and then made a
special point of writing out the IBAN number for me. I am going to have a
T-shirt printed with the words ‘WHAT THE FUCKS WRONG WITH YOU PEOPLE’.


 


October 7, 2011:



I telephoned my
brother to ask about a cheque from Bonham’s for some Chinese pottery that had
not been paid yet. He telephoned back to tell me that they had just received a
cheque for 4000 pounds and he had found by chance, a cheque for 7000 pounds
with the rubbish to be discarded. He had received the cheque and they both
forgot to bank it. Had it been lost I would never have known. Their lack of
interest and concern with my welfare is contrived. 


Shahzad has cancelled
his application for political asylum. I am going to try and get him a domestic
worker’s visa for the UK. We asked at the office and they said, “Your passport
will be returned in ten days, sign here to say that you will not return”.
Shahzad was a bit concerned about making a signature, but I said, ‘sign, you
will never be allowed to stay and without freedom you are wasting your life.’
He hopes to be home in time for his brother’s wedding.


 


October 12,
2011:



Carla has decided to
return to Greece at the end of October, Shahzad is very happy and they are
constantly in touch by SMS but he still sends his messages in secret. Yesterday
Carla telephoned me; she was very upset about something irrelevant. I had a
long talk with her; I told her that Shahzad is Muslim, irresponsible and very
young for his age. She replied, ‘Perhaps I have made a big mistake to have
feelings for him’ I continued, ‘The reality of life in a Muslim country is not
comprehensible to a western mind.’ It seems that she has not taken my warning
seriously. I presume she is returning to check her own and Shahzad’s feelings.
I wonder if Shahzad’s infatuation originates in his heart or his mind. Getting
married in Europe is the only sure way of getting residence status. The mind
takes control of us and it has its own agenda; can it turn a gay boy straight
to achieve its ends? 


 


October 13,
2011: 


I am waiting for a
decision on my appeal. I made the appeal about the dismissal of my case for the
return of my money. I won that case but it was dependent on a graphologist
report. The Graphologist made no attempt to discover how or why I singed a
receipt for money I did not receive. I have never been questioned about the
confidence tricks played on Claire and myself, nor have we been questioned on
how I came to sign a receipt for a loan I did not receive. The appeal has been
presented and I believe it is the second time. We are waiting to find out what
proof the Judges require to justify our appeal. 


Shahzad is watching
all episodes of ‘Sex and the city’ it could help him to evaluate the west and
to question the east. I find that ‘Sex and the City’ behind the entertainment
value always has an agenda intended to question, enlighten and educate. Last
night Shahzad turned ‘Sex and the city’ off and said, ‘Let’s go to bed.’ he
climbed into my bed in his new ‘sleeping suit’ as I called it when I bought him
pajamas and, as always he laid face down waiting for me to touch him before
removing his Pajamas. 


I would prefer to let
friendship progress to affection and then by mutual consent to sex. Shahzad
likes me to undressed him and he finds being naked very erotic. I ran my hands
over his head and shoulders, down his back and he felt golden, his ass pillowey
and his dick hard and thick. He likes to be passive but he is beginning to
respond by gently offering himself to my hands and kisses. He pushes his anus
against my face and he likes his ass bitten gently. I sucked his dick and balls
then masturbated him very slowly to a relaxed and abundant satisfying orgasm. 


Shahzad remained
relaxed until every trace of semen was milked from his dick and I had dried him
with a towel. He is becoming very long and lean. I like my muscular brown boy
more every day. He spends a lot of time rereading Carla’s messages under his
covers. I could lose my friend or even worse, he could start living a lie.
There seems to be an endless supply of brown boys all prepared to sell their
souls for a home. One thing has become very clear; Carla is unbalanced and
neurotic. My fate is still in the hands of chance. Will Shahzad chose the
neurotic menopausal Christian or me, but even more worrying, will my friend get
his UK visa? 


