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Epilogue

“You see that large department store?” I said. Rabbit, my travelling companion, nodded. “Well, that’s where it was.” I gave a grand sweep with my left hand.
“Right,” he replied. I could hear from the tone of his voice that he must have thought that I was plainly going fast around the bend.
“Good. Now, right there, just about where that neon shop sign is, – you see it?” I continued.
“Yes.” Obediently, his eyes followed the direction of my pointed finger.
“Now, d’you see that window displaying sports gear? Well, there wasn’t a building there then. It used to be a small road – well, more like a cut–through really. And about half way down, on the right, was ‘The Green Goddess’ I told you about.”
“Oh.” Rabbit stared dutifully at the front of the bland store and gave a nod of encouragement. “Right!” he said, although he was obviously frantically wracking his brains, trying to remember how significantly ‘The Green Goddess’ featured in my formative years. Any passers–by must have wondered what was so extraordinarily fascinating about a rather ordinary shop front which was causing such judicious scrutiny from two rather ordinary looking guys. Little did they know! How could they? They couldn’t, of course, unless they were privy to its rather peculiar history.
“It was the coffee bar, where we often used to congregate. The Gang? Remember?” An ample look of realisation spread across his face. All his confusion evaporated and a convincing memory of my frequent verbal memoirs was triggered. To reinforce the reminiscence I continued, “It was one of the gang’s regular meeting places. The coffee bar ruled by the redoubtable Renata?” I prompted.
“Ah, yes,” Rabbit smiled. “Got it!” He gazed at the shop front in an attempt to capture this golden nugget from my past. Because of the solid, unyielding building we now faced; this attempt must have seemed forlorn.
This microcosm of the whole city’s alterations made me feel sad and extremely nostalgic. My youth hadn’t been lost – it had been bricked over.
As a fully formed forty–five year old male, returning in the mid–nineteen–nineties, after some twenty–five year’s absence, to the centre of the city with a sympathetic friend, curious about my youth, it is almost incredible that these manicured, sanitised, socially acceptable streets – these yuppified alleyways were once witness to my debauched teenage. Everywhere and everything on this guided tour of my ancient monuments looked so ‘nice’. I began to wonder if my fellow observer thought I had invented the whole thing.
Bright lights have now banished the once oppressive gloom; respectable cafés replace derelict houses ideally suited for hasty encounters. Warehouses and old community halls have been demolished and restructured as monstrous glass office blocks and gleaming, production line chain stores. Multi–storey car parks have usurped the strange buildings whose original purposes had long been forgotten. Everything now aired so respectable. The bland seventies, eighties and nineties have smothered – strangled – murdered – the colourful fifties and sixties.
With frightening efficiency, the developers have fulfilled their sacred mission to create identikit city centres throughout this once ‘green and pleasant land’. In many ways it is a case of ‘good riddance’. But there is a John Betjeman side of me which hankers for those good old days of yore, full of fun, frolic and experience whose loss is personified by this vanished relic of my youth which now confronted us.
My sympathetic comrade, Rabbit, must have used a great deal of his imagination to fill in those gaps, which my inner eye saw with such clarity. He didn’t give up. I watched him, as he eyed the stone monster with something akin to wonder.
For myself, I felt a strange tingle. The buildings appeared to swim in my mind and dissolve. I felt a thrill as the inner eye of my mind superimposed itself on my physical one, a complete recreation of the alleyway as it once was. The past came out of the realms of recollection and, for a fraction of a second, pretended to be real and tangible.
















Part One - Aged 0-13 years






A Very Normal Childhood

Isuppose the adult I have become and the path I have taken is the ripe fruit which was seeded in my childhood. And it was a member of my family who gleefully planted this seed with evil relish.
Born an only child, of the first few years of my life I have only the scantiest of recollections. Any images I still retain are of dubious reliability and reality as they could have stemmed from external influences from my much extended family. From the scraps of information grudgingly divulged by my mother, I have surmised that I was a fairly happy but unremarkable baby. Photographs, taken at the time, show a bright eyed, bushy tailed infant happily playing with its mother. I suspect these images of blissful contentment were carefully staged for the camera, but I can’t be sure. Perhaps, at the time, there was a germ of potentiality for a happy family. If there was, it didn’t last very long. The cuddly puppy grew up a little and lost his ability to entice an “Ah, isn’t he sweet!” from admiring adults.
Babies are sexless creatures – but they soon grow and begin to show signs of what they are to become. As I grew, my mother couldn’t get away from the fact that I had committed a grave sin for which I could never be forgiven. I had the misfortune to be born a boy. She had set her heart on bringing a little girl into the world and had even selected a name for her; Janet. When, at nine and three quarter pounds, I popped out, she didn’t even know what to call me. I was a nameless blob. Throughout my childhood, I was constantly reminded of this deliberate act of betrayal on my part.
From the age of about six (or it could have been even younger) until just before my teenage years, my father used, or rather, abused his privileged position of trust by ‘having a bit of fun’ with me – at least twice a week. This ‘fun’ never extended much beyond masturbation and oral sex but for a little boy who, even if I do say it myself, was rather sensitive – it was bad enough. He always impressed upon me the importance of not telling anyone else, “Especially your mother. She wouldn’t understand”. Like a fool, I obeyed.
How it all started, I honestly can’t remember. Most people’s first intimate experience is indelibly stamped on their memory – but not mine. I have always had sex. It has been part of my upbringing. To me, from the age of six, it was as natural as eating, walking and sleeping. I didn’t and couldn’t see anything wrong in it. It was simply a part of my childhood.
It is interesting to note that, according to my mother, as a baby, I didn’t take kindly to a dummy. She tried various tricks to induce me into taking it, but I steadfastly refused. Apparently, I’d spit it out each time she tried to coax me into chewing the wretched thing. She even tried coating it with sugar. As soon as I had licked off this outer layer, out it would go. Today, I am not very fond of sweets – or cake. Could this distaste, and all that followed, have had a bearing on my current dislike?
In a strange sort of way, by the time I reached the age of about seven, I had fully accepted these ‘games’ with my father as part of growing up. It was part of my initiation into the world of the grown–ups. I think I must have realised it was wrong or I wouldn’t have obeyed his command to keep shtum so willingly. By now, even at my tender age, I felt empowered because I had come to know, by instinct, these were ‘grown–up’ things in which my father engaged me so furtively. It was ‘our little secret’. Also, because it was virtually the only show of affection I ever received from him, I felt honoured and hankered after repeat performances. (This was at a time when such things were never spoken about so fear and ignorance stopped me mentioning anything about these ‘games’. Even at seven years of age, I thought I would not be believed – that I would be the one who would be punished. ‘Times,’ thank God, ‘they are a–changin’’) I was bribed (or rather, paid) with a couple of bars of chocolate, which, although he supplied the actual cash, I had to trot off to the local off–licence to purchase myself! And, before you jump to the wrong conclusion – he was my natural father.
Looking at myself in the few family photographs, taken about this time, I see a scrawny looking kid, grinning at the camera. There was very little going for him. From these snaps, I must be honest; I am puzzled as to what my father saw in me. All I had to offer was my age – or lack of it! My looks, such as they are, can hardly be detected in these scarce black and white time capsules.
I truly believe my parents made a huge mistake by getting married. Neither showed any form of affection towards one another, in any way whatsoever. I don’t remember a single hug or kiss being exchanged. They tended to ignore each other. At one time they must have shared a certain amount of intimacy or yours truly wouldn’t have hatched into the world – but it must have been a long time ago and fairly infrequent. This lack of affection was also extended to myself. My father never embraced me and my mother, apart from ‘good night’ pecks or a brief kiss on my cheek when I left for school, seemed to refuse any open signs of love.
My father maintained a firm hold over his wife by keeping her desperately short of cash for the housekeeping. As he had a fairly good job, I believe he must have had money stashed away but always cried poverty whenever she broached the subject of a raise.
To augment her rather meagre income, she thought it prudent to take in washing and ironing from various neighbours and relations. Further, she took on part–time work in various local shops where she charmed the customers rotten to their faces and bitched ruthlessly about them behind their backs. The moment she began to have a certain degree of financial independence, numerous rows and silences broke out. My father, quick to see the danger, tried to reduce, proportionately, her weekly allowance. There were tears galore from her. In the end, her money was modified a little, but when she became unemployed, it was never adjusted back up.
During all these uncertainties, I became a bit of a loner and a ‘latch key kid’ but without my own key. On my weekends and school holidays, I had to spend my spare time with my Grandmother and Aunt, on my mother’s side, who still shared a house. Their place was a haven of safety and warmth. My Gran was the Grand Old Matriarch of her disparate family and, whilst she lived, managed to keep the various warring factions together. Between her and my Aunt, I received a primitive form of familial love which was so grossly lacking in my own home.
My father’s relationship with my mother had, for many years, resulted in separate bedrooms, separate lives and separate sexual desires. His principal craving was for the son and not the wife. I am also convinced he was seeing other men. Often, if I was out with him during a school holiday, he became agitated if we happened to bump into the ‘odd’ friend of his.
From what I have learned subsequently, my father had a long–standing predilection for young men/boys. Whilst in the Services, he became very close to a fellow soldier. During the war, the young man was killed whilst standing beside my father. The young man’s body shielded my father from death. That is how I received my name – an inheritance from this dead youth: Steven. Perhaps he saw me as a substitute for his lost comrade. Perhaps it was guilt that he had survived and this other Steve hadn’t. Who knows? Who cares?
My mother, even in front of the rest of her vast family, had given up all pretence of a happy marriage. Although my father remained in frosty silence as to his thoughts, my mother took every opportunity to run down her ‘beloved’ behind his back – and, on special occasions, when there was a family gathering, in front of his face as well. I was receiving very different signals from each of them. My mother, when I had done something wrong, always said, “That’s your father in you.” This, as far as she was concerned, being the biggest and worst put down – the ultimate insult – that she could summon. I was always used as a pawn in their bickering and quarrelling. My mother fought to win my affection as a way of getting back at my father rather than any genuine signal that she actually loved me. I was a very confused child who was being forced to grow up far too quickly.
Naturally, all these observations have occurred to me after many years of hindsight. At the time, I simply knew I was not part of an ordinary family relationship because I saw how my friends and cousins were treated by theirs. Yes, I was very confused.
As for my mother, well, she was always elsewhere. Relations, friends, work, it didn’t matter; she went anywhere and did anything to avoid being at home with her spouse. And, because of the sexual opportunities afforded by her absence, my father didn’t mind in the least. I don’t think she had any idea ‘our little secret’ was being performed on the very chairs and sofas she’d scrimped and saved to buy, or, in the working class, kitsch bathroom she had so lovingly decorated. I wonder what would have been said had she known how often she’d rushed through the front door and dashed up to use the lavatory, not realising that the last thing to be flushed away was my father’s sperm, dutifully coaxed from his straining penis by her puny little brat of a son.
Once a fortnight, I was given a real treat. My father (minus my mother) took me to a ‘News Theatre’ in the city centre. With her two banes removed, she took full advantage of the vacant house to entertain fragments of ‘her’ massive family. A thought has often occurred to me about that seedy little cinema. I don’t ever remember seeing a single female face in the audience. It was definitely an establishment catering for ‘Men Only’. Because of this, it could well have been, and most likely was, a pick–up place – and the fact that a grown man was in there with a six or seven year old boy must have caused the raising of some eyebrows as well as my father’s kudos. I dread to think what the cinema’s manager must have thought.
These were not my only trips to the cinema. We had a local picture house, which showed mainstream films, and my mother (minus my father) took me there, but only once a month. Was this yet another battle for the control of my affections? The contrast between the ‘local’ and the ‘News Theatre’ couldn’t have been more marked. My father’s choice of entertainment made me uncomfortable, whilst my mother’s made me feel safe.
By the time I began my sexual exploration of the city, my father’s choice of cinema had been demolished. I have never thought to enquire whether my mature suspicions about the place were well founded. Now, it’s too late. Like myself, my contemporaries have grown up or, perhaps, are dead from that evil spectre of gay happiness and, as I have lost all contact with them – I suppose I shall never know.
As I have said, the resulting child became a bit of a loner. I was friendly and polite because my mother had hammered into me the ritual and courtesies of manners, (one of the few things for which I have to thank her) but I really only felt ‘complete’ in my own company.
Although I seem to have been given a reasonable brain, all the time I was at school I remained an extremely average student. Apart from an obsession with most of the arts, I became classified as an ‘underachiever’. Again, at that time, the signs of child abuse were not something for which the teachers bothered to look. Indeed, it is unlikely they would believe such things could happen in the home of any child who attended their school. The only thing in which I excelled was drawing. From my earliest days, I had doodled, squiggled, sketched and scribbled on scraps of paper. I looked as if I had been blessed with a reasonable hand to eye coordination and was able to recreate, with comparative ease, what I saw onto my improvised pad. Understandably, my mother didn’t appreciate it when I added little extras to her book covers and magazines. And, being her, she neither picked up on nor encouraged this one talent at which I shone. This talent was the one thing which my teachers put to use. Throughout the whole of my school life, I was the one who was persistently being commanded to make advertising posters and to decorate the sets for the school plays and productions and to make banners and artistic announcements for choir concerts, sport days plus notices for compulsory and extracurricular activities and the like.
At this time, I made few friends – but I was very loyal to the one or two who I allowed into my little world. There were times when my father tried to encourage me to ‘play games’ with my friends in front of him. He told me it would be all right provided he was watching to make sure it didn’t go too far. (Oh, what a tangled web we weave…) He was playing a very dangerous game. How could he be sure my small crowd didn’t have a better relationship with their parents than I had with mine? They could, so easily, mention what he was up to? Although I asked, not many ever agreed. My friends found it easier to say “No”.
Prior to my first form of escape – a second–hand Christmas bicycle – I used to go for long, solo walks in the countryside. This was my idea of heaven. I loved being alone, immersing myself in nature. I would spend hours, watching beetles and ants, birds and small animals. Luckily, I only had to walk a couple of hundred yards to find myself in unspoiled and unvisited countryside, so my love of nature could be fully satiated. When I was finally given my bike, I was ecstatic. I was no longer tied to the monotonous estate that I knew so well and hated so much. My beloved rural environs could be expanded. I could huff, puff and peddle for miles along deserted roads and steep myself in new landscapes full of equally new experiences. My solitary sojourns into the surrounding sylvan byways became a drug, which numbed the hatred I felt for my family life.
All this was fine, if I had the time to get out and about. When I was imprisoned in the house through bad weather or ‘you can’t go out now, it’ll soon be your bedtime,’ I had to find an alternative to keep me entertained.
At the time, a regular feature on certain radio request programmes was the inclusion of light classical music. Immediately, I fell in love with the sounds made by a full orchestra, going at full tilt. Thus began my love affair with serious music.
During the many periods when I was commanded to, “Keep quiet, I want a little nap!” I enjoyed looking at books. For some strange reason we had a couple of tomes on art. I devoured them and quickly acquired a rudimentary knowledge of the various art styles and movements. I began to dabble with paper and pencil at trying to re–create the paintings I loved. This was met with a distinct lack of interest on the part of my parents.
Of my two last means of escape, one was the cinema. Because of the regular trips I made to these mysterious dark, fantastic palaces, I became, in a very modest way, quite an expert. My last shelter was literature. As I had a vivid imagination, books gave me the chance to inhabit other worlds which stimulated my desires and dreams.
Each of these loves has stayed with me all my life and when everyday existence becomes too tough, I find them to be an invaluable safety valve.
From time to time many children dream of discovering they were adopted. They honestly believed their parents would, one day, tell them they were not their natural nest makers. It’s probably a form of escape from a bad patch the family may be experiencing. I had this same fantasy, except; I indulged in it for most of my childhood. Once, my mother ordered me to befriend a fellow youngster who was, indeed, in this very position. The boy was visiting his adopted parents’ family for a short holiday. I was told he was a bit withdrawn and needed someone to bring him out a bit. ‘Why ask me?’ I thought. The moment I set eyes on him, I knew we wouldn't get on. My hostility was caused by jealousy. The lad had mystery. He had the potential of being lifted from his world by some guilt ridden real parent, and be whisked off to a new, rich life. I remember being rather nasty and petty towards him. I simply couldn’t help myself. He was living my childhood Nirvana. I knew it could never happen to me. I was my parents’ child. There wasn’t even a faint hope that this shy boy’s life would find an echo in my own. I remained tied to my own particular wheel of life and I had to put up with it.
I suspect you are thinking that the fantasy world into which I had escaped was an archetypal reaction for an abused child – and you’d be right. I have no illusions, now, about how I have grown and matured. The seed was to become a ripe fruit – sweet and tender to some but poison to others.




You Dirty, Old Town

Iwas conceived, born and reared on the very edge of a large provincial city. Even as I was propelled, screaming, into the world, this once thriving and proud seaport could no longer boast its once exalted and salty status. No longer a maritime force, it still tried valiantly to maintain a delight and ambience for ships, sailors and danger. Unfortunately, the lack of sea–faring business made the delight a tradition rather than a reality. Though old, the city, especially its central area, has been heavily modernised. It now looks like any other piece of urban landscape from Basildon to Milton Keynes. In my youth, the ministrations of the blitz still scarred its topography but, today, all this damage has been swept aside in an enthusiastic desire to ape that Great American Dream; the user–friendly city. It failed!
Today, most of the city’s designer social events are concentrated around the almost extinct docks. These social events involve cinemas (or Movie Houses) showing either classic films or eclectic, obscure art–house movies. Trendy shops for even trendier clients are flanked by pedestrianised precincts where continental style coffee–houses spill out to impede the less socially aware’s perambulations. The whole area is a Shangri–La for the university intellectuals who appear to spend most of their time wondering what the hell they’re going to do once they have graduated. Around this island of banal habitation, newly reconsidered, reconstituted, reconstructed and reconverted warehouses play host to either galleries for ultra–modern art, or performing spaces for politically correct presentations of obscure theatrical events. The ‘yoof’ proprietors, with enthusiastic zeal, happily attempt to provide the populace at large with everything they think they deserve to enrich their dull, miserable lives and proving, yet again, how wrong they are.
All in all, it has become a rather bland, tawdry city. It is now as mediocre and unsurprising as any other city you care to name. Even its historic attractions have become an embarrassment; best screened off by a variety of brooding, concrete, steel and glass buildings. For pity’s sake, even my favourite childhood walks and jaunts into the countryside now fester under an array of Barrett Homes, Sainsbury’s, designer, over manicured parks and boundless industrial estates. And all this thrown together devastation has been carried out in the name of progress.
So much for now.
Then?
The city centre covered a small area which was open and friendly, but a short walk down any of the numerous side streets took the unwary, unsuspecting rambler into a sudden and startling maze of streets. And what streets! Even in the daylight they were dark, claustrophobic, narrow and faintly sinister. At night it could easily have been taken for a landscape created by a modern Bosch or one of the regions through which Virgil guided Dante. The poor lighting made it even more grotesque and disturbing. Crumbling public houses struggled to make ends meet from their limited catchment of locals. Shops were converted into dubious coffee bars. Illegal clubs furtively catered for speciality amusements and existed in the back rooms of private houses. Cellar bars with little or no ventilation, peeling walls and tiny, intimate dance floors. There were bombed churches where only weeds, desperate lovers and the occasional stray cat formed the congregation. These, and other places too numerous to mention, were the markets where anything could be bought by the punter who had the craving and the cash – and sold from a supplier who had the time and inclination to close their sordid little transaction.
If this wasn’t bad (or good) enough, further depths could be plumbed, if that was your desire, about half a mile away to the north–west, in the dock area. This torrid little square mile was still half frozen in a time warp. That is to say, whole blocks were much the same as they had been for a hundred years or more. The rest struggled to remain standing as silent witness to Mr. Hitler’s attempts at disabling the port. Walking around this area, the silence was almost palpable. A century earlier it would have been a frenzied, noisy place – now, not even the faintest echo of this previous hive of industry could be detected. It was a place that only showed a glimmer of life during the day. Its population consisted of cars taking short cuts and a few determined people who battled to man the pitifully few businesses that were unable to afford workshops in more salubrious areas. Only after sunset did it begin to stir in its bloated slumber so that it could achieve a near full resuscitation in the early hours of the morning. Everywhere one explored, unexpected niches and dead–end tracks honeycombed this small, desolate, self–contained world. The only people to be found were those misfits in society who felt the desire for adventure, danger and solitude. Many tried to find some meaning and outlet for their doleful lives through the bottom of a meths bottle or squirted from the point of a syringe. To parody the old maps – here be meat racks for every form of pleasure, for whatever fantasy a mind could devise – no matter how debauched. It was a depressing stigma on the surface of the city that frequently and unpredictably exploded into crazed violence. But, lest you think there was some sort of inverted romance about the place, I regret to inform you that, in the main, it was merely an irksome wasteland of abandoned buildings which attracted few sightseers and even less attention from ‘Lily Law’, the police. The many ill tended, unlit public toilets erected as monuments to Victorian aspiration had become, instead, nocturnal orgy rooms for the more public spirited and night prowlers with a taste for the more fearfully exotic.
The only respite from this disheartening district was a large municipal park that straddled a nearby hill. A huge, glowering statue surmounted this totally unexpectedly verdant oasis, rising as it did, out of the desert of humanity. The identity of this particular antique, local worthy, and the exact reason for his celebrity, had and still has, been long forgotten. This unkempt park, much overgrown with shrubs and brambles, offered many discreet opportunities for privacy and, as such, it had become a favourite pick–up place for the more discerning seekers of illicit comfort.
Around the perimeter of this vice–hole were many great, historic buildings. When, during the day, I walked amongst them, I never ceased to be amused at the sight of children being shown their local heritage by enthusiastic, middle–class parents. I often wished they could be shown the alternative view – a brief snapshot of how that same area looked the previous night. This more acceptable zone tended to be used as an overspill from the ghetto. The safer, brighter streets brought the pleasure seekers who had hunted down a willing quarry from out of the dock’s sinister corner. They could then be allowed to perform their desires in the city’s cathedral grounds, the back of the library, the university campus, or in the warren of service roads of the council offices. I often pondered how many of these middle–class fathers knew about this doppelgänger existence. In my experience – there were quite a few.
I had a love/hate relationship with the place; as the old joke goes – I loved to hate it. It was a place where you could lose your identity and feel free to pursue and indulge in your real or imagined persona. It made people schizophrenic. They were totally altered from their daytime humdrum lives. Almost without exception, people went either slightly off their rockers or completely bonkers. School teachers became drag queens; men of the cloth became leather submissives; off–duty policemen became happy members of the community which, whilst on duty, they persecuted so vigorously. For me, it proved a good location to let my hair down. Yes, I loved it because it gave me a chance to be myself and play at being grown up. Yet, I hated it because I had to go away from my family into this grim place to find some sort of peace. It was romantic – but it was the romance of a consenting pair of sado–masochists.




Searching for Revenge

The unrequested initiation and practical sex education I received from my father continued until I was about eleven years of age. Then, for some unknown reason, I finally found the words and courage to put a stop to the whole thing. Something must have jangled alarm bells inside my boyish head. It was almost as if, for the first time, I fully understood what was happening to me. Was there a glimmer of maturity and understanding beginning to grow? It wasn’t guilt but repulsion for someone who was, to me, an old man. My ability to get an erection was becoming easier and it was exciting my father in a way that frightened me. He attempted to push our sessions further. I wasn’t having anything to do with it. If I hadn’t put my foot down, I think my father would have continued with his illegal activities into my adulthood, always pushing out the sexual boundaries.
How I put a firm and sudden halt to the proceedings was simplicity itself. I backed away and left the room every time I saw that salacious gleam in his eyes, the lop sided grin and the ill fated words, “Let’s have a bit of fun” begin to form on his lips.
Now, I can only imagine his surprise and fear at my unspoken decision. It must have totally freaked him out as I was in a position to blow the whistle on the whole sordid business. Obviously, this is precisely the action I should have taken long ago but, as I have said, I was a well–conditioned and obedient child so I still kept my silence.
Our trips to the ‘News Theatre’ stopped because I announced that I didn’t want to go any more. My mother was curious as to why I wanted to put a halt to these regular visits. I told her that it was simply a case of boredom with the place. For different reasons, both my parents were irritated by my decision. My father, because it underlined the unspoken wish I had made to distance myself from him; and my mother who was incensed because it put paid to the family gatherings that she enjoyed. To make a further point, she stopped taking me to our local cinema – I assume she thought that, as she had won the battle with my father for my affection, there was no longer any need to squander her money on such a frivolous activity. From that moment on, my only contact with the silver screen was in the form of ‘Saturday Morning Pictures’.
Strangely, it gave me a small thrill when I realised that I had a hold over him. For me, even that thrill wasn’t enough. He received my cold shoulder for many years. In my small way, I had won a minor victory in the parental power struggle. As time went by, he must have assumed I had forgotten all about our evening sessions. How wrong he was. An idea was beginning to form inside my head. At first it was a vague, ethereal thought but it didn’t take too long to become a concrete proposal.
During a fairly sexually safe, uneventful couple of years, I made a deliberate decision to take revenge – not only on my father directly, but on the whole male population as well.
This sincere pact that I made with myself was extremely vague. I had no conception of how to transform this idea of revenge into my concrete proposal. In a way, it became even more frustrating. I knew I wanted to make all men pay, but I had no idea where, how or when to start. All I knew was – someone, anyone, was going to have to pay.
This unrequited anger stayed with me for many years. I was happy to contemplate having sex with another boy or young man – but sex with my father? I now found the thought utterly repulsive. It was all very confusing. Did I want to go with someone else and let my father see but not be able to be involved? No, he would probably relish the sight. Did I want to threaten him with exposure (no pun intended) and watch him beg? No, I was still worried that I would get the blame. I honestly didn’t know what to do. Because I couldn’t take it out on my father directly, I knew that it would have to be with someone else. It would be some poor, unsuspecting sucker who would have to shoulder the responsibility of my father’s licentiousness. This whole dilemma became my obsession. So, at the age of about eleven, or it could have been twelve, I made my first tentative step on a journey, which would bring me pain, laughter, sadness and anguish. I discovered how valuable friendship is, and what monsters some people could be.
It was, by now, the mid–fifties – a time when sex still remained a hefty taboo in a highly puritanical society. Whole areas of people’s personal and private activities were being forcibly halted by the criminal law. Now we are told a blind eye was turned on ‘things like that’, but believe me, it wasn’t. Agent provocateurs abounded and no cost was too great to clobber anyone who was indulging in his own victimless desires. I sometimes think times haven’t changed very much. Okay, it’s no longer illegal, but many people are still forced to live double lives. The homophobic public and the stigma they place upon gay people only acts to keep many in the closet. However, in the fifties, because of the draconian laws, there was always the threat of blackmail, prosecution and shame. It must also be remembered that this was a period before the greatest disaster known to the latter part of the twentieth century, that evil which escaped from the bacteriological laboratories to haunt and murder us all – HIV and Aids. Back then, love–making didn’t involve playing ‘Russian Roulette’ with a microscopic killer virus. Even so, life was still subject to Victorian attitudes. At that time, even an unmarried mother was considered immoral and the lowest of the low. The poor wretch automatically earned the label ‘prostitute’. People in particular and society in general were stiflingly ‘Holier than Thou’, and although most sexually transmitted diseases were easily curable and utterly non–life threatening, life itself, certainly for gay men, was very far from rosy and worry free.
To sum up – I was about to enter a world where real fears added sauce to a diet of suspicion and hysterical glee.
And, if you will forgive a small observation; for as long as I could remember, I knew there was something ‘different’ about me – even before my father decided to use me as his personal sex toy. Let there be no mistake about that! I was fully aware of my natural desires from as far back as I could remember. With my father, what upset me was not what I was forced into doing with him – quite the reverse. I felt completely comfortable and at home with the actual act. It felt so natural. What I did resent was the fact that I was doing it with my father. This is what I knew was wrong and it discomforted me. My father didn’t turn me ‘gay’. I will never be convinced of any argument to the contrary. What he did manage, however, was to rob me of any chance to grow up and to realise my own sexual proclivities. I was denied the opportunity to choose my lifestyle in my own way and in my own time. He robbed me of my innocence. It was for this reason that I found it difficult to forgive him. This, I believe, was the greatest sin he committed. I should have been guided in my search for identity and not forced into accepting gay sex before I was ready. I should have been given the time to explore and enjoy my childhood – to discover, gently, my feelings but my father decided otherwise and denied me this priceless gift. Indeed another ten years had to pass before I could bring myself to treat him with civility.
Yes, I deliberately sought revenge for what my father had done. I wanted someone – anyone – everyone, to pay. All my naïve thoughts became naïvely obsessive. How, I wondered could I achieve it? I had no idea – until, a chance encounter.
By now I was about twelve years old. Although my voice had yet to break – I was in the school choir as a strong alto – I could manage a mild sexual thrill from masturbating. (Old habits are hard to break – especially pleasurable ones.) Come to think of it, it’s a wonder I wasn’t put off sex for life. Trying to equate love–making and illicit intrigue could have wrecked any chance for healthy, loving relationships and ruined my whole future. Perhaps this might have been my fate if it hadn’t been for a dear family who helped me more than I can say. But, more of them later. Let me turn to the event that gave me the clue in assisting me in my determination to exact revenge.




A First, Tentative Step

The circumstance of my first sexual encounter, away from home, came like the proverbial bolt out of the blue. I was out on one of my many solitary rambles. On these jaunts, I tended to mind my own business – in a world of my own. It was a self–sufficient world, known only to those kids without brothers or sisters. I was neither looking for, nor thinking about, anything in particular. There was certainly no expectation that fate was about to cast a hulking great big boulder into my placid little pool. When it did, the ripples it caused gave me the vital clue for that which I had been searching. This intervention of fate has been the pattern of my life ever since. When I am looking for something or someone, it or they never arrive – but, when I am engaged in urgent matters or just plain short of time, all the opportunities of the world consort happily together to find me out. I am sure you know exactly what I mean. It seems to be the way of the world – ‘Sods Law!’
Now, I don’t intend this account of my life to be a series of detailed sexual revelations to titillate and drool over, but I should recount this first encounter in some detail – not that there are too many details to be had. It was a very ‘Brief Encounter’, but it taught me what could be achieved once I knew the score. There is also another interesting nugget of information to be gleaned from the experience, namely, the clarity of the event. I shudder to think how many people I have been with. Most of the names, faces and places, merge together into an homogeneous whole, thus making it difficult to disentangle most of them. There have been so many, I have forgotten far more than I could possibly remember – but this – I will carry every detail, every scrap of it, to my deathbed.
It was a baking hot day and my jaunt had taken me into the surrounding countryside. There was a particular spot, which I loved. It was an arcane medium sized, thickly wooded copse of decaying vegetable matter whose age forced the massive trees to give a densely canopied half light. Even so, there were plenty of scattered clearings to be found, each fringed by low shrubs. Very few people visited the place as it was a bit of a walk from the main road. There was one particular pool of light that I favoured. There I would sit for hours in this blissful spot, listening to the birds singing and watching the squirrels playing their elegant games. Whilst I watched these animals, I indulged in flights of imagination. I pictured myself as the observed animal, wondering what it would be like to be that creature.
On this particular afternoon, during my school summer holiday, I was parked in my clearing and sitting on my favourite log. I was surprised when the pair of magpies I had been enjoying, launched themselves from the floor of the wood, and settled in a nearby tree. I hadn’t made any sudden sound or movement and wondered what had spooked them.
I waited, straining my ears to catch any unusual sounds. Nothing. There was no noise except the clattering of a distant tractor and, out of sight, a gang of crows having a spirited argument. The magpies seemed reluctant to return. All was still. The wildlife appeared to have gone on a sudden sabbatical. I watched the magpies fly further up into the tree cover. Still, nothing happened – then – I heard a deliberate movement in the undergrowth. At first I thought a cow, belonging to the local farmer, had broken down the perimeter fence and wandered into my little sanctuary. This often happened. Many times I had my childhood meditations rudely interrupted by these bovine clowns. There was another noise. I listened. The crunching sound and movement was too deliberate to be my lowing friends. The noise stopped and I strained to hear more but everything was silent. The next thought that crossed my mind was that another person had entered the wood. As this was an exceptionally rare event, I dismissed the idea almost immediately as being too fanciful.
“It’s a nice day,” came a disembodied voice from behind me. I started at the sudden sound and jumped to my feet. Turning to face the direction from where I thought the voice emanated, I tried to see who had spoken. I felt a little angry. An alien had invaded what I considered to be my private domain.
“Who’s there?” I called, trying to show my irritation. A man came out of a particularly dense clump of bushes to my right. Because of the leaf and tree cover, the exact direction of the voice had fooled me. I thought he was terribly old – although he could have been no more than about twenty–five. Well, let’s face it, to a twelve year old, anyone over fifteen was pretty ancient. He had a mop of straight black hair and was clean-shaven. His large eyes were smiling and kind. This was the sort of person who would have put anyone at their ease the moment they flashed a smile. And so it was with me. I succumbed to that smile and was put warmly and totally at ease.
He must have seen my look of surprise and annoyance. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to frighten you.” I was still attempting to recover my shattered composure. When you think you’re alone you are inclined to do stupid things like talking to yourself, clowning around, or making strange, silly noises. I was desperately trying to remember if I had been so compromised and if he could have been standing there long enough to observe. His next remark made me even more at ease.
“I was just passing when I wanted to have a piddle. I saw this wood and I was looking for somewhere private to perform.” He smiled that special smile again. His teeth were so white. “I was just as startled at finding someone here as you seemed to be at being discovered.”
“That’s all right.” His whole manner made me feel completely relaxed. I grinned back, which seemed to please him.
Resuming my seat on my log, I told him that the place was very quiet and he could relieve himself without fear of interruption. (This is a paraphrase of my remarks. I, naturally, didn’t use such a sophisticated vocabulary.) He nodded his head in agreement and thanked me. I watched him as he walked to the edge of my private clearing and was a little puzzled when he didn’t continue out of sight. In full view, he made himself ready to perform his duty. I must confess to being rather shocked. I didn’t know where to look. At that moment the crows must have decided to declare all out war, for they began kicking up such a racket, even my new–found friend commented on their rasping conversation.
“Noisy little buggers, aren’t they?” He was busy looking down at himself as he relieved his bursting bladder. As he appeared to be engrossed in his bodily functions, I used his preoccupation to turn my head for a reply and have a quick gawp at his private area. The only adult penis I had seen up until that moment was my father’s and I was curious as to whether all grown–ups had large ones. He still wasn’t looking in my direction, so I stared longer than would have been considered seemly. I discovered that, if what I now saw was true, all adults appeared to have very big ones. The one I now surveyed, even in its current flaccid state was larger and more bulky than my father’s. I felt inadequate. Mine was still unformed. His piddle–trickle was beginning to run down and I watched it stop. He suddenly turned his head and looked directly at me. He must have caught my inquiring stare at his crutch. For one of those interminable split seconds, our eyes locked. (How familiar that eye lock was to become – that look which spoke silent volumes of recognition!) Yet again, there came the easy smile. I hastily looked away. Had he seen my curiosity? I felt embarrassed.
“It’s a nice place here. Is it your favourite spot?” He spoke these words with natural warmth. I could almost see the charming smile on his lips but I kept my eyes averted in case he saw me staring.
I ventured another swift glance in his direction. “It’s one of my very…” I never finished the sentence as I saw that he hadn’t moved from the edge of the clearing and was gently rubbing his exposed member. I watched, trying to be a little subtle about it. I failed spectacularly. He turned his face towards me and this time, my unabashed staring could not be hidden. Yet again, I quickly turned away. Once he had registered I had seen his blatantly growing excitement, he apologised, and made a production number of putting it away and zipping up. This was plainly for my benefit.
“I always get an erection when I have a pee,” he grinned. “It’s got a mind of its own. One day, you’ll have the same problem. Anyway, sorry, again.”
“That’s all right.” I said, having quite enjoyed seeing his knob growing.
He came over towards me. “Mind if I sit down?”
I moved to one side of my log to make room for him. “No.”
There then followed a long conversation, which centred on my interests and me. He was totally absorbed in my everyday, mundane life. Naturally, I left out my sexual experiences. This man was the first person that had ever shown any interest in what I did, had to say or how I thought. I opened up to him and told him many things I’d never mentioned to anyone else. My favourite toy, my favourite radio programme, my favourite school lesson – things of that kind. He was brilliant. Asking all the right questions, he even managed to extract from me my most memorable nightmare. He laughed with me and became angry at what upset me. Yes – he was perfect. Too perfect!
I now know he was doing a great seduction number on me, but I didn’t understand at the time. His earlier predicament seemed to have been forgotten. No mention was made of it either by him and, certainly not me – I was too embarrassed to utter a word about it although the memory played on my mind. To cut a rather long, tedious story short, he eventually brought the conversation around to sex. (Surprise, surprise!) Remember that this was at a time when sexual ignorance was almost compulsory until mid–teens at least, so he must have picked up, fairly quickly, that I wasn’t exactly an innocent. Eventually he expressed an interest in comparing our two sizes. As I could see nothing wrong with this because it was part of my upbringing, I agreed. We compared our lengths, which should have been declared ‘No contest’, because, as I said before, I was still sporting the size and proportions of a boy. This mismatch didn’t seem to bother him in the least. In fact, quite the reverse – he seemed most interested – so much so – he wanted to see if I could get mine hard. At this point I said, “No. I’ve got to go home for me tea.” I hastily began to pull up my trousers but I stopped short when he offered me a pound if I would honour his request.
I thought long and hard before answering – well, at least ten seconds. A pound! In those days, it was a fortune – especially to a twelve–year–old.
I did as he asked and began to manipulate myself to become erect so that our sizes could go in competition. He was certainly far more impressive than my dear kinsman. I must say, at no point, did he touch me, although, from my experience so far, it was fully expected. It didn’t take long for him to shoot his load – and a very impressive display it was, too. My father’s used to, sort of dribble but this was like a water pistol. ‘Wow,’ I thought. When it was over, he gave me the pound note and asked if I went to the woods often.
“Quite often,” I replied.
“I’ll probably catch you again,” he smiled.
And then he was gone.
I never saw him again. To this day, I still wonder whatever happened to him. Many times after that, I returned to my wood. Well, there was a new reason for my visiting. As you can guess, I had the vague hope of continuing our arrangement. In a strange sort of way, I had enjoyed myself and the windfall was a useful bonus.
I can only assume he must have shit himself at getting involved with such young gaol bait and steered clear of my haunt in case his opportunistic encounter should ever be discovered.
But what he had given me was more than a ‘Note of the Realm.’ He had given me a way to get my revenge on the male population for my father’s incestuous attentions. I had something for which older men would pay. It had also given me a delicious feeling of power. The young man, after the deed was done, looked guilty. His smile was still there, but it had become a little strained. Now, I realise he was trying to calculate whether I was the sort who snitched. He needn’t have worried but there was a trace of fear in his face. I loved it.
And that was that – my very first encounter. This intimate dalliance was the first I was to have with many thousands of strangers. The meeting had proved lucrative and it invested me with an arrogance born of the power of having a real hold over someone. All this, I felt instinctively. My path for my next seven years was set.
There are two interesting post–scripts to this event. First, I never told my father about my little encounter – why should I? It was none of his business. And second, the scene of my first voluntary sexual experience is no longer there. Sad to say, the delightful, antique little wood of my childhood is now a bleak and barren industrial park – now there’s a contradiction in terms.             




A Semi Regular

Ihad now created a real problem for myself. How could a twelve–going–on–thirteen–year–old school boy suddenly and miraculously get a pound note when his weekly pocket money was the princely sum of a single shilling? How could I hide my ‘little extra’ from an ever prying mother? I searched for and found a little niche in my bedroom where I could stash my immoral earning. I just prayed my mother wouldn’t take it into her head to leaf through the modest collection of books that were housed in my minuscule bookcase. If she did come across the money, she would probably convince herself that it was hers and simply help herself. Even so, there would be questions – many, many questions. I knew I had to be careful. I couldn’t spend it too quickly or she would get suspicious.
Not only that, but I was also facing another dilemma. My discovery of this pleasurable way of making money, coupled with a complete change of attitude to life – an irreversible alteration – made me ponder my situation. Where, for God’s sake, could I find another encounter? I had learned there was money to be made, and I had organised a hiding place for any ill–gotten gains, but what now? The snag was; I didn’t know where to find the action. I had discovered I had a jewel to sell, but I didn’t know the location of the pawnbroker.
I quickly worked out that there must be many people walking the streets who would have the same desires as my father and my friend in the wood. I began to watch people as they ambled past. It soon became a fascinating hobby. I was hoping to recognise some tell–tale sign, but found nothing. Or at least, I didn’t spot any returned signals. There must have been a few men with gay proclivities who must have thought that they were seeing things. No one showed any sign of responding.
So, for about two months, I slowly spent my pound on chocolate and modest toys and began to give up the hope of ever earning more. It seemed my first wage packet was destined to be my last. Then, all of a sudden…
‘Sittings’ for school dinners were, on the whole, pretty dull stuff. The food, like the company, was a game of chance. All were tasteless and something to be endured and without much hope of winning a prize. I, as always at this time in my life, tended to keep myself to myself. However, one day, I overheard a conversation which made up for all the mundane sessions with the overcooked cabbage and robust custard.
Two lads on my table, from the sixth form, were talking in slightly hushed tones and, to judge from their constant giggling, they were obviously deriving great joy from the information being imparted.
This was nothing particularly unusual. Kids spend most of their free time imparting pathetic secrets to a select few. I paid scant attention to them until I overheard the magic word ‘Queer’. I continued eating my anaemic, yellow steamed stodge but tuned my mental antenna to pick up what they were saying.
“It’s true. Me brother says so,” whined a particularly spotty youth.
“Nah. It’s all bull. He’s makin’ it up.”
Spotty felt the need to push on with his brother’s claim. “They go in there by their thousands and jerk each other off. ’e seen ’em.” Then, to give a final flourish to his story, “They even stick their things up each other’s bums.”
“Ugh!!” The others replied in disgusted unison.
They dropped their voices to a whisper. The sniggering continued.
“All right, all right, we believe you. Tell us which one? Come on then, tell us. Where is it?” Demanded a venturesome blonde.
I was on tenterhooks. I silently prayed they wouldn’t lower their voices again, but ’Acne ’Arry was too fired up to keep this quiet. He was eager to inform. “That public bog by the main entrance to the park. You know the one. Yes you do.”
Yes, I did.
“That’s a load o’crap. I’ve been in there ‘undreds of times,” replied a third boy with doubt in his voice, “an’ I’ve never seen anythin’ like that.”
The poor lad didn’t see the quicksand upon which he was jumping. The other two put lead weights onto his feet. “What’s the matter? Embarrassed to say what you went in there for?”
“‘ere, Bammo, are you a shirt lifter as well?” said the blonde. “We’ll have to start calling you ‘Bummo’ instead of ‘Bammo’.” He then leaned over to a boy on the next table who had missed their conversation. “Oi, Ian, did you know ol’ Bammo’s a shirt lifter?” All, except their mortified victim, whooped with laughter.
“Fuck off!!” yelled Bammo, successfully topping the adolescent hilarity.
“Who said that?” Boomed a teacher’s voice. No response. “Come on, own up. Who said that?” Mr. Blake bore down on our table like a cheetah with piles. I lost interest in the ensuing cross–examination. I had other things on my mind.
This casual exchange brought a spark to my eyes and an eager colour to my cheeks. I didn’t much like the idea of the business about ‘their things up each other’s bums,’ but the rest – well, it was a distinct possibility. Yes, my eavesdropping had proved most informative.
The toilet in question was within easy walking distance of the school. All that was required was a slight detour on my journey home. Would it have the potential for exacting my revenge and making more money? I had known for some time ‘strange men’ hung out in public toilets – my father made sure I knew about that. Stupidly, in my innocence, I hadn’t made the connection.
I knew, that day, my walk home would take and be a bit longer than usual.
That afternoon’s lessons went by painfully slowly. For the fiftieth time in ten minutes, I sneaked a look at the clock.
“You, boy!!” A well–aimed piece of thrown chalk bounced off the top of my head. I looked up as the rest of the class laughed at my expense.
“Yessir?” I had a mortal fear of being singled out for castigation. I flushed.
“Is something wrong with you, boy?” He laid on the sarcasm with a giant trowel, “Is your life so meaningless you feel that you can afford to wish it away?” The laughter from my fellow inmates encouraged him and it made me blush. “Perhaps you know all there is to know and school is a mere waste of time. Is that it, boy? I mean, your end of term reports are so glowing, aren’t they? How about you coming up here and taking the class? What d’you say?”
I mumbled an apology, which placated him so he returned to instructing us on the delights of mathematical equations.
After about a million years, the final bell sounded and I rushed out to make my way home via the newly discovered playground. Could this be the pawnbroker I had been looking for to sell my little jewel?
Instead of going straight inside, I observed the toilet from a little way up the road. I wanted to catch a glimpse of the reported thousands of people who were supposed to use it. I stood there for twenty minutes – not a sausage. No one went in – no one came out. ‘Damn, fooled again,’ I thought. Though there was no evidence the place might be useful, I decided to go in and have a look for myself.
When I entered the stinking bog, my worst fears were confirmed and I discovered that it was utterly deserted. Not a soul. I waited for a further quarter of an hour, but still – nothing. To pass the time, I read the walls of the lockups, which were covered with invitations, requests, boasts and fantastic stories. I read each one and enriched my knowledge by leaps. Not all the texts made pleasant reading.
Although I would have happily stayed longer, I had a more pressing engagement. I knew my mother would have my evening meal on the table at a very specific time, so I left for home, my tea and a row because I was five minutes late.
The visit, as far as my quest was concerned, had been an almost total flop – but I made a mental note to keep trying. The graffiti indicated it was well visited and as such, promised better opportunities for the future.
Every evening, for weeks, on the way home, I made my new found haunt a regular drop–in–centre. Freshly scrawled messages were added to the ones already there and each of these I absorbed like a sponge. I had high hopes. And – yes – you guessed it: nothing! Only one evening, after about a fortnight, was there any break in this monotony. An ancient man, or so he appeared to me, came in and used the toilet for its proper purpose. I was miffed.
I was beginning to lose heart but I continued to keep up a regular timetable of visits. After about a further two weeks, I managed to almost hit the jackpot.
When I sauntered into the loo, I was confronted by a middle–aged man who was standing at the stalls and having a right old time with himself. He didn’t turn around to see who came in, but continued to work away at his nether regions. My heart leapt. I was about to have my second chance of revenge. I moved to the far end of the stand–ups and looked across at him. With a broad grin, he turned to face me. His erect penis was being waved around like a flag on Coronation Day. When he saw me, he nearly had a heart attack. Utter horror and fear replaced the grin. He almost fell over himself in his rush to get out. He probably thought I was in the pay of the police for the purpose of entrapment. But, at least I now had proof–positive that here, in this out of the way piss–hole – there was a glimmer of hope for my plans. Smiling with satisfaction, I turned to leave when a young man, perhaps in his late teens, came in. Why is it that a pick–up place, empty for weeks, suddenly becomes popular? Buses seem to operate under the same law. This particular bus had none of the previous visitor’s compunctions about the boy who rushed back to the stalls and remained standing to see what would happen. He moved to the empty stand–up beside me and instantly began to indicate why he was there. It didn’t take long for him to get down to it.
His was the first stranger’s mouth and tongue ever to explore my undersized weapon. He was blatant in his gratification. I shudder to think what would have happened if anyone had wandered casually into the rancid toilet. Yet, we remained undisturbed. When it was all over and I’d obligingly relieved him, he made to leave. He didn’t even ask if I wanted to finish – not that I could. I watched him, expecting him to cough up my fee. Much to my chagrin, he merely tidied up and left. ‘Bloomin’ cheek,’ I thought. Feeling rather huffy, I realised a different strategy would be required.
In that same toilet, over the next few weeks, there were a few more false starts where people got for nothing what, later, they would have to purchase. I explained away my failures by putting them down to study and research into the technique, or more accurately the non–technique of procuring. Let’s face it, I was new to all this. A novice. Green as hell – eager to learn – and failing miserably. Then…
After about another two weeks of evening visits – I struck gold. As I entered, there was a guy already in residence; he must have been about thirty years old. With him, and standing very close, was another, older man. As they realised I was there; they sprang apart – which caused me to snigger. The younger man lost all interest in his companion and smiled at me. He walked to the exit and looked back. Jerking his head towards the door, I quickly cottoned onto the fact that he wanted me to follow. I was intrigued, so I made for the exit to see what would happen. Outside, he got into a car and opened the passenger door for me to join him. I thought, ‘What the hell, I don’t ride in cars very often,’ and in I leapt.
He started the car and drove off at steady pace. I looked out of the windows.
“My name’s James,” he said. “What’s yours?”
Like an idiot, I told him. “Steve.” At the time I didn’t realise how dangerous it was for someone my age, playing the game I hoped to play, to give his correct name. The danger was not only for myself but also for the punter.
“How old are you?”
“Fifteen,” I lied.
He sniggered. “Really? You certainly look young for your age.” It appeared he didn’t want to pursue this any further. I don’t think he wanted to know.
He released his left hand from its hold on the steering wheel to fondle my legs and crutch. A sudden near accident and an urgent need to apply the brakes soon put a halt to that idea.
“I – er – have a place. Interested in coming back?” He sensed my hesitation. “I’ll make it worth your while. I’ll expect you could do with some extra pocket money, eh my lad?” Bingo! I was overjoyed. These were the words I had been aching to hear.
I attempted a casual, worldly act. “All right, then.” I don’t think I succeeded.
He suddenly steered the car down a side street and began to double back. After a short drive, we pulled up outside a large, detached house. I must have looked doubtful.
He reassured me with a quick, “Don’t worry, I live alone. We won’t be disturbed and I promise you, I’ll stop any time you want.”
I’m fortunate enough to say he was a man of his word. I felt safe with him. I was confident that if I wanted him to stop, he would. This is in direct contrast with many people I was to encounter later.
For James, all I had to do was to lie on a luxurious bed, whilst he did all the work with his mouth and tongue. It was quite pleasant but I found myself looking around the room instead of concentrating on the job in hand (If you’ll forgive another pun).
When it was over, he gave me a pound note (I began to think this was the going rate) and did me the courtesy of driving me back to the public toilet.
As I got out of the car, he thanked me; “Can I see you again?”
“Okay.” I was making a date!
“Let’s say – next week – same day, same time, same place. Is that all right with you?”
“Yeah. Sure.” As he drove away, I waved. My joy quickly turned to panic. I was very late for my tea.
I rushed home and tried to think of an excuse for my late arrival. My mother was furious – again. She clouted me with the first thing that came to hand and I knew I was in for two or three days of the silent treatment. I went to my room and hid the precious wage in my hidey–hole and went back down stairs.
“What’s that funny smell?” James had insisted on washing me at the end of our session. He’d shot his load all over my little cock. It must have been the perfume from the unfamiliar soap which offended her. She twitched her nose in disapproval and set about ignoring me. I knew, sooner or later, she would demand to know why I was delayed and to be quite honest, when she did, I can’t remember what I said. Probably something lame.
For the next seven days, I didn’t bother going to that public toilet. There was no reason. I had my date. True to my word, I went to meet James as arranged. He did me the courtesy of turning up – and on time. (How often, in later life, did a sincerely promised appointment mean nothing to the other person?)
This visit to his house followed the same pattern except, at the end whilst he was bathing me, he started to talk.
“Do you go into that toilet very often?”
“No,” I lied – again. I was getting very good at lying. I don’t think I’d convinced him for he went on to tell me the days and times when it was busy. Apparently, on Saturday mornings and especially Sunday afternoons and evenings, the place could be classified as ‘jumping.’ I tried to look innocent and made furious mental notes.
On about the third visit to James’, he tried to kiss me.
“No,” I complained, squirming my mouth away. I thought he didn’t mind – though, after my refusal, I only received an invitation to visit him a few more times. I wasn’t playing the game, you see. My fault. However, as each of my dates with him produced another pound, my ready cash had built up to such an extent; I was getting seriously worried in case my mother found it. I needed a more secure way of hiding my ill–gotten gains or, at least, a way of using it without my mother finding out.
I began to treat various friends at school to lunchtime goodies at the tuck–shop. It wasn’t my intention to buy friends, but that’s what seemed to be happening. They must have thought that either I’d transferred to a very rich family, or my parents had won the pools. Little did they know!
I managed to spend, fairly carefully, the money I had earned. I even started a sort of loan club. This, naturally, made me many enemies. Yes, I was still very naïve, but it solved a problem, which could have exploded in my face. I knew my mother would have asked a lot of difficult questions I wouldn’t have been able to answer.
About this time something happened to me that was to change my whole life and attitude to people around me.
One evening, whilst I was taking a bath, I was soaking away and idly playing with my erection, thinking of nothing in particular, when I became aware of an especially pleasant sensation in my groin. It was a mixture of warmth and sensitivity. I began to wonder what was happening. The feeling grew and grew. It was a feeling unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was an ecstasy that thrilled my whole body. I kept massaging to make the sensation continue. I found that if I speeded up the movements, this feeling became even more pleasurable. Then, to my utter amazement, a familiar looking substance spat from my little penis. In that one moment, I had simply ceased to be a boy and had, instead, become a boy/man!!
I was one of the first in my class to suffer the embarrassing phases in puberty when, not only were my hormones given licence to do as they pleased and run riot in every direction, but my voice yodelled up and down the scale in an unpredictable and alarming way. In a matter of months, my position in the school choir altered; I went from a secure alto to an occasional baritone.
I now realised what this thing called ‘sex’ was all about and began to understand why men were so obsessed by it. I couldn’t leave it alone!             




Demands from School

Within a matter of months, strange things began to happen on the school front. Like me, most of my fellow male classmates had, by now, reached that confusing age when our hormones and a selected part of our bodies were having lives of their own. I was no longer alone in my embarrassment. Puberty had become a perplexing reality, which needed exploring and wrestling with. Virtually every boy in my class was beginning to have wanted and unwanted erections at the most awkward times.
When their little dicks popped up, most of the lads didn’t have the remotest idea what to do with them and I certainly had no intention of imparting the bathroom knowledge that I had recently gained. The sad few, who were still devoid of this inevitable but crazy phase of life, listened in wonder to the stories and boasts gleefully recounted by their bollock–dropped classmates. Although I belonged to this latter school of physical development, I found the whole topic rather boring. It was a case of ‘been there, done it, still doing it, doing it with others – and getting paid for it!’
For myself, other than the heightened bonused thrill I experienced from ‘shooting my load’, there were no actual surprises for me to discover.
The regime at school, during our compulsory sporting periods, was murder to deal with. We were not allowed to wear anything under our shorts. Jumping up and down, running, leaping and various forms of gymnastics became a subtle form of torture; all that bobbing about and rubbing against rough cloth, caused a unanimous swelling in our thin, school issued gym wear. Even with some strange gaits and stances, our rampant, swollen members were almost impossible to conceal. The teacher must have noticed but didn’t say anything. And the rules weren’t changed.
I remember the sniggering period when innocent remarks made by our teachers were interpreted as something crude and smutty.
“I want you to pick up your balls, hold them up so your partner can see them, and then get ready to serve them up,” said our P.E. coach, trying to teach us the delights of tennis. He was answered by a massed, barely concealed snort of mirth. He was an experienced chap who, with a quick, “All right, boys, settle down. Stop being silly. I’ve heard it all before,” managed to call a halt to any further response.
Eager explorers, who needed to drink in pictures showing some obscure African tribe’s tribal dance as performed by women – topless(!), secretly raided the bookshelves in the geography room. The National Geographic became the chief source of their sex education – as it had been before, for many other kids over the decades.
As time went by the rest of my year began to let sex become their sole topic of their thoughts, desires and conversation, I withdrew into the world of literature. My school friends and I had nothing in common. To me, sexually, they were babies. Their conversations turned from talk of toy soldiers, comics, homework and all the rest of the usual boyish interests and gave way to an obsession with girls, their bodies and the mysteries therein. The ladies underwear sections of home shopping catalogues were added to the National Geographic as compulsory reading material. Instead of being objects of revulsion, the boys began talking to the girls in class and boasted to their mates if the backs of their hands accidentally(!) brushed against one of the girl’s breasts. The boys’ fantasies and dreams were a constant preoccupation in their discussions. For myself, naturally, I couldn’t give a damn and I removed myself from their company as soon as their overriding obsession was broached. The National Geographic held no interest for me, so, instead, I turned to children’s literary classics. Even the horseplay, where they laughingly grabbed one another’s privates, was enough to send me scuttling to another part of the playground. Such was the joy of their adolescent sex – all talk and no action. Indeed, the only success any of them had was when we went on one of our after school activities – swimming. It wasn’t quite what they expected.
Our school didn’t possess a facility for this particular provision for our health and welfare, so, once a week, after the day was over, we had to clamber onboard a bus to make a half hour journey to the nearest public baths. The teacher who took us was the proud owner of a car and used it to cunning effect. When the day for our expedition to the baths arrived, he would sidle up to five of his current favourite boys and offer them a lift. They were instructed to meet him at a certain place about three hundred yards from the school gates. We were told that it was to save us a little money in bus fares. Our journey there was light hearted and fun. He was almost a different person. In his class, he was strict and tended to shout a lot but on our journeys, he was funny and easy going. It must be said that, on the ride, he neither touched nor made any sexual innuendo to any of us but he did have another little trick up his sleeve. One of his duties was to teach us life saving. When we had to crook our arms around one another’s neck and pull the simulated drowning boy to the edge of the pool, he merely watched and advised but when we had to turn the victim on his back, lie on top of him and push him to the edge, he always volunteered to be the drowning man. With pubescent boys, performing the breast stroke with their legs and moving up and down on him, it was easy to realise that he was getting off on the whole thing. We all knew what he was up to, but no one said anything – we merely commented on his erection and giggled at him behind his back. I don’t know what we would have done if he had actually propositioned any of us but, as he never did, I don’t suppose it matters.
One of the few real friends I had at this time was a lad called Brian. In many ways, we were a mismatched pair. For a couple of years we had hung around together and we were now in the same class. Like myself, he was an ‘only child’ and this, I believe, was the chief cause of our compatibility. Although, away from school, we only saw one another a couple of times a week, there was a pleasant bond between us. I trusted him. He had never borrowed any money from me, or taken advantage of my generosity at the tuck shop. He had a wicked sense of humour and refused to take life too seriously. At the time, he was everything I wanted to be. I suspect I was keener on developing the friendship than he. He was a naturally popular lad who didn’t feel the need to be so.
One day I went around to call on him; to see if he wanted to hang out for a while. His stepmother answered the front door and told me to go on up to his room. This I did – and I walked straight in to find Brian sprawled out on his bed, starkers and happily enjoying his erection. I think I must have come just as he was about to! As I blundered in, he grabbed a shirt to cover his considerable embarrassment.
“Fucking hell, Steve, what you tryin’ to do to me?” He shouted. I grinned, knowingly.
“Sorry, Brian. Didn’t mean to interrupt your fun.” I watched him as he attempted to get dressed. His brave exertions in hiding his wobbling manhood made me smile. “Don’t worry, I sometimes have that problem, too.”
“Hang on. I’ll be with you in a minute.” He finished dressing and went out to the lavatory. I sat on his bed and waited, glancing through the film magazine which was lying on the bed cover. It was packed with photographs of starlets, wearing swimming costumes. He must have been using it to stimulate his imagination. So, Brian was another one who had worked out what to do with his penis. When he came back, Brian’s usual composure had returned, although, he sat in such a way that any remnant of his protuberance was tucked well out of sight.
“Aren’t you afraid your parents will walk in and catch you?”
He shrugged. “Nah! This is my room. They never come in here unless I invite them. When they want to come in, off their own bat, they have to knock and wait for me to give them the all clear.”
“Really?” I blinked in awe.
“Yeah. Why not? It’s my room – my area. Private!”
“What? Cor, you lucky thing. I wish my Mum was like that.” The awe I felt was genuine. Brian appeared to dismiss the incident from his mind – but I later discovered that he enjoyed danger and was determined to have a good ‘muck around’ with me – one day.
Thanks to my enforced generosity, my popularity at school was, on the whole, steadily increasing. I was fully aware that the affection was an old fashioned case of cupboard love, but I didn’t mind. It suited me. From being an outsider, I was becoming a person of significance. After I had caught him ‘in the act’, Brian asked me around to his place more and more often. I think he was pleased to be able to discuss his problems with a friend. Not that I was in any position to offer him any advice on all the girls which were catching his eye. In a small way, we became sexually free with each other, as most boys do at that age. The only difference being, I knew what I was doing and how to please him.
Brian, in turn, communicated our games to others in our class. My upbringing had conditioned me into keeping quiet about anything of a sexual nature, but Brian had no such compunction. Pretty soon, a whole gang of us met in various friends’ houses whilst their parents were out, to indulge in some harmless sexual discovery through boisterous games and clowning around with mock wrestling, intimate tickling, flashing etcetera. I feared it might have been getting out of control, but no one seemed to mind. I also had a dread that if there were any repercussions through our activities; I would get into trouble as being some sort of ringleader.
We also began to hang out at the local railway station. Even during the day, trains stopped there infrequently but after six o’clock, the timetable ceased altogether. The place became deserted and it was never locked. Lights were turned out and it became a dark and mysterious cavern. Every evening, at dusk, we took to congregating there. Once Brian had let slip about our private sessions, the others wanted to try as well. The waiting room became a venue for sexual services and I was the person who did the servicing. They took it in turns to have their tensions relieved whilst the rest queued up outside loudly and cheekily talking about the girls they wanted to date. From time to time the more adventurous came in to be serviced in pairs or trios. This was the first time I had been involved in anything resembling an orgy and I must confess that it excited me. For some of my class, once wasn’t enough. They left the waiting room, temporarily satisfied, and rejoined the back of the queue. It was fun – for me, and a convenient ‘once–over’ for them. I wonder if the next day’s commuters were suspicious of the streaked and sticky floors that greeted them.
Virtually, the whole male population of my classroom became very free and easy about sex. The girls must have known something was going on, but they said little. I can only assume they were engaged in much the same thing.
Yes, we boys were beginning to become quite outrageous. One afternoon during one of those lessons where the boys were segregated from the girls (Technical Drawing I think), the teacher, Mr Pickett, who was particularly boring, was out of the room. One lad called Daniel called out, “Hey, look, everybody. I fancy a bit of a change of look.” He stood up, undid his flies and flopped out his erect prick. “What d’you think, eh?” He produced, a small pot of poster paint and proceeded to stain his dick bright blue. Don’t ask me where he acquired the paint, but our Dan did a thoroughly good job.
The attention of the whole class was upon him.
“Oi, Dan,” encouraged another lad, “I wonder if the colours’ll run if you squirt your stuff.”
Dan, instead of jeering an answer, thought it a good idea. “Hang on a minute, let’s see.” He began wanking himself off. “Someone keep watch, will yer?” One member of our class stood by the door in order to keep a lookout for our wandering tutor.
“Cor, it does. Look.” He’d quickly shot his load. Being as poster paint is water based, it was hardly surprising it added to the blue mess. The rest of us thought it funny.
“Watch it, Old Picket Fence is coming!” Hissed out our sentry.
“Bugger!” wailed poor Dan. He was still fighting with his rigid cock when the teacher walked in. He had abandoned any attempt at drying himself with a handkerchief and stuffed his blue swollen appendage into his pants without another thought. I couldn’t help wondering what his mother would say when it came to washing them. Dan, in his rush to resume normality, was so intent on adjusting his trousers; he nearly fell off his chair. Fortunately for him, our learned leader was too preoccupied with his pile of new text books to register the boy’s dilemma; although, he did enquire as to why the rest of us were smirking like a load of buffoons.
I sometimes worry if I could possibly have contributed to some sort of sex hang–up amongst my friends. Could I have damaged them because of the sexual freedom we all explored? I don’t believe so. I think it was merely a case of a group of lads who happened to be rather free about sex. They were a group of like–minded, randy school kids who were hungry for experimentation and I could help them in their studies. Anyway, if reports are true, most of them ended up happily married with troupes of kids, so I can’t believe there was any long–term damage done. Perhaps this journey into the world of sensuality helped them – in some strange way. It could have made them into better, more understanding husbands. Who can tell? Am I merely making excuses for what went on? Because of my tender age, should I have any feelings of guilt? I can’t imagine ours was the only group of adolescents who explored to this degree.
News quickly spread from our class to the other boys in my year about our little gatherings. Pretty soon it became known there was a local expert on sex. It happened to be yours truly. I became a sort of counsellor to the rest of my year. Don’t misunderstand me, I was certainly no expert, but the one–eyed boy was king! I even managed to give them a little advice on what to do with the fairer sex – and they actually believed that I knew something about it. Naturally, all this boosted my ego to the sky. I even had open offers for private sessions to show the more shy and uninitiated what to do with their unpredictable organs. Most offers, I must confess, I took up. They soon realised it was better and more pleasurable to have someone else jerk them off, instead of doing it themselves. They also had the added dimension of being orally stimulated, which seemed to excite them in a way they had never experienced before. Poor, mad fools.
I was sometimes invited to stay over at friends’ places, but this was impossible, as my mother would never allow it. I think it was a case of ‘I don’t especially want him, but no one else can have him either.’ The occasional schoolmate stayed with me – when my mother was feeling slightly generous – and good times were had by all! Although, she was slightly puzzled as to why her son, who normally tried to bargain his way into retiring after his bed time, was eager to get into his pit long before he was due. She must have thought that we were in my room, looking at my toys and talking. As soon as we were in my bedroom, my mother would leave to visit a member of her family. With my mother out and her young charge in bed with a cute school friend, my father, sitting alone in the living room, must have had a very frustrating time of it.             