Claire surpassed
her-self once again. She was talking to a secretary at my estate agent’s office
in Nottingham and she finished by switching to broad Yorkshire with the words,
‘Eee, its Luvely to ear a midlands accent luv’ before passing the telephone
back to me. The girl was too shocked to speak. Claire can switch to any accent
but she hasn’t understood that people are unaware of their own accent and she
comes across as being not only mocking but unpleasant.


 


October 18,
2011: 


My soldier arrived
last night, he had been telephoning me but I didn’t recognize the number. He
came to our house and told Shahzad a story. ‘I have just been for a massage but
she wanted 50 euros so I’ve come to see Sebastian, he’s good, have you had a
massage?’ Shahzad seemed indifferent to his ploy and left the house. So, I
locked the door and my soldier was naked on my bed by the time I got to my
bedroom. I sat on his ass and massaged his shoulders. He gasped his need as I
moved down his fine body and he raised his ass for me as my dick came in line
with his anus. I was fully dressed; it increases his sense of naked
vulnerability. 


He kept asking about
Shahzad because he wants to be fucked while I suck his dick. I said I would
ask. Kneeling between his legs he spread them wide lifting his ass. ‘Look at my
asshole.’ I covered his ass with body lotion and pushed my fist against his
soft center between his magnificent buttocks and the bones of his ass. ‘Get the
plastic dick I want the big one.’ He loves to watch the plastic dick as I
insert it through a slit in a thick leather belt and strap it over my dick and
then cover it with lubricant. Once satisfied by this ritual, he knelt on the
edge of the bed with his legs wide, his ass raised, his shoulders and face
buried in my blankets. I heard a muffled request ‘Very slowly.’ 


It seemed that the
huge plastic end could never ease into his pink slit so I inserted two fingers
covered in Vaseline and then placed the dildo, shiny with lubricant, against
his relaxing sphincter. I must hold the dildo rigid so he can push back onto
it. One inch was instantly engulfed but I didn’t move. I waited as his muffled
voice asked ‘Wait.’ I enjoy this moment most of all. I can relish his broad
back narrow waist and plump firm ass and his eager need to be entered on the
brink of tolerable pain. I could feel his sphincter easing stage by stage as he
pushed back onto the dick. Once half inside he took a rest and with the
slightest change of angel I pushed all 20 centimeters inside. Normally I can
feel him jolt when I reach his limit, but this time we found the right angle
and the dick was swallowed completely, so I could embrace his firm cheeks with
my groin. 


I enjoyed the feel of
his ass against my groin. The soldier had a sudden need to check if the door
was locked. He stood at my bedroom door peering into the unlit room beyond. I
told him, ‘I locked the door and Shahzad will be with his friends.’ His round
ass looked inviting as he continued peering around the door. He obviously
wanted to be taken by surprise so standing behind him, I placed my hands on his
groin and bending my knees I inserted the dick into his now welcoming ass. 


Holding his very hard
dick I pulled him back onto the dildo. His legs are too short and I was not
well balanced. I whispered, ‘Come on put your hands on the wall.’  Holding his
dick in my right hand and his groin with my left, I held him against my body. I
found my balance and could fuck with a smooth easy rhythm, but was unable to
achieve full penetration. I change my angel and rammed his prostate quite hard
until he reached back to hold my ass. Masturbating him hard, he pushed against
me rotating his ass and his orgasm exploded. He immediately stood up and the
plastic dick was removed. Then facing, our heads pressed together he let me
masturbate him as great blobs of sperm dropped between us. I wiped his dick and
ass with a towel and kicked the plastic dick under the bed. He got dressed as
if nothing had happened. I asked, ‘I want your name in my mobile so when you
call I know it’s you.’ He asked, ‘Are there any problems?’ I felt some concern
for Shahzad but said, ‘No, as long as Shahzad is not at home.’ He left looking
as if an important job had been accomplished to his satisfaction. 


 


October 20,
2011: 


Carla has arrived.
Shahzad took his bag to the hotel last night. This morning he had no problems
waking up and leaving at 05:30. I insisted he took condoms and he said, ‘Ok
Sebastian but I will hide them. I promise nothing will happen we are just
friends.’ Carla has booked them both into a hotel. She is placing Shahzad in a
situation of cultural shock. He is a Muslim boy from a country where there is
no social interaction between the sexes, unless within the family. His country
is so obsessed by forbidden sex that if a man and woman are alone it is
presumed that illicit sex took place. In Shahzad’s country sex without marriage
is only possible with a prostitute, a whore or a western woman. 


So perhaps there is no
problem for Shahzad. Carla doesn’t realize that the problem will be hers,
because in an eastern boy mind she has lost her reputation and her worth. I was
wondering how we would entertain Carla but it seems my concerned was
unnecessarily. I presume he met her at the airport and I haven’t seen them all
day. He telephoned me to tell me their plans for the next three days. If
Shahzad is in love I will be supportive. He told me that if she insisted on sex
he would have no problems fucking her. He is from a culture which accepts
fucking with boys in secret is a substitute until marriage and what might be
called, ‘the real thing’. The house is silent; his unoccupied mattress on my
floor corresponds to the emptiness in my heart. I am sure that this is very
important experience for Shahzad to understand himself and life.


 


October 21,
2011:  


I am missing Shahzad
more than I expected, there is a great void in my life. I love him, he is easy
company, undemanding and the sex is lovely. He sent me an SMS. ‘Hello
Sebastian, you ok? You have dinner? We are ok.’ I sent back ‘Not yet, it’s
cooking, hope you are both happy.’ then I wondered if they wanted an
invitation, so when I got no reply I telephoned. Shahzad was embarrassed, his
voice tense and high. I said, ‘Do you want to eat.’--- ‘No we have eaten.’ He
sounded relieved and urgent, he told me they had been very busy and Carla has a
present for me and they will come and visit me later. Then in a soft warm voice
he said, ‘I miss you.’--- ‘I miss you too, and I can’t sleep.’ He sounded
relieved at this news. Poor boy, he must be run off his feet with excessive
female demands. Perhaps this will help him to discover who he is.


 


October 24,
2011: 


Shahzad is still
tired, last night he went to bed at 18:00 hrs. without eating and since I had a
migraine I did the same. It was interesting when he arrived with Carla to visit
me. She gave me a nice soft scarf and some wonderful chocolates combining
caramel, milk chocolate and a hazel nut. She has excellent taste, she got the
same scarf for Saki and Shahzad all slightly different colors and exactly
right. Shahzad kept laying claim to me with little touches and smiles and Carla
rebuked him for too much familiarity. 


She talked incessantly
and they left in a flurry of hysteria. Shahzad ran back to whispered, ‘I miss
you.’ I went to lie down to recover. When he arrived after saying good bye to
Carla, he gave me a very rudimentary but essential hug, with a minimum of
contact as always. Carla has loaded him with presents and there was no sex.
They shared expenses and that cost me 130 euros. 


Shahzad has managed to
block the toilet. I shouted, ‘Shahzad, you didn’t shit for three days.’
Laughing, he said, ‘No Sebastian, I couldn’t shit’ I added, ‘You’re even worse
than Vincent.’ Never in my life have I known this degree of familiarity and it
is a revelation to me. With a smile Shahzad handed me the condoms saying, ‘You
see, I told you so.’ Smiling I said, ‘Yes I know I checked while you were
asleep.’


 It was time to talk,
‘So what was it like sleeping with a woman?’ looking relived he told me, ‘It
was alright, I had to keep poking her because I couldn’t sleep, she makes noise
all night’ ‘what did you say’ ‘I said, less noise please’ I am very happy that
he has the confidence to tell her, I would have suffered in silence. I asked,
‘Did nothing happen at all’ he looked indifferent, ‘I told you Sebastian we
just friends.’--- ‘Did you enjoy yourself?’--- ‘Yes, but she make very tired.’  


 


November 1,
2011: 


Shahzad still has not
got his passport returned. The shop ZARA has got the new seasons fashions and
Shahzad wants a black coat but he still sees himself as very slim and he is
determined to buy a coat one size too small. 