Some Full Regulars

Before James called a halt to our little assignations, I managed to extract from him the location of other local toilets where things might happen. These fell into two specific camps. The first group was classified as ‘jumping’ and were regularly visited by men who were looking for thrills and, with a little ingenuity, could be persuaded into paying for them. The second was dismissed as places where either nothing ever happened, or were used by people who wouldn’t be interested in paying anyway.
Our little slice of suburbia contained a few municipal, open parks. One of these had been allowed to go ‘rural’, providing an amenity for the sort of deeds which I don’t think the council ever intended. Late at night, it doubled as a pick–up place for men. I’d heard whispers about it and wanted to find out more. As it turned out, it was of no use to me. For a start, things didn’t get underway until after midnight and it only fully sprang into life in the early hours of the morning. Even if this space proved a potential market, because of my age and inability to stay out late, it was totally excluded from my world. I could imagine mother’s face if I went to her and happily announced I wanted to stay out until four in the morning – on my own – in the open air.
Because of the new horizons which James had revealed to me, I now saw two or three people on a fairly regular basis. I had also learned to say, ‘No!’ if I suspected the tricks expected something for nothing. The real progress on my revenge was my scale of charges. From my ‘pound a perv’, I now tended to charge three or four per session. My price had gone up.
These sessions didn’t progress, sexually, much further than I had already experienced. That is not to say demands weren’t made – I just refused to get involved in anything I wasn’t prepared to do. Even if a client tried to tempt me with a considerable cash bonus, I put my foot down and declined. It was easy to call a halt to any session I felt was going too far. My few clients accepted this with comparatively few complaints. Although, I think, they hoped for a great deal more, they seemed happy to approve the little I was prepared to give. I know that, if I had been more co–operative and gone a lot further, I could have been rolling in it. Having said that, I had screwed my first client and I was beginning to indulge in some mild fantasy sex–play. I always remained in control during these excursions. This was a determined philosophy I was to follow throughout my life on the streets. In fact, even today, I still refuse to be forced into doing anything I don’t like, or feel unhappy about.
I saw most of my clients at the weekends because my mother worked every Saturday and I was left to my own devices. Because she was used to me going off alone, she didn’t suspect I was not staring at foxes in fields. Sundays in the family home was a lazy day that involved eating enormous dinners and then sleeping them off. With their blessing, I could go out to ‘play’ so they didn’t have any noise to disturb their bloated snoozing. It couldn’t have suited me more.
The most popular game which my clients loved to play was fairly obvious and easy for me to perform. Being the age I was, I soon discovered the tricks liked me to wear my school uniform. I hated the thing but, as it increased my demand, I was happy to oblige. This may sound strange and sick to any straight reader who has accidentally picked up this account, but, think about it – it’s no different to a lot of men who are turned on by girls and women in gym–slips. This is merely the gay equivalent. My mother constantly complained that I never wore casual clothes as much as she thought I should.
“At one time, my son, I couldn’t get you out of your jeans, and now I can’t get you into them,” she moaned. Admittedly, I did seem to wear out more uniforms than the rest of my school friends.
Most of the regulars I’d collected were fairly nondescript in their needs. There was only one exception to this strict rule – and that was Frank who was my first client who could be described as having a ‘kink’.
Frank was in his early forties and lived on his own. Each time I visited him and as soon as I walked through the front door, he insisted I sit down. “Here, have a lovely Coca–Cola.”
“Just one,” I’d say.
“Oh no, no, no, no, no. It’s good for the system. You should regularly flush out all those nasty little impurities. It’s important to irrigate those kidneys of yours.” He tilted the glass bottle to my lips as he rambled. “Come on, have another.”
“Oh, all right, then,” and I guzzled down the contents of another bottle.
He then continued his regime of force feeding me as much Coca–Cola as I could drink. More, if I could manage it! For the next hour, during which the liquid worked its way through my system, he paid my fee and engaged in occasional small talk. The possibility of a sustained conversation was limited because he was too intent on compelling me to imbibe even more bottles.
Eventually, my bladder was on the verge of committing suicide. “Where’s the toilet?” I had to ask. I knew bloody well where it was, but I still had to ask. It was the signal that I was ready.
“Upstairs – first door on the left. But wait a moment, I want to go first.” He’d shoot out of the door and pound his way up the stairs. I had to remain in my seat for about another five minutes before following him by which time my digestive system had almost given up the ghost.
As I entered the combined bathroom and toilet, I had to pay no attention to the fact he was lying in the bath with his eyes closed, wearing nothing but his underwear. The fantasy continued as I, fully clothed, had to ignore him and pretend the bath was the toilet bowl. He wanted my urine to go all over him. He watched the fountain of piss as it trickled over his body and he writhed and moaned a great deal as I was performing. Once I had shaken my cock, put it away and zipped up, I went downstairs and let myself out so he could jerk himself off in private.
‘Golden Rain’ had never particularly been of interest to me but, as Frank paid a little more for the privilege, I didn’t mind too much. I kept my dignity – or what was left of it.
I also gained another punter by subtle betrayal. There was this one camp guy whose passion was collecting original works of art by local, young, male artists! Caution compelled me to keep quiet about my own modest abilities. One Sunday, he asked me to come around at three o’clock sharp. We had a short session in his bedroom and after, as I was about to get dressed, he requested that I only put on my underpants. An extra two pounds made me agree. I had already learned never to question these sorts of requests.
We went down to his living room and whilst I lounged around on his sofa he went into the kitchen to make some tea. There was a commanding knock on the front door.
“Could you answer that, please, my sweet?” I looked around for something to throw on to cover my nakedness. He must have scanned my mind. “Don’t worry about getting on your glad–rags. Just go as you are. It’s a friend of mine. She knows the score.” I quickly sussed this was why I was being paid to be scantily dressed.
As I opened the door, the ‘friend’s’ eyes popped. He walked past me and as I closed the door and turned to face him, he extended a hand to my pants. My employer came into the lounge with a tray piled high with a selection of dainties. As he slid the tray onto a leather coffee table he delivered, in no uncertain terms, “Doris, you just keep those grubby little paws to yourself, there’s a sweet. He’s all mine – all seven inches of him. Go, get your own trade, you green eyed bitch.”
“Joan, my precious, I was always taught that friends should share and share alike,” dripped the visitor as he sat on the sofa in a huff. I was then subjected to a belligerent stare as if it were my fault he’d been duped.
“Not everything, my pretty. Eccles cake?” He offered a plate.
There followed a strange tea party. I had to serve the visitor with tea and cakes. He was becoming angry but it was now aimed at his host.
I now understood the subtext of the scene. My mentor had wanted to flaunt me in front of a sexual rival. He’d invited his poor victim over for afternoon tea. It was part of his plan to keep both of us in the dark about this secret arrangement. It became clear he’d timed ‘Doris’’ arrival to coincide with our apparent compromising situation. This was designed to stir the maximum amount of jealousy in the newcomer. My feelings, naturally, didn’t count. I actually felt like a pivotal piece in a strange board game.
I did, however, manage a blow for the downtrodden when, after about an hour, my client left the room to go to the toilet. His friend slipped me a piece of paper containing his phone number. “Don’t say anything to Joan, but use it. It’ll be well worth your while,” he mumbled. I was so angry at the way he’d been treated; I thrust the paper into my pants.
“I promise,” I whispered as I smiled at my returning trick.
I kept that promise. Unbeknownst to my client, I added another regular appointment to my ever–expanding diary.
Because of the new ranges in my experience, I was getting bored with the silly games at school. With an irresistible few exceptions, I withdrew my participation from all activities to do with the bedroom. Now my peers seemed to be clued up on what to do, the instruction was self–perpetuating. My expertise was no longer required. This suited me very well for I had come to the conclusion that they needed me more than I needed them. Besides, my clients and I had ascended to higher levels. With someone who was young and very available breaking on to the scene, I was now in demand by adults instead of silly, giggling, game–playing children.




Rates and Brian

You may have noticed that my father hasn’t featured in my story for a while. Don’t get me wrong, I hadn’t forgotten about him. Indeed, since I’d started branching out, he hardly left my thoughts. On the few occasions I stayed in, I was banned from bashing out Beethoven or Verdi on the beaten up old 78-rpm gramophone I had. I would stare malevolently at him as he slumped in his chair, snoring his head off and dribbling like a baby. He looked grotesque. It served to reinforce the reason for my double life. Occasionally, he still tried it on with me but I soon put him in his place with a look in my eyes, which I’d learned to cultivate. These pathetic attempts of his became less and less. Soon they stopped altogether. However, flashes of anger towards me replaced his sexual advances. I think fear of what I might still reveal, drove him to establish some sort of authority.
In retrospect, I think there is more than a snowball’s chance in hell that some of my new clients could be people he knew. Even so, I find it difficult to believe any of them would have had sex with my father. They were much too old for him and he would certainly be too old for them – but, any port in a storm. At the time, though, the possibility never crossed my mind. Who knows? In maturity, I have often speculated as to what would have happened if he had suddenly turned up at one of those sex gatherings which I attended. As I was becoming so heavily involved in the local scene, it could have been more than a distinct possibility.
Due to the close proximity of my home, coupled with a bit of indispensable advice from another boy in the same position as myself, I began using another name for my secret life. At least, by using a nom de plume, there would be less chance of my newly acquired double life being discovered. I felt it would be helpful if I chose something a little exotic. I went through the names of my favourite writers, artists and composers, finally settling on ‘Carl’. The name was, at the time, rarely used, as, I assume, it sounded too German. World War II was still fresh in the mind of the general population. After I had chosen my name, I spent ages looking at myself in my bedroom mirror, repeating it over and over again to myself until I took on a ‘Carl’ identity. ‘Steve’, at least for the large part of my life, was about to be sent into hibernation.
Although I had withdrawn sexual favours from the majority of my school chums, they still wanted me to hang around with them socially. I think this was because I was fairly flushed with money and they weren’t. I had to invent another, fictional, group of friends who I saw on a regular basis so my lack of time spent with them was not questioned. In fact, it had the reverse effect. I became a mystery. My silence over my other life was never broken, even when they threatened to follow me to find out where I went.
This reinforced the habit I was beginning to follow. I was compartmentalising my life. It took great care and manoeuvring to ensure each pigeonhole was totally self–contained. It was quite a juggling act, but I think I succeeded.
Even after all my careful preparations, it took me some time to fully take on the persona of ‘Carl’. Clients frequently had to make two or three attempts at a question before realising it was aimed at me. Eventually, after a few weeks, I found I could slip seamlessly between my two identities. The only problem came when there was a second ‘Steve’ around. I sometimes forgot and automatically attempted to answer a question, which had nothing to do with me.
Although my price had gone up, I was still only coining between three and five pounds a session. This was because I still refused, with very few exceptions, to go further than mutual masturbation and/or oral sex. Sadly, the five–pound tricks were few and far between, but they were there to be had. I was regularly offered a great deal more if I was willing to ‘turn over’, but, as I’ve said before, it was something I had no desire to practice. I was, by now, screwing the odd client on a regular basis and, though I found it quite exciting, I couldn’t really understand what they got out of it. This form of sex was, naturally, ‘extra’. I found I could add more onto my rates of charges by being a member of a group. There were some clients who enjoyed having a collection of local kids around for a low–key orgy. At these parties, I always half expected to meet some of my school friends, but I never did. The main supply came from either the local grammar school, or the public school that resided in our borough. Even though I went to a school, which boasted at least three pregnant girls per year (complete with the occasional sudden disappearance of a male teacher), because of my love of the arts, these advantaged lads blindly accepted me as their equal.
Ever since those intermittent group mucking around sessions with my school friends in that railway waiting room, I had been quite happy to participate in having sex with a cluster of people. With my friends, I had been the one who was making all the moves but now I was able to take advantage of others who knew what they were doing. The teacher had become a pupil. It was exciting and, through it, I quickly lost any remaining inhibitions.
At one of these sessions, a grammar school boy suggested an ingenious scam if, from a casual pick–up, no money was being offered. He told me to resort to the simple expedient of dropping into the conversation that it was my birthday. The idea was brilliant and each time I used it, the ruse invariably worked. Either a surreptitious gift of money was slipped suggestively into my trouser pocket, or the car was stopped and the purchase of some trinket or other was made from a convenient shop. I suppose they thought it wasn’t paying for sex – instead, it went under the guise of a birthday present.
The meagre pocket money I received from my parents was still in the area of single figures from the shilling department. The income from my other life amounted to the grand average of about twenty pounds a week, which was, in the late fifties, the wage of a well–paid grown man. It was a size of income, which could have reasonably housed a family of four in some comfort. These illicit earnings also brought their own difficulties.
My little hiding place was getting rather full. It was becoming an urgent mission to find somewhere else for the money I was earning. I had developed an occasional interest in stamp collecting and I saw this as a way of converting some of the cash into an asset, which wouldn’t take up space. I bought some rare issues that could easily be buried in my small collection. I didn’t have to worry about my mother spotting these treasures as her lack of knowledge of philately guaranteed her ignorance. Foolishly, I also lodged some surplus notes in envelopes with school friends. It soon became clear how many people were not to be trusted. My cash mysteriously and constantly disappeared from the envelopes. At first, I shrugged it off as a price worth paying to avoid being caught by my parents. However, I eventually realised I needed another plan. In desperation, I turned to my good old mate, Brian.
Even before I’d caught him stroking his rampant erection in his bedroom, I had cultivated Brian as a friend. At school, we often hung around together. He was easy going as a companion and, I loved the privacy his room afforded. He was the brother I never had. His home was full of love and laughter; it acted like a strong, emotional magnet. What little spare time I had, I would spend it with him – and his family. I would call for him on my way to school and, during our breaks, shadowed him, in the playground. In short, I generally made a perfect nuisance of myself. His family never complained about my regular visits. Bless them!
Brian, like myself, was an only child. The only difference being, he was happy with his lot. He was the type of short, impish lad who would probably end up small and dumpy, with a small and dumpy family – loved by everyone who had the good fortune to know them. His black hair, even at that early age, showed some slight flecking of grey. By the time we left school to face the world of work, it was quite pronounced. His father, although getting on a little in years, was very much into sport which kept him from spreading too far into middle years. His stepmother was a beauty. Every one of our friends who met her must have used her for their wanking fantasies. One guy admitted that he’d had a rampant wet dream in which she figured prominently. She was slim and a good ten to twenty years younger than her husband. Her hair was jet black and there was a wild, romantic look to her eyes. She reminded me of a female Heathcliffe. She loved to flirt outrageously, but harmlessly, with each of us. I think she enjoyed giving us an emotional cheap thrill. Don’t get me wrong, I suspect if any one of us had taken it seriously and tried to respond physically, she would have flattened them.
“Why not open a Post Office Savings Account?” was Brian’s singularly sensible solution.
“I can’t.” The thought of my mother’s reaction at finding the paying in book with its complete record of my earnings flowing in and out caused me to shudder.
“Why not?” Good question, Brian! I wondered how I could get around it.
“It’s a bit of a secret,” was my ambiguous reply. He stared at me. What was he thinking? “I just can’t tell anyone about it – certainly not my mum and dad. They’re not the same as yours, you see? They’d ask me too many questions.”
After another stare, his face brightened. “I think I understand.”
‘I hope you don’t,’ I thought. “Can you help me, Brian? Please? I really am in a bit of a fix.”
“If you’re that worried, I’ve got a drawer at the bottom of my clothes cupboard I don’t use. You can keep yer dosh in there, if you like,” he kindly offered.
I knew it would be secure because, as I have previously mentioned, his family never intruded into his private domain.
“Brian, you’re an ace!”
The next day, when I went to call for him on the way to school, I gave him an envelope containing my hoard.
He opened the flap. “Fuck!”
“It’s…”
“I don’t think I want to know,” he said as he rammed the envelope under a pile of junk in the secret drawer. “There. It’ll be quite safe.”
All the time he was custodian to my little crock of gold, he never touched a penny. I tried to buy him little presents as a ‘thank you’ for playing banker. As he considered what he was doing was part of our friendship, I only managed to treat him with difficulty.
I had another reason to be eternally in his debt. He never showed any curiosity about the source of all this money. I’m sure he must have been dying to find out, but, as I said, he asked nothing.             






Part Two – Aged 14 years





Andy

So far, I thought that I was doing rather well. There were my band of regulars, a constant flow of money and I was taking some sort of retribution against my father. Yes, so, it all seemed to be going rather well. Too well! Little did I know! I was about to have the door of my life not just thrown open but wrenched off its friggin’ hinges.
As usual, it all began with a series of chance events. Once again, an apparently insignificant meeting and a few casual words changed my life’s direction completely. This has happened so often throughout my existence, I should be used to it by now.
One Saturday evening, a client of mine had arranged a mini orgy for his delectation. He liked watching a small, select group of youths engage themselves in intimate wrestling. There were four of us (excluding the trick) and after we’d rolled around the floor in an attempt to make the wrestling look interesting for him, we relaxed into a group wank and settled down to have milk in cut–glass, crystal goblets and biscuits served up on a silver platter. I’m sure you know the type. One lad I’d been mauling more than the other two was sitting in the corner of the lounge and minding his own business. I found out he had just moved to the area and was earning some extra cash to buy a motorbike. Yes – you’re right, I knew more about what he had between his legs before I’d actually heard him speak. We spoke in hushed voices.
“It’s all a bit tame, isn’t it?” He whispered as he cast a bored, jaundiced eye around the room.
This stung. I didn’t want my illusions shattered, so I moved away to speak to the trick. The boy’s words must have penetrated my little brain because I kept staring at him. For his part, he merely munched away at the biscuits, grimaced at the milk and stared at the floor.
After the trick had hacked up my fee and made another appointment for the following week, I started my journey home.
There was a sudden shout from behind, “Hey! Slow down!” I turned and saw my critical friend running to catch me up. I sighed to myself and stopped to wait for him. He arrived, out of breath and condition. Lighting a cigarette, he offered to accompany me. I had no overriding objection. As I can’t remember his name, I’ll call him Stewart.
“You’re new to this game, aren’t you?”
Once again, I was stung. I thought I was quite the man of the world who knew it all – and had done quite a lot of it, thank you very much! “No!” I snapped. “I’ll have you know, I’ve been around quite a bit.”
“Oh, really?” he grinned, “and I suppose you think nothing could surprise you?”
“That’s right.” I was beginning to loathe the sight of him.
Understandably, he burst out laughing. “Well, how about this, then…” I was then lectured on how much I could be surprised. I quickly graduated from arrogance to awe at what Stewart had done and how much I still needed to find out. Some of the things he told me shocked my boyish sensitivities. I thought I had been asked to get involved in some pretty quirky experiments, but it was as nothing compared to Stewart’s catalogue. Some of his claims were so outrageous; I began to doubt his veracity.
“You should get down to the town centre. I should think you’d be a total knock–out.”
“Oh, yes?” I voiced, trying to sound doubtful.
“Oh yes! But…” he put his hand on my arm to stop me, “being so young, if you do decide to go down there, be careful.”
“Why?”
“What are you, stupid?” Before I could angrily defend myself, he continued – “You’ll be a threat to the regular rents. They will, most likely resent you. Make sure you stay out of trouble.” He must have seen my look of disdain. “Sorry, – just trying to be helpful.”
“Well, thank you for the advice, but I think I’m doing very well as it is.” I made to go a different way.
“Look, before you buzz off home, I’ll tell you where the best places are to go. Information only.”
Coolly rushing back to his side, we continued our walk. I tried to appear nonchalant but made sure I committed to memory all he reported.
By the time Stewart and I parted company and I’d reached my front door, I’d gleaned from him directions to one of the chief ‘meat racks’, as he called them. He’d painted such an attractive picture; I thought it worth risking a visit. His warnings passed by me and I dismissed them with a confidant shrug. Yes, I’d be able to look after myself. I knew what I was doing.
Without knowing the place too well, the town centre called. That very night I decided, on the following weekend, I would broaden my horizons. Yes, I would try pastures new.
For the second time in my life, I had great difficulty in concentrating on my schoolwork. Even a poster design I was supposed to produce for the school’s sport’s day was neglected; much to the exasperation of the PE teacher. The week dragged by. I had a few clients booked, so that helped in passing the time a little.
Finally! The Great Day! Saturday morning had decided to stop being coy and arrive – about time, too! I waited until my mother had banged shut the front door as she left for work. After, I scrambled out of bed, bathed, put on my school uniform and made for the bus stop.
The journey to the town centre took another eternity. The bus was full of early morning shoppers who, annoyingly, wanted to get on and off at every stop. As we came to the fateful bus stop, I noticed there was a middle–aged bloke who, I think, was giving me the eye. Ignoring it, I alighted. Bigger game awaited my attention.
In my rather parochial experience, the town centre was a relatively uncharted landscape. Rare shopping visits with my mother and the regular, childhood excursions to the ‘News Theatre’ with my father constituted my complete knowledge of the place. All these trips were strictly routed on the main roads so the side streets were a total mystery.
As the week had gone by, the clarity of Stewart’s detailed directions had become rather confused. Why hadn’t I written them down as soon as I had gone to my bedroom? I took various turnings I could have sworn he mentioned and found myself in the middle of a very public square. It must have been used as a major cut–through to the shopping centre because all I could see were shoppers and businessmen–types. There wasn’t so much as a whiff of my species. I grunted and retraced my steps. On the way back to the bus stop, I passed some promising looking side streets. Each of them I duly explored and each proved a fruitless, barren dead–end. I finally exhausted these little by–ways and I arrived back at my initial alighting place in a very muddled state of mind. It appeared the determination I felt to find my destination was being thwarted at every turn. ‘Ah, well,’ I muttered to myself. I’d try a few more times then, if it all came to naught, there was every possibility that, sooner or later, I would see Stewart again. I could ask for clearer directions, or, ask him to draw me a map – or – better still, offer to come down with me. I had the feeling he liked me so I could use that to wheedle out of him what I wanted. Back at the bus stop, I was debating with myself over which new vista looked the most promising, when another bus pulled up at the stop.
A small, gorgeous flock of Birds of Paradise, dressed in their finest feathers, posed on the open platform of the bus. I was transfixed.
“Come on, girls,” shrieked one, “it’s time to go to work. Mabel, you just put that tired, wrinkled old thing away and get your great, fat arse down here.”
Off flounced four spectacularly dressed lads who loudly sought to embarrass anyone who looked disgustedly in their direction. “Just use your imagination, dearie, because you certainly couldn’t afford our prices.” This was aimed at a particularly po–faced office worker.
Another red faced, fat man had – “Shit! Look, sweetheart, my nail varnish has gone and chipped, could I borrow some of yours, honey?” tossed at him. The rest of the passengers shifted uneasily in their seats; sniffed and grimaced in humiliation as the boys giggled loudly and alighted.
I received a withering squint from another of them. I looked hastily away in case they decided to single me out for another of their verbal attacks. They didn’t. Instead, they floated off down a nearby alleyway, one that had escaped my quest. Undeterred and like a dog that had just scented four rampant bitches on heat, I followed.
I soon discovered I was lurching into a world I thought only existed in fiction. Houses and other signs of habitation became progressively less and less. Blackened warehouses, sinister pubs and overgrown bombsites replaced the more busy thoroughfares.
I stared around as I walked, trying to memorise landmarks as reference for any future return visit. There was also another reason for this detailed scrutiny – I had to get back to the bus stop.
“And what’s a little boy like you doing, slumming in the man’s world like this?” I jumped. I had been so busy trying to log the data of my journey, I hadn’t noticed the boys had stopped and formed an impenetrable line across the pathway and were confronting me. They obviously delighted in my confusion. I stuttered and stammered something pretty incomprehensible. Beside these exuberant fillies, I felt conspicuously drab.
They smelled of rather expensive after–shave (at least, I thought it was rather expensive). I could also swear there were slight traces of makeup on some of their faces. As I was wearing my ubiquitous school uniform, I felt like a party pooper at a fancy dress ball. They were daring to wear bright colours – in the street – at a time when even the wearing of jeans in public was considered fairly outrageous. I shuffled my feet and cleared my throat, deciding whether to hold my ground or run like the clappers.
“Oh ho, competition, me thinks,” one of them whispered loudly to another, “It seems our bus stop butterfly is seeking gainful employment.”
“It certainly looks that way.” In unison, they folded their arms and stared at me. There was a tense silence. I knew I had to say something.
“Um – what’s the going rate ’round ’ere?” I ventured.
“For what?” came a knowing reply from a tall young man who was slightly older than the rest. He was wearing a revealingly tight pair of bright red trousers.
“For what you’re here for.” I managed to stutter.
“And what is that?”
More knowing looks were liberally exchanged and Red Trousers took a step towards me. Instinctively, I took a step back. “All right, you slags, I’ll take care of this. You go on, find a perch. I’ll catch up with you later.”
“Oh, that’s absolutely bloody typical. Trust you to be the one to first break him in,” complained a dark–haired young man. “’Ere, watch your cherry, dearie.” He stroked the side of my face then ushered the rest down a side lane. I could still hear their high–pitched screams and giggles long after they had disappeared from sight.
Neither Red Trousers nor I moved. He looked directly into my eye and I stared at the pavement in acute discomfiture. I began to feel extremely nervous – especially when he performed a slow circumnavigation around me and eyed me up and down as if I were a statue he was thinking of purchasing. “Hmm!” he finally managed. “I hope you’re a virgin. If you’re not – for fucksake, don’t let on and you should do well.”
“I don’t mean to be a nuisance,” I mumbled, not being entirely sure what I meant by it.
He suddenly smiled and extended a hand for me to shake. “I’m Andy, also known as Handy Andy. Randy Handy Andy, even.”
“Carl,” I blurted. I wasn’t used to shaking hands with people and I rather enjoyed the novelty.
“Carl?” He raised one eyebrow in approval. “Sounds good and foreign. I haven’t seen you around before. New?” I nodded. “Thought so.” I was still trying to assess what was going on. He appeared genuine enough, but I had already learned not to take everything at face value. “Ah. Sweet. Playing it shy and dumb are we? Eh? Well, that’s good. Very good! You should do well with that.”
“Sorry.” I really didn’t know what else to say.
“Don’t be. Come on, let’s show you some ropes – and I don’t mean the bondage kind.”
We ambled down the same track the others had followed and we talked as we went. Actually, that’s not strictly true. He talked – I listened. He was funny, mercilessly mocking himself and the life he was leading with a devastating honesty.
Andy, I soon discovered was nineteen and married. He had a baby girl and selling sex was the way he chose to earn his living. I wasn’t sure whether I should believe him or not but later, I was to discover that he was utterly incapable of telling a lie.
After about five minutes, we came to a bombed out church. My companion clambered over the smashed masonry and indicated for me to follow. I held back as I felt a little uneasy.
He smiled. “Don’t worry, you’re safe. I’m not going to rape you. Contrary to what those silly queens might have led you to believe – generally, guys don’t interest me. I go for fat wallets over fat cocks.” He disappeared out of sight behind a standing piece of wall. I followed, making sure I had a quick line of escape should the occasion demand. As I turned the corner of the wall, I saw that he was sitting on an old chunk of carved stone that had been shattered by a bomb. Its contours helped to serve as a comfortable seat. He patted a place beside him. I hesitated and stayed where I was. I could still make a getaway before he could stumble over to where I stood.
In the half–light of that gutted church, Andy’s face looked older – harder. I could see he was still fairly young but there was a quality to his skin, a sort of pallor, which, thinking back, a good dose of skin moisturiser might have helped to contain. What his face lacked in cosmetic attention, his hair more than compensated. It was medium brown, floppy and slightly wild. He wore clothes, which showed off his well–formed body and, as I said before, he sported a pair of trousers, which showed off everything else. He wasn’t as tall as I’d first supposed – about five ten but, because of the overall effect of his clothes and general demeanour, he looked a good six one or two. All in all a handsome, rugged lad who was showing signs of getting a little past his ‘sell by date’.
For about the next half–hour, Andy volunteered to be my Guardian Angel. As he talked, I began to warm to him. I quickly picked up the fact that he could be trusted and I adored his sense of humour.
I often wonder whether I would have survived my teenage years if it hadn’t been for that chance meeting. Had I found the meat rack myself, what might have been my fate? Later, I saw other young lads drift into this red light world and watched them end up a total mess – or dead. I could have been among their numbers – but for Andy. I can never repay the debt I owe him even if, at the time, I had no idea from what that chance meeting saved me.
My newest companion promised, “I’ll stick by you kid and get you some easy tricks ’til you get used to the set–up, it might be helpful.” He further offered to introduce me to some of the other rents that could be trusted to ensure little harm would come to me. I suppose he became a sort of benevolent pimp who wanted nothing in return except a promise to assist him in making money by involving him in any threesomes which might happen to come along.
At nineteen Andy was getting a bit too old for the rent game. Each month brought newer, younger and fresher bodies to the racks for the delectation of potential clients. That’s what most men really sought out. Many demanded a new piece of meat each time they wanted a partner. Others were merely content with boys and/or youths on a regular basis. But even these liked a little variety. Andy had been on the game since he was twelve and most of the punters had had him at least once. He was old hat and, as I have said, was showing signs of wear around the edges. As his scores began to dry up, he was becoming bored with the whole scene. Worry kept him working as he had more than his own mouth to feed. In me he saw a chance to shine once more. Later, we were often to become a package deal.
Any lingering reservations about Andy were evaporating by the second. Very soon they vanished altogether and we ended up sitting side by side in that decimated place of worship having an impromptu master–class on the sale of sex. The acolyte sat beside his Guru and became highly excited at the prospect of his new life. The sort of money I could earn (and should always expect and demand) made my eyes spin.
My natural scepticism still nagged a little in my brain. Was it all a con? ‘What the hell,’ I thought, ‘be happy to go along with it and see what the scene is all about. After all, I needn’t ever come down here again if I don’t want to.’
It was midday by the time we left our refuge and Andy guided me on my Magical Mystery Tour. After about five minutes walking, the closed–in alley opened onto a small, overgrown square that looked as though it had once been a pleasant residential enclave for the professional well to do’s but had suffered heavy damage by a stray bomb that had missed its obvious target; the docks. There was a park – of sorts – in the middle and at one end of the square, a monster of a public lavatory which had somehow managed to survive the blast. The whole place should have been deserted, but it wasn’t.  About twenty cars were parked on the unkempt road and on various bits of waste ground. Some thirty young men and boys were talking loudly to one another but quietly to the older men who promenaded around the perimeter of the ‘park’. I watched a steady stream of people going in and out of the toilet. It was all bustle and aimlessly purposeful. I realised Andy, modelling a huge grin, was benevolently watching my every expression.
“Home, sweet home,” he announced.
“Oh shit!” I involuntarily exclaimed. Talk about an instant revelation. I didn’t suspect such places existed. Andy had given me the best present I could possibly receive.
Now I could really begin taking revenge on my father as Andy declared, “Welcome to Hell!”             




‘Hell’

‘Hell’, I quickly discovered, was the name the temporary inhabitants branded this strange oasis of pleasure. As we walked the boundaries, various tricks and treats hailed my new friend. Handy Andy greeted each with a grin, a wave or a sneer. Whilst all this was happening, he held a running commentary on every one of the exhibits, telling me who was hiring, who was for hire, who was safe and, more importantly, who to avoid like the plague.
When we had done, I noticed that, not with a little apprehension, Andy was leading me toward the small group of boys whom I recognised to be his original companions. As we approached they openly and unanimously eyed me with contempt. “This is Carl,” he told them, “and put yer claws away. He’s all right!”
“If you say so, Hon’,” arched a young, camp, continental looking lad who went under the name of Paolo. “Butch, bitch or anything goes?” For a moment, Andy ignored the question. “Oh, come on Andy; don’t tell me you haven’t had him already! I shan’t believe you.”
“I wouldn’t know, dear,” Andy replied, “some of us have learned not to see everyone as a potential fuck–machine.” This was received with hoots of derision.
“Oh yes? Then what kept you? You certainly took your time getting here! Found some interesting bits of nature study to pass the time, did we?”
“We were talking, weren’t we Carl?” Although Andy was denying anything untoward had happened between us, he somehow managed to convey there was something going on but he wasn’t prepared to divulge what.
Confused, but not wishing to offend my older compatriot, I nodded dutifully. The banter’s attempt to hold my attention failed badly as the comings and goings at the public lavatory gripped my curiosity.
“She’s not backwards in coming forwards, is she?” said another of the boys, “‘Hell’, my dear, has a unique attraction – the cottage! Andy, you must take him down there. Jacko’s in residence – it’ll give young Carl ’ere a bit of an eye opener.”
“But is she up to it?” asked Paolo.
Andy looked at me and smirked. I didn’t like that smirk. He winked. I didn’t like that wink much either. “Don’t look so worried.” He then addressed the others. “How many so far?”
“How many pebbles are there on the beach? Who can count?!” answered Paolo. “Well, go on. What are you waiting for? Show him!”
Andy turned to me, “Are you ready for this?” I shrugged and nodded. Although I felt totally out of my depth, I had a solid determination to fit in as best I could.
Handy Andy started to walk towards the toilet and beckoned for me to follow. Again, like the obedient spaniel, I did.
As we entered the vast, shadowy and unlit building, I stopped in my tracks. This wasn’t from any scene which I had unexpectedly espied, no, my eyes were yet to adjust to the gloom; it was the acrid stink which almost made me gag and retch. Talk about rank. Andy pulled me into the main area of the toilet and indicated for me to keep quiet. I was faced with a queue of about fifteen men, ranging in age from the mid–thirties to one old man who must have been well into his eighties. They looked for all the world as if they were patiently waiting in a shopping line to pay for their packets of frozen peas. Disturbingly, I was reminded of my school friends who, waiting to be serviced, had stood in like fashion outside that room at my local railway station. This peaceful line snaked into one of the lock–ups whose door was open. I was about to ask Andy a question when he put his finger to his lips and signalled for me to sidle over and look into the cubicle. As we moved to a better vantage point, a few of the men gave us the ‘once over’. They appeared to be having an internal debate as to whether they should give up on their current plan of action and pursue us instead. Andy decided their action for them by throwing a well–known two–fingered salute.
When I had moved far enough into the loo so that the front of the queue was visible, I didn’t know whether to smile or be sick. A young lad of about fifteen or sixteen, whom I took to be Jacko, was kneeling on the floor and leaning over the toilet bowl. As he calmly smoked a cigarette, he stared, unseeing at the graffiti splattered wall, which loomed a foot in front of him. At the moment, he was receiving a desultory shafting from a man who looked old enough to be his great, great grandfather. The labouring screwer was also kneeling on the stone floor. From his groans, I can only surmise that, as he performed, his joints must have been giving him gyp. It didn’t seem to deter him too much as he puffed and wheezed his way to a never to be reached but fervently desired climax.
The guy, whose turn came next, tapped the struggling ancient on the shoulder, “I should give up if I were you, old man,” he remarked, not unkindly. I assume the old man must have exceeded his allotted time. With a grunt of resignation, Methuselah withdrew his barely erect cock and was gently helped to his feet by the first couple of members of the queue. On the floor, beside the toilet was a battered old OXO tin filled with money. The next person took a step forward, lowered his trousers, knelt on the floor and adjusted Jacko’s position to suit his own particular angle before ramming his swelling cock deep into the unflinching boy’s backside. The old man dropped a couple of pound notes into the container. He didn’t look for change. As the boy received a more efficient banging from his next client, the old man shuffled out of the lock up and made, painfully for the exit. Apart from the slapping of abdomen on buttocks, everything was done in silence. The whole queue moved forward one place and Jacko smoked on. Andy and I left just as two other men entered and joined the back of the queue.
When we returned to our spot, Andy’s companions had split up and only Paolo remained. “Well?” he raised his eyebrows in expectation. “What d’you think?” I could no longer contain myself. Exploding with laughter, I collapsed in hysterics. I don’t think it was humour that drove my amusement but nerves.
“Doesn’t this place ever get raided?” I asked.
Paolo exchanged looks with a man who must have been in his forties and, after excusing himself, followed him towards one of the wrecked buildings which nature was trying to reclaim with brambles and shrubs. Andy continued his instructions.
“Yes, sometimes. Although, ‘Lily’ tends to leave the place to its own devices. At least we’re all in the one area and we don’t bother anyone. Anyway, some of the coppers are our best clients.”
“What?” I gulped.
“Oh yes. You get all sorts. See that guy over there, chatting up Paolo? Professional wrestler – likes to be called ‘Janet’! You’ll see.” He paused to let this sink in. “By the way, there’s an unwritten law in this game. If you see ‘Lily Law’ on the prowl, whistle – let everyone know. Many’s the time a compromising position has been saved from prosecution because of a colleague’s vigilance.” I must have looked sceptical because he continued, “Join in with it, chum. We all work together to protect each other. You save others and they’ll save you.” I nodded.
“Cor, it’s like some sort of special club, isn’t it?” I felt I was being invited to join a secret world where there were ‘in’ members and ‘out’ plebs. Unless I was very much mistaken, I was being gleaned for an ‘in’.
“Extremely special – and don’t you forget it!” Suitably chastened, I lapsed into silence for a while. The parade in the square continued. “Pardon me for asking – but do you shoot your load every time?”
His directness made me shiver. “Well, er – yes,” I confessed. “Shouldn’t I?”
“Should you buggery!! If you service them first – get them to cum, then, in most cases, you won’t have to. Take Jacko – and I don’t mean literally, he’s satisfying all these guys and he never cums. Mind you, in his case, it does help that he’s got an arse like a reservoir. I’d love to know how he manages to retain all that spunk. Colonic Irrigation gone mad, I’d call it! I dread to think what it’s like when his dam breaks?” He set about musing over this particularly unsavoury image. Once again, I shivered.
“But some of them like to watch me shoot,” I whined.
“I know, I know. Most do. But you must learn to fake it.”
“How? They’ll be able to see.”
“Well, in that case, just say that you’ve already wanked yourself off today – twice. Or, if that fails – and even better, say you’ve just cum in a sixteen–year–old’s mouth. The thought of your little willy shooting down another boy’s throat does their imaginations the power of good. You’ll find most of them won’t mind. What they’re after is the noise of ecstasy – which is what really turns them on. Sound like they’re giving you the best blowjob of your life and they could pay you double. Plus, and this is the point, you won’t have spilled a drop so you’ll be ready for other clients. More cash!”
Paolo returned alone. He looked in a bad mood. Deliberately plonking himself down with Andy between us he spat out, “Huh! Talk about speedy!”
Andy looked surprised. “Now what’s the matter, sweetie?”
“She wants the boy.” Paolo wouldn’t look at me but he jerked his head in my direction to underline the cause of his discontentment.
“Well, you’re certainly an instant hit, eh Carl?” He then turned back to Paolo. “Is it still ‘The Mauler’?” He must have been talking about the wrestler.
“Nah. Another one.” Paolo scanned the square, looking for his next client. “He’s waiting in there.” He stabbed the air in the general direction of a fairly undamaged three–story building.
“Safe?”
“Safe? I’ll say. If you only mouth ‘Boo’, he’ll have a heart attack.” He was still refusing to look at me.
“Oh Paolo, my precious. Don’t be such a bad loser, you stupid queen.” He gave Paolo a friendly nudge then looked back at me. “Well, what are you waiting for? Go on. Your beau awaits.” I stood up and started an uncertain walk towards the ruin that Paolo had grudgingly indicated. “Oh, and Carl,” I turned. “Talk terms first. And don’t undercut the rest of us. Don’t let the bastard do anything for less than a fiver.”
“Okay.” I tried to sound bright and happy – nonchalant. Inside, my nerves were shaking my guts about like a pair of Jack Russells fighting over a favourite toy. I had serviced men before – many – but it felt as though this was my first. I steeled myself and walked towards my Rubicon. Thus I crossed it and took my first step into the big time.
In that bombed damaged building, precious little happened. The diminutive man refused to talk terms – in fact he refused to talk at all. Payment, obviously, came after he’d got his way. I had already encountered this type of client before. Against Andy’s advice, I trusted him. If it was going to be a session for free, I didn’t mind, as it was my payment for what I could get later. He stood me against a blackened fireplace and did all the work. I leaned down to feel him but he pushed my hand away. He didn’t want to be touched. He didn’t want to go too far. Whilst he licked, nibbled and sucked on my cock and balls, he jerked himself off. After he’d cum and without bothering to find out if I wanted to finish, he dressed himself and dug out a lady’s purse (!). I suppose the whole encounter must have taken about a quarter of an hour. He offered me ten pounds.
“I don’t have any change,” I said. Talk about a greenhorn! By the way he looked at me; he must have thought I was taking the piss.
“I don’t want any,” he murmured. This was the first time he’d spoken. “It’s all for my little baby – to buy himself some treats. I’ll bet my little boy loves his treats.” Treats! Ugh! He didn’t wait for a response but hurriedly stumbled back out into the open square, leaving me to pocket my wages.
TREATS?!! The ghost of my father loomed into my mind. That treat of a few chocolate bars, used as a bribe, now looked puny against the ten pounds I’d just received. If my father wanted to recommence his ‘bit of fun’, at my current scale of charges, he’d probably go broke. I loved the irony of it all. Don’t get me wrong, at my age, I didn’t know what irony was, but I enjoyed the one–up–man–ship.
I wandered back to Andy. He and Paolo had been joined by another of the ‘Good Companions’ called Sandy who’d just returned after enjoying an encounter of his own.
Andy smiled, “How did you do?”
“Ten pounds,” I murmured.
Paolo nearly fell of his seat. “What? What did you say? How much? Ten? I don’t fucking believe it! The bastard, fucking, arsehole bandit!” he exploded, “He told me if you said ‘no’, he’d pay me a fiver.”
I felt humiliated. This was not starting out too well. I was making an enemy of Paolo – and it was only the first hour of my first day.
“Paolo, stop being so silly,” consoled Andy.
Sandy joined in. “I promise, my next trick – you can have.”
Paolo tried to shrug off their comforting arms, but couldn’t. Sandy and Andy began an over–the–top concern for his loss. Soon, with their mixture of mockery and humour, they placated the irate Paolo. It wasn’t long before any resentment he must have felt for me disappeared. He was beginning to give me a chance. I think he was starting to accept me as a novice member of their gang. Friendships, I soon discovered, could easily be built, broken and re–built with great rapidity.
After a couple more uncomplicated rendezvous with tricks, the time came for me to leave. Andy escorted me to the bus stop and made me promise I would look him up the following Saturday. I had every intention of keeping that promise.
On my way home, I pondered my day. Even with my first, silent client, I had earned as much money in that one fifteen minute session as I did with most of my current locals over two whole evenings. I realised, if I became involved with the townies, I would be able to drop the less lucrative weekend tricks I’d so far collected.
The following Saturday I kept my promise and returned to ‘Hell’. Andy greeted me like a long lost brother. Until I saw him, I didn’t realise how much I’d missed him. In his company I felt safe and content. I was needed for myself. His natural warmth pervaded everyone he met. And, he was the perfect guide. He pointed out the pimps and the other more dubious characters that preyed on young and inexperienced boys (and girls as well, I suppose).
He instilled in me a sense of comradeship. I learned how important it was to look out for one another. It was imperative to keep tabs on each other – to let them know where we went and with whom. This was designed to protect us from the sadistic punters who were liable to hurt, maim or beat up their pick–ups.
For the moment, I merely took on board all he said, but it wasn’t long before I realised the true wisdom of his advice.
I was feeling a comradeship I’d never felt before. For one of the first times in my life, I felt enormously happy.
Stewart, the young man from the orgy who had first alerted me to the city’s possibilities, never appeared. Indeed, apart from that one time, I never saw him again. Perhaps he managed to save up enough money for his motorbike and had simply ridden off into the sunset. Who knows?




Crisis Time

Although I was a total novice as far as being a rent boy was concerned, at school I enjoyed my private, dual life. I had a secret. It gave me the confidence I lacked. I was earning more money in one week than most boys had seen in their entire lives. They still talked about losing their virginity but I was saying, ‘No,’ more often than they had beaten their meat.
Unfortunately, with the late development in the confidence department, there was a distinct down side to the whole thing. My new personality’s arrogance knew no bounds. It manifested itself in a vile temper followed by belligerent sulking. I demanded to be taken seriously and, needless to say, I was not. Like the rent boys, there were those who were ‘in’ and those who were definitely ‘out’. In my school life, I was beginning to reflect the attitude of the meat rack.  My school friends were pretty interchangeable. If I felt snubbed or was sufficiently flattered, I withheld or bestowed favours. I was becoming an insufferable snob. If I now met myself as I was then, I’d probably think, ‘What a little shit!’ However, I was soon to be brought down a peg or fifty.
The only exception to this petty minded attitude towards my friends was Brian. I still clung to him and his parents as if they were my life belt. He was the one school friend I dreaded losing. Intimacy between us was rare and I never pushed it – and it was very much a case of when he wanted it. My dick had begun to fill out to man’s proportions and, as it was also happening to Brian, it soon became apparent that I was going to be a good deal longer and thicker than him. We delighted in attempting to massage him into growing to my proportions. It didn’t work, but a lot of body fluid was spilt in the attempt. The envelope which nestled in the bottom of his cupboard was beginning to bulge – I was worried for him in case he got into trouble. However, for the moment, though wide eyed, he didn’t complain.
His parents must have realised that there was something desperately wrong with my personality, for they insisted on including me in many of their activities. Belatedly, they began to give me a childhood. I became more childish with them than I dare be with anyone else. Being the sort of people they were, they questioned nothing and accepted me for what I was – a crazy, mixed up kid. I now understood why Brian was such a warm person – he inherited his father’s sensitivity and his stepmother’s liberal attitude. They included me in a great many of their family outings and excursions and introduced me to the delights of waterskiing, squash and many other innocent pursuits. We would spend hours playing board games and cards. It was great. At all these pastimes, I was superbly and singularly inept, but they refused to put me down. They happily chortled away at my repeated failures, but always laughing with, and not at me.
If I mentioned to my mother the good time I was enjoying with Brian’s family, she merely huffed, puffed and complained. “I think you’re spending too much time with them. It’s about time, my lad, you gave more thought to your own family than wasting it on people like that. It sounds like you’d rather waste more time with them, my son, than me.” If I mentioned too much of what we did, she became angry. “Oh, that Brian boy! That’s all you ever talk about. I don’t want to know.” Then she’d add the threat, “I don’t think it’s such a good idea for you to see him so often.” To his face, however, she was all charm. Her two–faced attitude angered and hurt me.
I don’t suppose Brian’s family had any idea of what I was getting up to when I wasn’t with them. The wide eyed child they entertained was totally at odds with the knowing youth of the city.
There were some occasional times when there was an early start on some mysterious expedition or other. His small home didn’t boast a spare room so Brian and I had to share his bed – a single. Need I say more? Naturally, my mother eventually decided to put a stop to all this. I was enjoying myself too much for my own health and her good.
His family life filled me with happiness. I was being shown what I was missing with my own relations. It didn’t make me resentful. I was too delighted to feel anything like resentment. This surrogate family made me feel ecstatic (and that isn’t too strong a word). I couldn’t get enough of them – a happy, affectionate brood who, collectively, took me into their hearts and demanded nothing in return.
This little oasis of filial love taught me a very good lesson. Up until I became involved in their select circle, the attitude I had been developing made me think I knew all about everything, No one could tell me anything I didn’t already know. I was entrenched in my own immature ideas, but Brian’s family refused to let me take myself too seriously. This might sound as if it was something I could easily assimilate – but it wasn’t. Any personal criticism, I dealt with by sulking and the many other tricks I had learned in order to get my own way. They, by their loving tuition, showed me I was being beautifully childish.
None of this really gives a true, full picture of what they did for me. I don’t suppose they realised it themselves. They were too ‘full of the milk of human kindness’ to know. In my early teenage school life, time passed more pleasantly because of them.
Time also passed in my secret life but not quite so pleasantly. I was becoming prey to feelings not solely anchored in sex. For the first time in my life, I had fallen helplessly in infatuation. I know it was a very naïve form, but it was hideously real to me and I coped badly. A boy had been transferred to our school from somewhere way down south. His family had moved to our area because of his parents’ work commitments. He was placed in our class. Yes, as soon as I saw Mark Billings, I wanted to get with him. At the start, I didn’t identify the emotions which were welling up inside me. All I knew was – I wanted to hang around with him. I couldn’t bear to be out of his company. I made it my business to become indispensable. We became close. The school sex games were in full swing but, much to my torment, he showed a distinct and complete lack of interest in joining in any of them. He didn’t condemn – he merely remained totally unaffected. We stayed friends throughout my school life. I anguished over him, spent money on him and generally made a perfect idiot of myself. I regularly cried myself to sleep for him. All was in vain as nothing ever happened between us. Typical! I think he knew that I was besotted but he never showed any sign of anything other than friendship. How often has this happened to me since? Too friggin’ often. Brian accepted this new person in my life with something akin to joy. At least I wasn’t pestering him all the time. I was sharing myself around and giving him a well–earned rest.
The other safety valve which was to become more and more important to me was my growing love for the world of the arts. This love has become stronger and deeper with each passing year. It acted as a foil to the earthy life from which I made my money. It became a stabilising power to ‘sooth the savage breast’.
Other valves were theatre, literature and music – classical and, of course, my precious art. Since my earliest childhood I had been fascinated by ‘serious’ music and I loved the noise it made. The mysterious theatre was introduced by trips to the local pantomime. Colour and patterns of paintings held me spellbound and I adored the challenge of trying to recreate the work of the great masters. With literature, I read children’s stories and delighted at being transported into their imaginary worlds. As I grew to the ripe old age of fourteen, my tastes started to develop but they were still locked into the popular. From James onward, many of my clients were interested in one or more of the arts. This proved a useful way to broaden my love and understanding of the more obscure creative souls. Once various clients realised this interest of mine was genuine, they took pleasure in teaching me what to see and hear. My tastes soon became more eclectic. I also believe my interest in the arts made many of my clients employ me more often than some of my fellows. They had someone who could share their love of ‘culture’ and could communicate as well as roll around in the sack: ‘companionship’ rather than merely disinterested sex.
Our suburb boasted a selection of community halls and quite a few clients took me to the occasional local music recital, art exhibition, play etc. I knew how to behave at these events and, instead of sighing and shifting about in a display of apathy; I actually enjoyed what we saw and asked the right questions to make them feel important. Because of this, my visits to small houses of culture became ever more frequent. One major discovery, at this time, was that great man of the theatre, Master Will Shakespeare. The revelation occurred when I was taken to see that epic: Othello as performed by the local amateur drama group. I lost all sense of my surroundings and entered the world of the playwright–poet. The story of the vulnerable outsider who is grossly misunderstood and the telling of a ‘forbidden love’ rang bells inside my boyish head and moved me to tears. Next day, from the school library, I borrowed the only copy of the play they had. In that pristine copy, purchased by the school some ten years earlier I tried reliving my experience. It worked. My school friends must have thought I’d wanked myself into a state of insanity instead of blindness but I took no notice. Steadily, over the next few years, I saw as many of Shakespeare’s plays as the local theatres would permit. This love for the Bard is still with me and now, I simply can’t imagine life without him. I’ve never recovered from my first experience (nor do I want to). It was my Pandora’s Box where Degradation rather than Hope was left behind.
Very quickly, there was another, more immediate little discovery. I was treated by another client to go and see, in the city, a touring production of Puccini’s opera ‘Tosca’. At my young age, I was swept along with its beauty and passion. However, I noticed that I was constantly being given the eye throughout the whole evening. So, I had stumbled on yet another potential market place.
My trips to the town became a permanent feature at week–ends. And, with a lot of help and advice from Andy, I took the occasional sojourn during the week.
Over the next few months, Andy methodically added the rest of the pick–up places to my gazetteer. That infamous park with its aging statue; the miles of railings which boys could use as pitching posts enabling richer clients to drive up and down to choose the piece of meat they wanted to while away an hour or so; ‘The Steps’ upon which, during the day, remained the domain of students from the annex of the University, became, at night and weekends, transformed into a de Mille epic. As each road, square, park, pub, club and toilet was indicated, it soon became apparent there was a lot of competition from other rents. I had no idea there were so many boys and young men who were on the game. Many were students who topped up their meagre grants by selling their bodies. It was easier, quicker and far more lucrative than serving bitter coffees in clapped out cafés. Because of this, there was a fairly constant flow of new talent ready to satisfy the demands of clients.
The regular rents called these educated prostitute students, ‘Temps’. They were generally ignored by the rest of us and left to work the streets alone. We never included them in our network of information and loyalty. This was chiefly their own fault and worked very much to their disadvantage. Many a student was seen to be picked up by a total stranger and then, perhaps a week later, he’d be back at his pitch but now sporting cuts, and a black eye or two, or his arms in slings. One particularly memorable case involved a lad who ended up with an efficiently mashed face, a broken arm and plastered leg, who had to click around on crutches. This particular ‘Temp’ had returned to work the streets and, believe it or not, managed to be a major ‘turn on’ for quite a few punters. I suppose they wanted to care for him, mother him, or some such wish fulfilment.
Many places Andy showed me, I never went near again. Besides, there were so many of these nooks, crannies and corners, I would have needed a road map to grasp them all. So, I will refrain from boring you with details. As each of these lesser places loom in the story, I’ll fill in the gaps, but, until then, if you will forgive me, I will let them ride. However, there were three vitally important places which need some explanation because they feature so predominately in the rest of this tale. They went under the names of ‘Alfio’s’, ‘The Green Goddess’ and then, of course, as I have already mentioned, there was ‘The Steps’.             