We took another appeal
to the court house regarding the case for my money. I dressed for the occasion
and I parted with another 350 euros but we did not meet the D.A.


 There seems to be a
problem with Shahzad’s passport, it still has not been return. Shahzad took
Saki for an explanation and they told us that Shahzad’s passport has been sent
to Pakistan for verification because they believe it is a forgery. Shahzad
thinks that he saw the official throw his application to return home into the
waste bin. Greece has more illegal immigrants crossing its borders than any
other European country. Claire has been telling me for weeks that they will
deport them all and that’s one reason I feel so anxious, but now that they have
an immigrant who wants to go home they are making it impossible. If Shahzad had
been working and already left his job he would by now, be in serious financial trouble.


 


November 9,
2011:  


Last night my soldier
friend arrived without telephoning. He has stopped being discrete and Shahzad
went into the kitchen. The soldier asked me if Shahzad would fuck him. I said,
‘I don’t know, I will ask him but I don’t think he’s very happy’ I could hear
Shahzad banging the pots about him the sink. We will have more chipped cups and
plates. I said to Shahzad, ‘My soldier friend wants to know if you will fuck
him?’ his voice was too high, he said, ‘No I don’t want to fuck him’ I asked,
‘Is there a problem?’ and Shahzad in a tight voice replied, ‘No, why should
they be?’ I put my hand on his shoulder and whispered ‘I will tell him to
leave.’ 


 


November 10,
2011:



Yesterday I had a
nasty shock. My brother telephoned, he has a document stating that the bailiffs
are going to remove all the furniture in my apartment for unpaid council tax. I
telephoned my estate agent for advice and was told, ‘Well you had better pay it
then, hadn’t you’ so I have sent a cheque for 250 GBP.


 Shahzad is starting
to talk about Carla, they had a double bed but it had two mattresses. She put
the light out when she got undressed and got into bed. He once came out of the
toilet while she was half dressed and she was angry. Shahzad told me that it
was very strange for him but he added, ‘She did nothing so I did nothing. I
would have fucked her if she had wanted’ and she talked him into a stupor. I am
proud of my friend; I feel at ease with him and I like him more every day.


 


November 16,
2011:  


We visited the
immigration police yet again. They didn’t even check but told us to bring a
lawyer. On the steps of the court house Shahzad pointed to a powerful blond
woman with lips painted up to her nose. She was in conversation with a handsome
Paki boy and she had the look of being enamored. “That’s the lawyer the Paki
boys all use, that’s Melissa”. So, we stood hovering waiting for a chance to
speak and she kept on talking then she deployed her mobile repeatedly and we
continued to hover. 


In a brief gap, I
addressed her, “Excuse me Melissa can you spare just one moment please” and we
shriveled in her silent glare, but I continued, “My friend wants to go home, he
has asked for his passport but we are still waiting”. She proclaimed, “But he
can’t have it, he has applied for political asylum.” Slightly puzzled, I
continued, “He has signed a document withdrawing his application and he even
signed that he will not return.” I found myself lost for words especially when
she said, “But he has got to sign documents, and why can’t you understand, they
don’t want them.” This trigged my self-possession, “He signed on October the 12th”. Very red in the
face she screamed, “How often do I have to tell you, he can’t have his passport
because he is applying for political asylum.” feeling acerbic I responded, ‘You
have not listened to or understood a single word I have said. He does not want
Asylum he wants to go home, so why can’t he have his passport?”--- “Perhaps
they sent it to Athens’ and she was gone. She could have said that in the first
place and not wasted so much time. She is charging 300 euros to arrange pink
cards. Our English lawyer charged us one hundred euros for getting Shahzad’s
pink card reinstated and that involved a lot of work.


 


November 17,
2011:  


The Hamam closed at
the end of October. It says ‘closed’ on the door. Now I hear that it has been
closed for good to save money because of the recession and poor attendance.
This is so very Greek; nobody from the Mayor downward took responsibility for
its organization, efficiency, attendance or future, except Vangelis and they
stopped him. They could have closed it for the winter only because it is now
obvious that this old town has no further use for a, public bath. But such a
decision would have required a degree of awareness and Greeks don’t have any. I
am lost for words; I don’t need to mention its recent history and demise yet
again. This is a loss to the world in a city deemed a world treasure, but I
wouldn’t know how to make a Greek comprehend this historical and cultural loss,
to say nothing of the possibility of new regular visitors and the pink pound,
year after year, if it had been hot and clean.


 


November 20,
2011:



Shahzad is playing
silly games with Carla’s feelings. He is driving her crazy with constant SMSs
and telephone calls. I suspect that she is realizing the true nature of her
situation with Shahzad, and is having doubts. Carla telephoned me and she was
disturbed and not making sense. I gather that Shahzad had told her that he had
been in jail. Also, he once borrowed my mobile and sent her a massage as if
from me, saying, “Shahzad is crying”, but fortunately he used Paki English and
she guessed. 


I have asked Shahzad
if he is in love with Carla and he said, “No”. I told him, “You are playing
silly games” and he replied, “She started it, because she plays games with me.”
I advised him that it is wrong to play games with a woman’s feelings. He was
disturbed for two days. I told Carla by SMS, “You must understand that Shahzad
is only a child and he is a Muslim” on the telephone I reminded her that,
Shahzad’s reality in his own country must be inconceivable to us and he is now involved
in cultural situations in a foreign country of which he has had no preparation
or understanding. 


She has said since on
the telephone, “If Shahzad is only a child I am wrong to have feelings for him
but, I think he understands a lot.” I think he probably understands more than
Carla. I have told Shahzad that if he is serious about being my boyfriend he
must accept that we are in serious relationship. He replied, “Sebastian we have
been together for over one year.” He has been the center of attention for at
least three women this summer and he has enjoyed himself. Carla is emotionally
vulnerable, unmarried, sensitive, idealistic and almost menopausal. She has
lost a young charismatic brother and is susceptible to finding a substitute.
Shahzad is playing games with a damaged and neurotic woman.


Last night on
television I discovered yet another disturbing fact or truth about our
democratic west. In the 1930s a bill was passed in America supposedly to
protect land from erosion. “THE NUMBER OF LIVE STOCK OWNED BY NATIVE AMERICAN
MUST BE LIMITED TO PROTECT THE LAND FROM EROSION” They were living in appalling
conditions in scrub desert and had to witness their few animals being
slaughtered. I wonder if the bill applied to the massive cattle ranches owned
by the wealthy American. The limited live-stocks owned by the Indians were actually
contributing to the fertility of the land. This was probably about the same
time that Hitler was exterminating Jews and the ‘Free West’ limited immigration
for Jews from Germany. The Native Americans could have survived on scrub desert
and maintain their culture but they are now living on American manufactured
junk food. The American dream is, get rich by any means because the cost is
irrelevant.


 


November 22,
2011:  


Carla’s holiday
photographs arrived this morning. They look very happy. She has an appetite for
filling for every moment with activity and fun. They make a very beautiful
happy couple. Shahzad is too obliging and he can’t say ‘No’ to anybody, that’s
why my home is full of Paki’s, smoking Hashish. Carla needs to give Shahzad
space and time to sort out what he wants. He is after a European passport and I
suppose marriage to a woman is in every way preferable to a civil partnership
with me. She probably wants somebody to replace her brother plus no doubt, a young
dick. She is heading for unhappiness even disaster and he is heading for a
commitment to a neurotic old woman. Marriage to Carla would consume his soul
but what worries me is that he is a good boy and would probably do his best to
fulfill her expectations. I hope I get him his visa and she gives him time and
space to think before making his mind up.