‘Alfio’s’

‘Alfio’s’ was a minuscule coffee bar run, indeed, owned by a young Italian called, amazingly enough, Alfio. He and his even younger brother, Carlo, had opened it two years previously when they moved to our illustrious city from somewhere in Scotland. I don’t know if they were gay or not but they certainly knew a good money–spinner when they found it.
The bar was located in an arch under a bridge, directly beneath the main railway line. On a fairly regular basis, the whole place rattled and shook as the timetable dictated. The space for customers was tiny. It measured about six feet by twelve. There was a small serving counter behind which the brothers did their best not to get in each other’s way. It was captivating to contemplate the intricate culinary ballet which they performed. I don’t remember them ever dropping a single plate, cup or saucer. As there was no room for either tables or chairs, the place didn’t offer them. A few stools were provided for the slightly more infirm of body – but that was it. Their customers had to stand up to drink their stunning, fresh coffees.  Around the walls ran a narrow shelf which allowed plates of fresh, delicious sandwiches to be balanced in comparative safety. Alfio accompanied the serving of all snacks with random snatches of tenor arias from the Italian Opera repertoire. Any more than a dozen customers would have caused a major problem in ergonomics. During the day, their catchment area was local shops and offices. If anyone called in, they would have seen a thriving business. Unfortunately, the lack of space prevented it from being a really successful enterprise. There simply wasn’t enough room for the number of customers required to attract the big money. How, you may wonder, as indeed did most of the daytime purchasers; how could this miniscule café support the livelihood of both its entrepreneurs?
Well, at the far end of the public area was a door. Even within the miniscule confines of the café, it could be easily missed as a full length curtain covered its presence. Beyond this curtain and its secret door was a small room. This room was the real source of their income.
The little room made the place extremely popular with the twilight people. It catered for the murky orgy mongers. That room was about half as large again as the main café area and was completely dark. To ensure no light would sneak in, the owners had painted it black. There was neither window nor electric light. The room was only available to the more cautious public on evenings and week–ends. When it was open for business, Alfio and Carlo decorated it with rent boys. Customers would come into the coffee bar, buy the obligatory cup of coffee, pay a further substantial fee to the brothers and enter the inner sanctum. Only guys up to the age of about thirty could go in. Its motto became, ‘Another night – another orgy’. Not surprisingly, this black, back room went under the affectionate and singularly appropriate name of – ‘Calcutta’.
We were paid by Alfio himself who divided out the money between us. It was very lucrative as the anonymity which the darkness of the venue provided proved exciting to the many punters. As we boys were the main attraction, he always treated us extremely well. Alfio instituted a system for those who went there to work. First, we were required to book in. He had a small black book(!) where either he or his brother recorded our names (real or fictitious) along with the time of arrival. We left our jackets and valuables for them to guard and into ‘Calcutta’ we went. For a small charge, he would look after the punter’s possessions as well. These personal effects were as safe as houses. Nothing ever went missing. When we’d had enough (as they say), of this sightless groping, we checked out with them. The only thing missing was a punch card. He then calculated the time we’d worked against how much he’d taken over the same period and gave us a very generous percentage. He knew he had to pay well, to thereby ensure a regular supply of youths. At the end of each day, he destroyed the daily time sheet so there would be no running record of ‘Calcutta’s’ users. I never felt he cheated us. In fact, we nearly always came away with more money than we thought we’d actually earned.
Now for inside ‘Calcutta’ itself.
Because it was so dark, it was impossible to know who you were feeling, wanking or fucking. The only brief respite from the gloom occurred when the curtain was lifted and the door opened to allow the access or exit of a client. The room was usually packed with sweating bodies and, on especially busy nights, there was a queue in the café itself, waiting for ‘Calcutta’ to empty a little. I dread to think how many arses my young, eager cock stretched. By moving to another part of the room, it was easy to avoid being screwed, although many people tried, Also, if someone was busy working on me, I could easily remove my weapon from the grip of their hands, lips or bottom and make out I was shooting my load in copious quantities, which, of course, I wasn’t. It was fun and quite exciting having to feel for sex. In the dark, heads, and bodies contorted in all sorts of seemingly impossible positions. Hands groped and enjoined with adjacent mini–scenes. There was one time I remember when I had two open mouths on my cock, one on my balls, a couple more tonguing my arse and more who were licking and feeling my body. I must confess, that time, I did come. Well, who wouldn’t?
Apart from its obvious advantages, because it was situated on the edge of the pick–up area, ‘Alfio’s’ became one of our most regular meeting places.
Today, the café is no longer operational but the front, now boarded up, remains. When I first saw its current condition, my heart leapt with joy and sorrow. Joy, because it hadn’t been destroyed but sorrow because, apart from the façade, nothing remained of its past.
I don’t know when, how or why it closed. I’d love to find out what happened to Alfio and Carlo. (Or would I?) Maybe they went back to Scotland – or Italy. I can see them now in a little café with a dark back room under a railway arch in Milano... No. Forget it! Leave the past to the past.




‘The Green Goddess’ – Etc.

‘The Green Goddess’ was a completely different kettle of fish – larger, cosy, warm, welcoming. The first time Andy took me there, Paolo was sitting in a quiet corner being chatted up by a stick insect. As we entered, Paolo’s worried face lit up. Using us as a convenient excuse, he managed to get away from the skinny, little man.
“Am I glad to see you two! She…” he nodded in his usual unsubtle way towards his previous host, “wants me to shit in her mouth while I bugger ’er with a cucumber.” In spite of the loud telling of the trick’s most intimate desires, Paolo waved and smiled politely at the forlorn looking man. He then, with a grimace, turned back to us. “I ask you, what does she think I am? Don’t answer that!”
The ‘stick’ must have seen and heard Paolo’s attitude because he scurried out of the door pursued by Paolo’s derisive laughter. “If that’s the sort of thing she’s after, she’d be better off hawking her vegetable at ‘Mo–Mo’s’.”
Now, I had never been to ‘Mo–Mo’s’ and, if reports were to be believed, I had no desire to! The place was a refuge for the more extreme sexual depravities.
Paolo and Andy started gossiping about some club or other that had been raided the previous weekend, so I took the opportunity to look around the cream coloured interior.
The large coffee bar–cum–caf’ had a deceptively small frontage. It was run by a loud mouthed, mad Italian woman called Renata. Her accent was so thick; it wasn’t unusual for her to write down what she was attempting to say so we could understand her. Like Shakespeare’s Luce/Nell in ‘The Comedy of Errors’, she was ‘No longer from head to foot than hip to hip. Spherical!’ Behind the counter, she’d had built a raised platform in a forlorn effort at making herself appear taller. The trouble was, when she had to come out to collect the empties, she shrank by twelve inches or more. Her husband, who was permanently shackled in the corner so he could lovingly administer his beloved coffee machine, was her perfect foil. He said little but glared a lot. One could forgive customers for thinking that his wife was trying to starve him to death.
Unlike ‘Alfio’s’, I don’t know if either of them knew their precious, thriving business was being used as a meeting place for rent boys, but, as long as we bought refreshments, they didn’t complain. Renata even helped us by acting as a useful poste–restante. This facility began years ago when boy ‘A’ left a written message with her to pass on to on to boy ‘B’. Boy ‘B’ gave his reply in the same manner to be passed back to boy ‘A’. Renata proved so conscientious in ensuring the messages reached their destinations, soon, everyone was using her for the same purpose. It had now become an established method of keeping in touch. Every time any one of us went in, even before she commanded her husband to conjure up another cup of hot liquid, she would peer into her little box which contained recently deposited billet–doux.
The café itself sat about thirty covers. The tables were Formica topped and stank of diluted vinegar. This, because Renata lovingly sloshed them down with a filthy rag dipped in a bucket, brimming with the evil stuff. She constantly banged around behind the counter. I don’t think she was capable of putting anything down quietly. Her husband (no one ever found out his name), when the racket had stretched his nerves to breaking point, would roar at her. There then followed ear–splitting exchanges of more overheated Italian. To retaliate, he began to sort out his cups as if they were rats and it was his personal mission to beat them all into submission. On especially acrimonious evenings, the decibels generated by the pair of them could have qualified for a Government Health Warning.
Believe it or not, it was a fun place. Unlike ‘Alfio’s’, ‘The Green Goddess’ was a good little earner in its own right. The food was hot, cheap and plentiful. I don’t know who actually did the cooking as we never saw the chefs. Raised voices of protest and frustration periodically emanated from a serving hatch situated behind the counter but the opening was too high to actually spy them. When they sounded as though they were stopping just short of murder, Renata and her husband would join in. At such times, the Government Health Warning became a National Emergency.
The scrubbed, planked floor lacked only the spit and sawdust but we loved the place. If Renata caught us laughing at their antics, she’d screech at us and then, within a short space of time, join in our merriment. She called us her ‘Bambini’ and outrageously mothered us. Yes, we adored her.
‘The Green Goddess’ and ‘Alfio’s’ were havens of relative calm and normality in our crazy, dangerous world. No matter what time I went in, I could usually find a comrade. And, because of the message service which Renata ran, vital information could be communicated quickly and efficiently.
If it hadn’t been for these two coffee bars and the unique entertainment each provided, life on the racks would certainly have been poorer.
The ‘Etc.’ of this section’s title represents the last important place of which you need to know. It was, and still is, a grand, ancient set of steps leading from a busy road down to the start of the old dock area.
Imaginatively nick–named ‘The Steps’, they were solidly built by solid workers in solid granite. Measuring about ten feet across, they wound backwards and forwards in three mighty sweeps of twenty large treads. The stone balustrade was about three feet wide and ideal for comfortable lounging. The rents would gather on these steps to gossip and wait for the punters. When they came, our transient employers walked up and down the flights and selected their staff. On a busy night, ‘The Steps’ looked like a poorly rehearsed Busby Berkeley extravaganza – except boys replaced the famous MGM girls.
The atmosphere on ‘The Steps’ was more relaxed than most other meat racks. There was a good view of the roads leading to and from them, so ‘Lily Law’ was unable to lurk for a surprise swoop. They could be too easily spotted.
It was here most of the ‘Temps’ hung out. They could be anonymous. I also had the feeling that, because of their proximity to the docks, the ‘The Steps’ must have had a long sexual history. It was easy to imagine them being used for centuries as pitching posts for prostitutes. It wasn’t hard to picture them, say, two hundred years ago, being populated by much the same types of youths as now – except, they must have been of both sexes.
Contrary to what you might have come to expect, the local council lovingly maintained ‘The Steps’, not a couple of mad Italians!             




Making My Mark

Slowly, extremely slowly, I started to become a regular addition to the available boys who were for hire. Andy was true to his word and looked after me and ensured the rest of his immediate clan offered the same protection. Guided by Andy’s kindly and watchful eye, I was introduced to various clients who made few demands and were easy to service.
Jacko managed to get out of me that I had a flair for drawing and he, being the gossip that he was, quickly whispered this little nugget to the rest of the gang. Soon, they were asking me to make sketches of them and I did so gladly. This was a considerable feather in my cap and assisted in my being accepted even more by them.
Naturally, there was one exception to this sense of order. It was Paolo. There was one client with whom he fixed me up to, I suspect, have a gentle revenge for my first day’s gaff. Graham was a nervous man in his forties who covered his nervousness by being edgy and a little ‘in your face’. He was into ballet and his flat was filled with memorabilia. The wall space was covered in posters and photographs and on the floor stood various display cases holding ballet shoes, bits of costume and props along with his more precious, autographed photos. The lay out and order of these items was so precise that it felt like I was walking into some sort of terpsichorean shrine. Our session was pretty straight forward, except, before we actually got down to it, he went into his bedroom and changed into a tutu. This one off session did nothing for me. Later, Paolo beamed as he asked if I had enjoyed myself. As I took it in good part, he slapped his hand on his thigh, squeaked with delight and gave me a huge, friendly hug.
After about three months, I cultivated my first regular townie client; Mark who must have been in his late forties but looked and acted a lot younger. Though there was a certain amount of intimacy involved, he was also keen on socialising. It was through him and his love and knowledge of the arts that I began my first excursions to the city centre’s galleries, theatres and concerts to experience these delights at first hand. One particularly memorable trip was to the city’s Cathedral where they had programmed a performance of the ‘Messa da Requiem’ by Verdi. The large amateur orchestra and even larger choir were local and, as it turned out, of a very high quality. But the real joy came with the fact that they had splashed out on four soloists from Sadler’s Wells Opera Company who made the journey up from London to fill the ancient church with their glorious sounds. At the time, the Requiem was a work I didn’t know and that performance instantly converted me. Mark, who knew the piece well, told me that I had seen something exceedingly special; as he had never seen or heard it played and sung so forcefully.
As I had noticed with the local venues for refined entertainment, there were plenty of those eye locks. In the more anonymous, larger halls, these were far more flagrant. Mark and I often found that we were being shadowed by various men who always happened to be near whenever we stopped to talk with one of his friends. Mark enjoyed the attention and deliberately made us wander around so he could watch the prowler stop and start his pursuit. Because Mark gave me the confidence to go to these places, I began going to these cultural events on my own. I enjoyed what the event offered artistically as well as taking advantage of the venue’s little sexual ‘extras’. They always proved most lucrative.
My relationship with Mark continued for another three months, during which time he took me to many of the private bars and clubs which abounded in the centre. It was strange to go up to a door and listen as he gave a secret knock. Goodness knows how he remembered all the various combinations of raps and pauses. Many of these places were in the basements of houses which were hidden up small side streets. Most boasted a few tables and chairs and a tiny dance area which became so crowded that the members had to gyrate as a tight group. The youths and men who went to these places tended to be of the type who would not be interested in paying but, they were fun and I always enjoyed my visits immensely. As these places were secret, there wasn’t too much of a problem getting me into them. Mark received many a jealous and vindictive glare but he wallowed in their attention whereas I received only insinuating smiles, winks and jerks of the head. These, I ignored. When he decided that we should have a quick prance on the dance floor, he made sure that the rest of the customers didn’t touch me up too much. The other advantage these clubs had was that I could, if I’d so chosen, had an alcoholic drink but, at the time, I didn’t really like the taste of the stuff, so I went for soft drinks or water.
During this period of my life’s transition, my mother began to have doubts about where I was going when I wasn’t at home getting on her nerves. She began to suspect that I wasn’t out and about in the countryside. I had to come up with a plan. Once again, Brian came to my rescue. I started a regime whereby I rode my bike around to his home and left it with him. Then, from there, I could catch the bus into the town centre. On the way back, I reversed the whole procedure. Brian was happy to go along with this and his parents, though puzzled, didn’t ask any questions. This simple ruse worked and, for a while, my mother’s suspicions were allayed and she seemed to want to believe me – it was convenient for her to do so.
It was Andy who advised me to bring an end to my paid fling with Mark. I mentioned to my new friend that Mark was happy to loan me to various friends of his. He took me to where they lived and remained in another room whilst his friend and I continued the assignation. They all paid up and seemed happy with the goods I had on offer. Andy thought it a little strange and decided that it wouldn’t be a bad idea to make some clandestine checkups on my trick. He soon came back with news of what was happening. Apparently, Mark was receiving a commission from his colleagues for making me available.
“Listen, you silly clown,” advised Andy, “the last thing you want is to get involved with anything resembling a pimp. It’s the thin end of the wedge.”
“But…”
“You need to remain in control of what you are doing and who you are doing it with. Start down that road and the next thing you know is that you will be passed on to a permanent minder and it’s all downhill from there.”
Although I felt that Mark wouldn’t allow this to happen, I trusted Andy enough and the next time I met with Mark, I broke it off with him. Mark simply shrugged, smiled and walked away.
As soon as I told Andy what I had done, he looked relieved. At that time, I didn’t fully understand his concern but it wasn’t long before I saw for myself the dangers I had narrowly escaped.
After Mark, things went back to normal. My face and body were becoming a regular feature at ‘Hell’, ‘Alfio’s’, ‘The Green Goddess’, ‘The Steps’ and many of the other racks around the city centre. Andy continued on his mission to show me more spots where some sort of an income could be maintained. One of these places was a series of arches which lined the docks. I assume that they must have been loading bays as each arch gave access to a storage area. As soon as I saw the place, I was put in mind of a mad clock where figures come wobbling out on the hour. If one stood at one end of the line of arches, you could see people pop out, look around and pop back in again. The majority of the people who cruised this area were there for their own pleasure and not interested in paying but there were a few who could be persuaded to fork out a bit of cash. Because of my age, I think they felt sorry for me – not that I cared, as long as they forked up the money.
It was because of this attitude; I began to seriously wonder if I was losing sight of the reason for doing what I was doing. I knew that I wanted all men to pay for my father’s salacious attentions, but I didn’t want to become obsessed by the money. It wasn’t as important as the revenge I was inflicting. Besides, many of the clients I had serviced so far were genuinely nice people and feelings of guilt were beginning to rumble in the back of my brain. I knew that I must evaluate my resolve and keep my goal in sight. I, with single–minded determination, watched and fed my loathing of my father and carefully avoided carrying it onto the racks. As soon as I changed this focus of my attention, this softer approach then brought the benefit of extra clients.             




Four’s Company

Even though I was hanging around with Andy for most of the time, I was beginning to make my own, individual, escapades into the town centre as a regular feature. At such times, although I was without my protecting mentor, most of my new found comrades continued to prove friendly. Andy, as I said before, had put the word around and the rest of the rents felt duty bound to protect me. Though I posed a threat to them because I was reasonably new, few showed any resentment. There was the odd one who took an instant dislike towards me and I respected their hostility by avoiding them. Some of the rents demanded mild sex as payment for my protection, but I didn’t mind as the benefits far outweighed the price I had to pay. Besides, if I had refused their demands, I think they could have made me regret it. I was still only fourteen and still cursed (or blessed) with looking a lot younger. My looks were nothing to write home about but, because of them, I was attractive to the punters. They wanted kids of a tender age. The others who had started young must, like me, have gone through the same ritual as myself.
It so happened that I frequently teamed up with Andy to give the punter a threesome. This was fine for me because I had no desire or intention of becoming submissive. Andy was more versatile – he didn’t care. I’ve lost count of the number of times our pick–ups played ‘piggy–in–the–middle’. Me shafting and Andy being shafted. Having said that, most people I have been with throughout my life have not wanted to play ‘butch’, so I’ve not had too many problems in having to defend my honour. Andy also taught me not to laugh or show any sense of disgust at what I might be requested to perform. I always had the ultimate veto of ‘No!’ for anything which repelled me. He also showed me the use of the leather cock strap (often now replaced by a metal ring) to ensure a permanent hard on. At my age it wasn’t strictly necessary. I was so randy, my cock was nearly always erect. But, it came in handy after a long day when I needed to show a little more enthusiasm.
Also, it was Andy who introduced me to the world of the weird. If I thought the local people where I lived were strange, it was as nothing up to what went on with the townies.
The very first time he and I were hired as a duo proved typical of the sort of things with which one had to contend.
The evening had started with both of us in silly moods. We’d decided to go to ‘Alfio’s’ and start working ‘Calcutta’. Andy worked the room quite a lot as darkness covered his age. As we approached the main door, we missed our footing on the step and crashed into the café with much giggling. Alfio was belting out the aria from Verdi’s ‘Rigoletto’. Inside stood two men, both about forty years old, who were delicately sipping cappuccinos and trying to ignore Alfio’s melodious bellowing. From each of them, Andy and I received a friendly, knowing smile. We, naturally, assumed they were merely amused at our antics, but one of them beckoned us over. Andy told me to get in a couple of coffees. Whilst I gave the order to Carlo, my associate took the three or four small steps to reach them. Private conversation in such a pokey place was impossible.
“My friend and I were wondering if you had some time.” They must have been telepathic because neither had exchanged a word since we came in.
Andy looked across at me. He raised his eyebrows to ask a silent, ‘Well? Are you game?’
I shrugged and nodded a – ‘Yes, it’s fine by me.’ Totally at odds to what the rest of the gang thought, nothing had ever happened between Andy and myself. (Excluding our joint closeting in ‘Calcutta’ when I could have given him a blow job, or even screwed the arse off him without my knowing it). Being young and still extremely inquisitive, I was always curious about what my fellow rents had to offer. Now I had lengthened and thickened considerably, I wanted to know how I measured up, so to speak. And with dear old Handy Andy, this was no exception.
Carlo became petrified in his attention with the coffee machine to find out whether we’d be staying, going or enjoying a tour of ‘Calcutta’. The two men downed the remaining contents of their cups. They paid for our coffees which Andy and I hadn’t actually received and ushered us out to their car which was parked directly outside.
Andy, again, looked at me to double check if it was still okay to go ahead. I smiled. He slid into the front seat leaving myself to climb into the back. We had only just moved off when my punter had his hands on my crutch. Our driver must have spotted the movement in the mirror and warned him off doing anything as it was still light enough to be seen.
The house they shared was a detached mausoleum. As we entered, a familiar smell graced my nostrils, but I couldn’t quite place from where I knew it. The hallway of this rambling domicile was dark and excruciatingly hot.
Andy, who must have noticed this as well said, “Jeez, it’s hot enough to sweat the bollocks off a bull calf.”
“Honey, what I say is this – why have central heating if you don’t use it?”
“You know the answer, if you find it too hot, simply remove some of your clothes,” suggested the other trick.
Andy and I exchanged looks. So, that was the score.
“Firstly, let’s sit and talk terms,” Andy said, throwing himself onto a convenient large divan as he did so.
After the price had been agreed and paid, Andy stripped off to the waist to provide a double–edged sword. He was doing it both to cool himself and to be provocative. “Well,” he drawled, deliberately rubbing the top of his thigh, “what now? Separate rooms or ‘eyes down for a full house’?”
There then followed an embarrassing argument between the house–mates. The thing was, they both thought Andy a bit too old. Tactlessly, they loudly yapped about how each wanted my ‘just passed puberty’ look. It would have been okay, but for the fact each wanted to enjoy me on his own and let the other person be second. Andy’s face dropped. The hint didn’t so much hit home as atomise his essence. He had no wish to be reminded that his body clock was relentlessly ticking away. Rising to his feet Andy picked up a pillow and threw it viciously at the wall.
“If you can’t make up yer fucking minds – then we might as well forget it. Right, Carl?”
“Right!” I wasn’t sure what he had planned so, for the moment, I played along with it.
“We come as a pair. It’s both of us or none. Take it, or leave it.”
His ruse worked to perfection – they panicked. “We’ll take it.” Believe it or not, they actually settled the dispute by tossing a coin. The winner, leaving an angry and depressed Andy to fend for himself, ushered me out.
After crossing the hall, we went into another room, still on the ground floor, which looked as though it hadn’t seen the light of day for years. And the smell… it was a lot stronger.
The victor, or Victor, as I’ll call him, pushed me down onto a large soft brown leather recliner and, without removing any of my clothes, started working away. It appears he wanted to use his teeth to strip me. Ah well, why not? I closed my eyes and abandoned myself to my imagination. Victor proved expert at this dental dexterity. What did he have – a reinforced mouth? After about ten minutes, I was finally stripped and about to shoot my load when I opened my eyes and looked up at the ceiling. There were some branches high up in the corner which seemed to be held there by a large, cut tree trunk, reaching up from the floor. Why hadn’t I noticed it before? I was fascinated as to why someone would choose to decorate a room in such an eccentric style. The branches knotted and tangled in a haphazard way. Suddenly, one moved. Instantly, I lost all desire to finish and sat up with a yelp. Was it a trick of the light? The branch shifted as if it were alive.
Victor released his oral grip on me and followed my gaze. He grinned. “Oh, so you’ve spotted Fred and Ginger. Don’t worry, they’re harmless.” He busied himself with trying to resuscitate my instantly flagging interest.
The mystery of the familiarly strange smell which had greeted our arrival was now solved. It was a smell I had often encountered at the local zoo. I became hypnotised at the sight of the snake – or snakes who appeared to have developed cramp. Whatever it was, they had decided to begin moving around.
“What are they? I demanded.
“Snakes,” he said, stating the bleedin’ obvious.
“I can see they’re fucking snakes – but what kind? Are they poisonous?”
“No; constrictors.”
“And that’s alright, is it?” My erection had totally retreated. “What makes a person decide to have pets like those?” I was becoming obsessed.
“I don’t know. I think I find them sort of comforting, you know?” No, I didn’t – and I told him so. “Anyway, never mind about them. Let’s get back to what we were doing.” He fondled my limp cock. Because of my cross examination and limp response, my client began to show signs of irritation. “Come on; put a bit more effort into it. I didn’t pay all that money to see your thing creep back into its foreskin.”
I stood up. “Sorry, I can’t relax with those things sliding around up there.” Victor sighed and sat up.
He spoke to me as if it were a speech he oft repeated. “They are boa constrictors. Not poisonous. And they’re certainly not going to attack you because they were only fed yesterday.” He raised his eyebrows as much as to say, ‘satisfied?’
“But, why?” I persisted. “Why snakes, for chrissake?”
“You do go on, don’t you!” He reached for my cock and began to stroke it lovingly. His voice took on a distant, oily quality. “They’re smooth. Warm. Very sexy.” I felt sick and pulled away. Did they use the snakes to gratify some bizarre kink?
“I’m off!” I started to get dressed.
“Don’t leave. I’ll tell you what; we’ll go to another room.”
“And what have you got in there, Black Widows?” I roared.
“No. Nothing. Please, don’t go.” On his knees, he looked pathetic.
Ignoring him, I left the room to search for Andy.
Standing in the hall, I wondered where to begin. Opening every door on the ground floor, I could find no trace. Each room was painted in garish colours, as if an artist had gone crazy with an oil palette. Having exhausted this lower level, I started to go up the stairs to look on the first floor. By now, Victor had come out of the snake pit and was following me around, trying every effort at persuading me to continue our encounter. I just wanted to get out.
As I began to climb the stairs, I noticed a small door on the bend. From it emanated the familiar sounds of stomachs being slapped against buttocks and a rhythmic ‘Uh – uh – uh – uh’. I didn’t bother to knock, but shouldered open the door. It revealed a small, narrow broom cupboard. The receiving partner was leaning over a Hoover and grasping onto a couple of clothes hooks for balance. As Andy thrust away at the offered arse, he had to wrestle with a mass of hanging brushes and brooms. He seemed to be failing as the clattering cleaning equipment had taken on a life of its own and appeared to have developed a single minded determination to stop him.
“I wanna get out of here,” I snapped. Andy didn’t need to be asked twice. He withdrew, stood up, kicked at the still pendant brooms and turned to face me. I think he must have found the session frustrating and was glad with having an opportunity to leave.
Victor continued to scream at me and accusing us of not giving them their full money’s worth. We left, considering the payment as danger money. Not surprisingly, we were not offered a lift back to town.
As we walked to a bus stop, I told Andy about the snakes. He thought it highly amusing.
“Andy…” I asked. I had to know.
“What?”
“Um – why were you doing it in a cupboard?”
Andy shrugged. “He said he wanted somewhere dark so he could get back to his mother’s womb.”
Eventually, we returned to Alfio’s and had a coffee. Carlo, the little sod, made us pay for them. Ah well, it had been a profitable day – neither of us had shot our loads so we were now available for more clients; the whole adventure had only taken about three–quarters of an hour, so we’d had a good, financial return. And, I had finally had an admirable glimpse of Andy’s cock… fully erect, he was about three inches!             




Part Three – Aged 15 years





The ‘Evil’

Time passed. My fifteenth birthday came and went. The drift into being a street kid continued. My face, no longer fresh and new, was becoming part of the landscape.
I had become friendly with the delightful young man called Sandy. He was seventeen, short, slim and had light brown hair. He had a quirky way when contemplating his life on the game. He’d been brought up in an orphanage and, because he was on the short side and blessed with a pretty face, was used by the other boys as a surrogate girl. After many years of this abuse, he ran away. The training, which he’d reluctantly received in his enforced prison, proved a good earner. Because of all this, we had a common bond, although his experiences were infinitely more distressing than mine. As I was taking revenge on my father, Sandy was acting in much the same way against his dominant orphans. Even so, his natural warmth made him a benign avenger.
How we became close isn’t a pretty story. It all began when I was coming out of a seedy nightclub called ‘Bongo’s’ which only opened during the afternoons! It was run by a kindly, middle–aged black gay man who went by the name of Simmi. He didn’t approve of rent boys but submitted to the fact that we were a necessary amenity. Really, he equated sex with love and charging money for it was an obscenity. If he discovered any of us working his precious club, his retribution was simple. After letting go a great bellow of rage, he’d chase us out. When we returned, as we invariably did, Simmi was all tolerance and smiles unless he caught us trying it on again. It was a cheerful game we played – and he always won. Now, I admire and agree with his moral stance but, of course, at the time, we thought him a bit of a spoilsport. There is another side to the argument which Simmi understood; even if he didn’t approve. If there weren’t young, willing lads who were happy to service people, what would happen? More rapes of innocent youths or, perhaps – murder?
So far in my career, I’d managed to escape a full–on confrontation with Simmi. He soon picked up I was one of the gang and every time I went in, he kept a twinkling eye on me. I think he quite fancied me. Even so, I still managed, on a regular basis, to make a few surreptitious contacts.
One particularly warm Saturday afternoon I was lounging in ‘Bongo’s’, merely whiling away the time. As the place was as quiet as death, Simmi had more time to be happily vigilant towards me than usual. Would this be the day on which I’d receive one of his infamous bellows and be hounded out? Judging by the small amount of customers – not a snowball’s chance. In the end, I decided to throw in the towel and cruise over to ‘Alfio’s’ and book in for ‘Calcutta’. I waved goodbye to Simmi, who smiled and waved back. “See you, Carl.”
I left ‘Bongo’s’, turned a corner and headed off towards the coffee bar. Within ten yards of making the turning, out of the corner of my eye, I spotted a miserable pile of humanity slumped in a ruined alcove. In this particular area, such sights were not unusual. I was about to continue on my journey when the pile slowly raised his head. It was Sandy or, at least, someone who looked a bit like him. His swollen face was cut and bruises were beginning to form. Some nasty gashes could be seen through his ripped and bloody clothing. After a closer look, I realise that it was, indeed, my fellow rent.
“Sandy! My God, what’s happened?” I stooped and tried to help him to his feet. He cried out in pain. It was going to be impossible for him to get even the slightest of footholds, let alone stand up. Sliding down beside him, I tried to hold him in a pathetic attempt to dispense some comfort. He wailed and pushed me away. “Who did this?” I asked in utter consternation and disbelief.
He struggled to tell me, but his face screwed up with the effort – so he shrugged, shook his head and gave up.
“Let’s get you to the hospital, I’ll call an ambulance.”
“No!” This supreme effort at uttering this one word made him cry out. “Get me home,” he croaked. “Please, Carl, I want no hospitals. Just call a taxi. I want to go home.”
Sandy gradually managed to tell me that he shared a flat with a friend called Will. At the time, I didn’t know whether they were an affair or not. They lived about half a mile away. Leaving him to his own devices, I flew back into ‘Bongo’s’.
“Simmi, please, can I use your phone?” I burbled. He glared. “It’s an emergency!”
“Yeh, yeh, yeh. I’ve heard all that before. You’re not going to use my phone to date your…”
“Simmi, listen! It’s Sandy.” I hollered over him.
“What about him? Don’t tell me…”
“He’s outside – hurt. Badly! Please, can I use your phone?”
“Yes! I’ll go and sit with him. Where is he?”
“Turn left, round the corner, you can’t miss him!” I yelled as Simmi hurled himself out through the entrance.
By now I was the centre of attention of Simmi’s few customers. It wasn’t difficult for them to pick up that something serious was happening. I turned my back on them and began raking through the various taxi cards which were sellotaped to the phone for the convenience of Simmi’s clientele. I selected one at random.
“All our cabs are out at the moment. I can get one to you in about an hour or…” With a curse, I slammed down the receiver. After a few more calls to busy firms, I managed to get one which could send a cab to be with us in ten minutes. I ran out of the club and went back to Sandy.
Simmi was talking to him but Sandy had his eyes closed as if he’d lost consciousness. A few nosey rubber–neckers had left the club and were standing around at a safe distance whispering and watching what was going on. I yelled at them to get lost. They didn’t. As I approached, Simmi looked up at me. Were those tears in his eyes?
“His face was hurting, so I told him to close his eyes and relax,” Simmi cooed.
I was horrified. “But what if he passes out? How will we know?”
“You stupid idiot! Why d’you think I’m talking to him?”
Sandy stirred and made a strange noise. Was he trying to suppress a giggle?
All at once, Simmi, who by now was getting tired of the spectators, became exceedingly angry and ordered them to “Fuck off, you ghouls!” You didn’t argue with Simmi. The small crowd thinned and dispersed.
Our taxi didn’t arrive in ten minutes – he made it in three. The driver, when he saw the state Sandy was in, joined in our urging of Sandy to visit the hospital but he was adamant. It took an eternity for the three of us to lever Sandy off the pavement and ease him into the taxi but, eventually, we managed it. Simmi had to return to ‘Bongo’s’ as there wasn’t anyone else to take over. Before he left, he kindly offered any help. Sandy shook his head.
Once Sandy was reasonably comfortable, I carefully slid in beside him. He rested his head on my shoulder. The driver, bless him, took the journey to Sandy’s flat at a sympathetically steady pace. Every bump and dip became a torment to our invalid. Even though the driver placed a cloth over his back seat for Sandy to sit on, blood was starting to drip onto the upholstery. With some trepidation, I pointed out that his covers were getting ruined.
“Don’t worry son, it’ll wash out,” he said. “Let’s just get him home.”
When we arrived at his block of flats, Sandy was still in an independent mood. He flatly refused to accept the driver’s offer of assistance. I was left to struggle on my own to get him inside.
“In the main door. First door on the right.” His mumble was almost incoherent. “Sorry, Carl,” he added.
“Oh, shut up,” I mumbled back, as kindly as I could. “You’d do the same for me.” Then, to cheer him a little, I said, “Thank God you live on the ground floor.” I had the odd feeling he didn’t like too many people knowing about his home life.
Using one reasonably undamaged finger and with great difficulty, Sandy managed to coax his flat key out of his jeans and gave it to me to open his front door.
Inside, the flat was filthy with hardly any furniture. I eased him into a bedroom and on to the bed. He sluggishly and tentatively rolled into a position which gave him some modicum of comfort.
“I’d better clean you up a bit.” He didn’t offer any resistance. I found the kitchen which seemed as lacking in amenities as the rest of the flat. I fished out a plastic washing up bowl and, after wiping it over to get rid of the more obvious muck, filled it with tepid water from an encrusted tap. When I returned, Sandy was striving (and failing) to remove some of his clothes. I stopped him and he seemed relieved. “I’ll do that.” He managed a knowing smile, as if, jokingly, he was accusing me of taking advantage of his vulnerability.
I began, carefully, to undress him. Judging by his stifled cries, my futile attempts were doing more harm than good, so, to ease his discomfort, I told him I would have to cut his clothes off. He nodded in a resigned sort of way.
Back in the kitchen, I couldn’t find any scissors, so I dug out a sharpish carving knife. As I returned to the bedroom, Sandy’s puffed eyes fixed on the blade. His whole body tensed. The look of terror was momentary but, it has burned itself into my memory. It was easy to see what he was thinking. I smiled to show there was nothing to fear. He closed his eyes and relaxed. When I divested him of his blood soaked rags, he kept his eyes closed. I don’t think he wanted to look at the blade. I worked quickly but with as much care as I was able to muster. What had he gone through?
The bed cover was becoming stained with blood, but there was nothing I could do about it. It wasn’t until I’d finished concentrating on removing his clothes, covering his lower body with a towel to afford him a modicum of modesty, and began to gingerly wipe his body with the tepid water, was I able to take in the full extent of his injuries. For a start, he didn’t look much better. I could have cried. There were great welts over his chest and legs. His wrists showed signs of being bound with thin string or wire. Many deeper lacerations were still bleeding profusely. The process of the cleaning must have been agony to Sandy but he knew it had to be done and didn’t complain. And, no matter what I thought of the injuries I could see – I had yet to behold his back.
I stood back, reasonably pleased with my gory work and it was then that I noticed that I had a fair smattering and smearing of blood on my own clothes.
I heard a key in the front door. A friendly voice called out, “Sandy, are you home?”
“He’s in here.” I answered.
I don’t know if Will thought Sandy had brought someone back, but he came into the bedroom with a face like thunder. When he saw his battle scarred flat mate, it evaporated. By the look of him, Will was somewhat older than Sandy, although later, I found out he was only nineteen.
He turned on me. “Did you do this to him, you bastard?” I didn’t need to deny this wholly unreasonable accusation as Sandy began, incoherently, to indicate my innocence. I was thankful that Will believed him.
I told Will all I knew.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to snap.” He said grudgingly. “Thanks for your looking after him and all your help, but I’ll take it from here. You can go now.” His eyes never left Sandy. I felt something on my arm. Sandy reached out and made a futile attempt at holding me back. Will didn’t appear too pleased at this, but let it pass. His obvious concern for Sandy’s peace of mind overruled his doubts. He let me stay.
While Will went to the local shop to buy some pain killers, I tried to get Sandy to tell me what happened but his injuries still pained him too much to talk. Will returned and he fed Sandy about five or six tablets. The quantity was way over the prescribed dose, but, after a while they kicked in and Sandy bucked up a little.
I was still worried over the look of my friend’s wounds. Although some of the cuts had stopped bleeding, many others were showing no signs of abating. “I honestly think he should go to the hospital. What if he’s broken something? And those cuts look rather deep. I think they’ll need stitching.”
Will smoothed Sandy’s hair. “Forget it. He hates hospitals.”
“But he might be scarred for life.”
“Look, kid, I know what I’m talking about. He’d rather push up daisies than go to the old bone factory.” This might read as if he was putting me down, but he wasn’t. It was said with great love and kindness for his broken charge.
Sandy was trying to speak. After much difficulty, we deciphered he wanted to see Andy. I volunteered to go and find him.
As I made to leave, I looked back and saw Sandy was drifting off into what was surely to become a fitful sleep. I was about to continue to the front door when Will stopped me. “Hang on a moment. If you must go out for Andy, I think it might be best if you change.” I glanced down at my blood stained sweater and trousers. “I think you could call attention to yerself from the cops – let alone Joe Public.”
“But, I don’t have anything else to wear.” I moaned.
“You’re about Sandy’s size. I’ll get you something of his for you to put on.”
During the time Will went to get me a change of clothes, I stripped off and waited. He threw a pair of jeans and tee shirt into the room but remained outside as I dressed, talking inconsequentially through the open door. As soon as I had donned Sandy’s slightly too tight clothes, Will returned. “Good luck.” Was all he said, then he returned his focus onto Sandy. I realised that I was being dismissed – so, I let myself out.
Outside, I wondered how the hell I was going to contact Andy. He could be anywhere and with anyone. I had a sudden brainwave. Of course! My first course of action had to be ‘The Green Goddess’. I’d get Renata’s jungle drums on the go.
During my run to the café, my anger and frustration grew. Sandy, from what I knew of him, was a kind and gentle soul who brought a touch of sense and sensibility to the meat racks. Even with my limited knowledge, I knew that he was a popular lad who wouldn’t hurt a fly. What sort of monster could have done this to him? Whoever it was, the police should be told – but how? The law was out of the question as, at the time, we were still illegal. For the first time in my life, I fully realised that I was a young criminal – I could be gaoled simply for being gay – never mind being under–age! If we reported it, the response from ‘Lily’ would probably have been something like, “Serves the fucker right!” These days, thank God, a more sympathetic hearing is possible but this older attitude still occasionally persists.
As Renata saw me enter her empire, she grabbed her precious little message box. None of the scraps of paper were for me. There were no messages from Andy, telling me where he was. Shit! “Sawree Bambino, nulla,” she practically sobbed (remember, she was Italian!). She took this duty to her ‘Bambini’ very seriously. I went up to the counter and prevented Renata’s husband from going mad on the ‘Espresso’. He responded by hunting for more of his rats amongst the coffee cups.
This was the first time I was to place a message in Renata’s system. She told me to put my name at the top along with the date and time, and for whom the note was intended, or, at least, I think that’s what she said. Luckily, as I had received many notes from her box, I knew the score.
I confidently wrote the date and time – then stopped. How could I put it? I needed the note to sound urgent, but not hysterical. “Andy,” I wrote, “Sandy has…” I paused, thinking, “had an accident and has asked for you. He’s at his flat I hope you know where it is. This is URGENT. Carl.” I think I was safe with this as Will had assured me Andy knew where they lived.
Renata slowly deciphered the note and became genuinely upset. I reassured her that all was well and left. On the way back to the flat, I made a series of short detours to a few places to where I thought Andy might be, but there was no sign. I left much the same message with many of the other rents. The sheer number of offers to help I received moved me. Everyone begged for more information about what had happened, but understood when I had to excuse myself and rush off.
Out of breath, I arrived back at Sandy’s. Will let me in. Before I could tell him my course of action, he said. “Well done. You did exactly what I would have.” I was puzzled. Then, a familiar voice came from the bedroom. It was Andy. It turned out that he’d had gone into ‘The Green Goddess’ a few minutes after I had left. I sent a silent prayer to Renata.
Although he was still quite a mess, in himself, Sandy was looking much better. Will had finished cleaning him up and I was pleased to see that some of the swelling had gone down a little. They were now beginning to turn into nasty looking bruises. The cuts and gashes were still looking angry, but, at least the majority of them had stopped bleeding. The rest were slowly scabbing over. Sandy was propped up against some pillows and sipping a gigantic brandy. Considering the amount of pain killers he’d been given, this worried me a little but, as he was sounding and looking a lot brighter, I said nothing. Will was fussing around like a nurse on time and motion. Andy was looking sullenly at Sandy and his red eyes betrayed the fact that he’d been crying.
Sandy was now feeling strong enough to begin telling us something of what had happened.
A fairly bland man, who said that his name was Simon, had approached Sandy on ‘The Hill’. He claimed to be thirty–five years of age. The guy was shortish and thick set. Unfortunately, Sandy had taken no notice of the car and it certainly didn’t enter his head to take in the number plate.
A long drive ended at a lonely, medium sized barn, far from the city boundaries. As soon as they entered, Sandy was hit on the head from behind. He was stunned and, before he could fully recover, the monster pounced and hurriedly bound Sandy hand and foot. A large flick knife was produced and threats were made. The process of tying Sandy even more securely was a trial, because ‘The Evil’, as he was quickly dubbed, poured into his victim’s ear what to expect. He detailed everything which was about to be performed on him and what he would have to do in return.
I really don’t want to go into the details of Sandy’s horrific ordeal except to say that various large items, which ‘The Evil’ must have brought with him, were introduced into Sandy’s body. And still not satisfied, ‘The Evil’ forced him to undergo a catalogue of degradation which made us, the listeners, gag. All the time, Sandy had to beg to be used and worked over harder. After this initial stage had finished, the creature used the knife to hack at Sandy’s clothes and flesh. The slashing was performed with great precision as the wounds, though deep, did not appear to be life threatening. He then laid into Sandy with his fists and a rubber hose.
Finally, when ‘The Evil’ had satisfied himself in a particularly sadistic way, for some peculiar reason, known only to him, he drove Sandy back to the city. I can only assume that he didn’t want the scene of his evil act to be discovered. Sandy, with shredded jeans around his ankles, was untied and, before he could do anything effective to draw attention to his plight, ‘The Evil’ dumped him from the car and into the gutter about twenty yards from where I found him. The car screamed away and Sandy was left to his fate. He’d struggled to crawl into the alcove and had managed to pull up his jeans before momentarily passing out.
Sandy’s retelling of the story had exhausted him. Throughout, he frequently paused in the narration to take some deep breaths, more sips of brandy and a chance to recover before continuing. At such times, Will held back tears as he gently stroked the back of Sandy’s hand and Andy’s face became thunderous. Finally, Sandy relaxed. It was over. We all murmured warm platitudes and noises of affection to him. The relief of the confession had depleted what little strength Sandy had left. That, combined with the effects of the pills and brandy, caused him to drift off into a restless doze. For a while no one could speak. It was easy to feel the anger in the room. Will smiled and gently made the sleeping Sandy more comfortable. Andy was deathly quiet. His red face was contorting to an alarming degree. Out of respect for our wounded soldier, we remained silent.
Eventually and with some reluctance, Andy and I thought it politic to leave, promising Will that we would return shortly. Will refused to return my blood stained clothes but insisted that he should get them washed. “Come on, it’s the least I can do.” He then added, “If I can’t get the stains out, I’ll buy you some replacements.” I tried to tell him that he needn’t worry about them but he seemed determined. I can only think that this was something positive he could do to save his sanity.
Our walk from the flat was tense. I knew that Andy was upset and angry, but I didn’t realise the full extent of his fury – I soon did.
When we reached the end of the road, Andy exploded. He let out a long, loud, anguished “NO!!” His very soul must have been suffering. He then lost it completely. I have seen extreme anger both before and since but I don’t think I have ever witnessed such wrath unleashed on the world. And I pray that I never see it again. A torrent of abuse came flooding from him and he began lashing out at everything his feet and fists could reach. I threw myself at him in a pathetic attempt to try and stem such a display of violence. For my efforts, he rammed an elbow into my stomach which sent me flying. I lay on the floor, badly winded. This attack on a friend, momentarily, brought him to his senses. He knelt beside me and started to tell me how sorry he was. Tears were gushing down his face. I was upset myself, but this intense display of grief frightened me. I couldn’t work out why he was so out of his mind with rage.
“I’m gonna get that fuckin’ sicko, if it’s the last thing I do!” Andy’s voice had become low and intense. “I’m fuckin’ gonna hack off his fuckin’ bollocks and stuff ‘em down his fuckin’ throat! I’m goin’ to make the fucker eat ‘em! I’ll stick a fuckin’ pitchfork up his fuckin’ arse and smash it home with a fuckin’ great sledge hammer!! You fuckin’ see if I don’t!!! I’ll…!!! – I’ll…!!!!” He was almost yelling in my ear. Because all words and threats deserted him, he let out another giant, anguished cry. I made a futile attempt at calming him down again. It was no use as Andy was too far–gone in his fury. “Sandy?” He yelled into the air, “I promise you, here and now, I’m going to search every inch of this fucking city ‘til I find the little cunt!!”
“But, he’s satisfied.” I gasped, still recovering from my winding. “He’s got what he’s after. It’s pointless. He’ll have gone back…”
“…back to the fuckin’ shit hole he crawled out of!!!” He spat.
“Okay, fine, but he won’t be around, will he?” My pleading was all in vain, Andy stormed off.
The news of Sandy’s terrible encounter with ‘The Evil’ spread throughout the rent community like wildfire. Over the next week, Andy disappeared completely from the scene. I was worried. I had glimpsed a side of him which was totally at odds with what I’d come to know and respect.
It was Paolo who filled in the missing details as to why Andy had appeared to react with such extremes.
Sandy and his flatmate, Will, had never been an affair. They had been close friends from the orphanage. It was Will who helped Sandy run away. Although gay, Will wasn’t ‘on the game’. He didn’t relish the way Sandy earned his money, but left him to his own devices. Andy, it turned out, had ‘adopted’ Sandy in much the same way as he had later ‘adopted’ me. There developed a strong bond between them which, I suppose in modern parlance, would be termed; ‘soul mates’. Sandy was even godfather to Andy’s child. Thanks to Andy and Will, Sandy was saved from going off the rails and the bond had grown stronger as the years went by. I also had the feeling that Sandy was the first boy with whom Andy had actually fallen in love.
Later, when I arrived home, my mother was beside herself. Why was I wearing such strange, ill–fitting clothes? I told her that I was with some school friends, playing by a rancid stream and that I had slipped and fallen in. When she heard that my friend’s mother was going to wash the smelly garments, she sniffed with relief. She eyed my replacement ensemble and plainly didn’t delight in the idea of cleaning them.             




Prodigal Sons

Life on the streets continued but there was a noticeable reticence and caution infecting the racks. At every pick–up point ‘The Evil’ managed to stalk our thoughts, fears and actions. It was the sole subject of gossip – although, ‘gossip’ is a tame description considering the terror he’d engendered in everyone. We tended to seek mutual protection by hanging out in large groups. Even staunch rent rivals put aside their differences in the face of the communal danger. There was a feeling of concerned expectation pervading all the streets. None of us risked going with anyone unknown.
On the Saturday, following Sandy’s ordeal, I happened to go into ‘The Green Goddess’ and, as I approached the counter to buy a Cola drink, Renata fished under her counter and presented me with a parcel wrapped in brown paper and string. Clutching both my drink and the package, I went over to a table to sit with Wyn, a Welsh lad who had gravitated from the valleys to earn better wages in the city. Inside my prize was a note from Will, along with my clothes which were beautifully washed, pressed and folded. I have no idea how he managed to get the blood stains out of the material, but there wasn’t so much as a spot of Sandy to be seen. Will must have been some sort of miracle worker. The cleanliness of the washing even managed to pass my mother’s piercing scrutiny.
Two further weeks crawled by slowly but there was still no sign of Andy. I started to get concerned for his safety. I missed him terribly. Selfishly, I enjoyed telling him about my little adventures. Naturally, almost every client I knew, Andy had probably serviced many times. He knew all there was to know about them yet he never looked or sounded bored at my tales.
One, quiet, warm afternoon in ‘Hell’, you could count the population on two hands. Even Jacko, the cottage’s ‘ever open manhole’ wasn’t in his usual doubled up position over the lavatory pan. With a lack of anything better to do, I was conversing with a man called Tom who wasn’t interested in me. He was searching for someone who could take the full length of his massive eleven inch weapon (he boasted). He had approached me with an offer I could easily refuse. I made it plain that I didn’t ‘take it’. He didn’t push his desire and, instead, started to talk. Tom made delightful company. We watched the comings and goings and he introduced me to various friends of his. Some I had seen before but they hadn’t hired me (yet!); others I knew intimately. A lad of about twenty, carrying a briefcase came over and, although he spoke to my companion, his eyes, mongoose like, were mesmerised by my hidden but bulging trouser cobra.
Briefcase man made me a proposition but, as it involved going back to his flat, I refused. I couldn’t see any back up to verify the safety factor.
“Let’s go over there then. It’ll be safe and quiet,” he was indicating one of the ruins. “Tom’ll act as lookout. Won’t you, Tom, me old mate?” Tom grinned and nodded.
I thought it was worth taking the risk so I agreed. When we entered the shell, he told me that he had a strange request. ‘Not another,’ I thought. Aloud, I said, “Well, all right, if it’s not too kinky.”
Opening his briefcase, he dug deep inside. ‘What now,’ I wondered, ‘a selection of giant dildos? Handcuffs?’ He produced and presented to me a glass pint beer mug.
“Thanks,” I said, “and what do I do with this?” I turned it casually in my hand, inspecting it.
“I want to watch you widdle into the glass and then make me drink it.” I blinked. He gave me a fiver.
‘Jeez,’ I thought, ‘why me?’ I shrugged and undid my flies.
As I flopped out my prick and prepared to urinate into the receptacle, he stooped down and began to lick my testicles so that my liquid was squirting out a few inches from his face. His wide eyes were locked onto the amber fountain. When I’d finished, and before I could shake, he grabbed my cock and licked off the remaining drops. He then, still on his haunches, leaned against the wall, closed his eyes and told me to force the stuff into his mouth. I had to pull his head back by his hair and press the rim of the glass to his not too unwilling lips. He slowly imbibed all the contents whilst jerking himself off. After standing up, he made a move to kiss me. Instantly, I thought about the recently drained contents of the glass. I drew a firm line by refusing his kind puckered offer. He didn’t mind.
The young man left and I returned to my seat. Tom had departed so I was alone. I wanted desperately to tell Andy about this latest experience. Where was he?
The following weekend, there was still no information as to his whereabouts. I placed yet another message with Renata and hung around a lot with Paolo.
“Don’t worry about him,” reassured Paolo. “Andy’s his own man. She’ll come back when she’s good and ready.”
I thought of going to visit Sandy but decided against it. Will would be there and I didn’t think he’d welcome a comparative stranger, even if I was a friend and the saviour of Sandy. It was plain that Will didn’t like Sandy’s home life to be infected with his professional one, so I listened to the grapevine for any new information.
Another week passed. Now quiet and deserted, the streets had become a great winter landscape. ‘The Hill’, scene of Sandy’s pick–up, was particularly glacial. In this thick permafrost, I assumed most of the rents had gone into hibernation. Because there were fewer boys around for hire, even the tricks must have got wind that something had gone terribly wrong. Prices began dropping. Even the police presence almost vanished. ‘Lily Law’ must have been toasting themselves with the falsely congratulatory thought that they’d personally and finally broken the male prostitution network.
Finally, the following weekend brought me a joyful message from my dear, lost Andy. Knowing I must have been concerned, he lodged a short note with Renata, telling me that he was fine. He went on to apologise for his absence but he was still preoccupied with his detective work. Trying to track and hunt down ‘The Evil’ was taking up all his time. There was also a message from Sandy. He was recovering well and promised that he would soon be back on the scene. He was looking forward to seeing us. Will sent his regards and hoped I’d received the package he left for me.
These scraps of first–hand news made me feel a great deal happier. To celebrate, I sauntered over to book into ‘Alfio's’ to cruise ‘Calcutta’ which, because of its set up, had become even more popular. There was safety in numbers. Plus, we had the additional safeguard of Alfio and Carlo's restrictions on ‘Calcutta’s' clientele. The slight problem of the blackness in the backroom was solved by each of us calling intermittently to one another to make sure everyone was okay.
Yet another week went by. ‘The Evil’ hadn't struck again. We began to think Sandy's was an isolated case. The streets returned to something resembling normality when an unwanted development occurred.
I bumped into Paolo on ‘The Steps’. He looked worried. “Hi, Carl. Bad news I'm afraid. You know Martin?” I nodded. I felt I didn't want to know what was coming. “I've just come back from visiting him – in the hospital.” Martin was a relative newcomer on the scene and, as such, was still learning its unwritten rules. He was of medium height and slight of build. In many ways, he was remarkably similar to Sandy. His hair was about the same colour and he had much the same look about him.
Fearing the worst I said, "What's the matter with him?" Did I have to ask?
“‘The Evil’!”
“Oh, no. Not again!” A chill went through me. “That bloody Martin! What is he, stupid or something?” The silly boy knew about ‘The Evil’ – and where it had picked up Sandy. It was the talk of the racks.
“I know.” Paolo's voice was flat and lifeless.
“Where was he picked up?”
He looked at me quizzically. "Where d’you think?"
“Why, for Christ's Sake? He must have known that's where it got Sandy.” I couldn't believe it. “What, did he think all that happened to Sandy couldn't happen to him?”
Immediately, I went with Nick, a friend of Martin's, to visit our latest victim.
He was in a truly dreadful state. If Sandy's attack was vicious, Martin's must have verged on the murderous. ‘The Evil’ seemed to have pushed his sick fantasies a lot further. The boy had been even more violently attacked and raped. He'd been kicked in the face and consequently lost quite a few teeth. His hair had been yanked out by the handful and, worse still, after asking about his bandaged eye, I discovered he'd lost the sight of it. Martin told me ‘The Evil’ had repeatedly kicked him in the back. The prognosis was – he would, in all probability, spend the rest of his life in a wheelchair. I had to retreat into the corridor to avoid letting Martin see me cry. His brief time on the streets had come to a sudden, swift and violent end. What the fuck was happening to us?
Silently, I pondered, ‘Andy'll go ape–shit when he hears about this.’
The hospital staff wouldn't let Nick and I visit Martin for long. He told us the Police had paid him a visit and he’d given a reasonable excuse to get them off his back. He told them that he had been ‘set upon’ by a gang of drunken louts. He didn’t think they believed him but what could they do? They knew the score. A promise was given about an extra police presence. We, naturally, assumed a big operation would be mounted to clear the streets of rent boys. It never happened. The expected crack down never took place. There was no extra protection for the rents. It made us wonder if ‘Lily’ was in some perverse way, pleased to have an effective deterrent for all us pesky brats.
I didn’t visit the centre for about a month. There was no suggestion that it would be profitable. To keep all my friends from worrying, I left an open note in ‘The Green Goddess’. I don't know how many of them actually read it because, I later discovered, most of them took the same course of action as myself.
This self enforced exile made me extremely depressed. I didn't think I would miss the townies so much. At school, I was a medium fish in a vast lake. At home I was the eternally failed schoolboy – a constant reminder to my mother of the physical and academic failure she’d produced. In the centre of the city, I was an equal. My family didn’t notice I was going through a major, personal crisis. I tried to fill the hole by mooching around my old, rural haunts but they no longer held the same attraction or appeal. Apart from the ever–loyal Brian, my school friends bored me to distraction. I stood it as long as possible. The urge to return to my real friends finally broke down my resistance. The pull of the racks proved much too powerful for my fragile ego.
On the day I chose for my return, I expected nothing but hoped for everything. I simply couldn't forecast what would happen. I feared the whole rent scene could have disintegrated and been utterly abandoned. I had visions of myself being the only boy who would still be available. Lucrative, yes – lonely, and how! I underestimated the pull everyone else had experienced. Happy to report, my fears were unfounded.
Most of the rents and tricks had drifted back. In fact, I was one of the last who responded to the call of the wild side. Ironically enough, my return to the city also coincided with Andy’s. His search for ‘The Evil’ had taken over his reason for living. It had become a personal quest. He was Parsifal, looking for his personal Montsalvat’s stolen spear. Nevertheless, by the time he returned he’d almost given up. His Klingsor had proven highly elusive. His search had been entirely fruitless. There was now an imperceptible change in his demeanour. He was still as friendly and funny as ever but the anger that I had seen was still faintly detectable. It was in his eyes. True, the anger had changed but now it had become colder. He looked and acted as if there were a force inside him which, though hidden, was waiting to pounce should the occasion demand. He showed the frustration of a man who had unfinished business with the world and wouldn't rest until that business had been completed.
Andy filled me in on the state of play. There was a distinct possibility that another couple of attacks had been perpetrated. If the reports were true then it was ‘The Temps’ who had proved to be a particularly vulnerable group. We couldn't be absolutely certain, but those were the rumours. The authenticating factor for these reports was – two ‘Temps’ had been propositioned separately on ‘The Hill’. The descriptions matched up with our reports. Another unifying factor was that each of these alleged victims looked a little like Sandy. Aside from these suspect anecdotes, there had been no more reported attacks for over a fortnight. Everyone on the racks was waiting with some misgiving for the next blow. It was the current, dominant topic of conversation with everyone. The monster continued his haunting of our deepest, darkest fears.
We rents kept an ever–closer vigilance over one another. Andy had ‘done the rounds’ of ‘The Temps’ in a futile effort at giving them advice on setting up a network to protect themselves. Sad to say, most of them didn't want to know.
Andy was stunned. “It’s bloody ridiculous. They don't want to admit to each other what they're up to. It's fucking obvious. Is their pride more important than their personal safety? I mean to say, who are they kidding? It’s like some sort of sick joke.” We agreed.
On a regular basis, ‘The Temps’ frequented exactly the same places as the legitimate rents. There could be only one reason why they were there – prostitution! Why did they insist on running away from anything that might show them up for what they were? Did they think, because they charged, they weren't gay? What sort of denial game were they playing? Did they believe a cloak of invisibility descended which would render them transparent to their fellow students? God knows, but in the face of ‘The Evil’, they must have all turned blind or become plain doltish. Undaunted by the enthusiastic apathy, Andy had made it a cause to explain the benefits of working as a unit. He put a series of powerful arguments in an attempt to try and persuade them to get their acts together. He even offered an open invitation to use our system. Nothing! They didn't want to know. Andy actually received heaps of verbal abuse for even suggesting such an idea. He was quite taken aback by their vehemence. One of them did make a valid point. If the rents, with our super efficient loyalty thing, failed to protect our own kind, why should ‘The Temps’ bother with us? In the end, Andy had to admit defeat and gave up on them.
As the months went by, there were no more attacks. Either ‘The Evil’ was lying low, or he had gone back to the dung heap from whence he sprang. We worried what had happened to him. What made him start? Why had he stopped? Had he stopped? Has he stopped? And, more disturbingly, where is he now?
From then on, and indeed, right up to the time I finally left the rent scene, ‘The Hill’ was always cruised in pairs or groups.
In the early autumn, Sandy made his welcome return. Andy found out from Will the exact time and place where he would arrive. We rents gave him a huge reception and he was smothered with hugs and kisses. His triumphal entry bemused him. I don't think he had any idea how popular he was. The whole gang elevated him to the status of ‘hero’. Even the self–centred, professional pimps had to grudgingly acknowledge his courage. I, as his accidental rescuer, bathed in the reflected glow of our war veteran. I kept thinking, ‘If my family and school friends could only see me now!’
Sandy had made a complete recovery although the scarring from the attack was plainly visible. He delighted in taking the odd select few to a secluded area and proudly display the white scar tissue on his body. They still looked new but were healing quickly. Actually, the scarring didn't seem to affect his appeal; for his demand among the clients grew and grew. It made him butch. He started to affect the look and attitude of ‘rough trade’ and it worked like a charm. For the final touch, he reinforced his new image by finding a good tattoo artist who lovingly adorned his forearms, chest and back with a number of carefully chosen, if somewhat gruesome designs. Goodness knows what Will thought about that!             