 


December 5,
2011: 


Shahzad has gone to
Athens. His embassy is providing him with a new passport. I see no point in
waiting for Greek immigration to do anything. They have a new explanation every
week. I feel they have ulterior motives but I can’t imagine what or why.
Shahzad was legal on his pink card and medical services were free but he had to
renew it regularly and would eventually have been summoned for a review. There
is no money available so he could not have been deported as Clair kept
insisting. They have his fingerprints and photograph on database so they have
full knowledge of his whereabouts. I also understand they have now stopped all
workers coming into Greece on work permits. This is probably an attempt to
solve the unemployment problems. A friend went for a work permit to employ his
Russian sister-in-law and was told to employ a Greek. His answer was to the
point, “You must be joking.”


My brother telephoned,
he has received a very disturbing telephone call informing him that “Kathy has
died.” We don’t know any Kathie’s. He is a considerate person and played for
time hoping for a clue. My brother was told that “Kathy died of throat cancer;
that was what eventually took her” and added “We met Sebastian briefly in
Greece”. The only person I know, who has visited the island was Ian and his
homely little wife and we decided that she could be a ‘Kathy’. Now my brother
has the embarrassing job of finding out if somebody who could very well be in
perfect health, is dead.


I understand that
America has christened a new aircraft carrier “The George Bush”. I suppose it
is very apt for a weapon of war, it will send the message to the world, “don’t
mess with us, we are too stupid and intolerant to see your point of view.”


 


 


December
7, 2011:


 My brother has
telephoned and it seems that, as usual, the only member of our household with
brains is the stupid farm boy. He recalled that Catherine had visited Greece
and met me and suddenly the whole telephone call made sense. I have been given
Laurie’s telephone number and I telephoned him. We had a long talk and he gave
me his address. They had three years of extreme happiness after we met briefly
outside the Hamam. I believe that only a terminal illness could help Catherine
to be truly herself. Without a date for departure life, like a holiday, would
just be tedious repetition. She seemed to need some tangible time scale to love
and to feel loved. I am sure that she gained deep satisfaction and security
from the idea of being missed. 


In her teens
Catherine, had worked for a family in Sussex. One night at a dance Laurie
danced with her and spent the whole night waiting for an opportunity to speak
with her. She did not leave her friends for a second but he never forgot her. A
few years ago, Catherine was having a brief love affair with her former
employer in Sussex and by chance she met Laurie again. He was still fascinated
by her. After two marriages with children of all ages, he was free but
Catherine was divided in her affections. They established a close bond and when
her former employer’s wife objected to the affair with her husband Catherine
and Laurie got married. 


He is a creative,
artistic farmer, so he fitted the bill. There were a few problems with his two
youngest children and she continued drinking, but the marriage held together
until she was declared terminally ill with Cirrhosis of her liver. When I met
them here on the island she had just been discharged from hospital because she
preferred to die at home. She was covered in broken blood vessels but extremely
happy. They didn’t see me again because I am sure every minute was precious.
She did not drink again and eventually died of throat cancer not liver failure.
As Cousin Kathleen, would say “It is the end of an era.”


I telephoned Laurie
and we had a long talk. I have a photograph of Catherine when she was
twenty-one, I will have it copied and send it framed, so he will have a
photograph of her when he first set eyes on her and fell in love. Laurie told
me a very strange story. He was in Australia with one of his children and a
fortune teller told him. “You will meet someone from the past with dark eyes
but not English. You will get married and find much happiness. This is a story
that was predestined.”


 


 


December 20,
2011:


 Shahzad is leaving
tomorrow. His ticket cost 480 euros, cheaper than travelling in a car boot. He
is very excited and going home in my Armani boots. He has taken all the spare
bread to some Paki friends because they feed the pigeons. They are all working.
I think that perhaps Shahzad was too pretty to work.


 


December 21,
2011:



There is no avoiding
the truth, my boyfriend is fucking useless. He spent so much time in the
bathroom that he made us very late for finding a taxi. Then he had to run back
and find a silver ring, (probably the one he thinks I don’t know that Carla
bought him) I found one taxi and we went to meet him. We arrived at the check
in desk with five minutes to spare. Greeks are very formal and the girl wasted
time saying extensive goodbyes to her friends before attending to us. He
managed to get through immigration but as I left I heard them calling his name.
He once told me that in Dubai he missed three flights because he wasn’t paying
attention. I saw the plane take off as I reached the bus stop at 07:10hrs, it was
late. 