Aftermath

My fifteenth year was already proving eventful – yet there was still a lot more to come!
The next upheaval to hit the fan of my life was lurking just around a dark corner – waiting to pounce. It was something I had been expecting for some time but I never believed it would actually happen. I looked forward to its prospect with mixed feelings. My school leaving age had arrived!
There was only a couple of month's worth of state schooling left. At the time, the minimum age one could leave school was fifteen. However, many people stayed on for more advanced education or G.C.E’s, as they were then called.
As usual, at home, this impending milestone became a millstone to my parents because it was greeted with arguments. My mother had a problem. Because I had developed a very moderate skill in draughtsmanship, she immediately visualised my becoming a mediocre architect (naturally, she refused to see me as a good, let alone a great one). Therefore, she wished me to stay on to continue my studies. She shouldn't have bothered. True, I loved the lessons at school, but the thought of spending the rest of my life sitting behind a drawing board in a drawing office merely drew the fear of God in me. Again, she needn't have bothered as the decision was taken out of both our hands by her beloved spouse. My father gleefully informed her that he was fed up with supporting his darling offspring. He insisted I went out into the workplace to increase the family coffers (ha–ha). There was a terrific row that I endeavoured to avoid but didn't succeed. All of my mother's reasoning was to no avail as my father's mind was set. It gave my mother a huge gift for emotional blackmail. Because the majority of the housekeeping came from him – my father's word was law. He used this as a lever to castrate her. Now she had another cause to resent him. He, I suspect, was getting his own back at me, for being so sexually uncooperative. As for me, not that anyone bothered to ask, there was a complete lack of interest. I can say in all honesty, I didn't give a pissed fart.
Brian, in the meantime, was getting seriously concerned about the substantial amount of money he was holding on my behalf. For the first time, he began asking veiled questions as to its origin. I instantly spotted the danger signs and took the money back. He gave a sigh of relief. I think he was concerned in case his stepmother took it into her head to tidy his room and thus discover my little hoard. By expending my ever growing stamp collection and buying a few small, expensive presents for a chosen minority, I managed to dispose of the bulk of the cash. For some time now, I had been collecting records of classical music and opera. I knew their numbers could safely increase as both my parents were utterly devoid of any interest in my artistic passions. When my mother suddenly thought the size of my collection was getting suspiciously larger; I told her I’d found a good second hand shop that was practically giving them away. And she believed me.
My association with Brian was about to change. He'd started a relationship with a regular girl friend so I saw less of him than before. One day, he mentioned they were sleeping together.
“Great,” I said, genuinely pleased. “There’s nothing better than getting your oats on a regular basis.”
“Yes,” he slowly answered. “It’s all going very well.” He wasn't convincing me. “But..., er – um – she – er – um – can't – er – won’t – um... suck my dick and – er – would – um – you – er – um –...” You know the sort of thing. Yes! Oh, yes, yes, yes!! But aside from these infrequent, private sessions, we began to drift apart. It was a natural break up. At the beginning I missed the closeness we had enjoyed but l accepted the inevitable. The final break came a little later.
When I left school, Brian stayed on to further his education. His parents were encouraging. This caused the forced severance of the bond between us. There was no huge, tearful separation rather, we merely drifted into our separate existences. Even now, I still miss him and, of all the people I knew at the time, he's the one person I hope is the happiest.
There was nothing left but to endure the final mechanics of the final throes of my schooling. Now the decision had been made, there was nothing to prevent me from going down to the town centre more often.
By far the majority of the encounters I had were pretty routine and boring. The most popular demand was for oral sex. The rest split into two main categories – either to fuck the tricks or mutually wank. I have refrained from describing any of these many thousands of meetings – after all, how many different ways can one describe the same thing?
Looking back, I frightened myself at the amount of sex I was getting. By visiting the racks roughly two nights a week and every weekend, the numbers mounted up at an alarming rate. On a slack night, the evenings produced about five to ten punters. On a busy one, I could get through as many as twenty or thirty. Weekends were even worse (or better!) and, what's more, they were always bouncing.
I had inherited two regular punters from a lad called Terry, who was going to try new horizons by moving down to London. Where we lived, London held an attraction which nowhere else in the country could rival. It was our Mecca. We worshipped the place. Amongst the boys, fables were rife about some legendary male prostitute who'd gone there and hit the big time. He'd bunked down with a famous, stinking rich pop singer, film star or some other such seemingly inaccessibly fabulous person. I suspect many of these stories were untrue, but there must have been the odd few who had actually managed it.
Terry, my benefactor, wouldn't say what my bequests were into, he merely smirked and told me they were easy money and would be something a bit different.
The first was an attractive looking man in his early forties. I was completely thrown when, as he began undressing me with trembling hands, he intoned breathily the immortal terms of endearment – “I want to brush you all over – with my eyelashes!” He did. (This was his catchphrase because he used it on each of our dates.) For me, it was completely devoid of even the tiniest thrill. I had to resort to good old–fashioned self–stimulation to show I was still interested.
The other, a young man in his early twenties, always hired an hotel room for his unique little quirk. I remained fully dressed and had to lightly and rhythmically tap the tip of his nose whilst he, with eyes closed, eagerly jerked himself off. If the sessions had been recorded, the noises he made would make one think I had the biggest cock in the world and, with agony and ecstasy, he was taking the lot.
Both these clients paid over the odds. I was grateful to Terry in bequeathing them to me. I only wished all my clients could be so easily satisfied.
Around this time, ‘Lily Law’ must have developed a sense of social responsibility. Maybe because news of ‘The Evil’ had eventually filtered through to them, but it appeared they’d finally been instructed to clamp down on the flesh business. There was a noticeable increase in their unwelcome presence. They began using selected, young coppers for the purpose of entrapment. That is to say, some poor sod was compulsorily volunteered. After ‘dressing down’ for the purpose, they had to haunt known fleshpots. Depending upon what they were targeting on any particular day's blitz, they posed as either rents or tricks. You could easily spot them a mile off. If there was still some doubt, an exchange of a few words condemned them to being sprung. Another delicious irony we enjoyed was when our gay copper friends told us where and when these futile events were due for scheduling. Also, I don't know what ‘Lily’ thought rent boys and/or tricks looked like, but they invariably managed to choose the wrong type to pose in each category.
There are always exceptions to any rule and ‘Lily Law’ wasn't exempt. From what we could gather, one particular flatfoot was having considerable success at running in some of our tricks. Worse, a substantial number of the boys had been rounded up and gleefully paraded through the judicial system. The various descriptions of ‘Little Miss Zealous’ tallied. Everyone agreed that he must have been in his early twenties, but looking younger. He was a stereotypical blonde, with blue eyes and the body of a swimmer. His height must have put him on the absolute minimum for a copper (even with his helmet). He drove a small, white, soft topped sports car. The only strange thing was the circumstance of each arrest. He always allowed the chosen victim to go a great deal further than was absolutely necessary to effect an arrest. His various quarries tended to be on the right side of good looking. ‘Hmm,’ was our knowingly unanimous response. None of our pink boys in blue knew who he was or where he was stationed. A real mystery man.
Like many of the real criminals, which the limited police resources should have been productively chasing, with us, he made one major error.
By collecting and studying the disparate reports from those he had booked, it soon became apparent he was working to a strict rota and highly rigid timetable. Each weekly period found him being rostered on the same shift. We even suspected that he could be requesting this normally unpopular duty. ‘Hmm,’ we again agreed. Of course, there were some notable exceptions to this unpopularity. There was some hard core, boorish homophobes who delighted in picking on easy targets to give vent to their desires by throwing their bullish, gay bashing weight around.
After collating all the scattered fragments of information, we noticed a specific pattern to his beat. We soon worked out all the details of his routes and the times for each of his ‘surprise’ visits.
A few days later I arrived in ‘Hell’ and found the whole place humming with the latest gossip. Much to everyone’s delight and approval, six rents had struck a clenched fist for gay pride and freedom. Because I was ignorant of the event, they fell over themselves to be the first to impart the delectable saga.
On the previous evening a carefully worked out trap was hatched, planned and put into action. If it worked, our poor unsuspecting tormentor wouldn't know what had hit him. The conspirators selected our prettiest lad, a blonde, tousled haired youth of about sixteen years of age to be the decoy. Ian, as he was called, was so stunning he could and should have been a youthful top model. They chose a toilet that everyone had calculated ‘Little Miss Zealous’ would be visiting and deliberately planted a blatantly loitering Ian outside.
As was hoped, our Bobby kept religiously to his schedule and, almost to the anticipated minute, pulled up outside the selected loo in his instantly recognisable car. Ian went into action and began lurking suspiciously. As their victim went up to the toilet entrance, he flashed a bright smile at Ian who returned a calculatedly coy response, which only he could bring off. The five other attendant conspirators watched at a safe distance from a concealed vantage point. The object of their scrutiny walked through the door and unwittingly into the trap. Ian gave a ‘thumbs up’ sign to the rest of the lads thus giving them the ‘all clear’ to move in closer. Satisfied the back up had received the message, Ian followed to spring the trap. What happened then was as much a surprise to the six avengers as to their prey.
“Come on, let’s go,” one had said.
“No. It's too soon. We must wait,” came the reply. “Remember Ian’s signals.”
“And how are we going to hear them from here, you silly tart?” said the first. “We’ve got to get closer.”
Another of the boys looked at his watch and grunted. “Okay guys, I think that should do it. Operation ‘Back Passage’ is about to commence.”
By the time they’d ambled up to the entrance of the toilet, things inside must have started happening for they didn’t have to wait long for the first of Ian’s prearranged vocal signals. They waited and listened in silence at the door for the second signal. Ian’s loud “OOH!” erupted from inside. Then the gang, taking this as their cue, rushed in and struck. As they turned the corner they saw the copper hadn’t wasted much time. He was bending over and pulling the cheeks of his arse apart in readiness for being rammed by the length of Ian’s bulky weapon. When the prone figure saw the others hurrying towards him, he attempted to pull up his jeans. Too late! The young man was strong but he was no match for a screaming gang of rampaging queens who were determined to wreak revenge. They held him down and between them completely divested him of his clothing. He may have been scared but his dick was getting harder by the second and he didn’t appear to be putting up too much of a fight. With great skill and enthusiasm he was subjected to a ritual gang bang with each person taking his turn. And what wasn't at any precise moment being burrowed into his arse was massaging his larynx or being rolled around his face.
Then Ian took centre stage. He was famed for his high class blowjobs and using all his well honed skills, went to work on the poor, unsuspecting bastard. Ian deftly teased and tormented the poor sod’s cock until the pressure became almost too much. Ian later claimed that without having to use his hands once he'd coaxed the quivering copper into delivering not one, not two but three large warrants down his throat. When the boys had been fully satisfied, (and, they suspected, so had ‘Mr Plod’) they ran out and left him – taking his clothes with them.
“Jeez. How did he get home?” I asked.
“Who gives a fuck?” came the reply.
I scratched my ear, “Perhaps, we should.”
Ian laughed. “Oh balls!! What’s it matter? He's hardly likely to complain is he? I’d love to be a fly on that wall if he tried to explain this to his superiors.”
I don’t think they wanted to consider the possible repercussions of their actions. They had achieved what they had set out to do and, as far as they were concerned, that was all that mattered. It worried me that they could be so glib over their reckless campaign. I dreaded further retaliatory crackdowns by ‘Mr Plod’s’ friends. When I added this note of caution to them, I was shouted down. They informed me that I was ‘a proper little kill joy.’
However, they were eventually proved correct as the blonde arm of the law was never seen again. I don’t know if he was transferred or whether he asked for less hazardous duties. I wondered if he told any of his colleagues about the incident or, perhaps, took a more circumspect line and kept it to himself. If he was moved to mention his group therapy session to his superiors they might have put two and two together and come up with a rampant four. After all, he was a specialist. The others he had shopped must have told the police during questioning, what they had got up to before they were booked. Therefore, m’lud, if all six of the gang bangers were rounded up and questioned, they couldn't all be lying especially if it corroborated other complaints from his previous busts.
When they heard about it, our fellow gay policemen were not amused. They didn’t want to know who were responsible but we were soundly warned off from trying anything like it ever again. I presume, even though they were part of our scene, they felt the need to close official ranks. We hung our heads, felt suitably chastened and didn’t attempt a repeat.
Curiously, the blitz on the gay underworld stopped for a while. Perhaps, somehow, ‘Lily’ had heard about the incident and thought if they pursued the same tactics, the whole disastrous story might come out. How would they be able to explain away what had happened, to one of their own in that quiet lavatory? And, believe me, come out it would – we knew a sympathetic journalist on the local rag who would have been only too delighted to report it!             




Adventures

Iwas becoming more and more intrigued by the sexual peculiarities that many of my clients displayed. In an odd sort of way, I quite enjoyed them. Don’t get me wrong, they didn't turn me on, but it was becoming a fascinating, surrogate academic study.
One client named Cliff rather disturbed and frightened me. It had nothing to do with my being unable or unwilling to meet his demands. He never wanted anything with which I was unwilling to comply. No, what made me disturbed and fearful was his constant desire to give blowjobs in unusual (and often dangerous) locations. He was turned on by danger. The more outrageous and difficult, the greater was his attraction to it. I’m certain he spent most of his free time thinking up new places in which to perform. Many gays prefer the determined search – the act of seduction above the full nitty–gritty. I wondered if Cliff experienced the same tingle by dreaming up and searching out crazy sights. The list of these obscurities was considerable. Some of the more lunatic places in which I'd been blown were; the Big Wheel in a fairground; the local museum; an aquarium; the library of a famous stately home and the public viewing gallery of a tall office block.
Naturally, there came a time when we were nearly caught.
One cold, dark and foggy evening I was huddled, shivering on ‘The Steps’. Cliff breezed, in a stately fashion, down the first flight to where I sat. He saw me, waved and winked, knowingly.
“Ah, Carl, my fine young fellow! How have you been doing?” I smiled. “And might I say, you are looking particularly delectable tonight.”
On my guard and with mock suspicion I answered “Thank you.” I knew this style of greeting of old. He used it when he'd been privately cogitating and had become inspired.
“Don’t tell me,” I sighed, “you want to do it on a washing machine, in front of the screen, on the stage of the Roxy, during a showing of ‘From Here to Eternity’!!”
He raised his eyebrows and grinned, “Now, there's a pleasing thought.” I laughed. “No, my boy, I thought we could have an encounter on the top deck of a parked omnibus in the main terminal.”
“But it’s always busy…”
“Yes,” he joyfully agreed.
I stared at him in disbelief. “…twenty four hours a day.” The prospect of having sex on the top deck of a bus didn’t please me at all.
“I know.”
I smiled and shook my head, “You’re mad.”
“No, just adventurous.” He was watching me intently. “What do you say? Are you game? ” I hesitated. “It will earn you some additional menace money. ”
What could I say? – We headed off in the direction of our objective.
As we approached the brightly–lit depot, Cliff spotted a lone double–decker parked slightly away from the others. “There, that looks a likely contender.” Luck seemed to be on our side, as only a few members of the travelling public and a handful of staff were in evidence. After casting an expert eye to survey the lie of the land, he inclined his head towards me.
“I’ll take the lead and go first. Hopefully, I should be able to make it in one. If I remain undetected you follow on in a few minutes. Check?” He whispered as if we were about to begin an assault on Moscow.
Although I nodded, I wanted to tell Cliff, there and then, that I was nervous – but I didn’t – or rather, I couldn't, because he was off across the Station like a vixen running before the hounds. I felt sure he would be challenged, but no one took a blind bit of notice. Before commencing my part of the journey, I wasted a little time by looking at the timetable for the Express Coaches to London. I didn’t realise the sheer number scheduled.
When I thought the time was right, I turned and took my first step across the tarmac to the lone bus. At that very moment, luck appeared to take a holiday. Two coaches and a single decker growled and spat into the station – and they were full. Instantly, from every door, staff quickly appeared. My trick’s beautifully planned campaign looked as though it was about to be well and truly scuppered. The whole place had become instantly transformed from a quiet, sleepy ‘end of the line’ for buses into a rush hour orgy. Forlornly, I looked over to the mobile sex shop and saw my mentor on the upper deck, staring at me and furiously beckoning for me to take a chance and follow. After gulping hard, I saw his strategy. By using the throng, I would just be able to cover the tracks of my perilous journey. And it worked!!
It felt surreal, sitting on the darkened top deck, looking out of the window at the muster of travellers going about their business whilst I had Cliff’s mouth clamped on my open fly. Although my interest was difficult to firmly maintain, I was somehow managing some sort of response. My eyes casually glanced towards a door marked ‘Staff Only’. I watched a driver with his conductor amble out convivially. My anxiety began to grow as I saw them make tracks for our moveable love nest. Muttering “Fuckin’ ’ell!” I drew my lollipop licker’s attention to this impending disaster.
Suddenly, as if by magic, I caught sight of Paolo. He appeared from nowhere and marched straight up to the driver and his mate. He began to engage them both in conversation. He was waving, what looked like, a travel brochure under their noses.
Cliff reacted with all the instincts of a cornered animal. We took the opportunity to make a quick getaway. Just as we broke cover from the bus’s boarding deck, Paolo finished his diversionary conversation and walked away. Thanks to him, we made it.
Later that evening I went into ‘The Green Goddess’ and saw Paolo. He gave a knowing look. “That’ll teach you, eh Carl?”
Although we'd managed to achieve our aim and gone unnoticed by the rest of the commuters, hawkeyed Paolo had seen us and had taken it upon himself to act as lookout. It took a good hour for my fright to evaporate. Only then could I begin to see the funny side of things.
‡‡‡
Each rent had a number of special, regular clients who could be relied upon. That’s not to say that the tricks didn’t pick up one person to the exclusion of all the rest; it merely means that they only sought their ‘fun’ from a small and select circle of boys. When the urge came upon them, they would arrive, see who was around but only pay to go with those they knew and liked. It was easier to use the lads who already knew what their particular proclivities were. This worked out quite well because if you weren’t part of a specific client’s circle it was easy to natter away with them without the pressure of wondering if they were seeking to pick you up. Also, we could keep the tricks and rents informed where everyone was – thus performing a public service.
Having said all that, there were plenty of ‘one off’s’. Not all the punters wanted regulars but sought, instead, fresh meat for each encounter.
One of these was an elderly man who must have been well into his seventies. He lived in a large house in one of the city’s wealthier areas. One day he arrived at ‘The Steps’ in a sort of minibus he owned where he collected together ten lads – myself included. I later found out that he always needed at least five but, if he could, tried for more. With ten of us he must have thought his boat had come in. As we drove back to his house, we were deafeningly noisy. The racket gave me a headache. To the casual onlooker from the pavement it must have all appeared quite normal. An elderly man was driving a load of boy scouts, dressed in civvies, on a weekend break – camping, perhaps? As he turned into the driveway of his vast house, he begged us to keep the noise down as he had inquisitive neighbours. Being good little rent boys who valued their jobs, we did as we were told. We walked demurely from the bus and filed in through his front door. In this crocodile line, we transformed ourselves from the boy scouts into a flock of reluctant novices dutifully obeying a fundamentalist Mother Superior.
Once inside, he closed the front door and began to climb an enormous flight of stairs. The hall was covered in nautical prints. Vast scale models of sailing ships stood in a mute, frozen convoy inside glass cases. It was impressive.
“Follow me, boys,” he quivered. “Come on, chase me – chase me.”
In a strict single file, we ignored his request and sullenly tramped up behind him. At the top of the second flight we were shown into a huge room with drawn curtains. It was bare except at one end there was a single comfortable chair. The plain, cream walls were devoid of any adornment except the overspill of about two feet from the vast rubber mat, which covered the entire floor. The strong smell of rubber almost knocked us out. A line of carefully placed open newspapers formed a temporary bridge from the entrance to the only other door in the room.
“Now, I want all you lovely, lovely boys to get yourselves in there,” he was indicating this other door, “and get yourselves down to the nuddy.” Bemused, we exchanged glances. “Can you do that little thing for me, eh, my little beauties?” One of us took a step into the room. “STOP!!” he screamed. We jumped. “For heavens sake, what's the matter with you all? What d’you think these lovely newspapers are down there for? You use them to walk on! Now, please, dears, do as you're told. I don't want my lovely carpet (!) ruined by your grubby shoes.”
Because he was paying we did exactly as we were told. The side room was an impressive en suite bathroom, which could easily house a double bed–sitting room. The bath, alone, could have quite comfortably accommodated a small guestroom! Silently we stripped and, when ready, shuffled back into the rubber room.
The Ancient Mariner had seated himself on the chair. He’d decided to change into something a little more comfortable – a woman’s frilly housecoat! On a seventy–year–old it wasn't exactly an appealing vision. What struck me was the self–control we all had. There wasn’t as much as a snigger from anyone.
For the next hour he indulged himself in ordering us to perform his bidding. In great detail we were told exactly what to do. He was like a stage director handling a group of inexperienced but eager actors. Every move we made was the result of his constant barrage of instructions. I was happy to go along with all this provided he didn’t get it into his head that I was to be screwed. I was lucky. Because of the size of my tool, I think he probably visualised me as a stud and cast me accordingly. Things were going well when – about half way through the session, our OAP suddenly stood up with a bottle in his hand. ‘My God,’ I thought, ‘what's he going to do with that?’ I needn't have worried. He came towards the panting, heaving mass of youthful bodies and began to pour liberal quantities of Johnson’s Baby Oil everywhere. At first nothing unusual happened but, as the grim smelling stuff spread over our flesh, we began to slip and slide and slither uncontrollably. We started to giggle and laugh. The heat generated from the oil, combined with the heat from our bodies and the now slippery rubber mat, made me wonder if this was what it felt like having sex inside a giant butter mountain. My mind went back to Victor’s friend and the incident with Andy in the cupboard. Now, most of my fellow rutters knew I didn't ‘take it’ but in the confusion, more than once, I nearly lost my precious virginity. It was accidental, I was assured, because we had all lost control of our extremities. We were ordered to shoot our loads over one of our number. He chose the victim. Now, I don't suppose many people can say they’ve had nine youths stand over them and spray his naked body with cum. For me, it was quite an experience. Yes, Billy Muggins here, drew the long straw. During this intermittent shower of sperm, our client wanked himself off.
This whole sexual ritual was crowned with ten of us taking a communal bath. Our client then, with great loving care, washed each of us in turn – all over! Picking up a mountain of unbelievably soft towels, he studiously dried our every nook and cranny. He then gave his fragrantly sweet smelling charges a lift back to the Centre.
I don’t think any of us had a second visit. Because he liked each of his private orgies to have fresh, new faces, I couldn’t help wondering how many hundreds of boys he’d taken back.
It was still early when we returned to the racks but, after that hour of solid, highly athletic sex during which I had shot my load twice, I was knackered. I absorbed a coffee at ‘Alfio's’ and went home for a heavy night’s sleep.
Another strange client I had the misfortune to meet approached me whilst cruising ‘The Hill’ with Jacko and Ian. It was a young man who wanted to know if I was up for anything kinky. “Well, that depends on what you mean by kinky.”
“Not kinky exactly – just dressing up, like, you know,” he hastily tried to reassure me.
I thought, ‘Oh God, not another. What will it be this time? Leather? Labourer? Cowboy? Beach bum? Soldier? Copper? Tennis player? Footballer?’ – the list was endless! I mentally ran through the various personas, which I had, so far, adopted for various clients. “No problem,” I said, “provided it's not drag. I don't do drag!” He looked shocked.
“No, no. Nothing like that.”
After a few more bits of persuasion, and an assurity from Jacko that the stranger was safe (‘The Evil’, still very much in our thoughts), I agreed to go with him.
There was nothing exceptional about his home. His taste in furnishings could, if anything, be classed as veering towards the minimalist. This apart, it could have been anywhere. He drew the curtains and switched on the lights. Amused, I pondered how many times I’d gone into a client’s room and witnessed the curtains being drawn in the middle of the day.
“You stay in ’ere and get all yer stuff off. I won’t be a sec.” And with that, he went out of the room.
I felt fine so I stripped and relaxed but when the trick came in, still fully clothed, I sat down and tried to look nonchalant although I suddenly felt embarrassed at being so underdressed. He was carrying a massive, bulging paper bag and a pair of plimsolls. Without even looking in my direction, he mumbled “’ere, put these on for me, please,” and handed me the footwear.
Once I was attired I stood up. “How’s that?” For the first time since I’d changed, he looked straight at me. I started walking around and tried to appear thrilled at wearing the shoes and nothing else as his eyes seemed cemented to them. I casually began to play with myself to give him the fantasy to which, I presumed, was his turn on. He stopped me.
“No, don’t do that," he said. "Don’t touch it. Later, perhaps. Trot up and down a bit.”
‘Ah, so that’s it. He likes bouncing willies,’ I surmised silently.
After about five minutes of marching backwards and forwards along the same bit of carpet, I varied things by bobbing up and down a little on the balls of my feet. Then I began using my initiative and went for a gentle trot around the sofa on which he sat. The sofa was in the middle of the room, so there was a clear trotting track around it. This time, I had made the right choice for he began groaning with delight. He'd pulled the paper bag towards him. ‘Now what?’ I thought.
In the next instant, he reached inside the bag and began pelting me with its contents. Dozens of cream buns came thick and fast. I was so completely taken aback, for a moment I didn't know what to do. The trick was keeping up his bombardment and breathing hard with excitement. He aimed the buns at my pelvis and with many hitting their target, I was smeared with bits of pastry and fresh cream. Ugh!
I had stopped running and, utterly stunned, faced him. “What the hell d’you do that for?”
“Please, sir, don't be angry with me,” he begged.
Now we’d moved onto my home ground. So – he wanted me to tell him off and perhaps punish him for what he'd done. “I’m fucking angry. Look what you’ve done you miserable little fucker.” This was a role I’d played many times before and as such, I slipped into it with all the subtlety of an automaton. “Get me a fucking cloth you miserable fucking wanker. I want you to fucking well clean the fucking lot off!!!” I shouted.
“No, sir. Please. Please, don’t ask me to do that!” (Oops, I'd got it wrong.) His voice changed to something low and breathy, “Let me lick it off – all of it – every dainty crumb.”
And he did – whilst I merely stood there and, yes, enjoyed it.
After it was over, I dressed and he showed me to the door. He paid me and I simply couldn't resist it. “By the way, I think your room stinks. It's filthy with all those fucking cakes. Make sure you get of your stinking ass and fucking well clean it up from top to fucking bottom or I’ll never set foot in here again. And next time – learn to be a better fucking shot!”
“Oh, I will, sir, I will. And thank you.”
Even so, I must have done something wrong because he never hired me again.
About this time I became acquainted with ‘The Lido’. It doesn't take too much of a leap in imagination to suss out that ‘The Lido’ was a large rambling Municipal Baths. It had been bought by a couple of wealthy gay guys. Their acute business acumen turned a council run turkey into a lion amongst recreation centres. This was achieved by a very simple expedient. They attached a gym facility to the main swimming pool. For the time, it was quite an innovation. Although the casual client would have paid his or her entrance fee and indulged in a pleasing plunge in the pool or had a happy flex–pex in the gym, there was more to this place than immediately met the eye.
At the back of the building, in a sort of annex there was a monumental changing room. Unless you knew it was there it could be utterly overlooked. The guys had reopened this vast hall for the convenience of their gay customers. Its geography had been concocted with great care. People came in one door and followed a meandering trail through the strategically positioned changing cabinets. The track led up and down the hall until one arrived at the exit door. There were no short cuts. In this imposing cavernous maze, the rents congregated. The advantage of the space was obvious. The tricks minced through it, went out the far exit, walked along a short corridor and re–entered once again at the start. The rents and non–rents who decorated these ill lit, man made alleyways, tended to dress only in swimming trunks so that they could legitimately display their wares. The swimming costumes also allowed a quick calculated accidental flash to any interested party. When strolling through, the amount of half and full erections either poking through the leg or over the top of these inviting trunks was mind blowing. These murky corridors became a great favourite with ‘The Temps’, as they could more easily retain their anonymity.
The exterior short corridor, already mentioned, was lined with many individual cubicles where the tricks who wanted greater privacy could be taken. A convenient shower was another useful addition. I didn't go there very often as I found it difficult to keep a straight face. The constant parade of clients and the overt sexuality of the patrons made me want to laugh. It was also rather disarming to turn a corner in this labyrinth and stumble on a spontaneous public orgy. The main draw back in working ‘The Lido’ was the problem of where to keep the money you earned. It was a proper Gordian Knot but without Alexander the Great’s problem solving sword. Trunks were worn for showing the goods, not for storing the goodies.
For a while, it was the ‘in’ place to be. After a few years ‘Lily’ got wind of both it and its special amenities. So, determined to stamp out all innocent entertainment, they began to raid it regularly. The first flurry of ‘The Lido’s’ unrestrained liberation from constricting laws came to an abrupt halt.




Freedom

Now, a series of events unexpectedly presented themselves, which magically fanfared the possibility of leaving the emotional prison of my parents. They were things I desired and longed for with every fibre of my being: freedom from the suffocating atmosphere of that place which my mother called ‘Home’.
The first, joyful trumpet blast resounded when my last day at school finally arrived. It had been expected, but I could hardly believe it was here. I would walk out through those imposing gates for the very last time. My attitude towards the whole business was somewhat ambivalent. There was, nevertheless, a brief pothole in that final path to freedom. My two favourite teachers decided to exert some mild pressure in a futile attempt to make me stay on. For a while, I almost felt resentment at my premature propulsion into the workplace. Why should I have to give up my education? The first of these teachers, a charming man, endeavoured to encourage me to pursue my interest in literature and, perhaps, make a career in ‘English Lit.’ Managing to convince him that I was doing the right thing wasn’t easy. I dare not mention that my leaving had nothing to do with me. If he’d known I was dubious, he’d have gone mad. The second teacher was a friendly, enthusiastic chap who took me for ‘Art’. Confident that my small talent in drawing ought to be encouraged and developed, he sat me down and bent my ear for a full hour. The long lecture to which I was subjected was entitled, ‘The Act of Betrayal by Running Away From One’s Gifts’. (He was rather overplaying the compliment, as time bore out.) Even on the final afternoon of my final day, they presented a last ditch attempt – a united front – in an urgent appeal for me to alter my mind. Little did they realise that the force they battled against was far stronger than I. How strong this force was even I didn’t realise until a few months later. For the moment, it was my father’s insistent wish that I leave school which stopped me even considering their offers. As I sat there, listening to their arguments, I wondered what my father would have said if I told him that I didn’t give a fig what he wanted – that I wanted to stay on to complete my studies. Although I knew my mother would have been pleased, she would have objected vociferously to any of my chosen subjects.
Knowing, with my expected new life, it would be difficult to keep in touch with my school friends, I resolved never to see them again. Work and the continuing life on the racks would take up too much of my time. It was at this point I made the sad farewell and final break with Brian who was being encouraged to stay on for higher qualifications. For me, leaving school was the last straw. He was becoming more involved with his girlfriend – and, I assume, she was now performing the oral stimuli for him as, these days, he rarely asked for my services. I used this change in my fortunes as the excuse to break all ties as I wished to embrace, wholeheartedly, my new existence. My present and future would be unencumbered by the baggage from my past.
My mother, not too graciously, allowed me a week’s holiday before I began the quest for employment. Well, I say ‘holiday’, it was merely spent at home. Because she didn’t care to go anywhere, any suggestion of a break away from the city’s limits was pooh–poohed with gusto. Further, throughout the whole seven days, I was forbidden to relax and enjoy my new freedom. She gave me a constant verbal reminder that my time was limited. She simply couldn’t resist permanently dripping in my ear, “Make the most of it, my son. Remember, soon you’ll have to go out and earn your crust.”
The instant this short but cherished, homeworkless break was over – to the day – I was commanded to “Get out there and get a job.” My mother took me to the local offices of the residential careers officer. In those days, the government made available funded positions whose sole duty it was to assist school leavers to find work. The thing is, back in the early sixties, there was more than enough work to go around. Employees were in demand. The euphemistic ‘Downsizing’ had yet to be invented. ‘Up–building’ was the norm. The huge wealth created by the technological age was a few decades into the future – not that the new wealth has been spread around. These days, the selfish few benefit whilst the impoverished mass still suffers. But, when my mother took me to visit the careers officer, it wasn’t the case of ‘The rich get even richer and the poor can get stuffed.’ Our society had yet to adopt; ‘It’s the rich what gets the pleasure and the poor what gets the blame,’ as being philosophically acceptable.
A smiling assistant showed us into a pokey little room, smelling of stale pipe tobacco. A pleasant, elderly and rather portly man indicated for me to sit in a chair opposite. Because of his bulk, an optical illusion was created, making the room appear even smaller. Another chair then had to be found and installed for my mother who insisted on being in attendance at the interview.
“Right, Stevie...”
“Ste–VEN!” prompted my mother.
“Ste–ven,” he corrected as he shot my mother a tolerant glance and smiled indulgently. This was an unsubtle attempt at telling her to keep quiet. For a moment, she took the heavy hint. I liked this man very much. “Now, what are you interested in doing?” he continued doggedly. “Let’s start with what you’re good at? We find that if school leavers can be steered towards making a career out of their interest or hobbies, they are set up for life. Now, Ste–ven, what would be your ideal job?” I hesitated. “Come on, use your imagination. What would you like to do more than anything else? Just take a moment to think about it.” He sat back to give me a moment to ponder my future.
In a flash of impish delight, I nearly said, ‘Rent Boy’, but I thought better of it. Instead, I ventured onto safer ground: “Art!” He smiled and nodded approvingly.
“Good. Right, now...” Having something concrete on which to build, he began shuffling through some files.
Plainly my mother didn’t like the direction in which my audience was going, for, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her give herself an enormous electric jolt. She nearly choked in her eagerness to ensure the complete demolition of such a pathetic idea. “What are you talking about, my son?” She spoke gently, but firmly. From her, the career’s officer received a wild, fixed smile. “You can’t do anything like that!”
“Why not?” I moaned.
“Well, let’s be quite honest, dear. You’re certainly not good enough to make a career out of that sort of thing, are you?” Nice lady, my mother! “It’s all very well to doodle for fun – as a little hobby, but not for earning a living.”
The man and I exchanged a look. He was on my side, but what could he say or do? My mother spotted the look and her natural sense of suspicion caught his hesitation. “I’m right, aren’t I?” With her best, tight–lipped pleasantry, she pressurised him into submission.
“In a way, but...,” he attempted. I could have told him that it was hopeless trying to reason with her.
She ignored ‘but’. When in full defensive flow, she brooked no ‘buts’. “You see, Steven? The nice man agrees with me. Now then, Steven, stop all this nonsense and start behaving reasonably, there’s a good boy. You must choose something a lot more reliable.”
Visibly, the officer caved in. He took his young charges’ welfare seriously and with me, thanks to my mother’s interference, he had failed – disastrously.
He sighed. My mother gave a smug, triumphant smile. His voice lost its enthusiastic edge as he went into autopilot. “In that case... There’s a lot of office work around at the moment. Will that do?” Though this was directed at me, I had the feeling it was aimed at my mother.
“Oh, that’s nice. Now, that’s much better, don’t you think so, Steven?” Plainly, I was dubious. She rammed home her advantage. “Now then, Steven, you know office work is much better for you, aren’t I right?” She paused, daring either of us to answer. In case we did, she ploughed on, “Good, then I’m glad that’s all settled. So long as you understand, it’s your choice.”
I sighed. This prospective career move bore no relationship with what I wanted to do. Office work, for Chrissake? I simply couldn’t believe it. I knew I would grow to hate the whole set up.
Over the telephone, the officer arranged my interview. The job was working in the city centre at the head office of a long established chain of local retail shops. As soon as the details were finalised, my mother rose from her chair and crossed to the door. As far as she was concerned, the session was over. Everything was signed, sealed and irrevocably settled. Time to put it out of her mind and interfere in something else. For a moment, I couldn’t move. I cast a quick glance at the career’s officer. Shaking his head and staring at his desk, he looked as depressed as I felt.
My mother had skilfully ambushed me into a sphere of work I didn’t want. General office duties! Ah well, it should keep the peace and she could impress the rest of the family with her boasting of how she had personally steered her beloved child off a wayward career path and back onto the straight and narrow.
I knew the little contretemps with the careers officer would never be allowed to pass without comment. She’d won a battle and would want to crow about it. And, true to form, every time she told one of her cronies about my new job, her monologue was punctuated with, “I had to put this silly man right. And the job is what Steven chose. I didn’t have a single say in the matter. Well, you can’t, can you? After all, he has to spend the rest of his life doing it, doesn’t he? It’s important he does something he wants to do, don’t you think?” The rest of my life? My God, what a frightful prospect.
When her crowing flew up into the rarefied atmosphere of the unbearable, I had the temerity to raise an element of doubt in the veracity of her account. She would not permit my intrusion to be suffered easily. “Why d’you say that?” she’d snap. “You said to that man that you were all right with it – and don’t say you didn’t, because you did. Didn’t you? Well, didn’t you?”
In the end, I surrendered to this verbal onslaught and let her enjoy this pathetic point scoring. Once she realised that victory was hers, all recounting of the outrageous claims became more smugly confident.
My job interview went very well. They appeared to like me. When asked about outside interests, I listed various branches of the arts. After hearing this enthusiastic catalogue, they requested a firm assurance that I wouldn’t leave to pursue something over which, “You plainly feel passionately about. Why on earth do you want to work in an office when your heart is obviously somewhere else?” Everyone, except my fucking mother saw which way I should be going. Fear gripped my mind. Was the potential offer of a job slipping away? Had I blown it? Would my mother have another reason to think me a total failure? I avoided the truth and, instead, told them that I didn’t feel ‘The Arts’ was the career for me. I actually managed to look him straight in the eye as I uttered this dreadful lie.
My interviewer was convinced and, the following Monday, I started my ‘official employment.’ The hours were from nine in the morning until five at night – with an hour for lunch. The only major set back was the demand that we work one Saturday morning in three.
As it turned out, the office wasn’t nearly as bad as expected, but it was bad enough. There were fifty of us crammed into an early form of open plan office that felt like it was designed for thirty. It was decorated in a dark brown and dirty cream – just like a Victorian Railway Station. I had my own worktable – without a phone. Telephones, in those days were a status symbol. Only section leaders and managers were given this coveted privilege.
After a couple of days, I was struck by a delightful thought. The office – well, it was in the centre of the city – so it would be nicely convenient for moonlighting in my black economy. I could save a small fortune on bus fares! When I began my sojourn in purgatory, I had to wear a jacket, trousers, shirt and tie. Strangely, on the racks, my popularity grew slightly. Don’t ask me why. I had always believed that the punters hungered for the scruffy look – a nice bit of young, rough trade. It’s true, a lot did – but I found there were many who didn’t. The clean–cut look was as much in demand as the ruffian. A youth who looked much younger than his age but dressed to look older was, to many, highly attractive. Ah well you can’t please everyone all the time. Eventually, I adopted the tactic of being smart during the week and craggy at the weekends.
My work duties involved fitting smoothly into a strict system, which was as up to date as the room’s colour scheme. The office procedures must have been formulated in the eighteen hundreds and had become a sacred cow. Vast quantities of paper documentation flooded in from the firm’s various branches. They were studied studiously, worked on then passed to another person. This next in line’s job was to study studiously, work on and check every scrap of paper then, pass them on to me. I repeated the whole process before passing them on to some other poor sod – and they did the whole thing yet again. It was mind blowingly fascinating. I couldn’t get enough of it. I yearned for anything to get me away from it. Soon, utter boredom pressed down upon me. It quickly became a total drain on my creativity. I managed to get around the mind mincing monotony by mutely mulling over my latest artistic project. By hiding a pad under my pile of work, I was able to make secret notes and sketches as they occurred to me. If I needed to develop some idea or other, a quick trip to the loo gave me the extra physical space and privacy that I needed. During my stay with the firm, I managed to complete four plays, a novel and several hundred drawings!
There was one major saving grace; what the work lacked in attention grabbing fascination, my work mates compensated for in a big way. There were three special office juniors, two boys and a girl, who soon became friends. My attraction to each was for different reasons. Their names were Sam, Jimmy and Paula.
Sam was a short, muscular, bouncy lad of seventeen, sporting a great mass of shaggy brown hair and huge, sad eyes. He was good looking but didn’t appear to realise it. I have always found this sort of young man highly attractive. He boasted a girl friend whose personal crusade was to treat him like shit. He lived only about a mile from me and, on the odd evening when I wasn’t on the racks, I’d cycle over for a visit. His girlfriend, when I finally met her, took an instant dislike to me, which pleased Sam enormously. There was never any indication that he was a member of the clan, and I didn’t bother to try and find out.
Jimmy was a sweet lad who had just reached sixteen. His lank, blonde hair framed a disturbingly pimpled face. He constantly fought a severe weight problem. Quiet in company, he was jolly in private and frequently had me in stitches. I instantly discovered he was exploring his sexuality. The very first time we were introduced, the familiar ‘lock’ was made. That secret look of recognition was exchanged. Because I was sympathetic, he soon began attempting to find out – through me, which way, sexually, he was heading. He became one of those sickening closet gays who spend all their public free time talking about girls whilst, privately, actively searching out guys for sex. This sort of self–denying gay was the staple diet of the meat racks. I didn’t mind trying to help him discover his identity because, in all honesty, I felt more than a little sorry for him.
When I first saw Paula, I found her extremely sexy. She was the same age as myself, but looked older. Short and petite, she had a delightful habit of giving knowing, sidelong glances. Her hair was short and mousy. She wore very little make–up. I worshipped her from afar. After making a few discreet enquiries which went immediately straight back to her I discovered she had a boyfriend (Damn!) who was ten years her senior. My bitchy informer continued with – “She’s happy with him but adores playing the two–timing game.” So, I thought, there might still be a chance for me! At the time, however, I didn’t have nearly enough courage to pursue her. First, I had to mature a little.
At the end of my initial week, I brought home my first wage packet. As I alighted from the bus, I could see my mother standing at the gate. Ostensibly, she was having a chance conversation with a neighbour. As soon as I approached, her eyes lit up. It didn’t need X–ray vision for her to know what was in my pocket. She gave me her best, loving motherly smile. At that precise moment, I was the most important thing in her life.
“Here he is then. Our little working boy,” she bantered and beamed. “Well? Have you got it?” She was much too eager. I didn’t even get a ‘welcome home'. Her hand shot out for me to relinquish my earnings. “You haven’t opened it, I hope?” She must have been terrified I’d go and blow the whole lot.
Our neighbour looked amused and surprised. She gently mocked my mother with; “You can't do that!” Mother instantly pursed and stiffened. “When your kids start work, they must always keep their first wage packet. It's a tradition.” I received a broad smile and wink, which told me she was on my side. “I did with all of mine.” Curiously, I watched and wondered how mother was going to get out of this one.
She sniffed and gave the neighbour a disapproving sideways look and delivered, “Well, I’ve never heard of it,” with, “I think it’s ridiculous – stupid,” following on.
I had to surrender all my money. Then, she doled out the paltry allowance which she had previously calculated I would need. This remained my ration for quite some time. Incidentally, she always expected me to hand over an un–opened wage packet. For the next few years she refused to speak to our spoil sport neighbour for daring to suggest something so completely alien to mother's boorish philosophy.
When I frequently heard her recounting the incident to members of the family, her argument was always loaded towards her opinion. Although the monologue was directed at the listener, it was really aimed at me. I was not to get above myself. One uncle responded with, “Well – I have heard...”
“Well, I haven't, and I don't see the point!” She banged on about this for many weeks. I said nothing.
It began to sink into my mother’s head that I might be entitled to my own door key. Now I was an official earner and bringing in extra housekeeping, it was my right. One day she, grudgingly, presented it to me with, “I suppose it's about time you had this.” It was given as if she were passing on the secret of ‘Life, the Universe and Everything’. Was I expected to go down on my knees and thank her from the bottom of my soul? No such friggin’ luck! It was no more than I deserved – and about time too. Most of my school friends had been sporting their own keys since early teenage. They thought it a joke that I hadn't.
A wonderful realisation slowly began to dawn. I now had the authority to leave the house whenever it took my fancy. I was independent – I was thrilled – it was official. Thinking back, perhaps I should have given my mother more understanding, but my oppression had been so complete and of such a lengthy duration, I couldn't wait to be my own boss. Selfishly, I had no regrets in claiming my due. I relished my sense of power. When I went out, I was driven by courtesy to tell my mother where I was going, not duty. She hated it but what could she say? The cuckoo in her nest was finding its wings and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
After a couple of months, by which time I was relatively settled in my job, I found out what powerful force my teachers would have been arguing against when they tried to persuade me to stay on at school. My father and mother began having secret talks. I knew something was blowing in the wind, as they never sat down to discuss anything – ever. Every time I entered the room, they tried to act casual. My mother gave a private, daily briefing of their conversation in précis form. My father had decided the time had come to terminate the Limbo of his marital bliss, and depart. (If there is a God – thank you! Thank you, thank you, thank you!) Apparently, he’d merely been waiting for me to leave school, find a job and stand on my own two feet before breaking the news. How long he'd been planning this, I never found out. I seriously wondered if he'd met someone and wanted to go and live with him.
Naturally, he said nothing to me about his decision. As far as he was concerned, I was being kept in total ignorance of all these delicate negotiations. Finally, one Sunday afternoon, he surrendered his keys to my mother and walked out of the back door for the last time. He didn't bother to come and see me to say his goodbyes. Maybe he considered it a beautiful, last minute insult. Personally I was pleased to be spared the scene. My mother had warned me that the time was nigh so I stayed in my room happily sketching and thundering out Wagner on my record player.
As soon as his right of domicile had been relinquished my mother breezed into ‘my’ room. She glared at the music equipment. It was booming out the finale of ‘Götterdämmerung’. The redemption of the world was being made through fire, water and self–sacrifice. In Wagner's musical twilight, the destruction of the old Gods was being replaced by a new age – the dawn of humanity. It all struck me as singularly apt. “Oh, for goodness sake, will you turn that awful racket down – or off!” I did the latter. In the silence, I waited for the expected unexpected bulletin. “That's it, my son. He's gone.” YESSSS!!!!!
Facially, I managed to keep a bland expression. “Yes. Right. Okay. Um...” Once again in my life, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say. She hovered. Normally, my mother couldn’t wait to get out. I said, “I think it's for the best.” I hoped my reassurance sounded sincere. Although I was vocalising sympathy, inwardly I was singing a song of joy. My mother was wearing a carefully manicured face of sadness but, I’m almost certain inside her head, she was having a party.
One thing worried me. Now my father had gone, would I become the new target for her animosity and resentment? I resolved to get out as soon as I could.
At work, I said nothing about all this. Sam commented on an extra spring in my step but I grinned and let it pass.
In the office, I was slowly making the climb up the pecking order. I was no longer ‘the last one in’ as a new girl had started. There was something about her that I found extremely attractive. She wasn't especially good looking, indeed, one would have called her rather plain, but she dressed to kill – using what she had with devastating effect and generally had ‘it’. I wasn't sexually attracted to her but I knew we would get on well. Time proved I was wrong about the sex side of things and right about getting on. Little did I realise the overwhelming effect with which she would influence the rest of my life. Her name was Myrna but, even after a couple of weeks, I still couldn't remember it. What was her bloody name? Mildred? Monica? Mascha? Mitzi? The damned thing refused to stick in my brain. (A problem I’d always had with names!! And still do.) One day, when I had some information I wanted to call across to her, I asked Paula, quietly, to remind me of it. She grinned and loudly broadcast: “Sheba.” And so, for me, the name stuck. I never referred to her as ‘Myrna’, ever again. I don't think she minded, in fact I think she rather liked it.
The last, current, major change in my life was when I started an evening class at the local night school to continue my study of ‘Art’. The art class numbered about twenty and a quarter of them turned out to be gay, including Jack, the teacher. I immediately felt at home. Incidentally, I paid for all the classes myself. My mother, who, as usual, expressed little interest in my creative side although she always claimed otherwise, thought it a waste of time and money. (Presumably, she considered the fees could have been better utilised by her)
I became privately involved with a young Spanish student called José. The little sod had so much talent in his five foot six that it made you sick. Everyone adored him. He lived with his parents over their fish and chip shop. One day, during my first term, he asked if he could paint me in the nude. As I could see nothing wrong with this, I agreed. In his room the painting progressed slowly because every time I stripped off to pose for him, he wanted sex. When the huge canvas was finally completed, José’s artistic treatment of me was discreet but there was more than a hint of sexuality about it. The class had a private exhibition of our work and my little Spanish friend dragged along my portrait for inclusion. Jack and the class gave lots of compliments and even more knowing looks! I was a little embarrassed, as José had seen fit to exaggerate the size of my half–flaccid penis. The gay faction in the class were most impressed.
Imagine my horror, when, during this showing, I caught sight of my mother swanning into the exhibition with one of my aunts in tow. After passing over my modest contributions with a dismissive put down, she went on to praise everything else. I inwardly winced as I watched her amble inexorably towards José’s prominently featured canvas. When she clapped eyes on it, she registered her shock, but seemed to take it well. My aunt thought it funny. I later found out that my mother presumed the portrait to be a work of imagination. Surely her darling, innocent little child wouldn’t do anything so lewd as to pose starkers for anyone. Besides, her little lad couldn't have a ‘thing’ that big! I felt a bit insulted – it wasn't that exaggerated!




Pimps

These evil demons of the rent world were considered, by the rest of us, as being the lowest of the low. Quite a few of our gang had been introduced onto the game by these slugs and they faced a constant fear of reprisal for their desertion. The pimps viewed their escape as an act of ‘High Treason’. Stories of their flight were highly distressing. Many grotesque methods were employed to keep the boys under the pimps’ thumb. Among the weapons they wielded were blackmail, fear of brutality (both physical and sexual) and drugs. They weren't offered any choice of clients. Whoever the pimps brought, they had to service – no matter what the punters looked like or what they demanded. If they didn’t obey, God help them! Any boy who managed to escape this particular treadmill only did so by monumental acts of determination and courage. The rest of us regarded these renegades as honoured lords of the racks. They were both respected and admired.
I don’t think the pimps would have been quite so despised if they had only stuck to kids whose balls had dropped, but they didn’t. I saw children as young as six and seven being tightly held in their clammy claws. It made me sick. My heart went out to them. I remembered how it was for me at that same age. I had been reasonably lucky, as I didn’t have any problem with my sexuality – but these... The fear in their eyes told me what they thought and felt. It upset me every time I saw the pimps openly flaunting and flouting their charges.
What could I do? I was torn. It was difficult to go to the police as all homosexual activity was still a criminal offence and if I’d ventured to report them, I could well have risked being prosecuted myself. ‘Lily’ would have used the opportunity of catching two proverbial birds. I could have made an anonymous phone call but I learned, quickly, this was no good. The pimps always knew when and where they were going to be investigated and this meant they could keep their noses clean for the duration. I wondered how they knew? What vested interest was there which gave them this tacit immunity? How many, in positions of authority, went out of their way to protect them? And – why!
The only other possible way to deal with them was to take the law into our own hands and serve out our own specialised justice. Yes. That's the way to deal with it. Very good – except – they had their own methods of keeping their sordid dominions well defended. They had their own separate network of information gatherers who could easily discover the identity of anyone who dared to either wreck their business or ambush them in a dark alley.
One particularly nauseating way they held their lads in line was to turn them into junkies. This obscene method of keeping them compliant served a double purpose. Firstly, the blossoming dependency on hard drugs needed feeding and the pimps could supply the goods. Secondly, it made the children more malleable in the hands of the sick men who wanted to use them. They were too ‘out of their brains’ to protest. For the system to work, however, the pimps needed to have a regular, reliable supply of the stuff to force feed their young slaves. Once the pimps had them hooked, it was easy to keep the kids acquiescent. By promising extra quantities of drugs the pimps used their victims to find and recruit others. It was a simple and effective method that proved devastating to anyone who drifted into the pimp’s power.
Every so often, the narcotics arm of the law managed to haul in a pimp or two on drug charges. This was a mixed blessing. If the pimp was given a custodial sentence, their children, boys and youths were left to their own devices. There was never any offer of help given by the authorities. I can only assume officialdom considered they deserved all they got. When they were left, the younger children tended to run away and hide. I think they were too ashamed of what they had done to tell anyone.
We frequently saw the result of this tragic neglect. The kids were either taken on by another pimp who tended to treat them even worse because they had first belonged to a rival and needed showing who was their new boss, or they became prey to the more depraved members of our society. These punters paid low and demanded high. The poor kids were beaten, maimed, tortured – anything. But they had no choice. It was the only way they could earn the money to support the drug habit to which their former minders had introduced them. They became either hard and callous or manic–depressives. Guilt and fear dominated their existence. We did what we could to help them, but they didn't really want to know. Anyway, most were so far gone; they had become utterly uncontrollable.
Because we had our own special network, we managed to side–step any offers the pimps might make. Even so, there was a constant threat of a beating because we wouldn’t cooperate. They offered protection from violence but the protection was offered with the open warning – ‘If you don’t want the protection, we’ll beat you up anyway’. Catch–22. It reminded me of similar rackets offered by the Mafia in America during the thirties and forties.
Apart from my brief run in with Mark, I was only ever approached directly once. It was rather a half–hearted attempt because, by then, I was well established in my own circle. They knew I was already protected. Our own network was too well established and efficient for them to break. This rankled with them. It was our shield. The creatures didn’t really want to upset the status quo so they mainly concentrated on sending their young scouts out to look for new blood on the council estates in the town’s suburbs, and in the numerous villages which took the overspill. New blood to initiate and be made available.
Our own social hang outs were fairly safe from them. They had their own specific, specialist areas and clubs, as we had ours. Sometimes, just for the hell of it, they’d stroll into ‘The Green Goddess’, or slide into one of the many other places we worked – just to remind us that they were always there – watching. It also served as a powerful reminder to keep our mouths shut and not say anything which might jeopardise their filthy business operations.
At times like these, when they walked in – we walked out. They made their point in a quiet but effective way. Our exit was escorted with crooked smiles and the blatant fingering of flick–knives.
Once again, where would I be now if, on that first day in the city, I’d met up with one of these beasts instead of my dear old Randy Handy Andy? I shudder to think. And if Andy’s fears about Mark, well, if they had proved well founded…             




Farmer Joe

One Sunday evening a whole group of us were sitting in a massive coffee bar which was situated on the edge of the town centre. It was crowded. Although the bar wasn't classed as ‘gay’, each Sunday evening it tended to be frequented by the rents for a social chat before wending our separate ways after a hard weekend. We took the opportunity to have a group gossip and catch up on our latest escapades.
When ‘Farmer Joe’, as he was promptly christened, ambled in, the whole place went quiet. There was a massed gawp. In all our lives, I don't think a single one of us had seen anyone so stunningly handsome. Looking about twenty, he was tall, blond and built like the proverbial brick shit house. His light blue, open necked shirt contrasted with and broadcasted a dark, all over tan which could only be associated with an outdoor existence. His tight, bleached out blue jeans showed off his slim waist and muscular thighs to perfection. Yet, he appeared not to have made any special effort at sartorial elegance. There was nothing he wore which indicated a dressing up to go ‘On the Town’. On him, it all hung so naturally. He had about him a pure animal physicality that crept out and stalked any viewer's senses. It was impossible not to look at him. And, believe me, did we look. Oh, how we looked. His huge blue eyes quietly enjoyed some private joke, refusing to make contact with anyone else's stare. He looked extremely and delightfully shy.
Lumbering over to one of the few empty tables, he plonked himself down and patiently waited to be served. Two rival old queens, famous for their outrageous behaviour, cast their lightly mascaraed eyes in his direction and pointedly took it upon themselves to make an impact. In the silence that still gripped the room, they rose and promptly made a perfumed, purposefully meandering beeline for his table. Without bothering to ask or indeed even being invited to join him, they slipped provocatively into the spare seats on either side of this demi–god. A swooping waitress came over to join them. She was all smiles and flirtation as far as Blondie was concerned, but sniffs and sneers at the other two.
‘Farmer Joe’, in a very loud, thickly accented voice, gruffly barked out – "Fruit juice – one!"
“Fruit?” arched one of his bookends. “Oh, darling, how too divine! I simply adore all fruits.”
“Yes,” clucked the other. “She'll bite your banana – but, if you like, I'll consume your juice.”
“Why don' yer both jus’ fuckoff. I jus’ fuckin’ hates you types of fuckin’ bastards!” And he flexed his massive hands and biceps just to prove how much he fuckin’ hated `em.
They both gave out a shocked “Ooh!”, and scuttled back to their usual places, puckering and pursing their lips at one another in mutual disdain as they went. From then on they could be observed hissing remarks about him to their fellow royals. Their eyes darting back and forth as they demolished his personality to anyone who cared to listen. Few took up their offer. Everyone was far too preoccupied with their victim.
Ian let out a long lecherous “Corrr!”
“I think I'm in love,” Paolo announced as if in a deep trance.
Andy reluctantly tore his gaze away and mildly remarked, “By the looks of all the turned heads, you're not the only one. So’s the whole place.”
“You too?” Paolo asked.
“Why not?” He mumbled.
Everyone on the table stared at him. I was shattered. Andy? In love? With a male? He certainly looked smitten because he shrugged with embarrassment and returned his gaze to lusting after Adonis.
“I’ll bet he's a labourer.” Paolo put forward. “Look at those fabulous muscles! Couldn't you just swoon?” We all looked – and swooned.
“No,” speculated Ian, “with a voice like that he must be a farmer.” And thus was he named.
“Oh, I can just see him now, stripped to the waist with rippling muscles and massive, bulging pecs – humping great bales of hay,” someone said.
“I'd rather he was humping me,” joined in Andy.
“Andy?!” I was stunned.
“Well, I ask you, just look at him. I defy anyone not to be knocked out by that.” We all agreed.
The waitress returned with ‘Farmer Joe’s’ juice. "Did you see that smile? Did you? Eh?" Stupid question, Ian. "Oh, God!!" I was apprehensive. Was Ian going to faint?
By complete contrast, ‘Farmer Joe’ appeared totally oblivious to the sensation he was causing. He swigged at his drink and casually looked around, smiling broadly to himself.
"An absolute vision!" was the general consensus.
Time was pressing and I had to make my reluctant farewells. The rest hardly registered I was about to leave. They merely flapped limp hands in my general direction and grunted something that vaguely sounded like a troop of gorillas.
I shrugged and went up to the cashier to pay my bill. As I left the coffee bar, I couldn't resist one final look back at the newcomer, but he wasn’t in his place. Sighing longingly, I left.
I’d not walked more than about ten yards along the street when I heard a voice from behind.
"Oi, matey, ‘ang on a sec’. Where d'yer live?” Came a newly familiar, loud, fast approaching growl.
The impossible had happened. Was a God about to slum it – with me?
"Sorry, I live with my parents." He looked as if he were about to break into tears. “You?”
"Same. Long ways from ‘ere." He was staring intently at me. What the fuck was I supposed to say?
There was a long pause. I wasn't sure what to do. He was looking at me as if, somehow, I would be able to magic up a solution. “Sorry, perhaps some other time?” I said and, with a heavy, angry heart, I turned to go. “’Bye.”
He grasped my shoulder. I winced. What was he using, a car crusher? “’Ow abou' a ’otel! I'll pay fer it. Wot d’yer say?”
I made furious time calculations. There was a serious risk of missing my last bus home. If I were late, I'd be careering, headlong, into the row of all rows with my mother. “I can’t stay all night. And I don't have the money to get a taxi,” I lied. He looked a tragic figure. “Can’t we meet up tomorrow? Where do you live?”
“Miles away. Middle of nuffin’.” I think he realised I was capitulating. “I’ll give yer cash fer yer cab.”
“Okay, then. Let’s go.” And I dragged him off towards a modest hotel that I knew. It was only a short walk away. The hotel owners derived their substantial income by renting their rooms out by the hour. (It’s not too difficult to guess how I knew.)
During our brief journey, he told me that he lived on a small farm near a minute village, which was served by a minuscule track, not far from a tiny town. (‘Farmer Joe’, as a nickname, was becoming ever more apt.) For some time he'd suspected that he was gay but had never done anything about it. Finally, he’d decided it was time to either confirm or deny his suspicions. I was more than happy to be his very first experiment.
As we entered the cramped hotel room, I had a sudden, fearful thought. What if he wanted me to be submissive? He was far older and stronger than I. Was my precious virginity about to be put seriously at risk? The word ‘rape’ kept echoing inside my head.
As I've said before, I've often found that the more butch a guy looks the bitcher he wants to be treated. This experience was confirmed because ‘Farmer Joe’ was light years away from the exception which might have proved the rule. There were no preliminaries. He simply dropped his jeans and threw himself, face down, onto the bed. He took it very well – in fact, he took it very well quite a few times and in quite a few positions. It's a good thing I was reasonably athletic. The whole encounter took over an hour and a half. What was he doing? Making up for lost time? Either that or he needed a lot of convincing in making up his mind if he liked it with a male. As he was hung like a horse, I was thankful he didn't want to try and shove the monster up me. After the initial copulation, he asked me to wash my crotch and he settled down, with my cock in his mouth, to gently slurp away in utter contentment. He reminded me of a baby sucking on a dummy. I couldn't believe all this was actually happening to me. Just wait until I could boast of my conquest to all the rest!
I won't recount the scene which exploded after I got out of the taxi. My mother didn't even wait for me to come up the garden path but launched herself out of the front door like a demented harpy. At the top of her voice, she very publicly proceeded to wash all our dirty linen. Neighbours had to ostentatiously twitch their bedroom curtains before she stopped and frog–marched me inside.
For a week or so, as a punishment, I was kept in. It was worth it. I had asked ‘Farmer Joe’ – I never did find out his proper name – if I could see him again. He couldn’t say. “I migh’ see yer aroun’ sometime. Yeh, I’spect so. Yer does never know, does yer?”
No, yer never does!
When I had completed my custodial sentence and returned to the centre, I spent a while trying to find the gang. Where were they, in hibernation? Eventually I caught up with most of them. They were loafing around in ‘The Green Goddess’. I could just see them through the steamy glass windows. They appeared to be in a light–hearted mood. I threw open the door and swaggered in. Instantly, I became a celebrity. As they'd seen me being followed out by ‘Farmer Joe’, hundreds of questions came thick and fast.
“Well, what was he like?”; “Describe his body to us – in detail!”; “Where did you go”; “What did you two sluts get up to, then?”; “Butch or bitch?”; “How big's his cock?”; “Did you get to see his arse?” – things of that nature. I tried to look innocent.
“What makes you think anything happened? He might have left to go back home.”
“Like shit!” shouted Ian. “We saw him chatting you up – and go off together. Now, come on, you little tart – we want a blow by blow account. Details – every inch and thrust of them.”
“None of your fuckin’ business, you perves.” I was determined to enjoy myself by making them wait. I’d been the lucky one. I’d drawn the star prize – and they would have to wait for me to open it and tell them what it contained in my own time.
“Come on, you selfish cow, spill!” they persisted.
It was no use. I couldn’t contain my eagerness to tell all. Out came the whole story. They listened in silent, rapt attention. Andy mocked up a glare. He looked like a judge ready to pronounce his verdict on my performance. What was he doing? Trying to summon up the ‘Sword of Damocles’ to plunge into my back?
To satisfy their curiosity, I had to enter into a considerable amount of detail. Normally, the rents’ attention span to other people’s adventures was pretty short but for this I held the floor for over half an hour. Paolo came in late and insisted I repeat the whole adventure. To my utter amazement, the rest were delighted to hear my yarn through for a second time.
I became the big hero of the moment.
It was thrilling to know how many of my friends had wanted him. Knowing I’d beaten them in the race, without having to lift a finger, made me feel gloriously smug. I enjoyed rubbing their noses in it. They took it very well. They were even quite keen on hearing the story's constant repetition every time someone else, who had so far missed out, needed updating.
One day, whilst I was telling Jacko, Andy, who was listening to it all for the tenth time suddenly looked up. “Carl,” he said – his face full of innocence, “each time you tell it, you never seem to mention the birthmark he had on his left buttock.”
“Well, I...” How did he know about that? The little sod was grinning his head off. Almost immediately I fell in. “You've had him?”
“Mmmm,” he nodded.
“And me,” said Paolo.
“Me, too,” joined in Ian.
“Same here,” sang out Jacko. “Twice!”
“When?” I began to suspect I'd been the victim of a practical joke.
Paolo answered for the rest. “Oh, you were the first all right – well, the first among us anyway. But, we've all been there and done him since.”
The full, evil story finally came out. Although ‘Farmer Joe’ was as thick as two short planks, as far as sex went, he knew exactly what he was doing and what he was after. It seems his turn on was to make each person he went with think that he was the first to have him. He liked to be treated gently – almost seduced. He also realised that if his partner thought he was the first – it was another turn on for them. This news really got my goat! To begin with I didn't believe them but they gave enough information about him which I’d withheld to prove they weren’t lying. Besides, Andy backed them up and, as I’ve said before, Andy was incapable of telling a lie.
The very day after my encounter and the start of my curfew Josh, another member of our group, had him. Then, in quick succession, the rest joined the notches on ‘Farmer Joe’s’ bedpost. The sods knew I’d start flaunting my conquest when I came back to the racks so they decided to play a joke on me. What could I say? Nothing! And how could I remain angry? Soon, I joined in the jollity – but I never boasted like that again. Now, I understood why they’d been so keen to hear all the details of my encounter – and so often, why they'd wanted to hear it over and over. They were letting me dig a huge pit for myself into which they could gleefully push me. Very funny – but it taught me a valuable lesson I desperately needed to learn.
‘Farmer Joe’ quickly vanished from the scene. We surmised he'd probably started going to another town to begin his quest to lose his virginity all over again (and again, and again). After I’d recovered from their little prank, we spent a happy couple of hours debating how many hundred others had been his first.             




Further Adventures

All of a sudden, or so it seemed to us, there began a modest acceptance of gays. We were starting to become fashionable. Our alternative side of the city rose nearer to the surface. All over the town’s centre, there was a rush to open numerous clubs, pubs and coffee bars that catered for the male wanderers of the night. Some were of the highest quality – others, a downright rip off, best categorised as ‘boring’. Contrary to the general view of things, not all these venues were run by ‘gays’. Many were operated by more liberal, straight people who spotted there was money to be made in such ventures. They pursued it with alacrity. Although, today, it has become a factor in marketing, the ‘pink pound’ was virtually unknown at that time. These pioneers cornered the market. For some odd reason many of these erstwhile trendsetters believed gays enjoyed socialising whilst standing on bare boards and wading through sawdust. I never could understand how they arrived at this weird idea for décor. Amazingly, they all had the same thought. Perhaps the same person who bought up a job lot of planks and wood shavings owned each of the premises. Everyone I spoke to thought this ‘ambience’ was revolting: “I hate it and besides, it really snags yer frocks.”
Sad to say, many of these straight gay clubs didn’t last. The owners had no idea what they were taking on. They might have been comfortable with a couple of nice, quiet poofs who would sit in the corner sipping their G and T’s, but a whole establishment filled with screaming queens who loudly bitched at anything and everything was something they could do without.
This category of gay would insist on bitching at each other at the tops of their voices. It was very much a whore(s) of a different colour (to misquote ‘The Wizard of Oz’). Also, they didn't care for their functional carbolic smelling toilets being used for temporary and hurried orgies. Another source of contention was the ‘Two Hour Sunday Lunchtime Ritual’. It was a tradition over this period, for the drag queens to get up in their finest, frilliest and most flamboyant numbers and to impersonate every gay icon at the time, i.e. Mae West, Bette Davis, Judy Garland, Joan Crawford, Barbara Stanwyck, Marilyn Monroe etc., and invade the bars. The landlords tried to stop them by banning anyone who dressed too ‘femme’. Talk about red rag to a bullette. It became a competition as to who could fool the landlords the best. Some queens looked totally convincing and were admitted through the boozy portals whilst their genuinely female companions were barred.
Other, more specialised haunts were also being opened, usually run by like–minded males, for speciality interests. There was a sleazy dive called ‘The Desert Thong’ run by two fugitive gays from London. The clientele were heavily into leather and bondage. I was taken there – once – and witnessed an enormously fat guy, fully encased in leather, dragging a pretty sixteen year old lad around on a lead. The boy was on his hands and knees wearing nothing but a leather spiked posing pouch and a studded dog collar. He had to lap his beer from an ashtray. Whenever fatso felt the urge, he either viciously yanked on the lead, or kicked and beat the uncomplaining boy. Because ‘The Desert Thong’ was fairly open about its purpose, the police found it irresistible. The place was always being raided until, eventually, no one dared go in. This open declaration of kinkiness was, for its time, way beyond the pale. Also, there were many other, more discreet clubs around which offered not only this, but many other choices for the more select sexual peccadilloes. These were extremely difficult to find let alone infiltrate because their locations and membership requirements were highly secretive and selective and they tended to survive longer than the more ‘open’ clubs.
The five main, more traditional places of contact didn't suffer from this minor explosion in the gay sub–culture. ‘The Hill’, ‘The Steps’ and ‘Hell’ continued much as they had done before – but some of the smaller, more obscure racks emptied a little. The reason? I think there was a certain nervousness on the part of the ‘Temps’. They wouldn't go anywhere where they felt trapped, and these new clubs had a claustrophobic feel which was absent in the more anonymous open places. ‘The Green Goddess’, and ‘Alfio’s’ were untouched because they had unique facilities which the new clubs and pubs couldn't possibly emulate.
‡‡‡
One day Andy was given a four–wheeled crock of gold. A wealthy trick, new to the scene, had fallen for him in a big way. He tried to persuade Andy to put their relationship on a more serious, permanent footing by presenting him with a car. As Andy was happily married, the poor sod was on to a loser. Andy had no intention or desire to leave his wife and child. The trick was disappointed but accepted Andy's reasons. When he told Andy that he could keep the car anyway, Andy was thrilled. (Who wouldn't be?) After a few weak protestations, Andy gratefully received the keys. He planned on selling it to realise some much–needed cash. Before doing so, however, he decided to treat everyone to a spin.
A few miles down the coast, by a fast fading seaside resort, was a secluded beach, which acted as a gay pick–up area. It was the ideal destination. Sandy, Paolo, Ian, myself and quite a few of the others crammed into the car – about twelve of us in all, and off we set. Passing cars tried to count how many of us were wedged in together. We delighted in miming the number. With so many close friends together in one small space, hands became a little free. During the journey, there were times when the fun of ‘touching up’ went into heavy breathing, as the groping became a little more serious. At one time I had about ten hands playing with my exposed cock. Others in the car received the same ministrations as well. Freed from our usual routine, we became very loud. Sordid comments were hurled at pedestrians, and passing cars were subjected to a vast assortment of lewd gestures. If any of these victims were good looking, the standard of suggestive wit sunk to the lowest level of the obscene.
We finally arrived at the beach and fell out of the car in an insane heap. The weather was so balmy and warm that it made us feel even more welcome.
Paolo sniffed the air, licked his finger and stuck it up to sample the wind. “I’d say it was that way!” Off he marched, shouting, “When it comes to fag hunting, I have an unerring sense of erection.”
Sandy waited until he was out of hearing and whispered, “Don't tell him but he's walking towards an old people’s retirement home.”
Zenda, another rent who'd once read a book and liked the title, muttered, “Perhaps she's gone to reserve herself a place.”
We struck off in a totally different direction. Soon, a sulking Paolo returned and cursed us all for not telling him.
The beach pick–up area was a good fifteen minute walk which passed easily as everyone was in excellent spirits. There was a feeling of expectation and high adventure in the air. If Enid Blyton had written a book called ‘Gays Go Gambolling at the Seaside’ we would have been in it.
Eventually, we arrived at the trolling area. In unison we yelled and set upon Sandy who screamed, giggled and adored the attention. The day we had chosen for our visit must have been the quietest in the area’s history because, apart from a few persistent old men who wanted something for nothing and wouldn’t take ‘No’ for an answer, the place was almost deserted. I say almost, because Paolo managed to find and go with the only youngish guy for miles around.
"She’s not kidding when she says she's got a nose for this sort of thing," said Ian.
"And not just her nose," added Zenda.
We were determined not to let our disappointment get us down so we began clowning around for our own entertainment. It was a very happy, carefree, innocent day. Apart from the sexual overtones, we were a group of ordinary teenagers enjoying a day out. We stripped to our underwear and splashed and swam in the sea, built sandcastles, took turns burying one another and explored rocks and their rock pools. Is this what it was like to be young? I loved it!
On our way back, in the middle of nowhere – disaster. A small stone, thrown up from the wheel of a car travelling in the opposite direction, smashed through our windscreen. We screeched to a halt and debated what to do. It was getting rather late and rain was beginning to threaten. There were no garages around and no one felt like searching one out. Also, the prospect of driving back to the city in the dark, without a front windscreen in the pouring rain was less than appealing. Ian pointed to a lone tree in the middle of a field.
"How about there?"
For a moment we thought he'd started raving. How could a tree help with our predicament? Then he insisted we look closer. Just discernible among the tree's branches and leaves was a tree house. As we were miles from anywhere, it was an extraordinary sight – but a true lifesaver. The night was spent with half of us, myself included, sleeping in it, whilst the rest attempted to ‘make do’ in the car. Everyone slept fitfully. The next day, still windscreen–less, Andy drove the car with great care back to town and arrived safely. Unfortunately, the rain hadn't let up so, by the time we arrived, we all looked like drowned rats.
‡‡‡
A lot of the punters who took us back to their own places were into fantasy sex. This usually involved the act of dressing up. The collections which some of them accumulated were formidable. At times like these, it took no time at all to fall in with their wishes. It was good, harmless fun which hurt no one. After my first few months on the racks, I'd shed my school uniform. I found that it was bad for business. Not that the tricks didn't find it attractive – far from it – but the point was, the uniform acted as a deterrent. I soon realised older men didn't want to be seen with a boy who was so obviously still attending school. They found the boy in his school gear desirable but so, unfortunately, did the police. Seeing us with an older man was decidedly suspicious. I dressed ‘up’ – thus trying to look older. It never really worked.
The most popular dressing–up game I had to play was, ironically, being a blushing, innocent schoolboy. As with all these dressing up queens, I was frequently stunned by the enormous range of school uniforms people privately put together. Everything from upper class, snooty public school styles to rough borstal overalls. One man even went as far as to set up, in his house, a miniature school room. I had to sit at a desk, dressed as a poor, scruffy schoolboy with worn, tattered, revealing short trousers. He stood in front, wearing the garb of an old fashioned teacher, complete with cap, gown and swishing cane, lecturing me in great detail about the evils of gay sex and masturbation. Colourful language and non–serious swishes from the cane punctuated this impromptu lecture. There was a blackboard upon which pornographic pictures were pinned as practical illustrations to the lesson. I was supposed to get hotly turned on by it all and had to conspicuously inconspicuously begin playing with my ‘hidden’ erection. After I had shot my load inside the trousers, he called me out to the front and told me I was ‘a very, very naughty boy’ and he ordered me to remove the ‘offending’ garment. With eyes down cast. I handed it over whereby, licking the inside of the grey serge shorts; he hungrily jerked himself off.
‡‡‡
From all this, it must sound to the uninformed, as if, apart from the odd hiccup, everything was hunky–dory. There we all were, having a great time, without a care in the world. A huge gang of friends and their punters being pleasant, comfortable people playing out some sort of nightly, slightly naughty ritual. Let me tell you that it was very far from the whole truth. Drug abuse was starting to become a problem and many of the dealers in sex, on all sides of the fence, used it to their detriment. If there was a hint that one of our tricks was into anything of the like, we gave them a wide berth. We knew it might not be safe to go with them. A lot of rents, fearing they might turn into the sort of person they encountered, shunned drugs but turned instead to alcohol. There were times when we rents indulged in recreational drugs taking but it was usually when we were not actively looking for tricks. Compared with the drugs now available, ours were pretty soft, but there was still the potential to get hooked – and not a few did.
A few punters liked their trade fairly drunk as they could physically and sexually abuse them with little danger to themselves. To drown the pain and numb the feelings of degradation, which many of the more reluctant rents experienced, they also used drink to face what they had to do with something like joy. This downward spiral into alcoholism ensured they would have a swift exit from the scene, as most punters didn't like to go with rents with offensive attitudes. None of the regulars, both punters and fellow rents would have anything more to do with them. Some of these sad alcoholics continued well into their twenties. The living they made on the racks was from the sadists who would use their bleary eyed pickups to act out their warped fantasies. Often, because of their drunken state, the tricks used their confused condition to withhold the fee for the rents’ forced humiliations.
‡‡‡
Then there were the older rents who, for their own good, should have left the racks ten, twenty or even thirty years ago. These sad men would do anything for money – and I do mean anything! Once, when there were none of the ‘usuals’ around, I found myself talking to one of these aging guys. He looked as if the midwife had dragged him out of his mother's womb using a rake in one hand and a power drill in the other. Part of his face appeared to have melted as if, once, acid had been thrown at him. This disfigurement had left him looking very ugly and rather frightening. In a matter of fact voice, he told me a little of his story. I nearly cried. From the beginning of his career, he must have met and been with every ‘wrong’ punter there was going. It was a shocking catalogue. Because he no longer had the power to attract, necessity forced him into playing a total ‘submissive’. He had things performed on him that I wouldn’t dare hint at let alone repeat in detail. Half his current life was spent in hospital getting over the injuries, which had been inflicted on him both internally as well as externally. His occasional punter’s pressurised, sickening diets left a lot to be desired. Yet, once he was patched up, back onto the streets he came. What other choice did he have? It was his only training; he could do nothing else. It made me feel ill.
“Here, look at this.” From a battered, thin wallet he produced a small, grubby, dog–eared black and white photograph and thrust it into my hand.
It was a snap of a particularly stunning looking lad who must have been in his late teens. "Good looking guy. Who is he, your son?" I handed it back.
"No." He stared intently at the creased image. There were tears in his eyes. "It's me. Taken when I was twenty. I was a bit of a looker, wasn't I?" With a wistful smile, he carefully slipped the prized documentation of his lost youth back into his wallet. "It's all I have left to remind me."
I fell silent. I shot a quick glance at him. He was staring, unseeing at a scrawny Buddleia, which was trying to draw nourishment, from a toppled wall. It was as if he were attempting to recapture the feelings of what it was to be young and desirable – the youth in the photo. Tactfully, I got up and walked away as I felt he needed to be alone with his memories. Also, I didn't know what to say to give some sort of comfort for his anguish. As I looked back, I watched him produce a foul handkerchief and rub his eyes.
Was this a fearful vision of myself in a couple of years hence? The thought made me shudder. I hurriedly sent up a quiet prayer to be spared such a tragic fate.
The saddest part is – he wasn't unique. There were many others who had lost their way. There was little chance of any of them ever breaking away – unless, perhaps, they pushed themselves too far and it all ended in a coffin.
When I next met up with the gang, I couldn't bring myself to talk about this distressing encounter. They would only shrug off my fears with a ‘Don't worry about it. It's all his own stupid fault.’
The memory of that ageing rent stayed with me for many years. Even now, the look of pain I saw in his eyes as he stared at his younger self haunts me when I least expect it.
I wondered if Sandy, after his ordeal with ‘The Evil’, might finish up the same way. I hoped he would be spared. Would Will guide him? Yes – that is, if he stayed. But, as time went by, Will’s disapproval of Sandy's lifestyle became more and more of a painful thorn in his flesh.             




Pam

One day, between tricks, I was lounging near the entrance of ‘The Green Goddess’ sipping a well–earned coffee. Business was good but a natural break had thankfully occurred. Josh came in. Talk about fed up. He looked as though nothing in the world was going his way.
“Carl, you can slap my arse and fuck me with a Fisherman's Friend if I ever see that raving poof again...” he groaned as he sat down and helped himself to a sip from my coffee cup.
“Will do,” I replied, trying the cheerful approach. “Do I know him?”
“Possibly. Probably. Most people do. Calls itself, ‘Tarzan’. Oh, God! I’ve never known anyone so turned on by boredom.”
I had been with ‘Tarzan' a couple of times and I understood exactly what Josh meant. All he required from me – or, indeed, anyone – was to sit on his prized and pampered Chesterfield, eating and drinking in utter silence. He fussed and smiled over me like a mother hen but, from me, there was never to be a single sound. After this repast I had to sit there without moving a single muscle or speaking for about an hour. Eventually he would sit behind the chair, out of sight, and see to himself. He didn't even want to know what I had on offer, let alone wishing to take things any further. It was hard work – ensuring I didn't actually nod off by mistake. He paid well over the odds and I left. Still, not a word was to be spoken.
Yes, I knew ‘Tarzan’. “It's easy money,” I mumbled.
“I know, I know. But, I got into this game for the fun – the excitement – not just the cash.” I shrugged. He brightened. “I know, because you don’t seem to mind, the next time he wants me, I’ll pass him on to you.”
I blew a wet raspberry. “Oh, gee, that’s very kind of you I'm sure – but, I don’t need you to pimp for me, thanks very much.”
“It’s your loss,” shrugged Josh, reaching across the table for another sip from my cup.
I batted his hand away, “Oi! Get your own, you tight fisted bastard.”
I watched him buy his coffee and receive some merry Italian insults from Renata. When he returned to his seat we lapsed into quiet brooding for a while. I was thinking, for the umpteenth time, about the strange turn–ons some people had and wanted to buy. Through the café’s misted window, I stared at the bright, sunny day.
“Got anyone next?” I finally asked.
“Yep. ‘Big Julie’!” he groaned and banged his head onto the table in mock despair. “How am I going to cope?”
“I know what you mean. I’ll swear she’s got an arsehole like the Mersey fucking Tunnel.”
‘Big Julie’ was the original Moussorgsky’s ‘Bare Mountain’ (and the ‘Night’ thereon). Totally bereft of any hair, he must have been well into his fifties. From the look of him, I would have guessed he easily weighed in at around twenty–five stone (don’t ask me what that is in ‘Kilo's’, but I think you get the idea). He adored dressing in pastels. I guess that he must have been a frustrated drag queen because he ‘Marilyn Monroe’d’ it constantly. He was very good at it but on such a large man, it was not a pretty sight. He loved being ‘fisted’. After many decades of this strange quirk, his backside was so tight, it required two (or sometimes even three) boy’s thin arms up him to give him any sort of satisfaction. Once, I found myself trapped into going along with a fellow game boy and was horrified; yet fascinated at what went on. With both our hands, wrists and forearms inside our groaning client, we decided to hold hands. The resulting extra bulk must have done something for ‘Big Julie’ let out a great gasp of pleasure and sprayed everyone with cum. In an act of mild revenge, with our hands still locked together, we simultaneously extricated our vanished limbs. ‘Big Julie’ gave out a great roar. To this day I don’t know if it was a roar of pain, pleasure or a combination of the two. I think we must have done something to upset her because it was our sole encounter – and it was quite enough for me! Naturally, on occasion, one expects to feel inadequate by the size of one's cock, but never by the size of one’s arm!
“Taking any reinforcements?”
“Skip and Fallon.” Skip and Fallon were two guys who would only work as a pair. Many punters had tried to split them up but, as far as I knew, no one had ever succeeded. Skip was short, blonde, camp and quiet, whilst Fallon was tall, dark, masculine and loud. Working as a duet, they did rather well. Men found the contrast irresistible. “How about you? Who's your next?”
“One of my regulars; Freddie,” I informed him. “The cash is good, but takes his guilt out on me.”
“Oh, yes. I know him.” I had the feeling Josh was playing for time. “Tall guy – bushy eyebrows. Always farts when he cums and loses his temper as he’s mopping up.”
"That's him," I nodded.
We serviced many straight men that came to us to get what their wives were reluctant to give – usually in the form of blowjobs. After their rocks had been satisfied, quite a number became verbally abusive. We coped with this as we considered it part of the job. I suppose they resented having to pay a young man to do what they believed their conjugal rights should have automatically included. It seems, because we were being paid, they felt they had the freedom to openly insult and belittle us for their own weaknesses. It was almost as if these insults were part of the all–inclusive price. For this type of trick, there was open season on rents. The majority preferred, merely, to get their kicks by haranguing us but a few became violent. I was lucky and escaped any contact with this latter type. On the rare times when I was physically threatened, I managed to avoid danger by running away at top speed. The description of these physical types quickly circulated amongst the rest of the rents and the guilty punters soon found their circle of possibilities greatly reduced. They had to make do with ‘The Temps’ – more mashed faces and bruised ribs for the amateurs. Why didn’t they set up a network, I thought for the umpteenth time?
“You know the type,” I said. Josh nodded. “And I'm not particularly looking forward to it.”
Surveying the café, I caught the eye of a woman who was sitting alone at a table by the counter. She smiled. I was so startled – I smiled back.
Hawk–eyed Josh spotted my smile. “Who is it?” he asked.
“I don't know.” I was curious.
He turned to see what I was staring at. I think he was looking for a male and once he realised that it was a woman I was watching he lost some of his interest. “Looks wealthy. Could be onto a good thing there, chum, if that’s your scene and you can manage to get it up. Shall I leave so that you can find out?”
“What? Er – no. Yes. I don’t know!”
“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got to go now, anyway.” He downed his drink, stood and headed towards the door. “Give her one from me, eh, Carl?” This passing shot was loud enough for the whole coffee bar to hear.
Renata squawked and clashed some saucers. “Eiyeh, eiyeh, what all–a dees noiyz?” Josh blew her an extravagant kiss. As usual, when we made a fuss of her, she went all silly. “Oh, you bad leetle boiz,” she giggled.
I cringed and cursed under my breath as he went out of the door with a huge, knowing grin on his face. Was the woman offended? I looked over to see. She was paying her bill at the counter. I continued to stare. As I watched her leave, we exchanged significant looks as she closed the door behind her. She began walking away, but the window of the shop next door diverted her attention. I knew it sold building materials so it was obvious that she was treading water. When she looked back towards the café I quickly got up, paid my (and Josh’s) bill and went outside into stabbing sunlight. She smiled at me and began to saunter down the street. I followed. Her meandering step had a confident swagger. I judged her to be in her late twenties. There was nothing about her that particularly attracted me but, being young, my curiosity knew no bounds. What was she after? Did she have a thing for pubescent boys? Or did she think me older than I was? Hardly. I could easily pass for thirteen – perhaps even a little younger. We continued to play ‘follow–my–leader’ for about a quarter of an hour. She’d stop and look in a window and I would either become fascinated by a matchstick on the pavement or have to tighten my shoelaces for the twentieth time. For me, this reticence wasn't normal, but I was unsure what to do. Picking up men – no problem – a doddle – but here was a new horizon.
After a further five minutes of this staccato walking up and down, we came face to face. I desperately searched my brain, wondering what to say. Yes, it certainly was a massive first for me.
“I’m Pam. How long have you been working?” She certainly wasn’t reticent in finding out details.
“Well...” I felt like the tongue–tied schoolboy I should have been.
Without further preliminaries, she invited me back to her place. I was like an explorer who’d mislaid his map and was going into the hinterland without any idea of what mysteries might lay in store.
I burbled and gurgled all my replies to the drenching hail of questions she threw. Because of my stammering, she only managed to extract the vaguest idea of who or what I was.
On the up side, I discovered a great deal about her. Pam was a lot more forthcoming. She was thirty–five (and looked good for her age) and was married but her violent husband was banged up in clink for “A crime he didn't commit.” He was going to be in there for a very long time. Before he was sent down, his affection for her veered from passionate love making to even more passionate wife beating. He hadn’t been able to sire children. Highly frustrated with life, she now wanted a little excitement. Finding herself attracted to boys, she didn’t bother fighting it. I now realised the lack of both children and husband must have, somehow, become mixed up in her brain. She wanted the two missing things in her life in one, neat package.
Her flat was functional and clean. She didn’t bother with any of that ‘getting to know you’ rubbish. Immediately, I was ushered into the bedroom. It percolated the smell of perfume – of hairspray – of something, I don’t know what, but it was overpowering.
She firmly, but gently, pushed me down onto the bed and delighted me by performing a highly erotic striptease for my benefit. It did the trick.
As she began to undress me, she asked, “Are you still a virgin?”
“Well, that depends,” I replied.
“Let me teach you.”
For the next couple of hours, I was allowed, without any inhibition, to satisfy my curiosity about women. I felt, looked at and explored many of her mysteries. She guided my fumbling fingers and straining penis in such a way that I soon lost any embarrassment I might have felt. I was able to peer, at close quarters, at each of her private areas. Pam was a talented instructor and I was an even more enthusiastic pupil. All my theoretical questions were given practical answers.
Over the years I have reached the strong conclusion that older women should seduce virtually all young men. In France it’s a fairly acceptable part of growing up but in good, old fashioned, prudish England, we turn up our noses with a smug, ‘holier than thou’, bad smelling sniff. I believe it did me the power of good. If it became acceptable as a regular initiation for our lads, I think it could substantially reduce this country’s divorce rate as well as drastically redefining the Englishman’s reputation as a lousy lover.
As I walked away from her flat, I remembered the trick I was supposed to have seen. I ran to ‘The Steps’, but there was no sign of him.
Ian called, “If you're looking for Freddie, you're too late. He's gone off with one of ‘The Temps’ instead.”
“Shit!”
“Yep, that’s much the same thing as what he said.”
There was every chance I’d bump into Freddie again and it wouldn't be too difficult to make amends. A complimentary blowjob should do the trick. And, for once, I would suffer his farting and insults without complaint.
Over the next few months, Pam and I saw one another on a fairly regular basis. We started to become friends. It was a lot of fun but I soon became restless – bored. Unbeknownst to her, she was unable to fulfil what I desperately wanted from life.
The end came swiftly. One day we had a small tiff and I used this petty disagreement as an excuse to get away. I know it was unkind of me, but knowing I wanted to follow a different path, it was cruel to be kind. Years later, I saw a film called ‘The Last Picture Show’ and it cut me up as it made me relive much of this unhappy saga. I loved Pam in my own way but I couldn’t give her everything she wanted.
Over the next few years I saw her with various youths. She refused to acknowledge me and l, with no reason, felt hurt. Was I being jealous of the other boys? No, l was being a selfish bastard.
Pam had given me more than I realised. She taught me a great deal about women. It helped me, in a very small way, to understand a little of their needs.             




First Love

Ithen met Peter who managed to gently confuse my reasonably ordered life. He was destined to become my first real, serious love. Once again, Kismet, that one constant in my existence, made itself known. I wasn't doing anything special when he arrived on my scene. We met casually whilst I was walking home from an Art Class. It had been a difficult lesson and I was brooding over some of the seriously valid criticisms I'd received. When lost in thought, I have always tended to travel from A to B without taking too much notice of my surroundings. My journey home took me past a public loo that, as far as action for trade went, was positively Alaska. There were none of the tell–tale inscriptions on the tiled walls and was, for the most part, deserted. A young man was loitering at its entrance.
In spite of my blinkered journey, habit and instinct forced me to survey any and every public toilet that I passed. Even though I knew the place was unlikely to have anything on offer, each time I walked by, it always received a swift glance. He caught my eye, smiled, and went inside. I did a double take and followed.
As I entered, he was leaning against a wash basin. He smiled again. There was something pleasantly disturbing about him. He wasn't especially good looking. I estimated he was about seventeen and standing about five–eleven with brown hair and eyes. A thumb nail sketch would probably have given him as being ‘slim and confident’. Even so, to me, there was something about him, which was immensely irresistible. Was it he – or I? So far, I had been with some fairly ugly people. When they pay, you can’t be too choosy but I'd also been with some absolute stunners who could easily have become role models for any man. ‘Farmer Joe’, to name but one. This sweet youth wasn’t anywhere near Farmer Joe’s league, so why was I so intoxicated? We had yet to speak but I was feeling things that I didn’t understand. Quite simply, I had never met anyone like him.
Finally, after what appeared to be an eternity, he extended a hand. “Peter.”
“Carl.” Why were we talking in shorthand?
“Karl, eh?” he repeated. “Hmm. Great name. Reminds me of Karl Marx. Any relation?”
‘Enough of the chat,’ I thought, ‘let’s get down to it.’ I unzipped my jeans and produced my fast–growing boyhood. He stared at it in amusement. I had assumed we’d start straight away – after all, it was the way of the world – my world. Obviously, in Peter’s world, it was nothing of the kind.
He shook his head and told me to “Put it away. Later, perhaps. Let’s go for a bit of a stroll and have a talk.” He wanted to talk?!
Filled with embarrassment, I made myself decent. What was wrong? Didn’t he fancy me? What was it about me that he didn’t like? Was I losing it?
“Were you in a hurry to go somewhere, Karl?” he asked.
“Well, I have to be home fairly soon.”
“Even so, you've got time for a walk?” It struck me he might have a place and our stroll would end up there.
I was wrong – again. We simply went for a walk. The snag was; he lived with his parents and, like myself, was an only child. He was sixteen and appeared to have no problem with his sexuality. The only thing that marred him was a slight leaning towards the precious. He was, ever so slightly, camp – but only ever so slightly. Half way through our amble beside the railway lines, we sat down. I noticed we were within sight of the station which had featured so much in my years of puberty. It was all so long ago – an eternity. Was it really only a couple of years since I served various members of my class in that drab waiting room? In the interim, I had lived a lifetime and a half.
“What are you looking at?” He was following my wrapt gaze.
“The station.” I couldn’t drag my eyes away from it. Ever since those heady schoolboy games, I’d not set foot in the place.
“Don't worry. It closes at about nine. There's no one around.”
Old news, chum. “Really?” I couldn't help smiling.
“Want to go up there for a while? It’s quiet. We won't be disturbed.” I didn't need a second asking. We clambered over a small wall and made a beeline for the familiar, self–same waiting room.
What happened in that dark space was so new; it left me utterly disoriented. I didn't have sex with a body – no – for the first time in my life – I actually made love to a person. Peter stirred and opened inside me emotions I didn’t realise existed. It left me confused and more than a little frightened. I suspected what these feelings were. I’d seen and done enough to know something was happening to my emotions that caused me to tremble. And all this from one, brief meeting. I was experiencing love. How could I be capable of such feelings? I never believed it would hit me so completely. Wasn’t I immune? Like any young teenager, I thought, if I fell in love, it would be identical to the romantic novelist’s view. I was fool enough to be convinced by every idealistic word. This was nothing like that. I think it would be impossible to say what it was like. All I knew was – it was different. And that’s what frightened me. So far, my main role model for love and relationships had been my parents. I knew there were other couples who were happy, contented and loving but, even then, I’d only seen the effect after many happy years – not the original flush. Brian’s parents being a case in point.
Apart from this first rushed encounter with him (it was getting a bit late for me), nothing very intimate ever happened again.
Over the next couple of weeks, we met regularly. If we went out for a meal, we alternated in paying the bill. This was another first for me. Because we had nowhere to go, we spent most of our time together on our railway bank, sitting and talking. We didn't want to return to the waiting room as it felt too sordid for the emotions we shared. I was supremely happy.
Peter was, inadvertently, the cause of yet another row between my mother and myself. One evening we were due to go out for a meal but we realised that the timing was cutting the reservation a little fine.
“Don't worry,” he said, “I’ll call for you.”
Peter knew where I lived but hadn’t actually been there. I could see no problem in the arrangement. “Good idea.”
“I’ll be round at about seven. Okay?”
“Okay.” I hesitated. “There’s something you ought to know. My real name isn’t Carl – it's Steven.”
He raised his eyebrows. “Oh? Why?”
I felt a little foolish. “I use the name ‘Carl’ for my secret life.”
“Haven't you told your parents?”
“Good God, no!” My mind raced at the very idea of telling anyone in the family that I was gay. “Does your family know about you?”
“Told them when I was fourteen.”
“Fuckin’ ’ell! What did they say?” I couldn't believe it.
“Not much. What could they say? They’d suspected anyway – so it didn’t come as much of a surprise.”
“Yes, but fourteen?”
“Best get it over with, that’s what I say.” He could have been talking about the weather.
I changed the subject back to my worry, “Anyway, when you call for me, don’t forget, I’m Steven.” He nodded. “And it’s the only time I ever want to hear you use that name. The rest of the time, I’m Carl!”
He gave a sympathetic frown. “Isn’t it a crying shame you’re forced to play stupid games like this to live your life.” I wholeheartedly agreed – but what could I do?
As I went out a lot, my mother resented my mixing with people she knew nothing about. It was a complaint she often threw at me. When l told her that a friend would be coming to pick me up, she set about getting her mind ready not to like him.
The evening came and she instantly became busy in the kitchen. This was for a double purpose. First, she could look out of the window to view him better before he saw her; and second, by being so busy, she could demonstrate what a good mother she was.
I heard the gate squeak, followed by another from my mother. It was her way of telling me that he’d arrived.
“Hello, dear. You must be Peter,” I could hear her gushing. I didn’t catch Peter’s reply but it caused her much hilarity. He was off to a good start. I waited for him to be shown into the living room.
As he entered, my mother followed – all smiles and fawning. She was playing the part of a loving, perfect, if rather possessive mother. Peter, I was pleased to note, had gone to town. He looked radiant. Dressed immaculately in a suit, he exuded confidence, which would have won the hardest of hearts. I almost blew him a kiss. Almost!
“Steven, here's your little friend.” She used her best ‘put him down’ voice. I cringed. Peter deliberately ignored the patronising remark. Instead, he made a few light comments which forced her to laugh with gay abandon (if you'll forgive the phrase). She was determined to make a good impression whilst making sure he knew his place in the pecking order of the household.
“Hi, Steve,” he said with a massive smile. He’d remembered the change of name, bless him. “Ready, chum?”
“You bet.”
Mother instantly and pointedly went po–faced and told me that Peter would love a cup of coffee before we went out.
“Would you?” I asked.
“Um... Not really. We’re late as it is.”
My mother went all defensive. “Oh?” Her lips pursed in irritation. “Where are you going? Anywhere nice?” She was fishing and her question had an edge that, thankfully, Peter picked up.
“No,” he answered before I had a chance, “just hanging around with some friends. Come on, Carl, or we’ll be late.”
It was air cutting with a knife time. Peter, as soon as the ill–fated name left his lips, froze in horror. He looked at me with eyes pleading, ‘Forgive me.’
After a beautifully calculated pause, my mother quietly hissed – “Carl?” She let another beautifully calculated pause pass. “And who’s this Carl person?”
I opened and closed my mouth. For once, I didn't have a single excuse.
Peter faced her. “It’s a joke. I mean to say, don’t you think Steve here, looks like a young Karl Marx?” I could see from her expression that my mother was totally at sea. She was trying to remember who Karl Marx was. One of the Marx Brothers, perhaps? She knew the name but couldn’t place him. “That's how he got the nick–name. Gosh, Steve, didn’t you tell your mum?” Even I wasn’t convinced.
He was desperately turning somersaults to extricate himself. I could see my mother wasn’t buying a word of it, but she let it pass – for the moment. When I came home, I knew there’d be a game of twenty thousand questions.
She almost threw us out. “And don’t you be late home!” was her punctuating remark as she firmly banged the door on us. She didn’t want to know any more. This boy, Peter, was plainly on my side. If she couldn’t win his loyalty from me then she lost all interest and gained antagonism.
“Oh, Carl, I’m so sorry,” Peter cringed as we walked to the bus stop. “It just slipped out.” I refrained from making the obviously crude response and reassured him everything was okay. He believed me – I didn’t. I pictured my mother, looking at the clock and getting herself ready for a fine confrontation. I could see her now, pretending to read a book whilst firing off questions in her casual but persistent way.
During the evening I was slightly on edge. Peter tried to take my mind off it – but he couldn’t. I wasn’t being good company and he frantically tried to make up for his gaffe. His constant requests for forgiveness began to irritate.
Later that night, when I alighted from the bus, Peter, who was travelling further on, wished me luck.
As I walked into the living room, my mother didn’t wait for her usual unpleasantries. She started straight in. Whilst reading her ubiquitous book, she did her finest Torquemada impersonation. I stuck to the story Peter had invented. No matter how she tried, she couldn’t break it. She became ever angrier. Finally, I was dismissed to my room.
I didn’t get another word from her for a week. There were lots of fierce looks and significant bouts of thrashing around in the kitchen, but no direct acknowledgement.
After the week had passed when she had decided I’d been punished enough, I asked her opinion of Peter. Will I never learn? She turned the corners of her mouth down and in her best condescending voice proclaimed, “Well, if you ask me, he looks a bit of a bum–boy.”
I was furious – but what could l say? Nothing! It would have been too risky. I might give too much away. She would never have let me proclaim my love in my own way. I wouldn’t have been allowed the time to tell her everything. The safe way out of my dilemma was to invent a multitude of girlfriends for Peter. I decided to take this cowardly angle through expediency – it was safer. I felt like an apostate. Even with all my protestations, she refused to entertain such a notion. She had labelled Peter ‘a bum–boy’, and so, to her, he would remain. The fact that she was offensively correct didn’t help matters.
After this little encounter, I vowed never to take any more of my ‘friends’ home. For many years, I managed to keep this vow. Once or twice, in the street, she stumbled upon me, talking with other friends. I always introduced her but ‘bum–boy’ comments always fell from her lips as soon as she felt free to drop them. Even my straight acquaintances were pushed under the same blanket. This offensive branding of each of my friends had become a catchphrase. She even made a point of telling her cronies in front of my face so I could be belittled. Though I still hated the man, I began to understand a little of what my father had gone through.
For a while, Peter and I regularly saw one another. All I wanted was to be in his company. When we were apart, I counted the hours until we’d be together again. Everything and everyone took second place to this delicious obsession. During our brief relationship, the town centre became a ‘Carl Free Zone’.
Sad to say, the first great love of my life only lasted a few more weeks. I think the meeting with my mother had soiled our relationship. He couldn’t rid himself of the guilt of having let me down even though I continued to reassure him that all was well on the home front. Eventually he confessed there was someone else in his life. He’d been seeing this lad for about a year and was beginning to feel guilty. He finished our liaison. Was he telling the truth? Had my mother unconsciously poisoned our relationship? I have no way of knowing, but the event left me shattered. I had been dumped. It was the first time in my life that such a thing had happened. Up until then, I was the one who did all the dumping.
Returning to the town centre, I was determined to drown my disappointment and sorrows. Andy and Paolo listened as I poured out my heart. I became the only person in the whole world who had ever suffered such an emotional catastrophe. If they thought I was a bit of a fool, they neither said nor showed it. On my behalf, they were upset and took it as a personal mission to revive my good spirits. Thank God for friends like those.
At work, Sheba spotted there was something wrong. She took me to one side and tried to find out what it was. To satisfy her curiosity, I told her I’d broken up with a girlfriend and it wasn’t easy.
“Girlfriend?”
What's this? I didn’t like the implication of her question. “Yes!” I think I must have sounded too defensive.
“Really?”
“What else, d’you think?” She took a long drag on her cigarette. “Don't you believe me?”
“Mostly.” She was smiling. How dare she smile and how dare she be able to see though me so easily.
Was I getting lazy and starting to give out subliminal messages about my sexuality? I made a mental note to keep a closer eye on my mannerisms to ensure my secret life would remain just that.
As for my recovery – even though it was the first time I’d felt anything so strong for anyone, my resilience was high and I soon got over it. There was too much to distract me for the hurt to linger for very long.             




Sign Language

There are things I have either said or done which, thinking back, make me squirm with embarrassment. It’s the unknown, knock–on effect of my involvement that makes me cringe.
Soon after Peter and I split up I began a liaison with a sweet young man called Joey. We first met in ‘Hell’ on a warm, quiet Sunday evening. Andy, Paolo, Zenda myself and a few others were flopping around whiling away the time by loudly indulging in our favourite pastime – recounting our previous night’s adventures. We were making so much racket that, at first, I didn’t notice the good looking youth who entered the square. I suppose he must have been about seventeen or so. He was short, with dark brown, unkempt hair and an open, innocent look about him. He stared furtively around as if he were new to the game, searching for his first client. My heart went out to him as he reminded me of myself in the not too distant past. I was curious.
“Another new rent?” I asked.
“Where?” chorused the others, their heads swivelling in unison to take an inventory of the outer limits of the area.
“There, you berks!” I nodded my head in the direction of the cute little stranger.
Paolo sniffed and looked at the pavement. “Oh, him. He’s just a punter – and a weirdo.” A bored Andy got up and went for a promenade. Most of the others followed.
“Really?” I couldn’t believe it. “Are you sure?” Paolo nodded. I was puzzled. The boy was far too young and beautiful to have to pay. Many punters would have been honoured to pay him! Yes, he definitely should have been on our side of the fence. Unless... “What’s the matter with him? What’s he into?”
“No idea. And to be quite honest, my dear, who gives a fuck? He’s a right mushroom!” Paolo stood, spat on the floor and started to trail after Andy and the rest. “I wouldn’t bother with it, if I were you.” He tapped the side of his head “Screw loose!” he shouted so all could hear.
“Dangerous?” I glanced to see if the stranger had heard this declamation.
“No honey. Just weird.” Paolo changed direction. He’d seen one of his regular clients pop into the toilet and, I assume, wanted to get to him before Jacko’s ever open arse could drain him of both his cum and money.
I was left alone with Jim and Philip, two bitchy queens who I tended to avoid. I ignored their viciously carping mockery and, instead, stared at the lad for a while – catching his eye. He seemed reluctant to meet my gaze but he managed to raise a smile before looking away. Losing interest, I watched Andy and the rest regroup and process the perimeter in a gang.
The strange figure abruptly crossed my line of vision. He gave me a sidelong glance, smiled and walked towards one of the bombsites. After pausing on the threshold he shot me another look and disappeared into the darkness. ‘Weird, eh?’ I thought. ‘Well, my shy, young friend, let’s find out.’
I ambled over to the collapsed doorway and, after waving towards the others to confirm they had clocked my trail, went inside.
The natural way of these encounters was to go in and find the potential client either touching himself up, or waving his cock around like a demented orchestral conductor’s baton. This young man was standing beside a pile of rubble and doing nothing remotely sexual. He grinned and extended his hand. I wasn’t used to this politeness in a prospective trick – they usually wanted to know your size and what you’d do for them. I realised that he was actually offering me a piece of paper. I took it and, before I could see exactly what it was, he’d gone. He’d passed a hastily scribbled note, which had, and this really surprised me, two pound notes stapled to it.
“Hi, I’m Joey,” it read, “I’m very shy, so forgive me writing like this. If you are interested in meeting me for more of the attached, I’ll be outside The Clipper, just off the Market Square, in about half an hour.” Goodness knows when he had a chance to write his little memo. Perhaps he went out cruising with a selection of them – all saying the same thing and each with some cash attached.
‘The Clipper’ was a large, sprawling, ancient public house, which had once been (according to local, romantic legend) a smugglers’ haunt. Now it had become an up–market warren of bars with en suite restaurant and snack bar facilities. It was in an area criss–crossed by narrow streets. At night, these streets were well known as pick–up places where girl prostitutes plied their trade for the more heterosexual members of the city. I rarely went there!
As I came out of the ruin, ‘Joey’ was nowhere to be seen. The rest of the gang were otherwise occupied with either clients or one another. As there was nothing to hold me, I decided to keep my date.
Heading towards the entrance of ‘Hell’, I was about to take a leisurely, erratic course back through the warren of access lanes when I came face to face with Skip and Fallon.
These two young men, as I have already indicated, were as different as chalk and cheese. If ever anyone wished to cite the archetypal example of opposites attracting then this would have been it.
Immediately they saw me Skip, the quiet one, walked over to a wall and leaned decorously against it. It was a good vantage point to calmly observe the comings and goings in ‘Hell’.
“Looks quiet today. Much happening?” Fallon indicated the square.
“Very little.” I never really knew what to say to these two. They were always pleasant but there was something about them that made me look for any excuse to get away.
Fallon glanced over at Skip. “Want to try somewhere else?” Skip shook his head. His ample golden blonde hair swirled and reflected the dying sunlight. He changed his weight onto his other foot, folded his arms, looked across at me and gave a secret smile. My God, he was so beautiful – and did he know it!
“Here, I must tell you...” Fallon began a long monologue about a new shop they’d discovered, which sold top quality kitchenware at knock–down prices. I immediately switched off.
Putting his thumbs in his belt, Skip allowed the tips of his fingers to press the material around his crutch to show the world what he had. This wasn’t done for my benefit but as an unconscious stance he always adopted whenever he was lounging. He spotted a small real or imagined strand of cotton on his sleeve and, after screwing his face up in disgust, delicately removed it with two meticulously manicured finger nails. Fallon was still in full flow.
They were certainly a well unmatched pair. Even so, their clients were many and wealthy. They were the nearest things we had to ‘society whores’. Fallon had a natural, continental sexuality whilst Skip oozed a sensuality that few could match. Fallon’s hair had a blue–black sheen and Skip’s was the colour of burnished gold. Fallon towered over their clients whilst Skip snuggled in. All attempts at breaking them up were doomed to failure.
Eventually, Fallon finished his story and Skip pointed out a client. The man drove a large Jag! They gave their apologies and went over to the car. I watched as they got in and were whisked smoothly away. I continued my journey to ‘The Clipper’.
By now, I was somewhat overdue for my date with Joey, consequently, I was in no great rush to arrive. I ambled along the streets as if I had all the time in the world. If he wasn’t there, it wouldn’t matter. I had two pounds for nothing. Also, it wouldn’t be a wasted journey as I could always drop into ‘The Green Goddess’ which was just a little further on.
As I rounded the corner to enter the street where the glowering ‘Clipper’ stood, I was astonished to see Joey, if that was indeed his name, still waiting for me. For the first time, I looked at him closely. Dressed in immaculate jeans, a pristine white tee–shirt and a faultless leather jacket, he looked a bit out of place on ‘The Clipper’ steps. The whole ensemble appeared casual but there was a careful perfection in his style of clothing that indicated he had ‘dressed up’ to go out. On him, it all looked a little precious.
Putting on a burst of speed, I went up to him and apologised for my late arrival. He thrust his face in front of mine and stared intently. I was thoroughly taken aback. I was beginning to wish I’d listened to Paolo. The guy was obviously extremely stupid. My next thought was how I could extricate myself from the situation. The last thing I wanted to do was waste my time on an idiot who had huge mental problems. The guy could be dangerous.
“That’sss okay.” His voice was strange. He had a speech impediment and spoke with that camp sibilance that always drove me mad with irritation. He must have seen my expression because he muttered something about it being no problem if I wanted to change my mind and I could keep the money! I could walk away without any recrimination from him. Then he laughed. Wow! His whole face bloomed.
I looked up and down the street and mumbled the time–honoured question; “Have you a place?” I was rather hoping he would say ‘No’.
He moved to stand right in front of me again. I took a step back in deep consternation. “Ssorry, I’m deaf. I have to watch your lipss, or I don’t know what you’re ssaying.” He smiled.
“What?” I frowned. ‘Shit,’ I thought, ‘I don’t deserve this!’
He ignored both my question and the frown. “What’ss your name?”
“Carl.” Now I began to feel quite a heel and utterly guilty over my total misunderstanding of his situation.
“Carl? Iss that what you sssaid?” I nodded. “Hmm, I like it. Ass you already know, I’m Joey.” He shook my hand.
I didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. “Look,” I whispered, ensuring my mouth formed the words with great clarity so that there would be no doubt over what I was about to say, “in case you don’t realise – but I’m...”
“I know the sscore.” Grinning knowingly, he produced twenty pounds from a very fat wallet and thrust the notes into my back pocket, “I’m not sstupid, you know?”
“I didn’t think you were,” l lied. My guilt was intensifying. He cast me a quizzical smile. In the face of that openly distrustful expression, I wilted.
“A lot of people do, you know – think I’m sstupid, that iss?” There was no upset or anger as he delivered this observation – merely a sadness at other people’s lack of understanding – including mine. “They think becausse my earss don’t work, my brain hass followed ssuit!” I don’t think my lie had convinced him one little bit, which was why, I am sure, he felt the need to pursue this line of conversation. I was suitably chastened. “Letss go for a wander.”
We began a haphazard walk and as we started to get to know one another, I soon realised that whatever else he was, Joey certainly wasn’t a fool. He was, by turns, vivacious, funny and highly intelligent. I silently cursed Paolo for being so ridiculously judgmental. (Although, I could talk.) There was also a wonderfully romantic streak, which quickly made itself known. He had a way of looking at me which managed to combine a shy knowing quality with an impish delight in the secretive. It was all extraordinarily persuasive.
After half an hour or so of this I stopped and pulled him around to face me. This sudden movement appeared to alarm him because I saw him recoil and stiffen. It only passed after I had apologised for startling him. “Look,” I went on more kindly, “you’d better get your money’s worth. Where d’you want to go?” Now fully recovered, his whole face twinkled. Did I say something funny?
“I have a placce, but it’ss probably not what you’re ussed to. It’ss a bit sstrange, you ssee?”
I nearly came out with –, ‘It can’t be much stranger than some of the places in which I’d already performed.’
We went for a short bus ride and alighted at a modest residential area. After a short walk down some side streets that quickly reduced to lanes and alleys, we came to a large field containing small, regimented plots of land.
“I live over there.” He pointed to about a hundred houses which stood sentinel around the field. “Our family keepss an allotment.” He looked at me to ensure this morsel had been digested. What was I supposed to say? He continued, “Come on, it’ss jusst over here.”
He headed off between the little parcels of land. Where the fuck was he taking me? I followed.
It began to dawn on me that we were heading towards their family plot. Their particular designated piece of sod was heavily overgrown. At one end, almost obscured by amazingly rampant weeds, stood a fairly substantial wooden tool shed. It was completely windowless. As he walked towards it, I followed. In that dark shed, which smelled of creosote, our dirty deed was done. Joey was extremely affectionate. He loved to be cuddled and caressed. Unusually for a trick, he adored to receive and give tenderness. He didn’t want to go too far. It would appear that the main desire he wanted satisfied was the need to be close to someone and show his fondness for them.
When it was over and we were standing outside the shed’s door, he gave me yet another ten pounds. Being a bit of a mercenary bastard, I took it but something still bothered me: why did he need to pay at all? He was certainly good looking and only a couple of years older than I.
Whilst on the way to the bus stop, I broached the subject. He thought for a moment before answering. Was he calculating whether I could be entrusted with his dark secret? Eventually he must have thought I was trustworthy because he began his confession. “I’d doubt their motivess for going with me. Thiss way I don’t have to worry. I get what I pay for and there’ss an end to it. No sstringss!!! And I can go with whom I want without all that chatting up crap. Paying for it givess me the luxury of picking and choossing” He put his hand on my arm to stop me. “Can I ssee you again?” I didn’t answer. “Pleasse?”
After what he’d just said, this request came as a bit of a surprise. “Well, um, yes. If you want.”
He smiled. “You’re shouting, aren’t you?” I smiled and nodded. He raised his eyebrows in utter delight. “Pleasse don’t. Shouting doessn’t make my earss open and I don’t want everyone to know my bussiness. Jusst sspeak normally. If I miss a word, I’m not too embarrassed to assk for it’ss repetition.”
I wasn’t sure I was coping very well, however –, pressed for another date on the following Sunday evening, I caved in and agreed. After he waved good bye and disappeared down a side street, I caught a bus back to the centre. I wondered if he’d turn up. Probably not. I decided to say nothing to the others.
Sunday evening came and I strolled to our arranged meeting place. He was already there, waiting for me. Was I late? I looked at my watch –, no, I was right on time. This was highly unusual. Although rents were expected to be punctual, tricks frequently took delight in keeping us hanging around. It turned out that Joey had been waiting for me for over half an hour!
Before we could agree the financial arrangements, Joey told me that he would settle up afterwards. To be quite honest, he’d paid so far over the odds for our first encounter, I didn’t mind if I was about to be conned.
We took the familiar bus route and threaded our way to the shed. Another dark hour was spent in an intimate, affectionate embrace. Afterwards, on our journey to the bus stop, he slipped something into my back pocket.
“That’ss for you,” he whispered.
‘Good,’ I thought, ‘at least he’s keeping to his side of the bargain.’ In the light of the street lamp, another date was made for the following Sunday and off he trotted.
On the bus, I dug into my pocket to see how much I’d been paid this time. I drew out a small package wrapped in rather too pretty paper. Puzzled, I opened it. Out fell an identity bracelet. It was solid silver. On the front, engraved in copper plate was – “Carl”. I was stunned.
The following Sunday, once again, he was there before me. This really was a unique punter. We followed the same routine and after our assignation’s purpose, from the depths of the shed, he produced and gave me a substantial parcel. He must have made a special journey to the allotment to plant it. Once again, on the bus, I opened it. On the way home, I discovered that the parcel contained a pair of Levi jeans, some tee–shirts and an expensive sweater. What was going on?
For our next date I decided to surprise him by arriving early. When he saw me already standing there, he looked annoyed. I soon found out that he always liked to be the one who did the waiting. He wallowed in the anticipation. Thereafter, I secretly vowed to always be on time to indulge him. The evening ended with him giving me yet another parcel containing more tee–shirts and a leather jacket, which was identical to the one he’d worn on the day of our first meeting. He suggested that next time we went out we could both wear our jackets and dress identically. I gently but firmly put paid to that idea. It smacked too much of us being an affair.
Weeks went by and our relationship deepened. I still hadn’t mentioned this special client to the other rents and I was beginning to feel a little guilty about it. After all, we told one another everything – and I do mean everything.
The familiar pattern of our dates began to break. We started to talk. We met earlier and went out for meals before beating the path to that ubiquitous garden shed.
Joey also enjoyed a drink. Because of my age, I’d always had difficulty getting into a lot of the gay pubs. The clubs weren’t too much of a problem as, usually, they were private and had alternative bolt holes which could be utilised if ever the place were raided. I was lucky and never had to scoot away in fear of arrest. The gay pubs, however, were a different matter. Along with the rest of their under–aged clientele, I had to sit in the shadows and, ostensibly drink lemonade or Coke. The bar staff must have known I was getting an alcoholic top–up but either they chose to let it pass or felt too intimidated to comment. Joey liked to relax in straight pubs. When he was challenged over my age, he did his pieces.
“How dare you, ssir,” he’d say. “Carl can’t help it if he lookss ass young ass he doess. Believe it or not, he’ss older than me!!”
After each of these altercations, he returned to our table with a broad smile of triumph and two pints of beer! Without exception, he always managed to browbeat the bar’s staff and convince them that I was over eighteen.
Apart from my first meeting with Joey, there was a distinct lack of actual cash forthcoming – but my wardrobe had grown by leaps. To try and halt my mother’s suspicions, I gave a lot of my spoils to my work and art colleagues.
Getting to know him, I soon discovered he was highly confident and very proud. We had little problem in communication as he’d developed the art of lip reading to an extremely high degree. Although at first I found it a little disconcerting to have him literally hanging on my every word, I soon became used to it. The one thing that I always found difficult to take was the accent and that sibilance he used when pronouncing his S’s. How anyone, who had been deaf for most of his life, achieved this strange ‘camp’ affectation was, and still is, totally beyond me. I know it wasn’t his fault but the associations of that sound drove me to distraction.
I also discovered he only used cash for any initial meeting with new contacts. Afterwards, the transactions changed. He refused to pay actual money for sex but, instead, hired his sexual comrades with clothes and high quality presents. As we only met on a Sunday, I was happy, just with him, to forgo hard currency.
His real independence came when we went out for meals. For a start, he always insisted on paying. I would have been quite happy to treat him now and then but he would never entertain it. After choosing our table, he invariably took it upon himself to order. At first, because of his accent, I was embarrassed for him. However, I soon became used to it and began to resent the hostility and mockery he received from the waiters and waitresses. Perhaps I was being so defensive of him because I did exactly the same when we first met. Was I trying to make it up to him? All this he appeared either not to notice or not give a flamingo’s fuck over. I now believe he accepted it as part of the ignorant side of human nature. He was almost challenging their prejudices. After these expensive meals, we then went from the heights of Epicurean elegance to the utter depths of sexual preposterousness. The business on the sack covered floor of the garden shed had to be completed!
After about three months of this routine, I began to realise that things in our idyllic dovecote were not exactly cooing. There was shit on the floor. I knew things were beginning to get worryingly serious when, one day, he asked me if I’d accept an invitation to come home with him to meet his mother! Was a potential boyfriend being paraded for the family’s approval? I wasn’t very pleased at the sound of this. What reaction would I get? Was I being set up?
It transpired that Joey’s mother had requested the meeting. (God, was I going to get a lecture on how I was corrupting the beloved fruit of her loins?) I was getting paranoid. Maybe she wanted to meet an example of the type of person with whom Joey was hanging around. Any mother worth her salt would want to make sure their son wasn’t getting involved with the ‘wrong sort’. Yes, that must be it. As we went up the short path to their front door, I still wasn’t fully convinced. Joey must have picked up on my apprehension for he gave a reassuring little squeeze to my arm.
Joey thrust his key into the door, threw it open and shouted, “Mum, we’re here!” He ushered me into the front room. It was neat, clean, tidy and eminently forgettable. I heard padding footsteps along the corridor and braced myself for the unwanted encounter. The door opened...
In walked a dumpy, diminutive woman of about sixty. She quickly began to giggle – and what an infectious giggle it was too! To all intents and purposes, she was a calm, happy woman who was contented with what life had given her. There didn't appear to be a vindictive bone in her body. She had an openness of disposition, which was at once both embarrassing and endearing. Nor was she blessed with her son's disability.
Before the first hour was up she was telling me all about her ex–husband (Joey's father). They were divorced as he was extremely violent and had regularly attacked both her and his son. I wondered if this was the cause of Joey's deafness – but I never found out. Even to the most casual of observers, it was plain she adored her son but in a very healthy way.
Joey excused himself and went out to display another of his talents – cooking.
Whilst he was thus engaged in fussing around the kitchen, putting the final touches to our meal, she confided in me some even deeper secrets. Joey had ‘come out’ to her at the grand old age of twelve! Fortunately, despite her apparent old–fashioned appearance, she was quite an advanced, liberal thinker. After some initial doubts and tears, she accepted her son’s confession as the truth. She openly admitted that she knew exactly what her son was up to sexually and gave him her wholehearted blessing. Because of his deafness, Joey had problems relating to like minded people. To get over this, she gave him a substantial allowance so he could give his boys presents. I was unsure of the wisdom of this action as it gave the impression that the only way Joey could form a relationship was by buying it. I said nothing, as, at the moment, I was the recipient of her generosity. Naturally, she didn’t want the more sordid side of the transaction to take place under her roof so the allotment shed was kept on to cater for Joey’s sex life.
Joey called us into the dining room. He had really gone to town. Was he expecting the whole of the British Army? The buffet contained everything from home made dips, through a multitude of assorted salads, to great slabs of smoked salmon and dressed crab. When he saw my expression, Joey couldn’t hide his delight and beamed at me in childlike rapture. I tried my best to do justice to the spread by stuffing my face as best I could, but it was an uphill battle. When we had finished, it looked as though we'd hardly dented it.
Leaving the remains of the feast, we returned to the front room where the three of us spent a delightful evening in happy conversation. When it came time for me to leave, Joey escorted me to the bus stop. On the way, he tried to give me a gold ring. I refused it. He startled me by becoming very angry, particularly when I became adamant in my refusal. I should have seen the warning signs. This was the second time he showed anger for what I considered a singularly minor infraction of our relationship. This time, however, his anger was more intense.
The next time we met, he gushed apologies for his flash of temper as if they were going out of fashion. Verbally, I forgave him, but I didn't like the way things were going. I knew I had to either get a few things straight or break it off completely. I decided to let things ride but keep an eye on any more indications of his adversity.
My Sunday night bookings with Joey continued for about another four months during which time I continued to say nothing to the rest of the gang. They only vaguely questioned my whereabouts on Sunday evenings. When I refused to tell, they simply weren’t all that bothered.
Another thing really began to worry me; Joey was showing distinct signs of jealousy. This I couldn’t tolerate.
I first noticed it when, one day, Joey decided to make a surprise visit to ‘Hell’.
He stomped over to where I was loitering and yelled, “Sso, thiss iss where you get to when you're not with me!!”
I looked around to see if any of my friends had heard. They were all watching us in unabashed curiosity. Damn!! It was pretty obvious there was something going on between Joey and myself. A hideous row ensued, culminating in Joey storming off in floods of tears.
As soon as he had made his dramatic exit, the gang came charging over to indulge in some good–hearted mockery. The worst culprit was Paolo who rose up to relish my discomfort. I was furious, which only made them laugh all the more. Unable to cope with their ribald comments, I rushed off in a different direction to Joey.
I was so crunched up inside, I caught a bus and went straight home. My mother was there and saw that I was upset over something.
“What's the matter with you now?”
“What?” I played for time to think.
“Don’t you ‘what’ me!” she sympathised.
“Sorry.” I went into my room and stewed over the horrible scene.
The following Sunday night, heading to keep our usual rendezvous, I wondered if Joey would dare turn up. As I rounded the corner, I could see him standing and looking anxiously up and down the street. I had decided to end it and all that remained was to inform him of the fact. For hours I had mulled over how I could break it to him. He spotted me and came running over. As he got closer, it upset me to see that he was crying. Before I could say a word, he endeavoured to push a small, wrapped box into my hand. I wouldn't take it.
“Carl, my ssweet. I prayed you'd turn up.” Tears fell in a torrent.
“We had a date. Of course I’d turn up. What did you expect?” I was attempting to sound business–like.
“I’m glad.” Once again, he tried to force his present into my pocket but I thwarted his efforts. “Pleasse, take it! I shouldn’t have gone off at you like I did.”
“Joey?” I was determined to carry out my resolve.
A look of horror came over him. “Pleasse don’t ssay you’re going to leave me. I didn’t mean to be sso nassty. I want to forget all about it. Pretend it never happened. Will you? – Pretend it never happened ass well? Can you?”
“That’s all very well, Joey, but...” What could I do?
I insisted we break our usual timetable and went for a long walk to talk things over. During our aimless ramble, I managed to keep his reluctant attention focussed on our relationship. Many times he strove to change the subject, but I wouldn’t let him. I actually felt he was beginning to listen. I was starting to get through to him. The outcome was that things would go on as they were but he was to understand that I wasn’t his exclusive, personal property.
We didn’t visit the shed and I managed to leave without the present. On my way home, I still entertained serious doubts. Had he really been listening?
Our meetings blundered on but things had definitely changed. The little gifts became even more numerous and expensive. I continued to refuse them. Each time I did so, Joey became tearful.
The final showdown came at a newly opened late night club/bar called ‘The Barn’. It was a grim place that catered for the impoverished, elderly gay who was tired of his lot and wanted somewhere quiet and dark into which he could crawl and contemplate the passing of time. There was a single, naked light bulb in the middle of the room. Every table and chair was an unmatched, hand–me–down. It looked like the last waiting room on earth.
For the older, less discerning rents, the place was a haven. It also acted as a reserve market for the youngsters. If, by any chance, there was very little business to be obtained in the usual places, and by charging a modest fee, a meagre living could be maintained. Because I lived at home and had a daytime job, ‘The Barn’ was not really on my social engagement card. However, I had been in there once or twice with some of the others and had left as soon as I could.
Somehow, Joey had heard about the place and wanted to pay a visit. As we entered, I wondered what had made him choose it. I had sought to put him off from going but he wouldn’t hear of it. It certainly wasn’t my idea of a ‘good night out’. The more I tried to put him off, the more Joey appeared determined to go so, eventually, I gave in.
Even before we could close the door, a few men with whom I was on more than just speaking terms, greeted me and exchanged some light hearted banter. There were also a couple of rents I knew slightly and they, because of boredom, wanted to come up and talk. I saw Joey’s face darken. “We can’t go anywhere, can we?” he complained. “There’ss alwayss ssomeone!”
“I think it’s time to go,” I murmured.
“Why? We’ve only jussst got here.” His voice was tight and strained.
When one of the rents came over and gleefully told us that one of the punters had spotted Joey and myself and wanted to hire us as a pair, Joey threw him a punch. Fortunately, he missed but his fury was now, loudly, directed at me. I made a futile attempt at leaving but he was determined to have a face off there and then.
I was left with only one course of action. I walked out! As I did so, he screamed, “Thiss issn’t the end of it, Carl!!”
I’d only managed to walk about a hundred yards when Joey came charging up. Once again, he was full of tears and regrets.
I stopped and faced him so that there would be nothing ambiguous in what I was about to say. “Look, Joey, for the last time, let’s get one thing straight. I am on the game. I sell my body to men! It’s my job!” He made a sudden noise as if I’d kicked him in the groin. He recovered a little and stared at me. Apart from some tears in his eyes, his face was expressionless. I pressed on. He needed to be told the brutal truth. “People pay me for sex. Tell me, why did you pick me up that first time?” Joey didn’t, or wouldn’t answer. “Well?” He turned away but I was determined he was going to hear me out. I forced him around to look at me. “Those guys are in there to buy and be bought. I am here to be bought. You have to accept that. Understand?”
Holding back a sob, he shuddered and said, “Sso you think of me only ass a bank account? A cusstomer? A ssucker to be ussed? You never felt anything for me ass a persson?”
“I like you a lot. You’re a kind, sweet, loving young man...,” Joey tried to interrupt but I wasn’t having any of it, “...but I am doing my job.”
To my surprise, Joey suddenly smiled and nodded. “You’re right,” he said. “I forgot. I’m sso sstupid!”
“Oh, Joey, you’re not. Will you stop putting yourself down? You are a bright, intelligent lad.”
“Can we go to the shed, Carl?” I didn’t answer. “Pleeasse? I need a good cuddle.”
I relented, “Okay, for a little while.” Was I making a mistake?
Our journey was made in utter silence. On the bus, Joey held my hand and ignored the horrified glares of the other passengers.
At the allotment, the thin veneer of Joey’s understanding shot up to the stratosphere.
“Now, Carl? Lissten! Yess! You lissten to me for a while!! I’m telling you here and now that I don’t want you to do any of that ssort of thing ever again. Never, ever!! Is that undersstood?!! I don’t want anyone elsse mauling you about!”
“Here, hang on a moment!” I snapped. “Just who the hell d’you think you...!”
My fury didn’t stop him. He spoke right across me. Like a fool, I had forgotten that he couldn’t see me. Had he deliberately waited until the darkness gave him the advantage? Was he teaching me a lesson in disability?
When I deemed that his anger was getting out of hand, I walked out. He didn’t follow.
The following Sunday, I didn’t turn up for our appointment – nor for the next one. After a couple of weeks, I went into ‘The Green Goddess’. Renata gave me a letter from her box. He wanted to meet me to sort things out. I screwed the note up and, when I left, threw it in a rubbish bin. As far as I was concerned, that whole sad phase of my life was closed.
The following weekend, he cornered me in one of the dock’s many waterside walkways. Once again, he made an attempt to give me some presents. I still didn’t want to know.
“Before you refuse, have a look and see what I’ve bought you.”
To shut him up, and with a deep sigh of resignation, I opened the packages. “Very nice!” I grunted.
“Try them on.” He took the boxes from me and removed the gold watch, ring and necklace.
"No! I don’t want them!" I insisted. "Joey, please get it into your head, its over. I don’t want all this."
“In that casse...,” he smiled and, with a swift movement, cast them into the river. I watched, impassively.
His smile dissolved and was replaced by tears. He began to plead. I walked away.
I was so upset with this confrontation; once again, I went straight home. I felt a heel. From that moment on, Joey gave up the chase and left me alone.
Occasionally, I saw him trolling the pick–up areas and, to my face, he pointedly ignored my existence. Even so, there was the odd time when I turned my head and caught him staring. At such moments, as soon as our eyes met, he’d turn away in feigned indifference.
I have never got over what I did to him. I was too young to commit myself to a regular relationship. He wanted something I wasn’t prepared to give – my complete self.             