I telephoned Shahzad in
Athens. He said, ‘Sebastian I am in Athens’ I said, ‘Yes I know, what are you
doing?’ completely lost he replied ‘I don’t know’ I asked ‘Why did they call
your name when you were leaving’ he said, ‘because I went to the toilet’ I set
about organizing him, ‘First feed yourself and I will call you again at ten.’ I
called at ten and told him ‘You must find the desk of your carrier and get your
boarding card.’ At 11:30 am, he was still waiting to have his passport checked.
At 12:00pm he told me, ‘They have put inside that I must pay 600 euros.’ I
asked him what for and he didn’t know, so I sent him back to ask and to check
his departure gate. At 13:00pm, he told me that he had found his departure gate
and if he returns he must pay 600 euros fine. I told him, ‘Under no
circumstances go for a walk, and safe journey, my friend’ I was close to tears.


 So, Bollywood boy,
all dressed in black with his collar turned up has gone. He is not capable of
looking after himself.
I have sent my companion, friend, son and lover away. I sit empty and alone in
the park, it is always a shock how life just carries on regardless but the
desolation is very familiar and I wait.


 


                             
                                    


                                       TIGER,
FROM PALESTINE


 


 


January 10, 2012:


We are having a warm
spell. The weather is varied because of the proximity to Asia and the extremes
of temperature conflicting with the warm Mediterranean. Today I was writing in
my usual position on a stone bench in the Park when a tall very slim figure
dressed entirely in black passed me from behind. He was well barbered with a
vertical spine a firm round ass and sturdy but long legs. I exclaimed ‘fucking
hell’ and to my surprise he stopped and pretended to take in the view;
deliberately giving me the benefit of his profile. His hair is very short and
brown, his nose short and fashionably dished, his cheek bones and jaw well
chiseled and clearly delineated. The words of Lady Caroline lamb regarding Lord
Byron sprang to mind. “Mad, bad and dangerous to know”. 


A tiny voice whispered
in my unconscious, “Always trust first impressions.” If he is a rent boy he is
out of my league, if not I would be advised to avoid him anyway, he is too
beautiful. Every posture, stance, attitude and gesture was calculated. He sat
on a stone bench not far away and arranged one ankle on his knee. Then he
seemed to be having a problem with his lighter. 


‘Do you have a light?’ he called.



Somewhat unnerved I answered ‘No,
sorry, I don’t smoke’ being eager to return to my writing. 


He called to me again, ‘Where are
you from?’--- ‘I am British but I live here.’ His voice showed confidence and
was free of the appeal or aggression associated with parasites looking for a
victim. He gave me an inviting smile and I joined him to avoid straining to
hear and shouting. 


He talked easily and with such
candor that I relaxed. ‘I am from Palestina; I have just arrived from Crete.’ 


His cloths were
expensive, well-chosen and superbly cut to emphasis his broad shoulders,
elegant slim body and fine legs. We talked easily. I told him that I use to
work in the Hamam, this caused his face to light up and he said that he was in
needed of a massage. I looked boldly into his face for the first time. His eyes
are large but long and heavily lidded, his browse slant upwards hinting at
Mongol ancestry but it was his mouth that arrested my soul. He has the full lips
of a very young girl expressive and always restraining a smile. He over flowed
with radiant warmth and confidence, he talked with authority and gave the
impression of integrity. 


With no hint of
curiosity beyond open frankness I asked, ‘Do you sell sex?’ his reply moved me
so much that I gave him twenty euros. ‘I am sorry Sebastian but sometimes I
have no choice, life can be very hard’


‘Yes I know, I am not
interested in sex but here’s twenty euros’ after a pause handing him the money,
I said, ‘I like you, I feel good in your company’ 


He confirmed, ‘You
mean you want me for a friend, ok Sebastian, you can call me Tiger.’ I was
entranced by the curve of his thigh and the smile hovering with trust on his
innocent lips. Then he asked for my telephone number.     
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