The Clinic

Then, for the first time, I caught the clap. Considering how much I’d done, how often and with so many, I thought I had been fairly lucky.
The knowledge that something was wrong came about an hour after I had seen a client. There was a strange feeling in the tip of my penis. I put it down to the strain and thought no more about it – but not for long. Within a couple of days this unpleasant sensation didn’t go away – in fact, it was getting worse. I suspected what the cause was but, foolishly, believed that if I ignored it then somehow, it would magically go away of its own accord. Naturally, it didn’t. Straight away, I stopped working the racks. Then, after another couple of days had passed, it began to hurt when I urinated. A nasty deposit was secreting from the end of my cock and marked my underpants. My mother began to notice that they weren’t as spotless as she usually demanded. She advised me to go to the doctor. I don’t think she realised what my possible problem might be and, even after it was all sorted out, never mentioned it again. It was, after all, to do with ‘naughty bits’ of the body and, as such, unseemly to be discussed.
The time had come to seek the advice of an expert. Our rather ancient family doctor was a non–starter, so where was I to go? It was obvious.
Full of apprehension and embarrassment, I made a special trip to the centre of town to confide in my old mate, Andy. I found him decorating ‘The Steps’.
“Andy?”
He took one look at my worried face. “Let’s get away for a bit. I fancy a quick leg stretch.”
After a few false starts, I blurted out my problem.
His first reaction was surprise. Like me, he was surprised I hadn’t caught it before. Then, bless him, he laughed away all my fears and, by dismissing them so lightly, put everything into sharp perspective. I began to cheer up a little.
“Come on,” he winked, “let’s get you to The Clinic.”
“Clinic?” It sounded decidedly ominous. “Now?”
“Soonest visited – soonest cured!”
Before I had time to get anxious, Andy whisked off a reluctant youth to the local ‘Clap Club’.
All the way there, he assured me that, apart from the very first contact, my name wouldn’t be used again. In fact, if I so wished, I could take a nom de plume. From then on I would be given a number and that would remain my identity throughout the whole healing process. Contrary to my usual desire to be seen as an individual, this anonymity appeared highly attractive.
“They don’t give a shit who you are or what you’ve done. All they’re interested in is getting you fixed.”
“Fixed?” Jesus, he made it sound as though I was about to be castrated.
“You know what I mean!” he laughed.
Before ascending the steps, I looked up and down the road – knowing my luck, this would be the one moment when half the members of my vast family would be passing by on a shopping trip. I saw no one familiar. Andy had a last minute booking so, after giving a final booster pep talk and reassuring grin, left me to my fate. As he walked away, Andy yelled, “Give my good wishes to Doctor Jacobs!”
I entered this New World completely alone. Strangely, because of Andy’s many words of comfort, I didn’t mind in the slightest. I felt empowered to overcome whatever trial I might have to face.
After the preliminary interview with a nurse who, guaranteeing me that any information would be treated as highly confidential, asked nothing more than my name and address. I was given a small card with my expected number identification stamped on it. There was no indication on the card as to what the number related. I half expected it to have ‘V. D. CLINIC’ emblazoned all over the bloody thing. But Andy had been right. From that moment on I was known as this one letter and four digits.
Although the nurses ignored the fact that I was very young, I did get some strange looks from the other patients who were waiting their turn.
When my number was called, I was directed into a small cubicle where a handsome young male doctor was to give a preliminary examination. When he saw me, we exchanged that infamous eye lock but, other than that moment of mutual recognition, he didn’t bat an eyelid. All he saw was an exceedingly nervous adolescent with a medical problem. With broad smiles and inoffensively lewd, gay banter and backchat, he put me at ease. Before he did anything, he carefully explained precisely what the procedure was and why. When he reached forward to take hold of my penis, he gave it a friendly flick to show that there was nothing to be self–conscious over or ashamed about. I wasn’t naturally reserved about my private parts but this was a very different kettle of fish. He gave me a phial and asked me to relieve myself into it. As he took a sample of the discharge from the tip of my penis with a swab, he made remarks like; “Well, I wonder how many willing bodies this has been stuffed into?” and, “If I had a pound for every cock I’d had to manipulate, I wouldn’t need to do this fucking job.” He joked about my age but in a very gentle way and certainly gave no indication that he was being judgmental. To him, I was suffering from a medical condition and his job was merely to cure it. Months later we met again in an underground gay club. We talked and I went back to his place. I happily gave him a freebee because he had been so good at putting me at my ease.
After waiting for a small eternity, the preliminary results came back from the lab. Yes, I had gonorrhoea. My friendly doctor gave me a jab in my rear. He also told me not to have sex for at least a fortnight (!) and to stay off alcohol. Next, he informed me that I would have to see the resident social worker. Although he laughed, I didn’t like the knowing look he gave. I didn’t realise it but I was about to receive the only jolt throughout my whole ordeal.
He’d directed me down a long, dark corridor and told me to knock on the door labelled ‘Virginia Gladly (Miss)’. I smiled, as it reminded me of the sort of name Charles Dickens might have concocted.
Gently, I knocked.
An authoritarian voice boomed, “NEXT!! COME IN!!” It was too deep; most men would have been proud to own it. Timidly I entered. Miss Gladly had her nose buried in some form of report, presumably on her last victim. I knew it would be a cardinal sin to interrupt her studies so I waited for her to acknowledge my existence.
I guessed she was in her mid–fifties with a severe weight problem. Even so, she attempted to look thinner by cramming her bulk into a tight, grey suit. She looked as though she ought to be a member of some right wing club whose duty it was to bring the fear of God and the dread of Damnation on all her debauched scum clients. She was unnerving and I was suitably unnerved.
Finally, she slapped the file shut and, pointing with her black fountain pen, commanded me to sit. I dropped into the chair so fast; I think I must have broken a world record.
At last, she deigned to look up at her latest client. Her utter shock and unabashed disapproval could almost be felt. To underline her point, she didn’t say anything for ages but her grey eyes continued to hold my gaze. She sighed and shook her head in superior melancholy and tutted a great deal. I gave a wan smile. I think she was suffering from an attack of extremely high–minded pique.
“How old are you?” She finally barked.
“Eighteen, miss.”
“Oh yes? And I’m twelve!”
“And you look it!” I was so tense, I blurted out the first thing that came into my mind.
“That’ll do, thank you!” She held my eye with another steely look. I thought I might turn to stone at any moment. “There are some questions I must ask you – and, be warned, I insist on the truth – at all times!”
What was I going to do? If I let slip that I was a rent boy, would she be duty bound to inform the police? I didn’t know. When Andy and the nurse told me that there was complete anonymity with the medical side of things, they said nothing about whether it applied to this particular interview. I decided to play it safe and become straight.
Under the harridan’s penetrating eye and inquisitorial examination, I nearly buckled. I had to think on my seat. However, the fear of borstal as a young offender kept my mind sharp enough to cope.
She demanded full details of the circumstances that led to my ignominious visit to her field of operation.
For the location of my fictitious misdemeanour, I chose a known area where girls ‘of easy virtue’ could be found. When I mentioned the place, she nodded with knowing solemnity and, pen at the ready, asked for the girl’s description. I tried to be as general and vague as I could.
“And did she give a name?”
“Carol. But I get the feeling that she was lying.” I enjoyed that little embellishment.
“Do you know where she lives? Did you go back to her place?”
“No. We did it in a dark alley.” I knew there were such places near to where I claimed the incident took place.
“No matter. I think I know the girl in question.” From the way she sat back and sniffed, one would think I’d just smashed a half–dozen stink bombs.
‘Shit,’ I panicked, ‘have I dropped some poor innocent girl into deep trouble with the authorities?’ Or was she merely attempting to establish her credentials as an authority on the red light goings on of the city?
I don’t know that I convinced her with my story but she gave me a postcard to pass on to my sexual contact, should I ever see her again. (Thank goodness I hadn’t told her the truth or I’d have been walking out with a whole box, full of the fucking things.)
“Not that I think you should have been there in the first place, but I’d advise you to stay away from there in the future. Act your age and grow up a bit before trying anything like this ever again.”
“Oh, don’t worry, Miss. I’ve well and truly learned my lesson. I will never go with a woman until I’m much older.” God, I was good!
For the first time, her face crumbled and she actually gave me a smile. She had converted a wayward soul and set them back on the path of virtue. Huh, some hopes.
“That’s all!” She terminated our meeting by embarking on her notes in my file. I rose and went to the door. “And, hereafter, I’d stay at home if I were you. Try transferring your energies into some sort of sport to keep your mind off – er... this sort of thing. Much better for you. Or you might think about a hobby – collecting toy soldiers, for instance.” She hadn’t looked up.
‘I’d rather collect real ones,’ I mused to myself. Through an aching face I managed, “Good idea,” before rushing out to allow my amusement full reign.
The receptionist informed me that l would get another appointment in a few months to monitor the progress of the treatment.
And that was it. I was cured.
Walking down the steps from the building, it occurred to me that I hadn’t given Andy’s best wishes to Doctor Jacobs. I wondered if he was the self–same friendly medic who treated me. Later, when I described my doctor to Andy, it turned out that it wasn’t he.
Although I was apprehensive throughout my ordeal, I was aware enough to notice something strange. Watching people, whilst waiting my turn with the doctor, my results and the meeting with the social worker, there appeared to be a high proportion of gay men amongst my fellow patients. Was here, of all places, yet another place where potential clients congregated? Andy and many of the others confirmed my observation.
“But,” they warned unanimously, “for fuck’s sake go careful. Remember why they’re there. You don’t want to end up with another dose, do you! They might name a clap booth after you.”
The odd time I chose to visit the place for business rather than the cure, I took their advice extremely seriously.
At work, Sheba and I had become ever closer. I don’t think she especially fancied me but there was definitely a mutual attraction. I had told her a little about my life and myself but, as I had still yet to ‘come out’ I found it easier to change the sex of my pick–ups. I thought I was doing a pretty good job at hiding the truth.
Sheba’s finely honed, suspicious nature soon told her that something had been recently troubling me.
When I had been ‘fixed’ and arrived at work in a better mood, she harried and badgered me like crazy until I gave in and told her about my little problem. I also stuck to the story that I’d spun to Miss Gladly.
“So, you’re still persisting with that load of old guff, are you?” she sneered.
“It’s not old guff!”
Sheba shrieked with laughter. “Come clean, darling. You may have noticed, I’m quite broad minded, you know?”
I began to wonder if the time had come for me to be completely honest with her. “Maybe soon, I’ll tell you something that may surprise you.”
“I doubt it.” She tittered.




Update

Apart from the worry of my recent trip to ‘The Clinic’, my life was visibly heading in the right direction. I was reasonably contented and beginning to enjoy myself. The only major exception to this state of near perfection was my home life, which still had to be endured.
My mother was in the nearest thing to which she conceived as seventh heaven. Without my father’s oppressive shadow stalking her, she was becoming hysterically happy. Before my father left, a legal and binding separation settlement had been agreed between them which added to her financial security. This, along with the large portion of my wages which she snatched each week, made her life style ever more comfortable. With this comfort came an appalling outlook. She now saw herself as the ‘queen bee’ of her hive with myself cast as a mere ‘worker’. I still had problems reconciling being an adult both at work and on the racks whilst being treated as a mere child when at home. Away from the hive, I was, even if only in a small way, listened to and consulted. If I had something to say, people took me fairly seriously. Yet, at home, ‘little children should be seen and not heard’ was still the rule. If I foolishly pressed on with some idea or other, I was indulged – and then promptly ignored.
Friday evening had become the highlight of mother’s week. To start with, I arrived home with my (unopened) wage packet. Then, my father delivered the maintenance money. He never knocked on the front door but posted it through the letterbox. Hiding behind the net curtains on the landing, I always tried to watch him. To me, this ritual was extremely important as it managed to reinforce my resolve to continue my rack–life.
My working hours rolled on in much the same way as they had since my engagement. With the exception of the occasional office wedding and birthdays, once the clock slithered around to five, we all went our separate ways. To most of my fellow beaverers, I was a straight, virgin lad who loved the arts. I still hid my sexuality from them, as, at the time, it was impossible to do otherwise. But, I knew what I was and to which school I subscribed. Even so, I refused to join in with the anti–gay banter that sometimes pervaded the office. I didn’t show any irritation, but simply found something I had to do elsewhere and walked away. Jimmy, however, still rebuffed any idea of, or even admit to himself, any suggestion as to what he was. What made me angry was that, although he wished to continue our relationship on the same basis as before, he couldn’t be honest with me. I could understand, utterly, his desire to keep the whole thing quiet but, even when we were alone in his bed and I’d made it impossible for him to sit down comfortably for a while, he continued with this foolishness. I was tired of being his surrogate lover. In the mean time, Good Old Solid Sam had finally ditched his dominating girlfriend and had taken up with an even more pernicious spawn of the devil. His new girl, who, fortunately I never met, was an even more possessive bitch. The stress of his new relationship caused him to have frequent bouts of depression. Eventually, because Sam worked with a load of young ladies, she insisted that he give notice and to go and work at the same place as herself. Thus, she could keep an eye on him. After he left, I never saw him again. I pray he didn’t marry her. What is it about some people? What on earth gets into them? They appear determined to run, wide–awake, into a totally unsuitable relationship and dive bomb from the frying pan into a raging inferno.
Paula, I still adored and, not only did I suspect that she was aware of this but Sheba had digested the telltale signs.
One lunch hour, Paula and I were exchanging some happy remarks when Sheba returned. She stared at us with a wry smile on her lips. I spotted it although, I’m pleased to say, Paula didn’t. As soon as I returned to my desk, Sheba ambled over.
“Hedging our bets, are we?” she whispered.
“Pardon?”
“Steve, baby, how much longer are we going to play this silly game? I know, you see.”
I was wary. I stared around to see if anyone was listening. “Know what?” I almost choked.
She leaned and caressed my ear with her voice. “You’re gay, aren’t you?”
“NO!!”
“l know what we’ll do. After work, let’s go for a walk. I want to tell you something.” Before I could answer, she moved off.
For the rest of the afternoon, I indulged in a silent debate with myself as to whether I should come clean with her or not. I was so preoccupied with this thought, I couldn’t find the inspiration to add to my ever growing wad of secret drawings. When five o’clock came and we started to go down the stairs to the street, I still didn’t know what to do. We walked for about a quarter of an hour and engaged in some pretty meaningless small talk. Finally, she pulled me down onto a bench. ‘This is it,’ I thought. ‘Here we go.’
“Steven!” She was sounding determined.
“Hmmm?” I hoped I was being effectively vague.
“To get you to tell me, I’m going to trust you with a secret of my own. If it ever got out, it would make me keel over and die. I will expect you to return the compliment. Is it a deal?”
“Okay. That is, if I had a secret worth...”
“Steven?” she suddenly snapped.
“What?”
“Shut up!” I shut up. “Don’t try and get out of it.” She paused for a moment. “Do we have a deal?”
I sighed. “Yes.”
“Promise?”
“I promise.”
“Well, here goes mine,” she groaned. “Believe it or not, I’m still a virgin.”
During the pause that followed, I stared at her. Was she telling me the truth? The gossip at work about Sheba’s love life was legendary; always worth a listen. Looking at her, she appeared perfectly sincere in her extraordinary claim. “There’s nothing wrong with that.” I gently consoled her whilst trying not to show any hint of surprise or amusement. “If that’s what you want. I think it’s sweet...”
“Well, I don’t!!” Some passers–by threw us a look. “You think it’s easy trying to maintain the image of ‘girl–about–town’, when I still remain unbedded?” In a low voice she went on to explain. Still a reluctant virgin, she had tried everything to get rid of it. If she was too forward with what she was after, the guys took fright and ran a mile. They must have thought she was too easy. All the rest appeared high minded and moral in the extreme. As soon as they told her they wanted to wait until after the wedding before they would ‘enjoy’ her, it was her turn to run. “Can you believe my luck? What do I have to do to get rid of it? I don’t want to wait until I get a ring on my finger before I start enjoying myself.” During this great confession, I kept quiet. I felt apprehensive. I hardly paid any attention to what she said. It was very good of her to confide in me all her hopes and fears but I knew what was to come. My time was running out. Sure enough, eventually she stopped speaking and stared at me. “Your turn!”
“I can’t think of anything...”
“Steve, I’ve just spent the last half hour telling you my deepest and darkest secret. I think it’s time to return the compliment, don’t you?”
“Okay.” I bit my lip. Something worried me. Could she be trusted? I had serious doubts as to whether Sheba would be able to resist spreading my news. “Okay,” I repeated. Could she keep her mouth shut? Certainly there was a good chance she would – now that I knew something about her – if she was to be believed. Maybe she wasn’t telling me the whole truth. God, was I in a right quandary. “Okay.” Did I think the constant repetition of this word would somehow make either my dilemma or her go away?
“Is that all you’re going to say? ‘Okay’?” She did a passable impersonation of my voice. It made me chuckle.
“I don’t know...”
“You’re gay, aren’t you?”
“Yes!” I'm not sure whether it slipped out by accident because of the directness of the question, or whether I deliberately used it as an excuse to get it all out in the open.
She laughed, slapped her thigh and blurted out, “Finally. Now we can have lots of fun.”
In my own, individual, bumbling way, I had confirmed the long-standing suspicion she had held about me.
“Doesn’t it shock you?”
“Not at all. It doesn’t matter to me in the slightest. Each to his own, that’s what I say.” Now my floodgate was opened, I told her many things about myself. One thing, however, I did leave out was the fact that I was ‘on the game.’ It was a little too soon for that. The next day, in work, Sheba was pleasant but there was a slight change in our dealings with one another. She was warmer – more relaxed.
“Is there something going on between you two?” a suspicious Paula asked.
Sheba grinned at her. “You never know.”
I blushed – which broadcast more than was the actual truth. One thing really niggled and had me worried: how come I wasn’t able to hide my proclivities from her? What was it that gave me away? I now felt confident enough to tackle her over it. That night we went for another walk. Sitting on a park bench, she put on her grandest voice. “Well, my dear…” She modulated into a more sombre mode. “Steve, I honestly don’t think you need worry too much. To the casual observer, you look pretty normal. You hide it pretty well. It’s only to those in the know, who know what they’re looking for, can spot it.”
Pretty normal?!! “What d’you mean, ‘those who know what they’re looking for’?”
She tapped the side of her nose. “Now wouldn’t that be telling.” I never found out what she meant by this remark.
Very soon, however, I began to gleefully open up to her. It was quite a novelty to be able to talk to someone outside of the gay world. I still kept from her the fact that I was a rent boy. She asked lots of questions and, as time went by, became almost morbidly interested in the whole scene.
We also took delight in flirting outrageously in the office. That way, any thoughts that some of my colleagues may have entertained over my sexuality were well and truly demolished.
It wasn’t long before she expressed a keen interest in going to some of the clubs. Because she proved to be utterly circumspect in keeping her lips zipped, I thought there wouldn’t be any harm in it.
After asking her to call me ‘Carl’ when visiting the gay scene, I took her to ‘Bongo’s’ and introduced her to Simmi before unleashing her upon the rest of the clientele. She was an instant hit. Right away, all my friends clasped her to their collective male bosoms. They doted on her and treated her like royalty. I had warned them not to say anything about my ‘moonlighting’.
“Bloody cheek!” complained Jacko. “As if we would!”
Sheba became quite addicted to the scene and I frequently went into a club to find her holding court. One thing she always had problems over was when they unexpectedly deserted her to go off with a partner. She somehow felt left out. It was the part of the scene in which she had no place.
“I almost wish I were gay,” she once bemoaned. “You can have it anytime and anywhere.”
“There’s a bit more to being gay than that.” I grumbled. “To start with, being illegal there’s the double lives, prejudice, threats and many other problems,”
“Oh, I know all that, but you can all be honest with one another about sex. You know what you want and simply go for it.” I didn’t want to disillusion her so I merely smiled and tried to preserve my serenity.
The only person who didn’t like her being around was Andy. He refused to acknowledge her existence. Each time her name came up, or if she swanned into one of our hangouts, he left.
The respect I had for him was truly tested. Did he sense something I didn’t?
Strange to say, at the same time as Sheba was embarking on her exploration of the gay underworld, a sea change was beginning in my life. There was a subtle but strong hunger making itself known to my subconscious: I was starting to get a little tired with the constant stream of anonymous sex, which the rent scene demanded. But, having said that, I still didn’t and couldn’t keep away. Even so, I did ease up a little on my quest for revenge. Was my desire for retribution against my father finally becoming satisfied enough to placate my anger?
Deep inside, I began to feel a yearning; a strong craving for some genuine affection. A more permanent, tender love. I wanted to be held for myself and not for the artificial, simulated, production line desire, which I was paid to give. I blamed this shift in my attitude on my brief love affair with Peter. The emotions he had stirred still irked me and I had enjoyed the closeness so much, I hankered for more.
There was another factor in this equation. ‘Lily Law’ was heavily clamping down on the whole rent scene. A few of our group had been questioned and frightened off. The ‘Temps’ had fled in fear from their pitches and the clients were becoming so wary that there was precious little business to be had.
Entrapment was now in full swing. The cops used mirrors to peer under toilet doors to see what was going on inside. Raiding of the regular places became common place. Only ‘The Hill’ was disregarded. Even ‘Alfio’s’ thought it fit to temporarily latch up ‘Calcutta’. Some of the rents gave up, threw in the towel and moved down to London. As usual, the cry of, “You’ll be back,” greeted their departure. Eventually, as predicted, they were proved correct and the refugees returned – utterly defeated by our great Metropolis.
The only constant in my life was Art school. Jack, my teacher, had thought my technique sufficiently developed to warrant some private coaching. As his time was extremely valuable, I considered the personal attention he was able to give as invaluable.
I had lost contact with José, my little Spanish friend. The sod had calmly walked straight into a prestigious, highly paid job as a commercial artist and had, understandably, decided to leave us.
Everybody thought it an utter tragedy that he’d decided to sell his soul to that devil; commercialism. We were on a higher plane than that. We were following a pure, legitimate, artistic form of painting, full of integrity and with a great potential for utter poverty. We wouldn’t dream of prostituting our talents for mere monetary gain. We were a ‘trendy’ lot that righteously condemned and dismissed all forms of easy success. In secret, each one of us was green–eyed and jealous as hell. Privately, every one of us, if we’d been completely honest, hoped for a slice of the same cake which José now consumed. But the last thing any of us would ever do is give voice to these desires. It simply wasn’t the done thing.             




Part Four – Aged 16 years





International Relations

My sixteenth birthday arrived. I could now legally marry (!). True to form, my family gave me socks, shirts, ties, sweaters and underpants – on the other hand, Sheba presented me with a substantial record token. No prizes will be given to anyone who guesses correctly which present I most valued.
The rents arranged for Renata to create a small surprise birthday cake – complete with candles. In full view of the customers, I had to blow them out. This particular annual ritual has always struck me as being singularly revolting. Why anyone would desire a slice of cake after someone has gobbed unhygienically all over it is quite beyond me!
Not content with this culinary delight, my friends paid for my meal then ordered the gorgeous Ian, our oral expert, to take me back to his place where he licked his lips and gave me a free sample.
At work, whilst I was handing out the customary birthday chocolate bars to every member of the office (my birthday, yet I have to buy them presents?), I started talking to Sophie.
Like myself, she had joined the firm straight from school. She had been a member of the staff for some six years. Sophie was of Afro–European extract and had inherited the best of both worlds.
She took a Kit–Kat and held my arm to stop me from moving on to the next recipient of my birthday goodies.
“Steve?”
“Yeah?”
“I’ve been meaning to talk to you.” I shrugged and knelt on the floor beside her desk to listen. “You’re keen on all that seriously gloomy music and op’ra and the like, aren’t you?”
Amused, I said, “To put it mildly, yes.”
“My uncle’s mad on all that Batch, Beath-oven and Chyechoffskee stuff as well.”
Genuinely interested, I asked, “Is he?”
“Oh, yeah.”
Always desirous of making the acquaintance of new people with similar interests, l answered, “Perhaps we should meet up some time.”
I expected to get a fairly non–committal response but, instead, she pressed, “I’ll ask him, if you like?”
“Great.” I was delighted at this, but soon dismissed it from my mind. It was the sort of conversation I’d had so often and, if things ran true to form, nothing further would come of it.
After a few days, I had almost completely forgotten our little verbal interaction so it was an utter surprise when, one morning, Sophie told me that she’d spoken to her uncle. It appeared that he was delighted with the idea and left it to me to make the arrangements.
“Let me see. Today’s Tuesday – how about Friday?” I was a firm believer in striking with hot irons.
“I’ll go round tonight and ask him. He doesn’t go out much so I suppose it’ll be okay.”
The following day, Sophie relayed the message. I was being invited, on Friday, to arrive at seven o’clock for dinner and a musical evening at her Uncle Winston and Auntie Barbara’s.
When Friday came, I decided to take a few of my most treasured record possessions with me to give ‘Uncle Winston’ some idea of my tastes.
Sophie offered to meet me at a prearranged place and to take me around to her uncle’s house. She thought it would help break the ice of the first meeting. I had a couple of hours to kill so I went to ‘The Green Goddess’ to have a quiet coffee and to see who was about to help me pass the time.
As I walked in, Jacko spotted me and waved me over to join him. He was not alone, but sitting with his cousin; a beautiful young man called Sebastian. He must have been about seventeen with short, light brown hair, subtle tan and the fullest, most sensuous pair of lips I had ever seen. I promptly fell in ‘love at first sight’. Sebastian plainly felt the same way.
At once, Jacko’s sophisticated radar noticed this and was beside himself. “You two should spend some time together. I’ll tell you what. I’ll give you the key to my place so you can go and have a nice, quiet, intimate evening there. I won’t be back ‘til about eleven so you won’t be disturbed.”
Sebastian said he had a few things to do but would be free after about eight perhaps we could meet up then?
“Perfect,” chimed in Jacko, “I’ll take Carl there and you,” meaning Sebastian, “can call around later. How does that sound? Interesting?”
“Fine by me,” Sebastian added.
“No!” I corrected. “Shit! I’m busy all evening. What about tomorrow?” I was almost begging.
“Sorry. I’m going back to Norwich and I won’t be visiting Jacko for ages – years. It’s tonight or never.” He gave me a smile, which was designed to help me change my plans.
Squeaking with shock, Jacko chipped in with, “Carl, what is so important that you can turn down my gorgeous cousin?”
“Something!” I moaned. Sebastian and I looked at one another. Desire shot backwards and forwards in our looks. “I’ve got to go.” I didn’t, but I had to get out of there before I broke my promise to meet with Sophie. “Are you sure you won’t be back in town for a while?”
Sebastian gave me a sad, wistful smile. “I’ll try, but it will be difficult. Work, you see?”
“Yes.” Depression came over me like a smothering fog. I stood up to leave.
Sebastian stared, unashamedly full of sorrow. “I’ll see what I can do. You never know.”
I knew I still had time to kill but I couldn’t stay in that coffee bar any longer. The lost opportunity with this delightfully charming youth would have quickly made me suicidal. The fog of my depression hovered around me for hours. I couldn’t get his face and smile out of my mind.
I never saw him again. A week later he was killed in a stupid boating accident whilst on holiday. Jacko was utterly distraught and l, being completely self–centred and selfish, cursed my stupidity for not taking up Sebastian’s offer whilst I had the chance.
My premature departure from ‘The Green Goddess’ left me still with a couple of hours to lose before meeting up with Sophie.
I strolled over to ‘The Steps’ and lounged around with Paolo and a chunky rent nicknamed ‘Porky’.
‘Porky’ slit his eyes and gave me a sidelong look. “Uh–ho. Looks like someone’s just dipped their cock in someone’s arse and it’s come out covered in shit!”
I tried to mirror his expression; “At least I get to stick it in someone’s arse!” I wasn’t in the mood for ‘Porky’s’ usual offensive facetiousness.
“Nice one, Carl,” Paolo threw in.
“Oooo, little Miss Petulant lost her bollocks, has she?” ‘Porky’ tossed back his head and let his hair flow. “Never mind, honey, from what I hear, there wasn’t much to shout about to start with.”
Paolo, much to my surprise, jumped to my defence. “You don’t know what you’re fuckin’ talking about.”
“And you do?”
Paolo fixed ‘Porky’ with a superior look. “You bet, darling – and he’d beat you by inches”
‘Porky’ looked from one of us to the other. “What have we here? Love’s wet dream?” With the prospect of two people taking him on, ‘Porky’ gave up the struggle of trying to out–bitch an imagined enemy.
As he wandered away, Paolo screamed, “Mammy’s boy!!” This appeared to hit an extremely vulnerable spot for ‘Porky’ put on a spurt and ran out of sight as quickly as his bulk and little legs could carry him. “Look at her. What’s she trying to do; The Dance of the Sugar Plump Mary? How that bag of rancid butter ever manages to get clients is a real puzzler.”
Paolo and I passed a quiet hour, talking over recent conquests. I didn’t mention where I was heading, nor did I tell him about my meeting with Jacko and the delicious Sebastian.
When the time came for me to leave, I stood up, muttered a “Good bye” to Paolo and strolled to my appointment.
“It’s not far,” Sophie assured me when I met her a little later.
After five minutes, we were walking up the path to an enormous, imposing semi–detached old house that boasted four floors (including a garden flat).
“Wow,” I hissed, “this is some place.”
Sophie went up to the door and yanked on a bell–pull that must have been part of the original fittings. “They’re quite comfortable, you know?”
“So I see.” I delighted in the antique, black boot scraper at the foot of the small flight of steps, which led up to the front door.
We could hear footsteps getting steadily nearer. Suddenly I saw the funny side of it all. “Sophie, do you realise that this is one of the strangest dinner invitations I’ve ever had?” It was almost a musical blind date.
Then, I had a sudden moment of panic. What would happen if we didn’t get on? Would we be stuck for a whole evening together, trying desperately to think of something to say? Ah well, I could always make up an excuse and leave. Who knows, I even might be able to catch up with the magnificent Sebastian!
The front door was pulled wide open and there stood, with huge, welcoming smiles and offered hands, Sophie’s Uncle and Aunt.
I surmised that, unlike Sophie, the family was pure, black African. They were both tall and looked in their mid to late forties.
“I’m Winston, and this is my wife, Barbara.”
“Hello.” They looked a charming couple.
“Let’s not stand out here. Do come in. You too, Sophie.”
Sensing there was going to be no foreseeable problems, Sophie frowned and said, “Well, I can only stay for a second or two.”
We were shown into a large lounge. As I entered, a young man and woman rose from one of the three couches.
Barbara introduced me. “These are our children. Our son, Leonard and daughter, Tamara.”
They both greeted me with warm handshakes and invited me to sit. They both looked in their late teens, but I could have been wrong. It certainly was a good–looking family.
Before Sophie left and the rest of us went into dinner, I learned a great deal about them.
Although Winston was primarily interested in music, Barbara was smitten with art and the theatre. (Why didn’t I have a family like this?) They were both doctors. Contrary to my misgivings, I felt I was in for a delectably affable evening.
As we sat down to our meal, it became steadily evident that we were all going to get along splendidly. From another room came the sound of a record player. Winston told me it was Mahler’s ‘Ninth Symphony’ which, up to that time, I didn’t know. Although recordings and performances of Mahler’s symphonies now clog the CD catalogues and concert halls, this was a period when his music was still fairly unknown.
It must have been blatantly obvious to Winston that I was under age but it didn’t stop him offering me a glass of vintage wine.
As both our meal and the Mahler Symphony slowly progressed, Winston began to relax and speak with even more candour. With cool eloquence, he gave vent to his frustration at not being able to attend live concerts because of his colour. His family must have heard this same lament many times before but they joined me in listening in silence as Winston relived his subtle humiliation. How could white people show such arrant and arrogant bigotry? To me, it was such a tragedy that a music lover could suffer such blatant hostility and intimidation when attending a concert simply because he was black.
Being a shy and retiring man, Winston didn’t care to be stared at. “It makes me edgy,” he groaned. “I feel it impossible to concentrate on, or enjoy any of the music I’ve come to hear.”
I felt comfortable enough to venture an impertinent question. “Don’t you feel at all angry about it? I think I would.”
“Good question, Steve,” Barbara slipped in as she gave her husband a significant look. When he only smiled an answer, she emitted a disparaging snort and went out into the kitchen to bring in a gigantic, homemade mixed–fruit pie.
“Not anger, especially,” he finally responded.
“Well, you should!” Barbara yelled from the next room. Leonard and Tamara, who had said very little since I arrived, nodded and smiled in mutual agreement.
“I know I should, but I can’t.” He thought for a moment. “I’ll admit a certain sense of disappointment. And, yes, it does hurt me deeply.”
He found his comprehension well and truly challenged. Like him, I found it difficult to get my mind around the fact that, just because he was a different colour, white people couldn’t conceive that he could love European music. What did they expect – all Africans to bang drums and chant?
“Are they this prejudiced when they see you at the hospital for medical help?” I asked.
He nearly let out an expletive but stopped himself. “Hardly,” he substituted. “Then it doesn’t matter.”
“Ironic, isn’t it?” put in Leonard.
“How about if we go to a concert together?” I offered. This was met with an indulgent smile. “I don’t mind. It certainly doesn’t bother me.”
“Thanks, but I wouldn’t want you to come to any harm.”
I let the remark pass. I didn’t fully understand what he was talking about but, I could understand a little of what he must be feeling. In my limited experience of ethnic minorities, I hadn’t come across the actual physical danger they faced on a regular basis. When, eventually, I saw and heard at first hand what they were subjected to, it made me very angry. At the time of our meeting, however, because gays were treated as ‘outsiders’, we frequently faced prejudice and often experienced being both verbally and physically attacked. Thus, I could understand a little of his fears. He was a gentle soul who was being totally wronged.
After the meal, Barbara and Tamara excused themselves. Winston and his near mute son guided me into yet another part of the ground floor. This, I discovered, was Winston’s private kingdom; his ‘music room’. Dumbly, I stared around at the walls. The whole room was an Aladdin’s Cave. Every spare inch was lined with designer record cabinets – and they were almost full! Winston revelled in my childish delight. With shining eyes, he proudly displayed his considerable record and reel–to–reel tape collection. Quite a few of them were of the long–playing variety. These were Winston’s surrogate ‘live concerts’. At this point, I produced the pathetic selection I’d brought with me for his opinion and approval. He nodded and told me that he had the self–same recordings. How could he know, with so many records to memorise?
Against the wall, diametrically opposite from a pair of colossal speakers were some comfortable chairs. Leonard and I sat down whilst Winston drew out and put onto his turntable, a recording of Brahms’ ‘Second Symphony’, followed by Beethoven's ‘Emperor Concerto’. Apart from a small break for coffee, we half ignored the music and talked solidly for a couple of hours. Actually, that’s not strictly true – Winston and I talked, Leonard sat and smiled a lot. He sprawled in his armchair. He made it clear that, although not particularly interested in our type of music, he was more than happy to watch his father enjoy himself. And enjoy himself, he did. Our sole topic of conversation was music. It made us both very happy. Winston was as enthusiastic as I, but a great deal more knowledgeable.
Eventually, this delectable evening came to a reluctant end and we made another date. Winston generously gave me a lift home in a massive car.
As we approached the end of my road, I panicked. “Here will do just fine, thanks.”
“Are you sure?” Did he suspect that I lived a couple of hundred yards away?
“Yes. Thanks for a wonderful evening.” I watched him drive away.
Walking home, I became pensive. Why couldn’t I allow him to drop me outside my house? It wasn’t, I don’t think, through any prejudice on my part that made me act this way. I believe I was worried my mother would catch sight of him and make a serious bid to try and stop me seeing ‘Those sort of people.’
The next day, being Saturday, Sophie and I were both rostered to work. She couldn’t wait to find out how her uncle and I had got along. When I told her, she was elated. She had a great affection for her Uncle Winston’s family and was thrilled that he now had someone with whom he could talk music.




Marti and Matthew

Whilst I was becoming musically involved with Winston’s family, I had a semi–regular engagement with a youngish client called Rick. He was in his late twenties, tall, painfully thin and cursed with one of the most naturally unfortunate faces that I have ever seen. Almost devoid of hair, his complexion was so severely pock marked from an inordinate number of childhood diseases and adolescent skin complaints that he looked like a figure used by malicious parents to terrify naughty children. An enormous nose divided his two deep set, squinting eyes and his large teeth constantly drew attention to a markedly hair lip. His gait and manner was lumbering, awkward and very high camp.
These numerous physical setbacks inevitably forced him to hire young men for specific escort purposes. Every time he was invited to a social event, he wanted someone to accompany him as a decorative accessory.
Luckily, there were never any sexual requirements demanded but, in company, he insisted I pay court to him as if we were the most loving and devoted couple there had ever been. Fortunately, he was as pleasant as he was ugly. He was easy going, intelligent and extremely funny. The work wasn’t at all arduous. The places he usually went tended to be both interesting and varied so, for each booking he made with me, I knew that I would be in for a pleasurable time.
On one particular evening, he told me how he’d been invited to a fancy dress party given by an Italian friend of his called Marti. Would I accompany him?
“What’s he like?”
“A friend of mine and therefore, understandably, utterly delectable.”
Having foolishly agreed to join him in donning a fancy dress costume, I was stuck with a serious dilemma. What the fuck could I go as?
“Don’t worry yourself about it, dear. I have the very thing for you. It will suit you a treat.”
“Er – I hope it’s nothing too obvious.” I’d been caught out like this before.
“No, dear,” he smiled. “You’ll be my youthful studley matelot.”
On the day of the party I went around to Rick’s over the top, pink fluffy flat to get changed. “Do me an itsy–bitsy favour, dear – and remove all of your under–garments before you don the gear. I must have you looking the part to perfection.”
“Fine.” This was quite a usual request. When I pulled on the white trousers, I quickly discovered that they were so tight, there wouldn’t have been any room for underwear anyway! I looked in his bedroom mirror. I was showing everything I had. Returning to the lounge, I paraded around and threw off a quick hornpipe for him to allow any critical comment.
“Divine, darling. Absolutely, positively, deliciously, tortuously and totally scandalously divine,” he cooed.
“I hope I don’t come adrift.”
“Wear it with utter confidence, my dear. I have diligently double stitched every seam.” His pride in his needlework was palpable.
Dressed in this white, bell bottomed, ball busting uniform, as we walked down the road to pick up a taxi, I felt a bit of a fool. It wasn’t so much my costume, although that was embarrassing enough, but the fact that Rick had chosen for his own ensemble, a bishop in full regalia complete with mitre and crosier! We were a walking joke; ‘Have you heard the one about the Bishop and the sea cadet...?’
Our taxi driver neither flinched nor batted an eyelid as we clambered in.
The flat in which the party was held resided in one of the more select areas of the city. It was huge. Its high ceilings and massive doors hinted at its obvious wealthy and opulent past.
The room was crowded but it was possible to move around without too much trouble. Soft, sensual music underpinned the gay conversation and mood of the party.
Unusually, there wasn’t a single person there that I knew.
“My dear, before we get stuck into the social bit, come and meet our host.” Rick swept me over to a radiant young man who was dressed as a milkmaid. He was talking to an effective Viking and an abysmal Elvis.
As we approached, the ‘milkmaid’ turned to face us and gave the sweetest of smiles. Extending a tiny, delicate hand, he said, “I’m Lucia Martinelli – but please, call me Marti.” (Not another Italian!!)
For a moment I was dumbfounded. “Oh, you’re a girl.” I winced at my inane comment.
Her eyes crinkled into a smile. “Very observant of you, I’m sure.”
Rick was grinning at his little joke. “My dear, never assume anything,” he proclaimed.
Attempting to recover my composure, I asked Marti, “Are you any relation to the opera singer?” Rick gave me a blank look.
Surprised, Marti smiled again. “None that I know of. How come you’ve heard of him?” Her voice sang with a slight Italianate lilt.
“He’s famous.”
“Only to some.”
I could see that Rick was starting to look a little grim. He was loudly ‘huffing’ as his eyes were intently scanning the other guests. Suddenly he swept over to a comfortable chair on the other side of the room that a ‘Little Orphan Annie’ had briefly and foolishly vacated. Ostentatiously, Rick staked his claim to the chair. I knew it was time to terminate my brief conversation with the hostess.
I glanced over at Rick. From the daggered looks I was getting back from across the crowded room, he plainly thought I was neglecting my duty. “Perhaps we can talk later?”
“Perhaps.” She raised her eyebrows in amusement and turned away to continue her conversation with Thor and Elvis.
Sensing the end of our exchange, Rick rose and swept over. Grabbing my arm he dragged me back to his seat. ‘Little Orphan Annie’ was attempting to reclaim his lost pitch. Rick was not to be thwarted. “Hey, bud, park your droopy arse somewhere else, will you? This throne is taken!” ‘Annie’ didn’t take up the challenge but, instead, made a beeline for an imitation Hepplewhite that a seventy year old ‘Cliff Richard’ had just deserted.
Rick leaned over to a ‘Marlene Dietrich’ and ordered him to ensure that the chair would still be free when he returned. The poor guy was so shy, even under the thick make up he could be seen to blush. Knowing the young man would obey orders, Rick hustled me across the room and announced, “Food and drink – in the kitchen, dear!”
Before following Rick through the kitchen door, I couldn’t resist a glance back at Marti. She had moved away from ‘Elvis’ and the Viking and was now talking to a fluttering, glamorous and bearded ‘Queen Elizabeth I’.
In that moment, I drank in Marti’s charm and beauty. Her blonde hair looked out of place on an Italian. In my rather limited experience of the continentals, I assumed all Italians were dark – so it came as a complete surprise to see her ample blonde hair tumbling over her delicate shoulders. I seriously wondered if it was a wig. Even more startling about her that would have been impossible to hide, were her eyes. They were jet black. The contrast with her hair was magical.
When we had returned with small plates of ‘ickle things’, Rick threw a look at Miss Dietrich to confirm that he was still guarding the disputed chair and, satisfied that all was well, began dragging me around the assembled horde to show me off. After I had been introduced to a few dreary people, Rick parked me on his throne so that he could ‘do the rounds’ on his own for a while. I took the opportunity to stare, once again, at our utterly bewitching and captivating hostess. She was slim, well endowed in the bosom department, and, I estimated, stood about 5'4". Although she looked about sixteen years old, her whole demeanour signified a girl who was clearly mature for her years. Unexpectedly, her little milkmaid’s bonnet slipped and she ran her fingers through her hair before replacing it. It was no wig. It was plain that most men would find her highly desirable.
I turned to a ‘Cleopatra’, who was sitting on the other side of Rick’s chair from ‘Marlene’ and asked if he knew Marti well.
“As well as I know the size of any cock that I can take,” he hinted.
“Sorry, I’m on a date.”
He accepted the ‘put down’ and answered my questions.
I discovered that she lived on her own. Her family paid all the expenses for her flat. Rick returned from his tour and, with one thunderous look, despatched Cleo. “Rick?” I ventured.
He dragged his eyes away from a beautiful, teenage ‘Greek Slave Boy’ and gave me a stare which told me that I didn’t measure up to the looks of this Irish ‘Greek’ boy. “Yes, my sweet?”
“Marti’s Italian, right?”
“Right, my little one. From the north, I believe.”
“Is her hair colour natural?”
“So I am given to understand,” he sniffed. “Mind you, I haven’t seen her lower portions to ascertain the absolute truth of the matter. And, I can assure you, my dear, I have no desire to do so!” He gave me a frozen smile. “Why, my sweet, may I ask, are you so interested?”
I wasn’t sure why he should be so determined that I should know that he wasn’t interested sexually in her. From what I knew of Rick, that was a foregone conclusion. “I thought all Italians were black–haired.”
“Well, my dear, now you know otherwise, don’t you?” He replied, shortly. Blatantly, he was upset and wanted to be sure that his feelings were being communicated. Talking about a woman, I was skating on thin ice – but I couldn’t help myself. Marti was so magnetic that I wanted to know everything about her. Later, perhaps. For the moment, the time wasn’t right so I tore my mind away from her and devoted all my concentration on Rick and the job for which I’d been hired.
Once Rick had done a little more of his socialising, he pitched himself on what was fast becoming ‘his’ chair and resumed his surveillance of the party guests to see what was going on and to enjoy any potential ‘scenes’ that might break out. To make up for my previous slip in rent etiquette, I made sure I acted the part of personal attendant to perfection. I fetched his drinks and ensured that his food demands were thoroughly catered for.
“Carl, my dear child, don’t just stand there looking like a sailor out of water – why not park your sweet little behind on the floor? Here, at my feet!”
“I’m not sure if I can.” Because of the constriction and compression that my testicles were suffering, I was beginning to experience real discomfort. The thought of testing the strength of Rick’s sailor’s outfit and its resultant extra pressure on my nether regions didn’t exactly fill me with joy.
Rick pursed his lips. “Oh come on. Be a good little altar boy.”
Gingerly, I eased myself onto the floor. “Altar boy? I’m dressed as a sailor!”
“You didn’t have time to change before you came to the service.” He savoured the thought. “Oh, yes. A longshoreman by day and an altar boy at night! Delicious!” He shivered with delight.
“But I’m dressed as a sailor!” Couldn’t he hear me?
“Oh, shut your gob! Let me luxuriate, for a blissful while, in my glad thoughts.” I giggled, shook my head and painfully took my position on the floor to join Rick in observing the party. It certainly was a strange affair.
Rick gradually introduced me to more friends of his. For each person I had to perform the polite thing and stand up, which caused me even more discomfort. I assume Rick wanted to show off his partner and let them all have a gawp at the barely concealed cock and balls. They gave me strange but interested looks. If it hadn’t been for Rick, I believe I could have earned a small fortune out of them. Ah well, that’s life!
I quickly gathered that not all Marti’s guests were gay. There were many individuals and couples who were plainly as straight as a die but with an open turn of mind. Naturally, these sympathetic allies drew wrathful expositions from my temporary employer. He spat out his anti–straight venom to anyone that was gay and had the misfortune to be close enough to receive the full wisdom of his ire.
One aspect of these straight men amused me immensely. Some of them decided that they would come in drag. They tended to be better looking and more outrageous than the queens. It was a delight to see these men being so comfortable with their own sexuality. They could arrive at a party in drag and carry it off with such relish. These particular gentlemen really got up Rick’s nose. He actually found the courage to verbally attack one or two of them to their faces. Strangely, he received as good as he gave, which disturbed him considerably. Straights weren’t supposed to be able to out–bitch a bitch.
There was, however, one sore thumbed exception.
A quiet, simpering, pasty faced young man with a particularly gormless expression had in tow an extraordinarily hard faced girl who piercingly protested in a cut–glass voice, “Aren’t there any real men around here?” Adding, “All I see are a load of queers, over–painted butterflies and perverts!”
The straight members of the party threw warning remarks at her in a vain attempt to shut her up but her determination was not to be so easily halted.
“Thank the Lord for my friends. Not a single abomination amongst them, I’m pleased to announce.”
“Are you sure?” asked a youthful and extremely handsome butch guy with whom I had already exchanged knowing looks.
“They should leave their mother’s dresses alone and take a leaf out of your book. I mean – look at them! And where’s their sense of taste and style? They should all learn to start being real men.” Her remark was too grand to be aimed solely at Mister Stunning.
A wry grin could be detected on his lips. “Isn’t personal happiness more important?” She shrugged. “I wish I could act with your superiority.”
“Don’t tell me you feel any sympathy for all these shirt lifting subversives?”
“Well, I...”
“For instance,” she cut in, “look at that thing over there. What on earth does he think he looks like? If he’s a sailor then I’m Fanny Craddock!”
‘Hang on a moment,’ I thought. ‘She's means me!’
Unfortunately for her, Rick overheard her and was having none of it. Though his eyes narrowed, there was a delightful twinkle in them. He was about to enjoy himself. “I don’t know about being Fanny Craddock, but it certainly appears that you’ve tried to copy her sartorial look. What are you, some sort of battered centipede? Tell me, who’s in charge of the whore house whilst you are here? Oh, and my dear, those shoes! They make you walk like a pregnant old sow. What were you thinking?” Rick’s remarks were delivered at top speed and elicited a huge guffaw from the rest of the revellers.
When the mirth had died a little, ‘Mouthy’ deserted her wimp of a boyfriend and linked arms with butch, snuggling into his shoulder, saying, “If I were you, gorgeous, I’d keep my back against the wall in case Pope Joan there decides to thrust his Benediction into you.” She was hoisting herself by her own petard.
Her leaning post gave a radiant smile of utter glee. “Oh, I’ve had bigger, older and uglier cocks up my arse than that. How about you?”
Elvis yelled, “Great floorshow, Marti.”
“Nothing’s too good for my guests,” she yelled back. It was fairly obvious that Marti disapproved of her guest’s unwelcome battle.
After quickly fortifying herself by hastily downing a neat vodka, ‘Mouthy’ seemed determined to revive the standing of her dying ego. Her next big mistake was in taking on Queen Elizabeth I. She had chosen to do battle with an expert. She was no match.
“Tell me, sweetheart, I must know who does your makeup – so that I can avoid them?”
‘Mouthy’, taken aback replied, “As a matter of fact, I do.”
“Yes… thought as much. The colour goes so well with your yellow teeth.”
The boyfriend must have known that ‘Mouthy’ was onto a loser and was desperately trying his best to stop her. It was to no avail. On she ploughed.
“And what about yours? I’ve seen better makeup on – on – on a window dummy”
“Ooh, aren’t you the vicious one? Actually, academically speaking, it is generally assumed that ‘Good Queen Bess’ was unable to take full advantage of Coco Chanel’s expertise. Thus, my studied and careful creation, is my humble attempt at historical accuracy. Not that I’d expect you to know anything about that. Education doesn’t appear to be a particularly strong point of yours, does it? It does strike me that you have all the potential and intellectual capabilities of a gnat.”
“And I suppose that’s supposed to be some sort of clever remark, is it?” asked she.
“Well, in all seriousness and modesty, I must confess that I was once ‘Brain of Britain’. And what’s your claim to fame? Slag heap of the century?”
We could see her smart under that one. “You think you’re so funny, don’t you!”
“No, my precious – just scrupulously honest.”
Utterly demolished, she burst into tears and fled the party.
“Has she gone or is she still here? One can never tell!”
Uproarious laughter and applause accompanied her departure. Her boyfriend chose not to follow. He spent the rest of the evening quietly taking people to one side and apologising to them for his girlfriend’s lack of tact. Most people didn’t care but it was a nice thought.
About an hour later I had my first encounter, totally unwittingly on my part, with Marti’s boyfriend, Matthew. Rick had minced off to the toilet to wrestle with his costume in an attempt to relieve himself. Matthew, as soon as Rick was out of sight, came over, pulled up his pink taffeta dress and joined me on the floor.
“Hi.” I nodded my response. “I haven’t had a chance to talk to you all evening.” I smiled and looked to see if Rick was returning. “Is he your steady?”
“Not really.”
“So, you’re foot loose and fanny free?”
“Not really,” I repeated.
He leaned back and started chatting me up. Although he was with Marti, it turned out that he was openly gay – and Marti knew all about it.
For the party, Matthew was wearing exceedingly bad drag. I wasn’t absolutely sure who or what he was supposed to be. He saw Rick returning and stood up to leave, whispering, “Meet me in the kitchen, I want to talk to you,” as he did so.
Nothing evaded the ever–vigilant eye of Rick. “What did she want?”
“Nothing. He was just playing the host.”
“Hmm! I wonder.” I felt it was tactful to say no more. He brightened. “My dear, you are proving decidedly remiss. My glass is empty – yet again!” I was being gently scolded. Was fate conspiring for me to meet up with Matthew?
I went out to the kitchen to get Rick his refill. True to his word, Matthew was out there and waiting for me.
“Hiya, big boy. Glad you could make it.”
“Rick wants a top–up,” I mumbled. “I must get back.”
“Allow me.” He took the glass. “Here, how about this?” He held up a bottle of Domestos. “It might improve her complexion. What d’you think?”
“I think that’s a little unkind.” I was uncertain whether I liked this guy or not.
“Is it?” He sounded as though, to him, it was a completely alien thought.
“Yes,” I snapped. “As a matter of fact, he’s a very nice chap.”
Matthew shrugged. “If you say so. But,” he pressed, “I’m sure you can do a lot better for yourself.” His hand, reaching for and then caressing my crutch accompanied this. I pulled back – slightly.
“I told you – I’m with someone.”
“Oh, come on. You know you want it.”
I raised my eyebrows in mock surprise. “Do I?”
“I can see you getting excited.” I silently cursed the all–revealing trousers. Matthew pointed to a door. “How about we go into the spare bedroom and sort it out for you. I’m sure we won’t be missed for a couple of hours.”
I thought, ‘a couple of hours? There’s a boast!’ Aloud I merely muttered, “I can’t.” He was about to speak. I got in first. “Not tonight, anyway. How about tomorrow?”
We made arrangements and I returned to a darkly brooding Rick.
Matthew still had trouble understanding why we were unable to simply disappear for a while. How could I explain to him that I couldn’t allow it? We rents maintained an unwritten, strict code of conduct. When we were with a trick, it was unthinkable to desert him for someone else. It just wasn’t the done thing. When on a job, it was unseemly to moonlight on our moonlighting.
The party ground on. Towards the end, when the poopers had left and everyone had relaxed, Rick was having a short, drunken nap on an old man’s shoulder. All conversations were being conducted in hushed voices. I found myself sitting beside Marti who asked, “Have you enjoyed yourself?”
“Very much, thank you.”
I stared into her smiling, dark, mysterious eyes. “Good.” She looked contented. “I hope this isn’t the last we see of you.”
“I hope so too.” To keep the conversation going, I threw in a compliment. It never failed. “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you have beautiful hair.”
“Thank you. It’s hell to manage.” She shook her head, allowing the blond locks to flow. “I’d love to have it cut short and...”
“No,” I interrupted, “you can’t. It looks wonderful.”
“That’s a matter of opinion. Anyway, all my friends have threatened to desert me if I ever did.” The lilt in her voice was driving me insane.
“And a good thing, too.” Was I talking about her hair or her voice? She gave me a quizzical look.
“That’s very kind of you,” she purred.
This insignificant exchange was the prelude to a long discussion. During the course of our rambling chat she, totally unabashed, volunteered information as if it were the most natural thing in the world. We were relaxed and I soon began to feel that I had known her all my life.
Her family was ‘something big in finance’ and had moved to London from Turin – or Torino, as she called it – to further their business interests. Marti’s fascination with the world of international high finance was a massive nil, so she moved right away from them to live her own life in her own way. Although her family gave a substantial allowance to enable Marti to live comfortably, she still felt the need for a little show of independence. Consequently, she took some part–time work at a local bookshop. Matthew was indeed her boyfriend (!). I refrained from telling her about our little encounter in the kitchen.
When she tried to find out about me, I stuck to my art study, love of theatre and music, and the more normal aspects of my life. I couldn’t have fooled her, after all, what was I doing there with Rick? If Marti did think it odd, she tactfully chose to ignore it.
Before Rick and I finally left, she pulled me to one side. “I’m giving you an open invitation to come ’round and see me any time you want.”
Rick, sensing that something was going on, moved in closer. “I’d like that, if you really mean it.”
She gave me a knowing smile. “Oh, believe me, I never say anything I don’t mean”
As we climbed into the taxi, Rick threw, “As someone once said, ‘Beware of Greeks bearing gifts’! Watch yourself, little man. Look out for those still waters. They really do run deep.”
I couldn’t be bothered to work out what the hell he was talking about.
The following evening I met Matthew and we went back to the house he shared with three others. Our session wasn’t particularly memorable but afterwards, as we lounged, he told me a lot more about his relationship with Marti.
Matthew was a high flyer in the fashion industry. Surprisingly, he felt the need to hide his proclivities from his clients. He needed a cover. Marti was his willing alibi. As far as he was concerned, it was a matter of ‘convenience’. Marti, however, saw it in a little more serious light. Just how serious, I was to find out later. From what I was able to gather, it appeared that their whole liaison was built on very soggy sand.
During our short fling, Matthew and I only had sex a few times. He was a bit too camp for my liking. Although he was good looking, he appeared to have plucked eyebrows. Proudly, he told me that he practised this self–mutilation for a drag act he performed in straight, working men’s clubs. Funnily enough this small confession, almost immediately, put me right off him. Another thing that turned me off was a singular and highly peculiar obsession he had.
After we’d been seeing one another a couple of times, he assumed I was ready for it. We were about to get down to it when he went out into the kitchen. He brought in from the freezer two trays of ice cubes.
“I want you to make use of these.”
Puzzled, I said, “Okay.” He knelt on the floor. I thought a little clarification was needed. “Um, Matthew. I hate to sound completely stupid but – what do I do with them?”
He bent over and spread his legs. “Shove ’em, one by one, up where the sun don’t shine – right up inside me.” Luckily, he was facing away so he couldn’t see the horrified look of revulsion that I must have worn.
‘Well,’ I thought, ‘this will be a first.’
As he wiggled his posterior in delicious anticipation, he gasped, “I simply adore the coldness. The pressure on my colon slowly being eased as the ice melts is very satisfying. You should try it.”
“Thanks, but if it’s all the same to you, I think I’ll give it a miss.”
It was strangely phenomenal to observe the cubes being sucked up into his ring. His muscular control to keep the frozen enema inside was admirable. I wondered if Matthew’s little bottom abuse with the ice cold mini–dildo’s was healthy and what internal damage he might be doing to his body in the long term. I also considered how he would explain to a doctor how he managed to get frostbite in such a bizarre place.
I could only manage to cater to this odd foible on two occasions. The first time I was hypnotically fascinated; the second made me feel ill. On one visit, I caught him in full drag. He was trying on a new outfit for his show. That finished me.
“Do you like them?” He was wearing a new pair of giant, untrimmed false eyelashes, which he fluttered suggestively at me. This single act demolished any feeling that I might have had for him.
There was a pleasing consequence to this meeting. I received from him a message from Marti. “She wants me to remind you about her invitation for you to go around for a visit.” Matthew had a strange edge to his voice. Didn’t he approve?
A couple of days later, I rang the doorbell of Marti’s flat.
We sat and talked for a whole evening. The topics were fairly inconsequential but she had a penetrating and humorous way of observing life. When I left, she insisted we make another date and that, I happily agreed to. I liked Marti and soon began visiting her on a fairly regular basis. I adored her candid honesty. She had the ability to expound on the most involved theories of art as well as utter trivia. No matter what the subject, she had at least a working knowledge of it. She made everything sound enchanting. The only thing that marred this near perfect person, at least for me, was a comparative indifference to the arts. Actually, she wasn’t particularly interested in anything. She just was.
It soon became clear to me that there was a distinct possibility that we could become intimate. Her body language appeared to speak to me in volumes. And then there were the looks. Knowing. Was I simply kidding myself? Could it all be in my imagination? Was I only seeing what I wanted to see? For a while, I decided to ignore any perceived ‘come on’ and so I let it ride.             




All in the Family

Whilst all this involvement with Marti and Matthew was developing, my visits to Winston and Barbara’s home continued. They became regular and much anticipated. Each fortnightly appointment had settled down to a routine, pleasing evening. They all followed much the same pattern as our first. I took to giving them the occasional present of records as a ‘thank you’ for all the quality food that they supplied and which I eagerly consumed. There were many times when I made the mistake of purchasing the odd record that Winston already had in his vast collection. Because, at the time, it was impossible to return records to the shops, I had to keep them. Consequently, my own comparatively small collection (when placed against his) began to grow and become more varied.
On one of these evenings, after a couple of months, I was well in front of myself and arrived early. This coincided with a message that was waiting for me. It was Leonard who delivered it.
“Mum phoned, then Dad. They’ve both been slightly delayed at work and are running late.” My disappointment showed. “Don’t worry, they’re not cancelling. I’m to make you comfortable until they arrive.”
Immediately, Tamara said how she couldn’t stay as she had a date. Just before she closed the door on us, she gave Leonard a puzzling, massive, knowing wink.
For the first time since I’d been entertained by the family, I found myself alone with Leonard. Acting the part of a perfect host, he invited me to sit down on one of the sofas and went out to make us a cup of coffee. There was a brief, yelled conversation between the two rooms. When he returned, he carried a tray with the required coffees and a plate of biscuits. Was I seeing things? Was it a trick of the light? From the look of the bulge in his ice blue jeans, I could have sworn he was sporting a half–erection. Impossible. He placed the tray on the coffee table and stood up. He looked around for a seat but remained facing me. Was it the fold of the material? I endeavoured to make out that I hadn’t noticed anything. He gave up his search for another seat – although there were plenty, and with a great show of athleticism, he threw himself down on the other end of the sofa from myself.
As we consumed our coffees and indulged in a bit of innocent small talk, he progressively slid along the seat until he was right beside me. During this steady progression, he persisted in rubbing his crutch. Was he doing this for my benefit? Was he making overt sexual advances, or was I simply imagining it? So far, there had been no hint that he was even gay, let alone finding me in any way desirable. He always sat in on Winston and my music sessions – but hardly ever said a word to either of us.
After he had sidled over as far as he could and we were actually touching thighs, he leaned over and planted a sensual kiss on my cheek. ‘Well,’ I thought, ‘that certainly clears that up!’
“Want some more?” Leonard raised a quizzical eyebrow. Was he talking about the kiss – or another coffee?
“Leonard?” I managed to blurt out with a smile in my voice.
I quickly recovered my composure and, for a moment, we simply stared at one another. He looked at my lips. After another second, we unanimously launched ourselves at each other, luxuriating in a passionate, hurried embrace. The front door being slammed precipitated a swift halt in the proceedings. In a single bound, Leonard shot to the far end of the sofa.
Brimming with abject apologies for his late arrival, Winston swept into the room. “Oh, good, Leonard made you a drink. Well done, son.”
Taking the cue, I grabbed the cup to show that everything was perfectly normal. As Winston busied himself getting ready for one of our evenings, I was able to spend the time composing myself. Was I in another dimension? The grabbing of my cup probably looked more suspicious than if I’d left it alone – but I was agreeably confused.
Having shed his jacket, Winston returned. “I hope Leonard has been keeping you entertained!” Before I could answer, he marched out to the kitchen.
I spluttered into the cold dregs of my coffee. Leonard grinned. “Oh, I think so, dad.”
I poked out my tongue at him. He winked and drained the remains of his coffee. This made me remember the knowing wink that Tamara had given as she left. What was going on?
Later that evening, when Winston went to the toilet, Leonard and I found ourselves alone for a few moments. We hurriedly made a date for the following weekend – but, he insisted, away from his home. We chose a place of mutual knowledge for our little assignation.
Believe it or not, even through all my adventures on the racks, this was the first time I’d ever had the chance of going with someone who was black. The list of various nationalities I had gone through was quite impressive – but never anyone black. I felt that I was becoming quite exotic.
When we met for our date, Leonard took me to a flat that was owned by an elderly gay black friend of his. For a moment I thought we would all be joining in together, but Leonard guided me into a small spare/box room and closed and locked the door. I felt safe.
The session wasn’t very successful as he was looking for someone with whom he could have a good screw. We were bread and bread. However, this didn’t stop us having a reasonably good time.
Over the next few weeks, we used the flat regularly. I became extremely happy and comfortable about the whole scene. Even though we weren’t sexually compatible, it was all very pleasant.
One evening, when we were due to go out, I called around for Leonard. As he was still dissatisfied with his choice of apparel, he invited me up to his bedroom. Whilst I waited for him to make up his mind, I sprawled on his bed. Watching him stomp around in his underpants became a real turn-on.
“Is there anyone else at home?” I asked – trying to hide my mounting excitement.
Leonard, one leg in a pair of white trousers, grinned. “No. We’re all alone.” He removed his leg. “Why?”
“Oh, I just wondered.” He gave me a knowing look. “Well, you know... I’m feeling a bit – you know. Randy.”
“I’m glad you said that. I haven’t been parading around here, putting on this fashion show for my own benefit.”
“Is anyone due home soon?”
“No. At least, I don’t think so.” He glanced at his door. “Want to risk it? There’s no lock, I’m afraid.” What was it with him and his bloody locks?
I patted the bed, “Come here.”
Just as we were right in the middle of something that couldn’t be easily explained away, Tamara sailed in and caught us. I yelped, blushed and hastily scrabbled with my flies. Leonard didn’t move. “Sorry, boys, I think I should have knocked.” She then laughed and sailed back out again. Leonard had made no attempt at hiding his swollen member – and it was of a proportion that wouldn’t go unnoticed.
“God, Leonard. I’m so sorry if I’ve got you into trouble.” I was feeling highly embarrassed and guilty. Leonard looked at me as though I were insane.
“Oh, don’t worry about her,” he reassured, “she’s as big a slut as I am.”
“But she saw – everything.”
“So? It wouldn’t be the first time.”
“Does she know about you?”
“She’s my sister. I tell her everything.”
“Everything?!” I gulped.
“Everything!”
“Oh, shit!” My mind raced. “Even about us?”
“Every detail.”
I groaned. Now the full significance of that wink made itself known. I’d been had.
Within a week Tamara began to turn this piece of knowledge to her advantage. She started to indulge in a happy sort of blackmail, which culminated in a particularly awkward conversation – or, at least, to me. She sat down and slowly crossed her legs. “Now, what are we going to do about it?”
“What d’you mean?” Her confident manner was worrying.
“Let’s put it this way. I find the occasional white boy quite appealing.”
“Ye–es?” I had a feeling that I knew what was coming next.
“You see, I don’t have a boyfriend – at the moment.”
“What about Leonard?” I could see the danger in such complications.
“I love him dearly – but not as a boyfriend.”
“No. I meant – what about my friendship with him. I think it might prove – well – involved.”
“I was only joking. I knew exactly what you meant.” She smiled and shook her head at my naïveté. “My brother is the sort of person who likes to, how shall I put it; ‘share and share alike’.”
“Well, I don’t know.” I was genuinely doubtful.
“I can tell you now. You don’t have any choice in the matter. Remember, I have knowledge.”
Thus we began an affair. Tamara told Leonard all about it and, instead of being angry, he merely thought it funny.
I continued to see them both – separately, I hasten to add.
It became so complicated that, one day, I arrived for a date with Leonard – Tamara answered the door and asked in all seriousness, “Whose turn is it tonight? His or mine?”
If the situation had remained as it was, I could have just about coped but I soon found out that Leonard and Tamara thrived on intrigue.
Thanks to Tamara’s delightfully evil sense of adventure, word spread throughout the younger members of their extended family that a willing white boy was on offer. I began receiving invitations from many of the females (though, none of the males). A few of these offers, I blush to say, were taken up. Even so, it began to worry me. It was all getting rather too complicated. A small but rather important fact compounded this. I worked with Sophie, another member of the family.
The whole situation was beginning to freak me out. What was I becoming, a piece of meat? I know, because of my rack–work, I realise that I shouldn’t have been affected by it, but I was. On the racks, the clients are often nameless – but this was a family who had taken me into their home and trusted me. I repaid their parents’ generosity by sleeping with both their children! I felt like an abused abuser. It was also a little too incestuous for comfort.
I was dividing so much time between the family, Marti, and the racks, that my art classes were being neglected. My artistic creativity (such as it was) was beginning to show definite signs of suffering.
It was with mixed feelings that I deliberately withdrew my presence from Winston’s family. My absence didn’t appear to worry either Leonard or Tamara but Barbara must have wondered what on earth had happened.
For a while longer, I did continue to see Winston. The dread that Winston might find out what I’d been up to with his darling offspring, made me flinch. After making some pathetic excuse, I insisted that we met in cafés. I even managed a major victory by persuading him to accompany me to a single, live concert. I quickly learned, at first hand, what he had been complaining about.
Naturally, with the removal of the binding connection of music appreciation, our relationship soon suffered. Our meetings became less and less. Eventually, they ceased altogether and Sophie became decidedly cool towards me.             




Marti Revisited

To make matters even worse, on the Marti front, things had been slowly but steadily developing. Soon after those first solo trips to her flat; Marti started to hint that she would like us to begin a full frontal relationship.
Initially, my reaction was, ‘When do we start?’ but I thought she had the right to know a little of the truth about me. If she wanted to go ahead with our affair, then fine, if not – well, I would be disappointed, but I would understand.
I broached the subject with some trepidation. “Marti,” I began, somewhat tentatively, “before anything happens between us, I think there is something you should know.”
“Really?” She looked worried. “I get it, you don’t like me in that way?” There was a hurt quality in her voice that made me want to hold her. I refrained. I had to say what I had to say.
“Oh, God, no, it’s not that. Please, get that idea right out of your head.” She looked relieved. “No! It’s something else.”
She laughed, “What then?” I paused, wondering what would be the best way to come out with it. I decided to use shock tactics. “Come on. Is it so bad that l won’t forgive you?” To ease my discomfiture, she laughingly added, “Alright, how many people have you murdered?”
“Well, you see – I’m gay!”
“I know.”
“Really?”
“Rick told me. Besides, I’ve mixed with gay people all my life. I do know the signs, you know?” She was agreeably taking it rather well.
“And you don’t mind?”
“Not in the least, Carl. Why should I? It’s got nothing to do with me. As a matter of fact, that’s the precise reason why I want to start a relationship.”
I didn’t realise the full import of this last remark until much later.
After a bottle of Chianti, we ended up in her bedroom and embarked on the intimate side of our relationship.
She was as affectionate and considerate in her lovemaking as she was in everyday life. There was no rush.
The following week, I let myself into her flat with the key she’d given me when I was confronted by a suspicious looking Matthew.
“Since when have you had a key?” he demanded. Before I could answer, Marti came in from the bathroom. “I hope there’s nothing going on between you two.” In modern parlance, he was showing a lot of bad attitude.
I couldn’t help wondering at his double standards. Before I could say anything, Marti started on at him.
“Matthew?” He turned a belligerent face towards her. “You don’t own me, you know?”
“I’m not listening!” Without further comment from either of them, Matthew stormed out of the front door.
Marti looked at my worried face. “Don’t bother yourself about it,” she assured me, “he’ll get over it.”
“What’s going on between you two?” I ventured.
“Nothing at all, I promise.”
“But…”
“If you don’t mind, Carl, I’d like to leave it there. I’ll get it sorted out and tell you all about it then.”
“I’d rather you told me now.” I didn’t like the emotional breaks in her voice.
“Please, Carl, do as I ask.”
I did.
We started to see each other on a weekly basis. No further mention was made of Matthew. I was dying of curiosity but tact kept me from asking.
I arrived one day to discover Marti in a terrible state. At first she refused to tell me what had happened but I persisted. This time I wasn’t going to be side–tracked.
Eventually, and, I think, with some relief, she told me what had happened. Matthew had come around to see her. He was drunk and his visit had culminated in a frightening row.
I listened to her with barely suppressed irritation as she told me how she’d attempted to tell Matthew that everything was over between them. He neither liked nor accepted any of this. He immediately guessed that I was the new ‘stud’, as he put it, in her life. I can only assume that he felt disenfranchised because his cover of working normality and respectability was being withdrawn.
To take her mind off the argument, I took Marti out for a meal. Slowly, she began to cheer up.
There was still something which bothered her. “Now it’s all over, I want you to promise me one thing.” As she said this, she fidgeted uncomfortably.
“If I can.” I knew that she was going to make me agree that I wouldn’t take any revenge on Matthew for what he’d done. I was right.
A week passed before I came across Matthew again in ‘Bongo’s’. Although the break was made by Marti herself, it soon became clear that Matthew was somehow blaming me. I quickly became the object of his vindictiveness. A few choice remarks were thrown at me over the bar. I refused to rise to them and walked out.
Because of this encounter, the next time I met up with Marti, I insisted that she tell me the whole story of their relationship.
“It’s all rather complicated. I’m not sure you will understand.”
“Why shouldn’t I? You understood about my being gay.”
“That’s different.” She dismissed.
“No it isn’t”
“Well, if you really must know…” I settled down to listen.
Marti told me the full story of their strange relationship.
Although, to him, Matthew’s view of their alliance was fairly straight forward and clear–cut, Marti’s was much more complex. It appears that, ever since she was a child, Marti’s one great desire in life was to mother a child of her own. Over the last couple of years, this desire had become ever more desperate and all consuming. She knew, exactly, the terms upon which this would be achieved. Apart from the initial involvement, the father would only be there as an occasional male role model for the child. As she was highly independent and financially comfortably off, there was no question of any monetary liability on the father’s part. Indeed, it would have been actively resented. To Marti, the only way to solve her problem of how she could achieve this personal state of perfection was by making the conscious choice of having the child sired by a sympathetic gay man. Her first, concerted attempt had been with Matthew – but, sadly, he had proved a huge disappointment. For some reason, he either couldn’t or wouldn’t co–operate, sexually, very well. Perhaps, because Matthew was using her as a front for his career, he simply found it convenient not to.
Her confession, though difficult for her, brought Marti and me ever closer. An extra warmth and trust crept into our affection. It would be easy to accuse her of being a ‘fag hag’ – but that would have been doing her a grave injustice. Her gentleness and benevolence pervaded everything she did and everyone she met.
After a couple more weeks of highly inventive love–making, she told me there was something important that she wanted to discuss.
Thinking back, I realise that I must have been pretty stupid but, with my hand on my heart, I can honestly say that I didn’t expect her wholly predictable H–Bomb. For me, when she suddenly and surprisingly told me how she was going to ditch the idea of Matthew doing the siring job and, instead, proposed that I father her child, I was highly thrilled, honoured and complimented. Then, almost immediately, and true to form, I became rather dubious. What would be the outcome? If she ever found out, how would my mother react? I was sixteen, a rent boy, unhappy at home and, in many ways, immature. What sort of role model could I be for a child? With a million provisos, I agreed. Oh, the arrogance of youth! How could such a momentous decision be made so lightly? But that’s what I did.
Although I had said, ‘yes’, Marti insisted I thought about it for a few days. And think, I did. For a week I thought about little else. I know I should have asked advice from Andy, Sheba or any of the rest of my friends who would have been sympathetic – but I didn’t. I felt it was a circle that I had to square on my own. Even though I thought of the many anxieties and concerns, there was a fundamental question which kept returning. Although I would have none of the responsibilities with the child, did I actually have the desire to become a father? Yes. No! YES! NO!! YES!!! NO!!!! YEESSS!!!!! – YES. Yes.
The next time I went around to her place, I told Marti what I had decided. She shrieked with joy, flung her arms around my neck, giving me an enormous kiss as she did so. Then, as if I had brutally slapped her, she went very serious. “Carl, have you really thought about it?”
“Oh, Marti, I can assure you, I’ve thought about very little else.”
Without wasting any time, she dragged me into the bedroom. It was so much like a business transaction, I was extremely nervous. The whole act of attempting to make a baby became an unmitigated disaster. As soon as I tried to penetrate her, my sex organ went into a somnambulistic state. Between Marti and myself, we tried everything to get my catatonic dick to work, but it slept on and refused to have anything to do with it.
I don’t think it helped that neither of us could stop giggling. Eventually, we agreed to let my penis have its way and gave it up as a bad job. Perhaps next time its response would be better.
It was.
Over the coming months we continued to persevere with the act of fertilization. It went on for so long; I soon forgot the pressure of performing to order and merely enjoyed making love to her.
Even if, as I suspected, my sperm couldn’t be bothered to plunge on and power–swim to Marti’s egg, I was having a lot of fun firing the starting pistol.




Racking

Throughout all the various turmoils of Winston’s family as well as with Marti and Matthew, there was one constant in my life – I continued my occupation as a rent boy. However, because there were so many sexual demands being made away from my haunts, my ‘racking’ was infrequent. Indeed, I only worked a couple of days/evenings a week unless, of course, I was broke and necessity demanded a more regular series of visits.
Even Renata and the Italian brothers from ‘Alfio’s’ noticed that I wasn’t so much in evidence. They complained bitterly, especially Renata who was stockpiling so many messages for me that she was thinking of opening a new box for my exclusive use.
“Don’t worry about Carl,” shrugged Andy to the others. “He’s growing up.”
I told no one about my other lives – not that they would have been very interested anyway.
It was one of those periods where very little happened of a strange or comic nature. Most of my encounters were pretty routine and uneventful. By now, my face was as familiar to the clients as the pick–up places which I cruised and decorated.
Many newer, younger and fresher boys had started working the scene. Even at the tender age of sixteen, I was beginning to feel like an old hand at the game. I must admit that it definitely made me feel a little bitter. Before I made my first journey to the centre of the city, Stewart had warned me that I would face resentment from the established rents, now I understood why. I could have followed Paolo’s path and become paranoid about any competition but, instead, I followed Andy’s example and took a select few of those wide–eyed individuals under my wing for their protection. With each of them, I felt it was my duty to first try and put them off pursuing the life they were choosing. To frighten them, I pointed out some of the dangers and told them a few anecdotes about my own experiences not just what I had done, but also what I had seen others do. I made particular mention of ‘The Evil’ – elaborating a little on the facts to make it appear even more dangerous than it actually was. There were a couple of lads, I’m pleased to say, who I actually succeeded in terrifying so much, they went scuttling back to their homes – never to return. Never the less, there were many others who were more determined and refused to be intimidated. These, I hoped, in some small way, I saved in much the same way as Andy had saved me. As usual, the pimps showed their resentment at what they perceived as interference in their own private and personal business.
‡‡‡
Two young lads, who were an affair, broke onto the scene. They were both exhibitionists but they didn’t want anyone else involved in actual physical sex. They offered Tableaux Vivant which entailed them posing, frozen in set pieces of a highly sexual nature so that the clients could get off on the vision the lads created. I suppose you could think of them as performance artists who had become living pornographic photographs. All their ‘pictures’ were highly elaborated and catered to any fantasy their clients desired. Their motto was ‘Look – even closely, but don’t touch.’
During this same period, Zenda began to feature quite heavily in my life. One evening he sidled up to me and whispered an admission which, to someone in the sex industry, was even worse than catching the clap.
“Carl, er – I think I’ve become – er – impotent.” He began to screw up his face in confusion.
“Really?” I was surprised. Because Zenda was only seventeen or thereabouts, it didn’t occur to me that he could be struck with such a problem.
When he saw that I was taking his worry seriously, he continued. “My cock’s become incapable of functioning on its own.” Were those tears in his eyes? “What can I do about it? I mean – that’s an old man’s disease, isn’t it? Then why is it happening to me, for fuck sake?”
I thought, ‘Why ask me?’ True, my own ability to function was becoming seriously impaired – but that was through too much use, not because the thing had expired of its own volition. For his entertainment, I mused jokingly, “Like Don Juan, the fire is burned out. All there is left is an empty, cold hearth.” It was an automatic response. Luckily, he either didn’t understand what I said, or he chose to deliberately ignore it.
“Huh?” was his sole response.
“Doesn’t matter, Zenda.” Why did I bother?
“My regulars are beginning to notice and they are getting fed up with it. And so am I!”
“Not getting their money’s worth?”
He raised his eyes to the ceiling. “And how! Imagine – impotent – at my age!”
“It’s understandable, I suppose. We have so much sex that, presumably, we will all, eventually, end up the same way.” Why did I insist on being so infuriatingly philosophical about everything?
Zenda sneered. “Thanks, Carl. A great comfort you are!” Oh dear. He’d noticed.
To make amends, I asked, “Is there anything I can do to help?”
“There is, as a matter of fact.” He stared intently into my face to see if he could spot if there was any sign that I might be amenable to whatever suggestion he was about to make.
“Well?” I asked in an attempt clear the cringing silence. He looked so eager and embarrassed that I had to smile.
Suddenly, he plunged into his solution. “I’ve got this trick, you see, who I’m supposed to be seeing – in…” he looked at his watch, “...a quarter of an hour.” He stopped and stared at me again as if this piece of information explained everything.
“I see. And you want me to take him over?” This was not a usual occurrence.
“Not on your Nelly! He pays too well for me to give him over to a complete stranger.”
I feigned hurt. “A complete stranger? I see. Thank you very much!”       
“No, no, you silly queen. I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just…”
I was wishing that he would stop dithering and come out with it. “What, then?”
“Look, Carl. He’s a bloke of some importance. He’s all right, provided he, in the final bit, well – he sees me shoot my spunk.”
“And, at the moment, you can’t! Uh–ho. Now I can see your problem – and it’s a whopper.” I gave a sagacious nod. Zenda was squirming and, bastard that I was, I was letting him suffer.
“I’m sure I can persuade him to hire you as well. We could make it a threesome.” I could hear a break in his voice. The tears were threatening to break out again. “We’ll split the cash down the middle – evens – fifty–fifty.” I deliberately didn’t answer. “Oh, and he likes a bit of S&M as well – as an extra, but I can deal with that. He pays more for it and I’ll even split that with you – although you don’t need to get involved in it. All I ask is to let him watch you shoot.” His desperation forced him to speak faster and faster, all the while becoming less and less coherent. “I can’t afford to lose him as a client, honest. I really am terrified that I won’t get an erection, let alone actually being able to cum my load. Will you join me, if it’s all right with him? Please?”
I decided that the time had come to put him out of his misery. “Of course,” I smiled, “you only had to ask.”
He grabbed my arm and clung on like a leech. “Thank you, thank you. If there’s anything I can ever do for you – just say the word.”
“Hold on. Don’t jump the gun, me ol’ mate. You have to make sure that your Miss Kinky is up for it first.”
Before I could change my mind, not that I had any intention of doing anything of the kind, Zenda rushed to the nearest phone box to give his trick a call. Luckily for Zenda, his client was reasonably willing to go along with having an extra heaving body in his grasp. So, for the moment, Zenda’s arse was saved.
“Phew!” he sighed when he returned from the call. “I can feel the pressure lifting by the minute.”
Mr. VIP, who turned out to be a reasonably famous television personality, lived alone in a bachelor flat in a new, luxury development. The walls were very thick – which, as I subsequently found out, was just as well. Either Zenda had a low threshold of pain or he acted his tight little bottom off. I think that it must have been the latter for the smacking and the caning he received from his trick onto his trousered backside – well, even I could have stood it. I watched dispassionately as Zenda’s trousers were lowered and the punishment was administered to his bare buttocks. I was called over to receive a blowjob from the ostensibly suffering Zenda.
After about fifteen minutes of this, the moment of truth came. It was now the client’s turn. Zenda began to look apprehensive. Obviously, this was the moment he had been dreading. VIP stripped off and lay on his back on the floor. Once his legs were pointing to the ceiling and his backside was ready for its punishment, Zenda picked up a thick cane that was reclining innocently on an ornate marble coffee table. I winced in sympathy as Zenda began to administer a vicious thrashing onto the prone presenter’s proffered bum. Zenda laboured so manfully with the sculpted branch, wielding it like a demented dervish, beads of sweat broke out on his forehead. TV presenter bit into a convenient pink, leather cushion in order to suppress his cries. Each blow made me shiver. Great welts were appearing on his buttocks. I had to hold his legs so they were over his head. Some of the blows fell on his testicles. At these moments, a sympathetic tear definitely came to my eye. Didn’t Zenda say something about MILD S&M? ‘Well,’ I thought, ‘if this was mild – what must ‘heavy’ be like? They can keep it!’  I began to feel a little squeamish and my sympathy went out to our poor victim – not that our client needed it – quite the opposite, in fact. As he continued to receive his exquisite punishment from Zenda, VIP, started to manipulate our cocks. I soon had a rampant erection but I could see that Zenda was not responding. I also noticed that Zenda was sweating even more profusely – and, I suspected, not just from his exertions with the cane whooshing. Soon, the VIP ‘slave’ “AAAHed” his way through his ordeal, and, without anyone having to touch his penis, he shot his load. With some satisfaction, I noticed that the perspiring Zenda was actually getting hard. I was so fascinated by the spontaneous ejaculation from the client that I promptly responded to his manipulations and added to the mess that was already splashing over him. Zenda was watching all this with intense concentration, and, much to his surprise, relief and joy, joined in the group release. I grinned my approval at him and gave a friendly wink at his obvious delight.
The trick had never been involved in a threesome before and, after we’d cleaned up, paid both Zenda and myself the full fee. Looking at the thick wad of notes, I could understand why Zenda was so loathed to give up this particular client.
After the experience, Zenda believed that he was completely ‘cured’ and tried to go ‘solo’ with some of his other, regular clients. It was a wretched experience. Literally, crying with desperation, he asked me to repeat the Mister VIP situation and join him on another of his dates. Anything to oblige! I did, and, as before, all went well.
By now, he had got it into his head that I was the chief aphrodisiac which allowed him to perform. He soon began to make bookings with the proviso that I was allowed to work with him. So, for a while, I was spared the indignity of pinning myself to the meat racks and enjoyed the luxury of having my own benign pimp.
Zenda became even more efficiently performable when he was involved in an orgy – but, I had to be one of the participants. I didn’t mind, as he made the bookings – all I had to do was turn up. Conversely, I often wished he’d checked my availability before going ahead and filling his busy diary.
‡‡‡
One Saturday afternoon, when, unusually, I was alone in the city, I did a very foolish thing. I stupidly ignored all the safety rules and regulations we had developed for our self preservation and made a pick–up which caused me to fear for my life.
The bashful guy, who looked in his early twenties, appeared gentle and with a shy smile that would have endeared him to anyone. Judging him to be as safe as houses, I took the risk. Without any of the gang seeing me, I went off with him.
Our destination, after a short walk, was the first floor office in an empty, modest, old warehouse. All there was in the room was an ancient, rusting filing cabinet and a bed.
He paid my fee and said, “Afore we start, can I tell you something?”
Was he a talker? Many of our clients were lonely and all they required was a sympathetic ear. Although these dates usually ended in a rushed sexual session, the main reason they picked us up was for someone to talk to. “Of course you can.” I sat on the bed and arranged my expression to listening mode.
“I like to explore young men’s bodies but I don’t like to be touched.” There was nothing unusual about this. “No problem.” I lay back and closed my eyes to enable him to get on with it.
“How can I be sure you won’t start – er – you know – er – feeling me?” Without opening my eyes, I could feel that he was sitting beside me. He sounded like a scolded schoolboy.
I moved provocatively, “Look, there’s no problem. It’s not the first time I’ve come across this. Believe it or not, you are not unique. I promise you – I will just lay here and only move when you push me into a new position.” I opened my eyes and looked at him to see if my words had registered.
He was staring at the floor. “I’m not sure. There is something else.” He shifted his gaze to me. “Can I tie you up a little bit…?” I must have shown some reluctance. “Please. I’ll give you extra money for it.”
As he thrust another five pounds into my hand, I quickly sat up. “Whoa! I’m sorry, but no! It’s completely out of the question.” I stood up to leave. As far as I was concerned, the whole transaction was at an end. I dug into my pocket to return the fee I had already received.
“No, no, you’ve got it all wrong,” he pleaded. “I don’t want to actually tie you up proper, like. I just want to loop some ropes lightly round your wrists. It’s what I like, see? You’d be able to slip your hands out any time you want.” He was sounding pathetically desperate.
“I’ll tell you what, let me see the rope and I’ll think about it.”
From under the bed, he produced four looped ropes, each about three feet long. The diameter of each loop was far too big to hold both wrists, let alone one. I checked to ensure that there wasn’t some sort of slip knot which might have, somehow, been ingeniously incorporated into the knot. As far as I could make out – there wasn’t.
He saw that I was beginning to capitulate. “It’s only for my benefit. It’s my private kink. As you can see, you can easily free yourself at any time.”
“I’ll tell you what. Sort out one limb first and I’ll see how it feels.” I was still a little apprehensive.
He attached the non–looped end of one of the ropes around a bedpost on the headboard and easily slipped the loop over my hand and onto my wrist. To keep it in position, I had to hold on to the knot or the rope would have slipped off. As it was so easy to slip out of the bond, I couldn’t really see the point of it – but if it was something that turned him on – who was I to criticise? Another thought occurred to me. Did he, indeed, want me to be tied up to fulfil his fantasy – or did he want me to ‘escape’ from my restrictions and sexually surprise him? ‘Play it by ear,’ I thought.
I allowed him to restrain one of my ankles. Still, all was fine. Next came my other ankle. His sheer boyish delight at my almost complete compliance was a joy to see. I checked that I was still able to easily free myself – and I could. He must have registered my investigation. “You see? What did I tell you?” As I watched him attach and secure that last, final insecure rope, I double tested it to ensure I wasn’t in any danger. I was so tightly bound; I had difficulty keeping my hands and feet inside the loops. To get him going, I closed my eyes and began squirming as if I couldn’t break free. I could hear his heavy breathing. I felt him sit beside me and start to caress my chest. Oddly, it was fun. Little did I realise that I was being lulled into a false sense of security. I soon found out for, totally without warning, his hands went up to my wrists and, before I realised what was happening, he gripped the loops around my wrists so they reduced in diameter. With this one, swift move of his, I was no longer able to pull my hands free.
“Here, what the fuck are you playing at? Let me go!!” I yelled. A sudden fear gripped my stomach.
“Got him!!” yelled the trick. The door to the wrecked office opened and two more young men came in. I froze. I had entered that mental world where any action appears to be in slow motion and I actually began to believe that it was all a dream and I would soon wake up. Through this numbed reality, I stared at them in bewilderment. All three were grinning like idiots.
“What is all this? What the hell’s going on?” I wondered from where I found this calm. I knew that I must try and think so I could talk myself out of this – if it was at all possible. The restricting ropes around my wrist were starting to bite into my flesh. However, it slowly impressed on my racing brain that my feet were still free. I tried to shake off the ropes but the bloody things had, somehow, become tangled around my ankles and refused to be of any help.
“Get over here!! Get his feet!!” ordered my bondsman. Gone was the ‘little boy lost’ voice. It was now a hard, angry sound which snapped the order. They came over and, between them made me even more incapacitated. As the scene was developing, I knew that I was in real danger. My instinct for self preservation began to take over.
“Just let me go. I promise I won’t tell anyone about this!” Did I really believe that this pathetic attempt at reasoning with them and making an appeal to their better nature would make them stop? Fool!
From nowhere, the other two assailants produced more rope. By thrashing around and yelling a great deal, I tried to make it as difficult as my limited mobility would allow; to prevent them from binding me securely. It was to no avail. I was on to a loser. When I was prone and helpless, they stepped back to survey their handiwork. Why hadn’t they gagged me?
One of my attackers said, “Well done, lads.” I let out a frustrated bellow of rage. If they weren’t going to stop my mouth, I might as well use it and hope that a passer–by might hear and come to my rescue. For my pains, I received an expert punch in the solar plexus. I choked in agony.
Whilst I tried to recover from the blow, the fateful words came out, “Right. Who’s going to have him first?”
At this, my gasping became coherent. My vulnerable condition gave me some uncharacteristic Dutch courage. “If you fucking touch me, I’ll rip your fucking balls off when I find you! And I have friends.” My threats sounded hollow as all three laughed and began to undo my jeans and open my shirt. They were definitely ignoring my threat about not touching me.
As they began to manipulate my limp organ, I snarled and protested. “Anybody got anything we can use to shut this little ass–fucker up?”
“Sure,” came a response, “I’ll stick my arse hole over his face – let him shout his complaints through that.” I continued to roar out more threats, bombarding them with every image my mind could summon. I was trying to frighten them into releasing me. I must have known it was a forlorn hope. Fear and temper made the volume of my accusations and the consequences they would suffer grow louder and ever more desperate. Bravery didn’t come into it; it was sheer panic and terror which gave me the courage. The young man who had threatened to sit on my face was beginning to drop his trousers. “Did you bring the camera? I want a photo of this!” I could see a camera case being produced. This renewed my fury. By now I was looking at a bare arse that was starting its descent onto my face. I turned my head away but the other two forced me to meet the unwashed hole. I shut my eyes and prepared to throw up. A taste entered my mouth which smelt like a cross between a used car and a petrol pump. I opened my eyes and saw that the owner of the backside had stood up over me and that an unpleasant rag of some kind had been shoved in my mouth. At least I had been spared the indignity of rimming an unwanted and unattractive bum hole. The three must have seen my expression for they burst out laughing. I had the feeling that they were not through with me. They were playing some sort of sick game.
“Turn him over!” This came from my initial contact. As I was pinned, spread–eagled on the bed – face up – this made his request a little ridiculous. They attempted to spin me over onto my stomach. It was a hopeless task.
“All right, forget it. Just loosen the rope enough to get his legs in the air. We’ll have him that way” Two of them set about untying the ropes from the bed so they could lengthen the rope, thereby making it easier for them to shove me around. As they did this, the third started work on my dick to get it excited. The taste of the rag was making me feel nauseous. I continued with my muffled protestations but they had become too incoherent to have any effect. Although I was still tied up – the loosening of the ropes gave me quite a bit more freedom. Before they could begin the rape – for that’s what it was – I used the extra liberty which my limbs enjoyed to knee the balls of my first attacker as he straddled me. He let out a yelp and yanked down my jeans to my ankles.
“Right, you bastard – we’re going to fuck you so hard; you won’t be able to shit for a month.” He licked three of his fingers and without any form of preparation, rammed them up my backside. Although my mouth was stopped, I gave a scream. As this was virgin territory, and unused to being invaded either gently or violently, the pain was so great that I began to cry. From outside there came a sudden noise. A crash followed by a strange, shrieked cry. One of the bastards looked at the door.
“Wait a sec,” he hissed. They all strained to listen. Was this my saviour? Just in case, I gave a muffled cry for help. One of the group grabbed my testicles. “And you can keep your mouth shut or we take these as a trophy,” was insinuated in my ear. To hammer home his point, he gave my balls a sharp twist. The pain seared through my body. I prayed that those probing fingers were soon to be removed from my backside. The noises from outside came closer.
“There’s someone coming.” Finally, the fingers were withdrawn and my balls were released. I lay there, exhausted, not daring to move or speak. “Maybe someone was passing and heard something.” There was a note of panic in his voice.
For some strange reason, they took fright, abandoned their designs and stumbled out of the derelict office in total confusion, leaving the door open. I lay there, in silence, straining to hear any sound. I could catch the noise of the receding footsteps of my potential abusers but nothing else. What had made the crash which had spooked them? A feint ‘meow’ came and a familiar shape strutted past the open door. It was a fucking cat!  For the first time in my life, I actually liked a feline.
For what seemed an eternity, I lay there panting with my exertions, wondering what to do. If and when I was discovered, how would I explain this one away? Whenever I found myself in a difficult position such as this, a mental picture of my mother’s face always dropped into my mind. I could almost hear her reaction. The thought of this just about made me raise a smile.
There came another noise – this time it was accompanied by a very human cough. I made my usual animal baying in the hope of attracting some assistance. Into the room came the little sod who’d picked me up in the first place. I watched him with a mixture of trepidation and loathing. With great determination he came over to the bed. I braced myself. ‘So’, I thought, ‘it’s not over yet.’ Fear gripped me. ‘This is it.’ Again, I started to cry out, shaking my head at him in a vain attempt to plead for him to stop.
He ignored my prone body and, instead, started to go through the pockets of my jeans. The bastard was going to rob me first. He removed and pocketed all my cash. When he was done, he moved away towards the door. So, physically, it looked like I was going to be spared. Just as he was about to leave, he turned back and looked at me. I tried to make him see in my eyes the pain and anxiety I was certainly suffering.
He stood on the threshold, apparently undecided whether to leave or not. Again, he looked at me. I gave up the struggle and simply lay there, looking up at the damp and peeling ceiling.
I closed my eyes and began sobbing again. I couldn’t help it. I heard him approach and I opened my eyes to look at him. For a while he stood there in silence and stared at my tear streaked face. Was he having a sudden pang of conscience? Whatever he was having, it caused him to loosen one of my bonds a little. It was just enough to let me free myself with difficulty but not enough to make the operation easy. I assumed he did this so he could make his getaway.
Without a word, he quickly and quietly left – closing the door behind him. For fear that my attacker might return I busied myself with the ropes. The greatest relief I felt was in clawing that revolting rag from my mouth.
I dressed and ran to ‘The Green Goddess’ and to find safety with Jacko and a couple of others.
The first thing I did was buy a strong coffee to rid myself of the taste of oil.
They spotted immediately that something was wrong. I needed no persuasion in telling them the whole story. Thankfully, they didn’t condemn or wag a ‘told you so’ finger at me for my foolishness. I don’t think my tear ducts would have coped with it.
As soon as I had completed the recounting of my experience, Jacko placed an open warning in Renata’s box for the others.
I was so shaken, I went straight home having borrowed my bus fare from Jacko – who never did want it back.
Now I understood a little of the ordeal Sandy went through with ‘The Evil’.




All Change

One Saturday morning, after my art school teacher had cancelled my private lesson, instead of returning home, I decided to go to the Centre to see who and what was about. It proved an oddly instructive excursion.
A rather scruffy looking bloke propositioned me. He looked in his early thirties. I had decided to try ‘The Steps’. Plainly, it was a quiet morning for clients and practically every step was occupied by unemployed rents. Mr. Scruffy walked up and down the flights a number of times and seemed to be calculating something as if he were looking for the best value per pound on a bit of veal. He went up to Paolo and I watched him vigorously shake his head. As the potential client turned away, Paolo whispered to his companion what had transpired. They looked at the trick’s back and appeared to be enjoying a joke at his expense. ‘What’s his kink?’ I wondered. I was obviously well down his choice of the ideal for he turned and ascended the steps three or four times. As he passed me for the umpteenth time, he eyed me up and down and jerked his head for me to follow. Paolo saw this, pointed and mimed a stifled laugh. If this was designed to put me off, he didn’t succeed as it merely served to raise my curiosity.
When I arrived at the top of ‘The Steps’, the man was getting into a particularly filthy car. I wasn’t going anywhere without making sure that he knew the score. I leaned on the sill of the car’s open window and asked him what he wanted. He told me that he was searching for someone to screw his wife whilst he watched. Was I interested and would I be able to manage it? I was about to accept when he added, “I hope you’re rough. We like a bit of rough.”
After my recent experiences with Zenda, I was a little worried. However, I thought that I would be able to cope so I took the hint and dropped my voice about an octave. I also struck the butchest pose I could muster. “No fuckin’ problem, mate,” I snarled. He looked happy.
Knowing Paolo, even if the punter had offered him ten thousand pounds, he could never have turned this particular trick. After telling him that as far as I was concerned there was no problem, I made it plain that I wouldn’t accept anything less than twenty quid for it. The truth is that I didn’t especially want the job but business was obviously slow and if he was willing to pay all that then I would go along with it. If he didn’t, then it wouldn’t make any difference to me. He said, “Yes,” and, as an act of good faith, paid up–front. He also promised that, if they were satisfied, there could be another fiver in it. He gave me my fee and I got into his grubby little car. Luck was on my side because, just as we were pulling away, a Lilymobile came creeping around the corner and pulled up at the top of the steps. Looking through the rear window, I could see the lookout frantically giving a warning to the population on ‘The Steps’. I knew that they would be emptied in three seconds flat. I settled down to enjoy the ride, confident that all my friends would have safely escaped the law’s long arm.
We drove in silence, which suited me as I was still recovering from a blasting party from the previous night and my body and brain felt as if they’d been through a mincer. The trick wanted rough? Okay. Lots of bad language!
He lived quite a way out in the suburbs and I assumed it must be some sort of housing estate full of respectable couples who would be horrified if they knew what their neighbours were up to. I was wrong. We turned off the main road and, after a few more such turnings; we entered a private lane containing vast, detached piles in their own substantial grounds. He pulled up into a sweeping drive that led up to a sprawling Gothic Victorian mess. It was as impressive as it was ostentatious and hideous. He must have heard my involuntary, “Fuckin’ ‘ell!”
“This old crock fooled you, eh?” he smiled.
He drove into a massive garage and parked the heap between an immaculate Landrover and a gleaming Bentley.
As I got out of the car, I indicated the other two occupants of the garage. “And what d‘you use those fuckin’ things for, getting’ in yer fuckin’ shoppin’, I s’pose?”
The four letter words seemed to delight him. “No. They’re for everyday use. I use the banger for more private fetching and carrying. Less conspicuous.” He indicated for me to follow him through a side door from the garage and into the house. The place was a fucking great palace. Oak panels, original oil paintings, rugs on the walls – even a mounted antelope’s head and, at the turn of a never ending staircase, an actual suit of armour. Dressed in ripped jeans and tee shirt, I looked and felt like a street urchin.
As we ascended the stairs, a voice came from above. “That you, darling?” The voice was light, sweet and happy.
He cooed back in a similar vein, “Yes, darling. I’ve got a little present for you, my dear.” There was a strangely matter–of–fact, familiar quality to his voice as if he had brought home the weekly shopping – or, as in my case, a chicken take–away.
“Ooh, goody, goody gumdrops,” came the silky response. I silently congratulated myself that I didn’t betray my amusement.
After climbing a few more flights of stairs, we got to the very top of the house. We paused outside one of the two doors that confronted us.
“Would you remove your footwear, please?” As I was used to strange requests, I didn’t bat an eyelid. Only after he was satisfied that I was ready did he let me into the room. Considering that it was at the very top of the house, it was large and contained nothing but a double bed in the middle of the floor, a small casket beside it and a comfortable lounger against one of the walls. The startling thing about the room was the fact that it was completely covered in mirrors. As well as the walls, the floor and ceiling had been furnished in the same way. Because of the strange angle of the roof, the walls followed various shapes and slopes. Naturally, the mirrors reflected all this and to stand in any part of the room made one feel disorientated and confused. I assumed that this room had been especially designed and executed for the purpose of ‘fun.’ It must have been because it would have been singularly impractical for use as a bedroom.
“Want me to strip?” I made to remove my jeans. With a horrified squeak, he stopped me.
“No. She’ll do that for you. Go and lie on the bed, I’ll be back in a minute.”
He left, closing the door behind him. I couldn’t resist it. I wandered around the room in childish delight, looking into the mirrors. I was utterly fascinated at the weird reflections of myself. I held silly poses to see what I looked like. My eyes fell on the casket. I wondered what it contained. I attempted to open it, but the thing appeared to be locked. The door handle was grasped so I scrambled onto the bed and waited. The man was leading a woman, presumably his wife, into the room. She looked about twenty-five. The reason as to why he was leading her was the fact that all she was wearing was a white bikini and a blue blindfold. I nearly laughed but I managed to keep a straight face. He nodded his head to show me that he wanted me to lie down flat.
“What’s he like? Describe him, there’s a darling?” She turned her head from side to side as if she were trying to catch some sound or other I might make.
“Oh, your lips will vacuum his insides out. A lovely, innocent young thing, he is. Slim, dark hair and looks about fourteen.”
“Where is he? Show me, show me.”
“He’s prostrate on the bed, just waiting for you.”
“What’s he doing now? Rubbing his crutch?”
He nodded for me to perform whatever his wife prompted. I obeyed. “Yes. Goodness, he looks like he’s quite a big boy. Oh my goodness. Golly gosh. I do believe he’s starting to get hard.” And, I must confess, I was.
“What’s he wearing? Tell me, quickly. Is he clean or dirty?” She was beginning to touch herself up.
“Positively filthy, darling. Filthy jeans. They look like they’ve had all sorts of wicked and disgusting things sprayed over them,” and he wasn’t far wrong. “Stains all around the tops of his legs. He’s also wearing the most appallingly dirty tee shirt.” Why, if he thought I looked so unappealing, did he say everything with a broad grin? “It’s ripped. You can actually see one of his nipples. Ugh!” The grin grew broader.
As he imparted each and every piece of information, she greeted it with excited, mock disapproval. Hubby continued to elaborate what I was up to as I sprawled on a pink counterpane and took my cue from these instructions and performed on command. Finally, after she could stand her mental images no longer, she pleaded with him to remove her blindfold. He was teasing her unmercifully and she was loving every minute of it. I could see myself in the mirror on the ceiling and so I decided to use a little inspirational initiative of my own. I lifted up my tee–shirt and started to rub my chest. I looked across for approval but hubby was furiously shaking his head in an attempt to discourage me. I took the hint and stopped being creative and went back to performing on command.
After about another ten minutes of this strange ritual, he removed her blindfold with a triumphant “Voila!” She had been getting herself worked up and when she saw me for the first time, she let out a wail that could have woken the dead, and launched herself at me. She forced me to keep perfectly still whilst she removed all my clothes using, mostly, her mouth and teeth. By now, her husband had draped himself on the lounger and, even over her ecstatic moans; I could hear his rasping breath.
The wife was slim and very attractive. Even without her expert attentions on my body. I wouldn’t have had too much difficulty in responding.
I lay, flat on my back, for about thirty minutes while she executed all sorts of gyrations on my prick. The woman was a marvel. She nearly deafened me with her rampant yelling and screeching. I wasn’t sure whether she was enjoying it as much as she sounded or whether it was for her husband’s benefit, but she sure did a hell of a lot for me. It all ended, doggy fashion, in an explosion of groans from me and a long, drawn out, high pitched, full blooded scream from her. I lay exhausted. She slowly licked all the excess cum off my body which I found almost unbearable and then she lay down beside me. We were both panting like a couple of Grand National winners.
I don’t know how long we remained this way but I suddenly heard a voice from the other side of the room. “Now it’s my turn!” Thankfully, I rolled off the bed and got to my feet.
As he stood up from his lounger, the husband removed a large dildo from his arse. I must have shown my surprise for he said, “Oh, it’s just a little bauble I enjoy dallying with.”
I wondered from where he had produced this rather aggressive looking monster. I then noticed that the casket was open. I don’t remember him unlocking it – but then, I was rather preoccupied. The box was full of the strangest looking clamps, thongs, masks and a selection of objects all of which I struggled imagine as to what use they could or should be put.
He handed the imitation penis to his wife and pushed me back onto the bed. Realisation was quickly dawning on me. I had thought that it was his turn to enjoy his wife – not his turn for me to have. I was not going to be allowed a rest. “You mean you want me to…” I was about to point out that he was going to be out of luck.
“Yeh! Yeh! My turn. My turn. Oh, god! I want it. Fuck me. Fuck me as if I was the last fuck of your life. Go on, do it! Do it to me, baby!”
‘How appealing,’ I thought.
As he was pleading and writhing, I saw that his wife, without even flinching, was ramming the dildo deep inside herself. She then, still holding the thing in place with one hand, walked, bow legged, over to the lounger.
“Give it to me!! Treat me like a whore,” he shouted and lay down on the bed with his legs in the air. “Come on, baby,” he cooed.
‘What the hell,’ I thought. As I endeavoured to perform, I could see in the mirror that his wife was sprawled out and punishing herself with the giant dildo. I must confess that I had difficulty keeping myself erect. My new partner shouted as loudly as his wife had screamed. It was like fucking in a slaughterhouse. I was getting tired and, yes, somewhat bored. Fortunately, unlike his wife, he wanted it to be over quickly. I faked an orgasm and withdrew. He grabbed my cock and licked it clean – he had not adequately prepared for my penetration. I felt ill.
His wife joined us on the bed and they started to play with my limp dick. I pushed their hands away and smiled as I told them it would be impossible. I thought I might have some complaints but they accepted what I said.
Out of the blue, the wife sat up. “Coffee?” She said this as if she were taking an order in a restaurant. I nodded. “Get dressed and come down. We’ll be in the lounge. Bottom of the stairs – first door on the right.” They left me alone to get robed. I sat on the bed for a few moments trying to make sense of the whole scene. I soon gave up. What did it matter? It was their business.
When I reached the ‘lounge’, there was freshly ground coffee and Rich Tea biscuits awaiting me. They had dressed in the respectable clothes one might expect from a distinguished Tory MP and his made–to–order wife. The conversation was inconsequential and I was totally ignored.
“Another cup?” she asked.
“Not fuckin’ likely.” I growled.
“Language!” came the sharp reprimand.
“Sorry.”
When the tea party was over. He gave me a lift back to ‘The Steps’ in his battered, old car and, just as I got out, slipped me an extra tenner. “Well done. Perhaps we’ll meet again.” We never did.
After the earlier panic over the cop car, calm had been restored to ‘The Steps’. It was back to its usual buzzing self. Paolo had also decided to return. The little bugger must have gossiped to the others about the trick for I was greeted with wolf whistles and a slow hand–clap. I grinned, poked out my tongue, made a face, waved my considerable remuneration at them and freely answered their highly probing questions.             




A Pregnant Pause

For some months now, Sheba had become ever more broody and moody. Her virginity was really getting on her nerves. Sometimes this unwonted state of purity made her highly depressed. As I was her confidant in the office, she insisted on pouring out her disappointment frequently and graphically into my ever open ear.
One evening, when we were out for an after–work coffee she, once again, gave vent to her feelings. “Oh, Carl, I get so terribly frustrated. It’s all right for you boys. All you have to do is lock yourselves in the toilet and give yourselves a quick hand job. And you don’t even have to make yourself look good to do it.”
I smiled. “True. Don’t you ever masturbate?”
“No,” she moaned. “I tried it once and felt so bloody guilty; I couldn’t relax enough to enjoy it. It’s one of the many curses of being brought up a Catholic, I’m afraid.” Suddenly she wailed, “Oh, why wasn’t I born male and gay?!”
“Sheba?”
“What?”
“You’re being ridiculous.”
“Am I? I don’t think so.” She lit a cigarette and turned the lighted tip over and over in the ashtray. “Everyone else is out there enjoying themselves to the hilt. Why can’t I? I want some of the bleedin’ action for a change.”
Eventually I turned her mind to something else and she allowed the subject to be dropped – but not forgotten.
The next day, during our lunch hour, whilst we were sharing coffee and sandwiches in ‘Alfio’s’, she sighed suddenly and belted out, “Oh, how I loathe, hate and detest being a stupid, blushing virgin.” The buzzed conversation from the other customers dimmed markedly. I tried to get her to lower her voice but, with Sheba, once she was on a roll, she was not to be silenced. “Carl, I’ve decided.”
“What?” I was getting bored with her harping away constantly on the same subject.
“I want you to do the honours.”
“What honours?” I asked in mock innocence.
“I’m asking you to break my virgin knot.”
Choking on my sandwich, I peered around. She could have chosen a better place to proposition me. “I really don’t think this is the sort of place to go into all….” With my eyes, I was trying frenetically to draw her attention to our enthusiastic eavesdroppers.
“Balls!” she aimed at them. “If they haven’t anything better going on in their lives then that’s their problem. They can listen if they want to. I don’t give a sod!”
I smiled across at Alfio who was looking puzzled. “But I do!” I hissed at her. “Please remember, I’m known in here.”
“Darling Carl, what are you worried about? You’re known everywhere.” I didn’t answer. “Well?”
How was I going to stop her? “Well, what?”
“God, sometimes you can be so infuriatingly obtuse.” I didn’t answer but shot more warning looks which she still delighted in ignoring. “Alright, I’ll spell it out.” I looked at her with mounting horror. “I’m begging you to F. U. C...”
“No!” By now we had everyone’s undivided attention. I knew something had to be done. “Let’s go outside. We’ll talk about it out there.”
Leaving behind our half eaten snacks, I dragged Sheba out into the sunshine. We found a quiet, deserted church–yard and she promptly began bombarding me with apparent indisputable arguments as to why it was imperative that I should adhere to her request. To begin with, she wouldn’t entertain ‘No’ as an answer. Eventually I counter bombarded her with my own indisputable arguments. I managed to convince her that I didn’t feel it was right for me to be her first. I fully believed that her precious jewel should be given to someone who was straight and would fully appreciate what she was so eagerly prepared to give up. I half expected her to go mad at my persistence. How wrong I was. She didn’t seem to mind and appeared to understand.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s not fair putting this on you. I’m just so anxious to get rid of it. I’m willing to clutch at any old straw”.
“Oh, thank you very much! Is that how you see me? As an ‘old straw’?”
“Oh, do shut up,” she grinned. “You know exactly what I mean”.
From that moment on, she grabbed almost every nettle and practically threw herself at anyone and everyone who she believed would score the goal in her hungry net. However, things didn’t go entirely to plan as she merely succeeded in meeting all the wrong people. Considering how attractive she was, combined with the desperate lengths she was willing to travel, I would have thought there would have been a queue. But no, every guy she dated was oh, so, moral as each expressed a desire to wait until their wedding night. She seriously toyed with the idea of raping some poor unsuspecting sod in the street just to be rid of it.
I found Sheba’s dilemma highly amusing but I couldn’t give her the full support she believed she deserved. I had more pressing concerns of my own. By now Matthew had been completely marginalised and continually haunted the periphery of my relationship with Marti. Every time I saw him in a club or bar, he would come over and talk stridently to the people I was with whilst aiming his disparaging remarks at me.
“Paolo, my dear friend...,” he once said. Surprised, Paolo, who barely knew Matthew, looked around to see if there was some other Paolo in his proximity. “...still keeping company with the cesspit waste I see?”
After Matthew had gone, Paolo leaned back, sighed, and asked, “Well, my dears, and what the fuck was that all about. Is she on something or what?”
I felt some sort of explanation was required. “I think it was for my benefit.”
Paolo, sniffing a juicy bit of gossip, leaned in towards me. “Oh? What gives?”
I didn’t want him or anyone to know what was going on in my other lives so I lamely replied, “I’m not sure. Let’s face it, who knows what goes on in other people’s heads.” My feeble explanation appeared to satisfy him for he stood up and went over to talk to one of his clients.
A week later I called in on Marti.
As soon as I walked through the door, she asked, “Want a drink?”
“Er. No thanks.” She appeared highly agitated.
Ignoring my reply, she poured me a large brandy, which, at the time I hated – and she knew it, and thrust the glass at me. “What’s this for?” I had a sudden fear that Matthew had taken it into his head to have a repeat clash with Marti and I was about to have to pick up the fragments of her bruised sense of self. The brandy, I assumed, was to fortify me against her imminent angsting.
“Oh, do shut up, sit down and drink it.” She had an odd look in her eyes. I knew it was no use arguing the toss, so I took a sip. “Down in one!” Suspiciously I obeyed. Good God, it must have been a real humdinger of a row.
“What’s happened?” I knew her well enough to spot when she had some news.
“I don’t know the easiest way to say it, so I might as well come straight out with it.” She stopped. I braced myself.
After a pause, during which I could see she was thinking hard of how to ‘come straight out with’ whatever ‘it’ was, I asked, “Well?”
She drew in a deep breath. “Well, – Carl,” she giggled and looked at the floor, “We’ve done it – I’m pregnant.” She gave me one of the most searching stares I have ever received. Time and the world stopped in its tracks.
“Oh.” I was both numb and dumb. This time it was my turn to take a pause. I was shattered. My spinning mind refused to function. It felt simultaneously empty and full. If thought could turn somersaults, mine was shooting up to the stratosphere. Finally I broke the stillness. “Is it mine?” What the fuck was I asking? What foolish, insensitive, unfeeling, tactless, selfish and brutish part of my brain made me pose such a question, I’ll never know. As soon as it left my lips I winced, “Oh, God!” For a split second I could see that Marti flushed in anger. Then, true to her generous nature, she burst out laughing. She had a perfect right to be both furious and hurt and to throw me out on my cold hearted backside. In her position, I believe it’s what I would have done. In my defence, I can only submit that, because I was both sixteen and gay, I could hardly credit that I could or would ever become a father. Even though Marti had immediately forgiven me, I still felt a compulsion to explain. “Look, I...”
“It’s all right, Carl, you can stop digging the hole,” she interrupted, giving me a hug, “I think I understand.”
After a giant shout that went on forever, I finally managed to respond with, “I’m going to be a dad!!” Whooping in pride and joy, I stamped and skipped around her flat like a demented explorer who had suddenly discovered El Dorado.
In an outpouring of exuberance, we began to talk over one another in an outburst of exultant relief. The rest of the evening was full of affection and blissful expectation. For the hundredth time, she reiterated the conditions of the child’s nativity and nurturing but insisted that I would not be totally excluded from the child’s development.
Astonishingly, it was a few months before Matthew heard the wonderful news and, for some incomprehensible reason, chose to become dangerously angry. Some of our mutual friends warned me of his black mood and advised me to stay out of his way as much as I could. This I did but one evening, as I was leaving ‘The Green Goddess’ with Andy and a couple of others, he found and confronted me in the middle of the street.
“So, the stinking rat has dared to come out of his hole in the ground, has he?” His eyes were blazing with barely suppressed rage.
“Matthew…”
Andy and the crowd moved to one side. This was something of which they were ignorant and, as such, didn’t want to become involved. However, because of the ‘welcome’ I had received, they knew that, for my safety, it was advisable to hang around – just in case.
There then followed an almighty altercation where Matthew was determined to allow his feelings full reign. My attempts at reasoning with him only managed to fuel his fire. As he went on, his level of hysteria rose to such an alarming extent that my friends felt duty bound to step forward to my defence.
“So, you think that pitiful bunch of camp cronies and milksops will save you, do you? I don’t think so, matey.”
Naturally, my friends, now stung and true to form, refused to take kindly to this verbal onslaught and, en masse, rounded on him but Matthew was determined not to be thwarted. His final flourish came when he actually challenged me to some sort of a knife duel. What the hell was happening? I seriously felt that I’d entered a parallel dimension. Desperately, I continued to reason with him but he was determined not to listen. My attempts at defusing the situation were joined by the others who didn’t exactly help matters with their belittling remarks aimed at him. Instead of bringing Matthew to his senses, all they succeeded in doing was to rile him further and make him even more determined. As he left, he ordered me to be at such and such a place at such and such a time, or else!
“This is all fucking nuts,” was all I could muster.
After Matthew’s departure, my friends flocked around to comfort me. None of them knew exactly what was happening but they saw a colleague in distress and closed ranks. Tactfully, no one asked what was going on and why Matthew seemed unwavering in his effort to have a ‘face off’.
“What do I do now?” I asked pathetically. No one could give me a satisfactory answer.
Andy, who thought the whole thing ridiculous said, “Unless you can talk him round, it seems pretty obvious.” He went on to say that if the pair of us were stupid enough to go through with it, he didn’t want to know and didn’t care a damn. I must confess that his attitude, though sensible and level–headed, hurt me deeply. I had hoped that he would understand but he wouldn’t. Whatever the row was all about, it was of my own making and, as far as he was concerned, I would have to fix it myself with no help from him. With a disparaging shrug of his shoulders, Andy gloomily shook his head and left.
The rest lugged me back into ‘The Green Goddess’, parked me on a convenient chair and ordered me a coffee. I think that their collective curiosity must have been at full stretch but not a single one of them even so much as dropped a hint that they wanted to know more.
At first, they recommended that the whole thing would probably blow over and that I should lay low for a while.
“That’s what I have been doing and look where it’s landed me – in a great pile of shit!”
Inside, I knew that going underground would be impossible. Marti would need moral support so I would have to continue seeing her – and Matthew would find out. When it began to sink in that I would not be able to run away, my friends were stumped – all except Zenda. On his advice, I knew I must get something with which to defend myself. He suggested a flick knife. It was easy to hide and would come in useful in the forthcoming confrontation.
“You still might be able to talk him ‘round. The knife will be there for your security.”
“Have you one?” I asked.
“Good God, no. I wouldn’t be seen dead with one of those.” His choice of words didn’t exactly ease my burden.
So, now I had to locate a flick knife. That was all well and good but I had no idea from where one could be obtained. I pleaded with the rest of my comforters if any one of them had such a weapon, could I borrow it. They were brimming over with empathy but could offer no practical help whatsoever. Either they didn’t have any or refused to let me borrow one as any crime which might be committed could be linked back to them.
I felt dejected and an urge to be on my own came over me. I needed time to allow myself to get this new development into perspective. Excusing myself, I caught the next bus home. My mind was in an acute upheaval.
The following morning I felt no better; in fact, I awoke with a mood of desperation hanging over me. Eventually, at around midday, I had a brainwave.
At my art class, I told my teacher that I wanted to paint a still life based on violence and I needed some props. One vital component of the painting, I went on, would be a flick knife. He put out a general call to the class and one lad who was dim but exceptionally talented reeled off a list of various implements he owned that might come in handy – including the elusive flick knife. Further, he would be delighted to loan me his any other item from his rather grisly collection. As he only lived a short walk away, he scuttled off to fetch the things. When he returned, he was merrily brandishing a particularly lethal looking specimen of weaponry. I didn’t bother to ask why he owned such a vicious looking object.
In the interim, I didn’t go down to the city centre. Not only did I think that my presence might provoke the already fuming Matthew but I didn’t want to bump into my friends so that they could have found the courage and opportunity to ask for background details of the row and forthcoming fight.
When the fateful day came, I turned up alone, found the appointed street and groaned in utter disbelief. A sudden, dramatic summer storm broke over the place. Lightning began an intermittent flickering and deep, penetrating thunder started to grumble. Rain drenched the whole street. I ran under a shop awning to wait for it to pass over or, at least, ease off a little. ‘Is someone writing a film script for this?’ I thought. I couldn’t believe the coincidence. This cloud burst was like some cliché out of a dire third rate thriller.
Matthew was true to his word and appeared from around a corner. He had actually decided to turn up with a ‘Second’ along with a small entourage of his friends who appeared to be there to act as spectators, or, at least, some sort of witness to the impending combat. I suddenly felt very isolated.
Once more, I made a futile attempt at reconciling things with Matthew but he was having none of it. All I received was a snarled, “Shut your face and let’s get on with it.” He even called me a coward for appearing to want to quit the fight. His group of cheer leaders whooped and jeered. I ignored the taunts and persisted in trying to get through to Matthew but nothing was working. Matthew showed that he was eager to push things on by being handed a knife by his Second. So, there would be no way out. I had no choice but to face him and go through this ridiculous charade. From my back pocket I produce my knife and flicked open the blade. Was I imagining it or was that a look on his face which gave away that he was impressed?
Carefully and fully alert, we circled one another. Isn’t it weird, the bizarre things which hammer into your mind in times of crisis or stress? All I could think about was what my mother would say if I were killed. The whole situation would leave her utterly bewildered. And, if the full story came out, she would quickly realise how much she didn’t know about her son.
Of the actual fight, I must confess, I can remember very little. Everything appeared to be acted out in slow motion but with the added feeling that I was experiencing it as in a dream and, like a dream, many of the actual details seemed to have passed from my memory. I do seem to recollect lots of verbal bravado coming from Matthew without any actual contact being made. I remember my fear and the watchers who, for some reason, remained silent and sinister. Our audience had grown slightly as casual passers–by stopped to watch the would–be young gladiators go through their paces.
Perhaps naively, I had assumed that there was a tacit agreement between Matthew and myself that we would keep our altercation from Marti. Regrettably, she must have found out about it. Matthew betrayed my supposed unspoken pact and had made sure that he conveyed the information to one of their mutual friends who, naturally, told her everything. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of her as she fast approached our supreme act of utter lunacy. Without waiting for any warning to be shouted, she rushed at us to try and put a stop to it all. Without so much as a glance at her, Matthew lashed out with his arm and hit her, sending her sprawling onto the floor. I think, with hindsight, it was an accident, but at the time, I saw red and pounced. After she had recovered from the blow Marti struggled to her feet just as Matthew was about to lunge at me with his knife. Marti shouted and threw herself between us and received a stab wound in her side. Her physical intervention caused both Matthew and I to regain our sanity and terminate all this foolishness.
I can only suppose that some neighbour must have seen our pugilistic attempts and called the police because I caught the sound of a distant but fast approaching alarm bell. Matthew uttered an expletive, dropped his knife and took off like the wind. He was joined by some of the crowd who had been watching. Judging by the shouts from Matthew’s pursuers, they weren’t trying to congratulate him. Though quick, he was quicker and they didn’t catch him. To me, it didn’t matter. All that concerned me was the condition of Marti and the child. What, in God’s name, had we been fighting over? What had he fought for – me or Marti? I felt a warm wet sensation on my arm, I looked down and realised I’d also received a knife thrust from Matthew. It had gashed my arm and to this day I still bear the scar. After getting the wounded Marti into a nearby house owned by a sympathetic stranger and hid whilst we waited for the police to come and began their investigatory duties. We were shown a back way out and I took Marti to the local hospital. There was a slight hiatus with the staff of the Emergency Room as to how this charming young lady had received her laceration but, somehow, we managed to satisfy their questions. I was worried about the unborn child, but it was fine and so was Marti.
I presume through guilt, Matthew backed off from the scene and was never to interfere in my relationship with Marti ever again. If ever I came across him in a club or pub, we never acknowledged one another but either he or I took the tactful line and left.
Paolo began to notice this, “What is it with you two?”
“Personality clash.”
“You as well?”
A not too serious thought occurred to me. Although I was continuing my life on the racks, I began to speculate on the idea that I might be turning straight. I add hastily that the thought was no more than an amusing by–way. Deep down, I knew it wasn’t true.             




A Pastoral Interlude

It was about this time that another alien thought began to seep into my dull brain. I was actually beginning to enjoy sex where simple affection was involved. This difference was thrown into sharp focus when I was out cruising for either new or more established clients. My attention would be diverted by some youth or other who would manage to instil feelings of emotional as opposed to monetary desires.
I remember the very first occasion when all thoughts of charging for my body went flowing out of the window and I indulged myself with no thought of sleazily earned cash entering into the equation. This particular event concerned a cute lad who I met in the street near to where I lived. We were walking towards one another and exchanged one of those looks. What caught my emotions was his shy but knowing expression. His light brown hair bobbed and he didn’t so much walk as flow along the pavement. His slim figure had a willowy gait to it and his whole demeanour seemed to cry out, ‘I’m available!’ We passed one another and, as casually as I could, I stopped to turn around to stare for a second time – he had done the same. Seeing what had happened, we both giggled and brimming with confidence, he immediately walked up to me. His name was Graham and we stood talking for a few minutes before he suggested we went for a coffee. I knew that there was no such thing to be enjoyed anywhere in the vicinity but I said, “Fine by me.” Naturally, I thought that we would head off to his place for something hot which didn’t involve beverages. He took the lead and headed towards a nearby small park. Puppy–like, I followed.
“Do you really want a coffee?” he asked.
“No.” I couldn’t understand why my brain was refusing to work. I couldn’t stop staring at him. His direct but somewhat apologetic look held my thoughts so completely that anything vaguely resembling an intelligent contribution to a conversation utterly deserted me.
Sitting on an old, dilapidated bench that threatened to annihilate itself at any moment, we passed a delightful hour in getting to know one another. He spoke with ease although he had to drag any information out of me. Whilst thoughts of sex did drop into my mind, I felt something else – something I was to feel more and more as time went on. Being with him seemed so right and I was happy to simply to sit and talk. I actually wanted to know more about him and less about his body. Not that the desire for him had diminished – far from it – but it had become secondary to getting to know him. What did he think? What did he feel? What were his hopes and dreams? For his part, I realised that he was probably hoping for a one off encounter but I determined that there would be more – a future together. What on earth was the matter with me? As he had to be somewhere, our talk was curtailed but an arrangement was made for the following Saturday. Bewitched, I watched him leave. I was left elated but extremely confused.
So far in my brief life I’d had many experiences with lads who I fancied rotten but the emotions they stirred were always on a fairly superficial level. What I was currently experiencing was deeper and new.
We met on that fateful Saturday and went back to his small bed–sit where, for me, the affection and closeness of the meeting was far more important than the actual act of sex. When it came for me to leave, he said in a friendly but rather offhanded way, “Maybe I’ll see you around some time.”
“How about getting together during next week?” I almost pleaded.
“Can’t, sorry.” My face must have betrayed my utter disappointment so he smiled and added, “You never know, we might bump into each other in the street again and – well, who knows?” He delivered another smile to reassure me but I wasn’t convinced. I had the feeling that I would never see him again – and I was right.
Being a well informed rent boy it was unthinkable that, once the rendezvous was over, I should ever call on him at his room but, for a while, I made frequent detours to walk by his house in the hope of catching him as he was either leaving or arriving at his front door. I tried not to think of what I would have done or what would have happened to my emotions if I saw him returning to his home with another lad. The thought tore me apart so, after a week or so, I avoided his street.
To seek some sort of solace from this minor earthquake in my emotional life, I decided to return to that little wooded copse which was so familiar in my late childhood because of the first encounter which signposted the path on which I was now treading relentlessly.
My long absence was allowing me an antithetic perspective on the place. For a start, the largish wood of my childhood now appeared tiny and almost claustrophobic. The clearing with its fallen log was now verging on the minute. The log itself had been subjected to many other visitors’ attention with either knives for carving or attempted demolition by fire. My return was not a happy one and, after a short tour, I left – never to return.
In another attempt to come to terms with my flowering emotions, I took myself off to a more recent scene and sought out my friends in the town centre – big mistake!
Paolo’s advice was, “Love? Bollocks! Sweetness, listen, it’s all about sex and that’s it. I’ll tell you what I love – to be at home and having a good, massive shit. Now that’s much better than a quick fuck.”
Ian’s idea was far more savoury but equally unhelpful. “Oh, we’ve all been in love, my dear. I fall about three times a day – if I’m lucky.”
Andy simply burst out laughing and departed promptly with a trick. Well, thanks a lot, mate!
Jacko’s thoughts on the subject set me thinking. “I’ll tell you what I love; watching my supervisor stretch to restock the top shelves with Cornflakes. What an arse!”
“You work in a Supermarket?”
“Yep. I thought you knew!”
“I’d no idea. I didn’t even realise you had an ordinary job.”
“Why wouldn’t I? A Trainee Manageress, that’s me.”
Jacko’s brief comment disturbed me. I suddenly realised that I knew precious little about any of the gangs’ lives away from the racks. How many of them were, like me, toiling respectfully with colleagues who knew nothing of their darker side? A few of them knew I had a proper job but, apart from Andy, the manner of my earnings was not discussed. Most of the rents knew I had a modest talent for drawing but no one realised that I took actual classes.
I managed to while away half an hour speculating, often naughtily, on the gangs’ disparate career moves. I then reversed the situation and spent another period of time wondering what the rents thought I did. Naturally, it would have been unethical to ask any of my colleagues whether my speculations were correct. It simply wasn’t done. Only volunteered information was accepted and it was considered improper to enquire any further. Privacy was sacrosanct.
Later, this desire to continue seeing one of these unpaid pickups became more frequent but nothing serious or more permanent ever came out of it.             




Pop Goes My Weasel

One day, when some rents and I were feeling extremely silly, we decided to forsake our itinerant sex shops and go into ‘The Clipper’ to relax. On the way I bumped into Sandy and a couple of others I scarcely knew. They, too, were off to ‘The Clipper’ for a meal and I was invited to join them. We were having a jolly time, indulging in some spirited gossip when Sandy, who through an ingrained habit had been scanning the customers, abruptly squealed. He leaned forward and whispered something so excitedly and at such a high pitch, it was utterly incoherent except, perhaps, to dolphins, dogs or bats. Finally, we managed to calm him and discovered the cause of his animated agitation. A lone young man had parked himself at the bar and was calmly sipping a beer. Thoroughly confused, I could see no reason for Sandy’s monumental fuss. The man, though well groomed, appeared rather an ordinary looking stranger who was quietly minding his own business. The rest of our companions also showed some surprise and delight at seeing him. They went into a huddle and giggled, pointed and cast unsubtle glances at the man. They made such a good job of hiding their excitement, it took the stranger about two seconds to realise and delight in the fact that he was the target of their concentrated attention and admiring sighs. I was the only goon at our table who sat totally enveloped in the thick fog of ignorance. Seeing me coping with a total lack of knowledge on the subject, my comrades enlightened me. Apparently, our solo imbiber was an up and coming British pop singer of the day. The table was totally enamoured, but I couldn’t understand the fascination as he didn’t seem that especially attractive. I quickly learned the power which fame brought with it – I was currently observing this particular phenomenon.
Sandy said, “I’d heard this place was used by pop–singers, but I thought it was a load of doggy doo–doo but, shit, it looks like I was wrong.”
During their subsequent animated conversation, I found out that ‘The Clipper’ was reputed to be quite a favourite haunt of and used by many visiting vocalists and bands in the pop industry. In the days before the over commercialisation of celebrities, it was still possible to bump into reasonably famous people in the street or a shop, whilst they were simply out and about, getting on with the business of living. There was little need for body–guards or police escorts. Things had not got quite so out of hand as it is today.
Although I didn’t recognise this particular singer, there was the odd member of that mysterious world I would have known. Whilst I was steeped in classical music and knew virtually nothing about the ‘pop’ scene, I did happen to work with a load of teenage girls who exuberantly fantasized a great deal. Being a hot and randy lot, in their own way, they were regular purchasers of the few teen magazines which were then around. Inevitably, I saw many pictures of their young heroes, and like them, tacitly desired some of them. Because Sheba and I could now speak more openly about my secret life, I could ask her about them and confide in her my secret lusts. She even went as far as convincing me that I might like some of the music and loaned a few records (given in a plain brown envelope) for me to hear alone and in the privacy of my own room. My mother, hearing pop music resounding from my room, must have thought I had taken a secret walking holiday to Damascus. I became fascinated with pop singers (but still not all their music) and wondered where I could see them in the flesh, so to speak. It was a chance meeting with Skip and Fallon which gave me the information I sought.
I bumped into them whilst making my way to the ‘Green Goddess’ to meet up with some of my friends. As expected and true to form, Skip was staring languidly at the tedious landscape whilst an animated Fallon did most of the talking. If anyone knew how I could gate–crash this illusive world of ‘pop’, it would be these two. Clumsily, I broached the subject. Both Skip and Fallon sneered in disdain. Yes, they sighed, they knew the scene well from the many personal introductions from their bulging list of influential clients. Owing to these contacts, they didn’t have to bother with clubs or pubs “and all that squalid sort of thing” to find the rich and/or famous. Fallon, with an offhand, impish delight, began to name names. The list of famous people who were, apparently, amenable to being approached was a mind blowing catalogue. I must confess that most of the names were unknown to me. “And,” he confidently assured me, “this is only a small number of the total singers and group members we’ve been introduced to. Naturally, we never bother with the likes of them. Small fry, that’s all they are – worms!”
Skip turned a sidelong glance in my direction and actually deigned to speak at me. “I hope you’re not angling to get any special privileges from us. There are oh so many poofs who want us to get them into the company of pop stars. We get tired of telling them that that sort of thing is not our sort of thing. We don’t do introductions.” I could hear the yawn in his voice. “It really is quite a bore.” It seems that they believed that all these famous people were their own personal property.
The names they had named left me reeling. Some of the people, quite frankly, I found hard to believe.
“What him? Never! He’s going to be married soon... isn’t he?”
They both tinkled with laughter. “So? Would they be so popular if their fans thought they were queer? It’s all a game they have to play – a masquerade.”
I was still in so many ways, naïve. Although many of my clients were married and needed to hide their sexual desires, I didn’t realise that people in the public eye also found it necessary to be ultra–normal to hide their true selves.
Fallon went over to Skip and tidied his hair by running his fingers through it. Skip closed his eyes and responded as if he were a cat being lovingly stroked. “If you really must try your luck, and to be quite frank, sweetie, with that face of yours I’d think you are definitely onto a losing wicket, then visit…” They then dispensed another list, this time, of places, some of which were familiar, others more obscure to which these pop–gods would head so that they could relax and be themselves.
Leaving Skip and Fallon to continue decorating their pitching post, I went on to the ‘Green Goddess’ where I found Ian and Jacko who were not speaking to one another because of some ridiculous slight each felt the other had inflicted. Although they were sitting at the same table, they were facing in opposite directions.
As I approached their table I blurted, “Hi, slags.” They answered with an unmusical croak of disdain. “What’s wrong now?” I sighed.
“It’s ‘er!” Ian sneered, jerking his head in Jacko’s direction.
“It is not me! It’s ‘er.” Came the reply along with a mirror image of the head movement.
Simultaneously, they turned to face one another. I was now caught in the middle.
Ian: “You’re the one who went off and left me with that idiot.”
Jacko: “I thought you were enjoying yerself.”
Ian: “What, with Smegma–Breath?”
Jacko: “Yeh.”
Me: “Who’s Smegma–Breath?”
Jacko: (To me) “What?”
Ian: “I can’t stand him. He’s disgusting”
Jacko: “That’s why I thought you were okay with him!”
Ian: “Oh, you bitch!”
Me: “Who’s Smegma–Breath?”
Ian: (To me) “You don’t want to know!”
But I did.
Ian: “Well, you’ll be pleased to know that he wanted to perform his usual trick”
Me: “What trick?”
Jacko: “What, with the...:
Ian: “Exactly! What a freak!”
Jacko: “I thought you liked it.”
Me: “Liked what?”
Jacko: (To me) “It!”
Me: “What?”
Ian: “Well, I didn’t and I don’t.”
Jacko: “That’s not what I heard. It’s common knowledge that...” It wasn’t to me.
Ian: “I don’t have to sit here and...” He rose grandly from his seat.
Jacko: “Go on, dear. Sod off as usual.”
Ian: “Whore!” And out he went.
Jacko: (Standing) “Ian, I’m sorry...” and out he went as well.
I never discovered what the hell the row was about or who Smegma–Breath was even though I asked them many times. They always made a point of changing the subject as quickly as possible.
Looking around, I noticed that the confrontation had attracted a lot of attention from the few other customers who had paused in their consuming of comestibles to witness the situation. I smiled wanly. “It’s all right; they often carry on like this. Really, they’re the best of friends.” No one believed me and the café returned to its quiet wash of sound except for Renata’s husband who eyeballed his customers and started to mutter darkly in Italian.
Over the next few days I digested all Skip and Fallon had divulged and soon became interested in finding out about the pop singers touring dates and when they would visit the city. Once again, the office girls’ magazines came in handy.
Still, the big question insisted on bugging me: how could I actually meet them in person. The more the answer eluded me, the more desperate I became in wanting to ‘hang out’ on the scene. I started by making a tour of the various pubs and clubs which my informants had mentioned – at least, those I either knew or remembered. If any of these ‘stars’ did visit the places Skip and Fallon had listed, I never came across them. I wondered why they had so easily volunteered the list of names. Were they deliberately laying a false trail so they could corner this illusive market? God, what a little tart I was becoming!
A more concrete lead came about a week later when, with Zenda, I was on a double date hiring to a client who was into threesomes. The client bore a vague resemblance to a lead singer in one of the pop groups and, on the way back to the centre, I commented on this to my companion.
“Yeh, I suppose he does but the trick gives better sex. T’other one is lousy at it.”
I gulped. “You’ve had him?”
“I’m not sure if what we did was ‘had him’. He didn’t seem to know which way to turn and, as you know my dear, I only turn one way.”
I wasn’t going to let this pass. “How did you meet him?”
“The usual.”
Resisting the temptation of giving Zenda a good slapping, I continued, “And what’s that?”
“Write him a letter, care of the place he’s playing, and offer to meet up.”
“A letter? Is that all?”
“Well, yes; but there’s a bit more to it than that. You have to use the word ‘gay’ a few times. Say his songs are catchy and gay. That his singing makes you feel gay – stuff like that.”
“And that’ll do the trick?”
“Yep – in more ways than one.” It must be remembered that the word ‘gay’ as a homosexual term was only in common usage in our community and was still fairly unknown to the straights. “It’s always worked with me, that is, if they are up for it. In the letter you say you will be at the stage door after the show for an autograph and you will be wearing such and such. There you are! You’ve chucked out the line and you go to see if the fish has bit.”
I was impressed. “It’s as simple as that?” I couldn’t wait to try it.
“Don’t forget – don’t say anything to anyone about anyone, anyone(!) you may get to have. It aren’t the done thing. Mum’s the word.” As this was one of the most important unwritten laws of the racks, it appeared a rather unnecessary piece of advice.
“What about you telling me about matey’s double?”
“I told you, he was so crap in bed, he deserves to be named – but don’t you go telling anyone about him – not even the other slags. It just slipped out.”
“My lips are sealed.”
“Unlike half an hour ago, eh?” he grinned.
“Yes, and unlike your ass–hole, too.”
The next day, in our local paper, I looked up the forthcoming events section and made a note of the groups/solo singers and the venues which were scheduled for them to appear. That night, I carefully crafted a slightly suggestive missive to a fairly indifferent looking singer who was appearing in a fairly small venue two nights later. This action was something of an experiment – to see if Zenda’s advice was on the ball and that my hoped for fish would bite.
Standing outside the Stage Door, or what passed for it, I was full of both anticipation and trepidation. Was I about to make an utter fool of myself or worse? Could the object of my letter have read accurately between the lines and reported me to the cops? The object of my attention came out of the Stage Door and looked around. I was one of about twenty fans and he singled me out immediately and approached. Almost unbelievably, the ruse worked a treat. The resulting date was a complete failure as the singer was looking for someone to poke and not to be poked. Many subsequent dates which came my way were extremely variable but there was always one thing in common. Their weeks seemed to consist entirely of rehearsals, touring, concerts, parties, drink, sex, smoking ‘pot’, as it was then called, and sleeping. In most cases, they didn’t seem to be particularly good at any of it – certainly not, as Zenda had hinted, the ‘sex’ part.
Over the next few weeks I repeated this ruse on a regular basis. Not all my unsolicited letters received a result but enough did. Thus I began meeting various famous people from this curious world, and, as one of the perks, obtained a number of free tickets for some of the best seats at their concerts so that they could show off to me. I was expected to praise their performances to the hilt and convince them that they are the biggest star of all time and one only wished that the public and critics agreed with the monumentally exaggerated assessment I gave.
There was one particular ballad singer who I managed to get to know very well. Indeed, I became his boy in our particular port. During one concert, he announced that his next song was to be dedicated to someone special who was “sitting in the audience, tonight.” He looked over in my direction and everyone in the vicinity craned their necks to see if they could spot the object of this dedication. He then went on to sing a love song and kept looking across to where I was squirming. Still the local members of the audience craned their necks to catch a glimpse of the ‘someone special’. I nearly crawled under my seat. Luckily, there were quite a few screaming girls around me, so when he later claimed that he did it to embarrass me (not to mention the potential of embarrassing himself by risking being so open with his desires) it went by largely unnoticed as, I suspect, the whole audience concluded it was one of these frantically screeching girls he was serenading.
After a month or two, from my privileged position, I delighted in hearing my work mates frequently indulging in waxing a desire of meeting this or that singer and to seduce them. I held my tongue and gave no indication that I had beaten them to it. They would have been very disappointed at many of the sessions as famed objects of their desires just weren’t very good at sex with guys let alone what they could have done with a girl.
Also, this was about the time, it became quite trendy for the more open minded youth to try all forms of sex and in any combination. The emancipation of women with the pill and its subsequent gift of sexual freedom had, to a certain degree, extended to a lot of males who wanted to and were now able to explore their sexuality and experiment. I had discovered that the pop world was no exception.
During the interval of a concert Andy and I had decided to attend, one of the supporting solo singers, who was at the very start of his hoped for career and had sung in the first part of the concert thereby completing his set for the evening, was slumming it with his anticipated future adoring fans who were mobbing him in their ones. He saw me and his eyes lit up. The next thing I knew, I was being chased round a pillar by the obnoxious singer who, as it turned out, was definitely a one hit wonder – in more ways than one! Andy saw what was happening and, grinning, came over.
“Andy, if I have ever meant anything to you,” I begged, “then get this lanky, slimy shit out of my hair, will you?”
Andy, bless him, assumed instantly the role of a jealous lover and glared at my would be molester who murmured an indistinct apology and moved away. Thanks to my friend, I was then left alone. We next saw him chasing after Zenda and this time he won the race. They left together. Later, Zenda moaned what an utter waste of time it was. “A couple of strained thrusts and it was all over! My ring hardly had time to blossom”
To my utter shame I must confess that I actually began to like a lot of music from the sixties. I even started to buy the odd single.
Once, I was invited to a party which was given after one of these pop concerts. A particularly well known and rather ugly solo singer, presumably begging a compliment, asked me a rather leading question. “Who’s your favourite Pop group?”
“The Philharmonia.” I answered in my best dry voice.
He laughed. I stared. “Oh, you’re being serious.”
“Yes.”
“If you like that sort of crap, what are you doing here?” He sidled up closer.
“To have sex,” I grunted, “with someone gorgeous.”
He ran his hand up my leg and whispered, “Is that right?” And he licked my face.
“Yes. Like, him over there.” And off I swaggered.
I didn’t succeed with the object of my choice but I did with a couple of others. Each time I returned, my ugly singer glared.
I was surprised and delighted to find that I was being recommended by one singer to another when they next had a concert in the city. Was I becoming another Skip and Fallon?             




Before Leaving Home

By now, my life was getting so full it was becoming a challenge to fit everything in. My work, art studies and rack haunting lives were bad enough but, added to this, was also my new found interest in the world of popular music or, at least, the people involved in it. Although it was never expected, I still managed to find time to visit contented Marti and her ever growing tummy.
As for my dearest mother... because her brat of a son was steadily finding his feet and place in the world, she attempted to clip my wings in every way possible. She developed the idea that her health was suffering to such a degree that, to hear her talk, she was in danger of becoming permanently house bound. Her deterioration was so fast that it appeared that she would require and expect full time care from her nearest and dearest. What confirmed that this was all a ploy to get at me was when she heard that someone needed help. If something happened with one of her many family members or if a supposed friend had either an emotional or genuine medical problem, she felt duty bound to get involved. At such times she made a truly miraculous recovery and she would trot off, moving down the road like an eager teenager. Once the crisis was over, her sickness returned with even greater force. Another trick she created was to lock the door when I was out and leave her key on the inside which made mine obsolete. I had to knock on the door to be let in. Even so, deep down, she knew that she was on to a loser. This whole set–up was getting me really down. All she was managing to achieve was to drive me away even further. Something had to be done – and soon.
Never one for half measures, my already overflowing calendar had to make space for a mini–fling which I began with a cute but overly camp boyish guy called Ben. He was a good looking eighteen year old blonde who, for reasons best known to himself and which bewildered me, always wore light make–up whenever he and we went out. He was good looking enough not to require such facial adornment, but, I suppose, each youth to his own. The only time I ever saw him as nature intended was during a one–off visit I made to his place of work. He was the manager of the china department in a large department store. At the time, this was quite a prestigious appointment for an eighteen year old. In his au naturale state his face revealed that he suffered from dry skin. Perhaps it wasn’t make–up he wore but a skin preparation or moisturiser. I later discovered that there was indeed nothing medical in the adornment but pure Max Factor. Our dates were usually spent in pubs where he regaled me with his admiration for Marlene Dietrich. His admiration for this icon verged on being unhealthy and bordered on obsession. Although pretty intense in our relationship, we only had sex a couple of times.
Soon after meeting Ben, a circuitous chain of events began which would give me the opportunity for leaving the home which was weighing upon me like a lead–lined stone coffin. Little did I realise it at the time but this almost insignificant and casual meeting was destined to change the whole course of my life that, after many false starts, would bring me to where I am today. It was as if I was about to be given a present wrapped in plain brown paper. I was soon to discover that it contained a jigsaw puzzle but with no picture on the box to advise and guide me.
It all began one evening when I was exploring a part of the city which was totally unknown to me. I can’t remember the circumstances which led me there but there I was. My testosterone must have gone into overdrive as I was feeling just plain randy. As a stranger, I had no idea if I was near a known trolling area or ‘busy’ cottage where, with comparative ease, I could quickly relieve my sudden urge. After a short ramble, I spotted a lone park with a small toilet on the edge and I went in to investigate on the off–chance that I might bump into a like minded soul.
The place was empty and after waiting a few minutes, I made to leave. As I was washing my hands at the basin, a guy, well into his thirties, came in, ambled over to the stand–ups, looked at me and smiled.
I later discovered that he had been standing on the other side of the road, watching to see if there was any potential trade. His name was Adam. He insisted on having a drink at a local pub before going back to his place for my desired quickie.
After finally convincing the barman that I was eighteen, Adam bought me a beer and we settled down to talk. To sit and simply talk with a pick up before having sex was fairly unusual so the interlude was refreshing and his company enjoyable, I almost forgot the reason why we met in the first place. The only thing which marred our meeting was his insistence on telling me a whole catalogue of unfunny dirty jokes which mainly centred on male masturbation. Our socialising was not for too long and it was only a short walk from the pub to Adam’s bed–sit. On the way, he told me that he was a teacher and was ‘out’ at his school. At the time, this was a brave and somewhat dangerous thing to do.
The house, which contained his modest room, was situated on a frighteningly steep hill. In icy weather to scale this formidable north face, it must have proved an almost impossibility to ascend or descend without either substantial assistance or damage to one’s self. We entered on the ground floor and went down a flight of stairs. His room was at the back of the house and, because of the buildings alignment and the hill, it was disorienting to look out of his window to find, from this point of view, we were still on the first floor. I never got used to this cock–eyed, architectural quirk.
The room itself, though small, was efficiently compact. As Adam considered himself a single, professional man, he didn’t feel the need to own too many possessions. It was a base for him to hang his hat, call ‘home’, bring trade back and very little else. There was plenty of space. In one corner was a brightly illuminated and well stocked fish tank which Adam used as his main source of lighting. Beside it, on the floor, there was a small record player with a few records of differing styles. Two single beds, which doubled as couches and hid some boxes that contained his clothes. The rest of the furnishings consisted of a modest coffee table, a single armchair, a neat, well stocked bookcase constructed of bricks and planks and a bedside cabinet upon which squatted his personal pink telephone.
Adam then gave me the Full, Grand, Conducted Tour of the rest of his Palatial Home. It took all of three minutes. On the same floor as his room was a minute bathroom given over to the exclusive use of the two lower floors of the house. The upper floors had another of their own. Next door to his double bed–sit, in the front of the house, was the well equipped, communal kitchen which was used not only for its obvious use but also as a meeting place for the whole house. It contained a pay phone for the rest of the residents and food cupboards for each of the five rooms. From this side of the house, it was below street level and a door from the kitchen was accessed from the street above. This kitchen door was for the exclusive use of friends. The front door was the preserve of strangers. He gave me permission, if I decided to come on a return visit, to use the kitchen door. I was given his personal ‘key’ which is to say, the ring tone of three longs and one short that informed him that whoever was at the door was for him. Each room in the house also had a special ring of its own. Obviously, I was going to be considered a ‘friend’.
I asked, “What constitutes ‘long’?”
“Just come back in here and feel inside my jeans.”
This was my cue.
It wasn’t a particularly memorable session but it satisfied my still lingering frustration.
After it was over, he didn’t seem to be in a rush to get dressed. Whilst we lay there in all our naked glory, he continued to talk. He told me how he knew lots of people my age. “In fact, I’ll tell you what, next week end, there’s a load of beaut’s coming over. It’s a sort of informal gathering I regularly have for some of my young friends.” I smiled at him. “Want to come along and join in?”
I, naturally, assumed it would be the prologue to an orgy. I accepted.
To be frank, I didn’t give the appointment much thought. It was just another date which might bring in some more clients. Little did I realise the effect it would have on the rest of my life. Another earthquake was about to rattle my comfortable complacency.
In the interim, before this mighty seismic shock, I continued fulfilling the obligations of my ever expanding social diary. Even Sheba began to complain that I wasn’t finding enough time to hear her hopes and fears. My art teacher joined the chorus of complaints over my intermittent appearances in the disparate world that was my current life.
I had a couple more dates with Ben. It was becoming clear that we were less suited to one another than either of us initially thought. Even so, the relationship had yet to run its course.
When I arrived for the date with Adam, I found he had gathered together a small group of about ten young men. I quickly realised that, at sixteen, I was one of the youngest – not that any of the rest looked as if they had left their teenage years behind. Our host must have been the oldest in the room but his youthful outlook on life allowed him to fit in easily with the rest of us. I scanned the faces to see if there was anyone I knew. There was no one. Even at first glance it was obvious that Adam had a predilection for the slim and good looking athletic type. I felt rather plain in my jeans and tee shirt. The rest were mostly in semi–formal attire.
Although half of them appeared to know one another, I was not the only stranger. When I was introduced, my feeling of being an outsider grew but they soon made me welcome and I was steered to a place on one of the beds between two stunners. They talked over me and only included me as an afterthought. This sounds as if they were being rude but their conversation was such that it was designed to entertain me.
The evening turned out to be a straightforward social event full of coffee, biscuits, blatant innuendo but no sex. Adam and a couple of house trained lackeys liberally dished out this fare and took the opportunity to socialise with his partygoers. One had the distinct feeling that Adam saw himself as a frustrated matchmaker as he kept dragging people from their seats and taking them to an unsuspecting stranger to introduce them. Once he was satisfied that a contact had been made, he eyed the rest to see who else needed a forced introduction. He must have assumed that I was happy where I was as he left me alone with my handsome bookends.
As my attention was not fully occupied, I was able to look around the room. Amongst the crowd my eyes kept being drawn to a reserved but striking young man who was built like a fit brickie. He sat in a corner and watched everything in silence. Every so often, I caught him staring at me but it was more a gaze of irritated curiosity than friendliness. He appeared not to want to actually get involved, socially, with anyone but appeared gratified simply to sit and observe. A few tried to engage him in conversation but his body language and unabashed stare at the person who dared to invade his thoughts soon forced them to give up and move away. Even Adam seemed to respect his demeanour and left him alone. Once, I had the temerity to smile at him, but he stared into my eyes with hostility and deliberately turned away. ‘Same to you,’ I thought, ‘God, what a queen.’ Though he said nothing and seemed to move, when he moved, in slow motion, he had a comportment and quality which made you look at him. Although Adam didn’t drag the strange, silent youth around, he frequently went up and whispered something to him. The young man just stared blankly at him in silence.
At about ten o’clock the evening ended and the date for the next meeting was fixed. One of the first to leave was the silent one in the corner. It was the fastest I had seen him move all evening. Adam tried to head him off but to no avail. As the rest of us said our goodbyes and poured out into the street, I noticed that the silent early leaver was standing at the end of the street, waiting for something. As we passed, we wished him sweet dreams but received an inscrutable look as an answer.
“Is he always like that?” I asked my nearest companion.
“Who, Mickey? Yes.”
“Hostile?”
“Nah. He’s all right. You just need to get to know him. And he likes to be called ‘Mickey. For goodness sake, don’t ever call him Michael or Mick or he’ll go utterly bananas.”             




Adam’s ‘Evenings’

From that evening on, with a few exceptions where I had other unavoidable commitments, I attended all of Adam’s Evenings. I quickly began looking forward to them and soon developed a comradeship with many of the other visitors. There were a hardcore group of boys who attended every meeting yet there were quite a few others who either made a single visit or appeared only intermittently. Even though Adam insisted that the evenings were strictly sex free, I noticed that various lads paired off when they left to return home. We all knew that Adam’s gatherings were to be a social event. Naturally, as the guests became friendlier, innuendo and openly gay chatter became cruder and more confidently delivered.
On these evenings, I enjoyed safety, friendship and loyalty which involved me in a whole new style of living. Like Andy before him, Adam virtually adopted and looked after me as if he were an older brother.
At each of these functions, the silent sentinel was always in his corner viewing the scene and seemingly waiting for something.
One evening, on about my fifth visit, I was sitting near the box containing Adam’s record collection. I began idly looking through the discs and came across an excellent performance of Sibelius’ ‘Fifth Symphony’. The silent Mickey must have spotted this and, deserting his corner, came darting over to look at the record with me. For the first time, we actually exchanged a couple of sentences.
“I got that,” he mumbled.
“Really?”
“Yeh. S’good.”
“You like Classical Music?”
“Right. The best,” he muttered and he shifted his position to sit on the floor beside me.
“I’m Carl.”
“I know.” Was that the shadow of a smile I detected?
Forgetting a previous warning, I blurted out, “And you’re Michael?”
“Mickey!” Though this was delivered firmly, he was smiling in a determined way. Yes, there was definitely a softening of his features. His eyes were gentler and seemed to dance and I saw no suggestion that he was about to go ‘bananas’.
“Right. You prefer it to Michael”
“S’right. I’m Mickey” I was learning quickly that ‘Mickey’ was a lad of few words.
Adam must have clocked our ‘meeting’ and crossed over to join us.
“Having a good time, boys?”
After managing his few words to me, Mickey reverted to his usual air and merely stared at the friendly Adam.
When Adam had given up his attempt at comradeship and parked himself beside a somewhat camp youth, Mickey reverted to his friendly manner. We talked – well, I talked, his contribution to the exchange was chiefly monosyllabic. Even so, I began to change my opinion of this taciturn young man.
As usual, when the evening ended, Mickey made a beeline for the door. As the rest of us left, Mickey was in his usual place – waiting. This time, however, there was a change in his routine. As we passed him, Mickey crossed over to us, took me by the arm and steered me away from the others and, walking away, guided me beside him with a gentle but determined grip.
Mickey opened up a little but it remained hard work to gather any information from him.
Through some careful and determined questioning, I discovered that Mickey actually hated Adam and was merely using him to meet people. So far, Mickey had yet to find anyone who took his fancy. I wondered if I was going to break his duck.
It further turned out there was a sub–plot being played out, of which all our fellow guests were in complete ignorance. Adam was mad about Mickey but had never been able to get or have him.
Mickey admitted that he had assumed that I belonged to Adam, with a high fence around me labelled ‘Adam’s property, do not touch’. When I told him that this was not so – far from it – he gave one of his smiles. I pondered as to what had amused him and why. Eventually we parted company. I mentioned that I would not be at the next gathering.
“Then, nor me.” He shrugged and walked away. Certainly he was a strange lad yet there was something both fascinating and mysterious about him.
The next time I managed to get to Adam’s, Mickey was in his usual place. As soon as I entered, he caught my eye and, shoving the young man sitting beside him so that he had to move along the bed, patted the space empty space thus gained and beckoned me over to join him. I did so with mixed feelings. Would I be stuck with him desperately trying to hold some sort of conversation? Adam spent the evening casting knowing looks in our direction and appeared to be pleased that we seemed to be getting along.
I later learned that Adam expected Mickey to show his gratitude to our host for facilitating this introduction by giving himself to him. All was in vain as Mickey stuck to his guns and refused all Adam’s advances.
One evening, Adam was waiting for me as I left work. “You must come around tonight. There’s someone I want you to meet.” He wouldn’t say any more. I now knew him well enough to trust that when he spoke like this, it was worth listening.
That night I didn’t turn up for my art lesson. When I arrived at Adam’s he ushered me in and there sitting on one of the beds, was, to me, the strikingly good looking lead singer from a band I was beginning to adore. I blinked in utter disbelief and gaped like an idiot. This singer nodded to Adam in an obviously prearranged signal and pulled me down beside him.
“I’ll leave you to it,” said Adam.
“Don’t go,” the visitor said, “Watch, if you like, but don’t be too obvious.”
After dimming the lights (Adam had such a contraption), and pulling the only chair in the room around to face away, Adam sat down with his back to us and, as we performed our gyrations, watched by looking at the reflection in the glass of the tropical fish tank.
After it was over and the singer had gone I asked Adam how he knew him.
“That would be telling,” came the enigmatic response.
Another important person now entered my life. Adam had re–established contact with a young man called Paul who was a very confident, loud, well built youth who believed, understandably, that most people found him irresistible. He worked as assistant manager in a supermarket (‘everybody knows, Supermarket Rose’ was frequently sung for his benefit). He exploded into my life and wasted no time in getting to know me intimately.
Paul turned up at one of Adam’s evenings and it was obvious that he knew not only Adam but many of the guests.
“I don’t know you, do I? Or do I?” Jokingly, he turned his back on me and bent over. Through his open legs, he peered at my feet. “Nope, I don’t recognise the shoes.” He stood up and faced me. “Hi. I’m Paul.” I expected a nod or an extended hand but, instead, Paul grabbed me and gave me a smacking great kiss. The rest laughed and applauded loudly. In my line of vision I could see Mickey’s face blaze. He looked as if he could have happily disembowelled me. After this potent glare, he turned his head away to inspect the wallpaper.
That evening Mickey displayed even more antagonism at the gatherings. I wondered if he fancied Paul? Later, I didn’t disappear with the others but stayed behind with Paul. Adam made a pathetic excuse to leave and, alone, Paul and I ‘got it together’.
Later, sitting on the bus to return home, I puzzled over the many detours my life appeared to be taking. Puzzled? The image of the jigsaw puzzle dropped back into mind. I still couldn’t make out the picture. Was Fate toying mischievously with my destiny?
At the next ‘evening’ Mickey went out of his way to show that he was irritated by everything and everyone. When he arrived, I was already in residence and Paul’s effusive greeting of me and his open display of affection seemed to feed Mickey’s barely suppressed fury. Adam must have noticed this as he went over to sit by and talk to the injured young man. I was staggered to see that Mickey was actually speaking to a serious looking Adam. Did Mickey have his eye on Paul and was annoyed that I was the first to turn him over to bite the pillow?
On another of Adam’s party evenings, an incident occurred which will stay with me permanently. The whole room was happily engaged in playing a rather complicated ‘dare’ game. Two guys, who were a stereotypical ‘item’, must have had a row before they arrived for the fun because the butch one was callously and joyously involved in the game whilst his ‘wife’ was out in the kitchen having his tears mopped by a sympathetic but faintly bored Adam. I wondered if this state of affairs was a common occurrence and, as such, caused Adam to be lukewarm in his soothing of the wife’s trouble brow. Back in the main room, Butch’s turn in the game arrived and through the numerous twists and turns of the incomprehensible rules, had to stand in the middle of the group and drop all his clothing from the waist down. Being a shy and retiring sort of chap, he couldn’t wait to be the centre of attention and, taking his position centre stage, eagerly began to disrobe. The extended process of his striptease was undertaken whereby he complied with all the rules plus a few more he added for good measure. He peeled off each item as if every article of clothing was giving him an awesome orgasm. This was peppered with bouts of mock coyness which was hysterically funny. When all was revealed, so to speak, he did a sort of hula dance which made all his formidable ‘bits’ wobble and wave about like seaweed in a strong current. He approached various members of his audience and moved provocatively in front of one then another. Unfortunately, Adam had convinced ‘bitch’ that she’d been silly about their misunderstanding and it was at that precise moment, ‘bitch’ walked into the room to apologise and make up. He instantly took in the scene, and looked from Butch’s face to the half hard cock he was sporting. Bitch’s smile magically transformed into fury, then confusion, followed by outright anguish and all within the space of a few seconds. Obviously, he didn’t expect to come in and see his lover flamboyantly exposing his swelling private parts to a load of strangers.
The whole party roared with delight at this new development. Butch, carried away for a moment by the acclaim he was receiving from his fan club, grinned and waved at his partner. Wrong move. Bitch, with a choking sob, screamed, “That’s mine. How dare you show it to every Tom, Dick and Harry? I came in here to make it up, you bastard!! And now I see this…” And he retreated at high speed.
For Butch, realisation finally dawned. “Oh, no!!! Fucking hell!” Ignoring the helpless laughter and without bothering to pull up either his jeans or underpants, he waddled out of the room after the demented partner.
I believe, after an hour, they made up, kissed, screwed in the little bathroom and went back to their flat for some more make up sex.
One afternoon Adam met a pretty young German boy who was a stranger to both England as well our city. He was wandering around the centre looking lost and somewhat bewildered. He had the temerity to ask Adam where the nearest gay pub, club or pickup area was situated. Didn’t he know about the U.K.’s laws on homosexuality? I hope he counted his blessings that he happened to run into and ask another gay guy instead of a copper. “As soon as I saw him,” Adam later said, “my arsehole opened up like a rose!” Adam, not being of a selfish disposition, offered his wunderkind around to all his friends. The German lad had a fantastic time as did all the boys who had him but, for some strange reason, for which I cannot remember, I dipped out!
It was also about this time when I made an epic fool of myself. During Adam’s evenings there were innumerable references to ‘Grapefruit Gerty’. ‘Grapefruit Gerty’ was a standing joke to which everyone, except ignorant me, happily joined in. Although it didn’t mean a thing to me, the gang made the guy sound at the same time both sad and hilarious. He was supposed to be in his early thirties and, much to the embarrassment of any companion, cavorted about like a teenager and only drank grapefruit juice when he socialised – hence his nick–name. The stories about him were numerous and, although funny, verged on the cruel.
Due to the addition of Adam’s circle to my social life, my existence on the racks substantially diminished even further. Every time I went to earn some extra cash, I was treated as a stranger and jokingly ignored. To be frank, I was now too well known for the punters and, much to my chagrin, at sixteen, I was getting a bit too old. Many more younger and better looking boys had joined the gang. Even Andy complained that he felt neglected – not that he was concerned enough to ask for the cause of my sudden and intermittently mysterious absences.
My unpaid sex life was going from strength to strength. I was seeing Paul on a regular and decidedly intense basis. Simultaneously, I think that Mickey was slowly making his feelings towards me known – not that it had gone any further than me talking to him with him grunting in return. I had the distinct idea, though I couldn’t be sure, that he was dropping hints that he would like to get to know me better.
My association with camp Ben bumbled along in a somewhat haphazard way. The end came when, one evening at Adam’s flat, one of the regular boys proclaimed joyously that he was sure that he’d bumped into ‘Grapefruit Gerty’. To confirm it was he, Adam asked for a description. As the lad painted a verbal portrait, the description sounded rather familiar. They knew I was seeing a chap called Ben and wickedly joked that it could be the same person. I finally made the connection. They were, indeed, one and the same.
“But,” I complained, “Ben’s only eighteen.”
“That’s what he tells everyone, dear but, believe me, she’s thirty–five if she’s a day.”
Seeing that I still looked sceptical, Adam continued, “Why do you think she wears so much make–up? It’s to hide all those tell tale wrinkles and crow’s feet.”
“A Brillo Pad would be more effective,” added another.
A few days later, when Ben and I went out for a drink – he said, “Actually, I have a confession to make. I don’t really enjoy alcohol. What I’d really like is a small grapefruit juice.” I didn’t tell him that I knew his nick–name. Totally unsolicited, he actually joked about it, confessing that he was perfectly aware that other gays called him ‘Grapefruit Gerty’. This moniker hurt him terribly but he accepted the insult with some dignity. So, apparently, the abusive term was general knowledge. This meeting managed to turn me right off him and, that evening, I found a pathetic excuse to terminate our relationship. I felt sorry for him but I could no longer take him seriously.
To restore my standing with my new friends and to wipe Ben from my memory, I took along to Adam’s a strange obsessive lad I dubbed ‘Scottish Angus’ for a very unsubtle reason.
In all honesty, I don’t quite remember how or when we first met. I think it was through a friend at a club but I can’t be sure. One day, he just seemed to be there and it was as if he had always been in my life. Although he wasn’t for hire, he started to hang around with us rents. Rarely speaking to anyone, he was simply there.
“The sightseer’s back,” commented Zenda, eyeing the young man. I looked and recognised the lad but my memory of him was rather hazy.
“What’s he want with us?” groused the ever suspicious Paolo.
“Who is he, anyway?” added Jacko.
“Fuck off!” Paolo yelled and Scottish Angus moved off only to return ten minutes later.
As there was little in the way of trade to be had and becoming bored with watching the antics of the rest of the gang as they entertained themselves by imitating in an exaggerated form various female pop singers and girl singing groups, I made my way over to ‘The Green Goddess’. With my mind elsewhere, I became aware of the seat beside me becoming occupied.
“Mind if I join you, Carl?”
“Not at all. Angus, isn’t it?”
He flashed a charming smile and spoke with an even more charming Scottish lilt, “Aye. You can never seem to remember my name.”
“Yes. Sorry about that. It must be a disease of mine.”
“I remembered your name as soon as I found it out.” Under the table, he rubbed my knee with his. To me it would have been impolite to move mine away. “Is it okay to talk?”
“Fine by me.” I was puzzled. Was I being cruised?
“Here, let me get you another coffee.” When he returned he disclosed fully why he was finally able to sit beside me.
I am not sure whether what he then told me was immensely complimentary or exceptionally disturbing. Six months before, he had come to visit a gay friend (who I didn’t know) who lived locally. During their pub crawl, Angus had spotted and, for some inexplicable reason, desired me. Since then, every weekend, he had been surreptitiously shadowing me. He was so proficient at keeping a low profile, most of the time I hadn’t even noticed him. He must have been spending a small fortune going to and fro from his little village to come and observe me. A couple of times he’d managed to wangle a seat at a table where I was socialising with friends. As he continued it started to sink in that I was actually being stalked. For some odd reason, this realisation didn’t bother me in fact, I felt rather flattered.
Although he was extremely good looking, he really wasn’t my type. We only ever had a one night stand and, as far as I was concerned, that was it. It was a bit of fooling fun but nothing more. However, he saw it differently and thought that we were quickly becoming an item. He soon became a bit of a nuisance hence my decision to introduce him to Adam’s set.
When we arrived, Scottish Angus insisted on being highly unsociable. Because of his good looks, a few of the boys tried to chat him up to get off with him at the end of the evening. My Scottish friend would have none of it. Paul, because of Angus’ obvious infatuation for me, saw him as a threat and made it clear that he wasn’t welcome. He openly and unmercifully took the piss out of him. It wasn’t until Angus realised that I was starting to see a ‘regular’ that he gave up on his quest. I could see that Angus was getting upset and told Paul to go easy on him. I didn’t realise, but Paul and Angus were having quiet meetings and each was warning the other off. Apparently, the confrontations became quite acrimonious and actual physical threats were made on both sides. Both had the sort of stature which would have caused some major facial rearranging. Later that evening, Angus left in tears. My pleasure at Angus leaving the scene was somewhat tempered when I learned of Paul and Angus’ secret meetings. I became quite angry.
“No one queers my queer pitch!” countered Paul. Mollified, I sort of forgave him.
Adam was one of those people who, if there was anything going to happen, it would happen around him. This strange infirmity also infected anyone who was involved in his life. His phone number was very similar to a local department store and it frequently rang with enquiries from would be customers who had carelessly dialled the wrong number. Most of these wrong numbers were truthfully, respectfully and politely answered. However, as the flat was full of youths and he had a ready audience; Adam couldn’t resist one particular wrong number from an irate woman. She was phoning to complain how a carpet she had ordered had yet to be delivered and did we know how much time she had wasted in hanging around for the recalcitrant delivery man? With a wicked glint in his eye, Adam played the part of the perfect store trouble shooter and consoled her by promising the company would send a replacement carpet immediately. She rang off, satisfied and happy. We enjoyed a merry hour, fantasising what the reaction from the firm would be when the promised second carpet didn’t arrive either and she had to phone again. To be honest, I thought it was a rather rotten thing to do but it didn’t stop me laughing a great deal.
There was one piece of gossip which puzzled me. Paul often mentioned his brother. His complaints were frequent and delivered in a disparaging way. He painted a dark picture of sibling rivalry to match any opera plot you care to mention. His brother’s actual name was taboo from any conversation and I couldn’t be bothered to find out what it actually was. The only person who had met this mysterious brother was Adam and he just sighed, “Ah,” and smiled in a knowing way and said nothing.             




Sheba’s Quest

Meanwhile, back in my workplace things carried on much the same as before. Sheba was definitely not a Monday morning work person. She usually broadcast her ‘start the week’ arrival with a loud groan of mock despair. So, when one Monday she came bouncing in, I knew that something major had happened in her life. Although she had only just made it in time for the beginning of her (and my) day’s monotony, she couldn’t wait until lunchtime to tell me her latest news. Initially, I wondered if she’d come into a couple of million quid or something. She physically manhandled me out into the corridor and, in a squeaked whisper which could be heard all over the building, told me that she had finally lost her virginity – up against a brick wall.
“A what wall?” I grinned.
“Brick, dear. Brick – with a B!”
It had happened on Saturday evening, at a party. The man had been a lot older than she. It actually occurred when he invited her out into a back alley for a heavy snogging session. They were standing and leaning against the fateful brick wall – with a B. It seemed to me to be the most cold and awkward position in which to lose it, but, as she assured me, that’s how it happened. Hardly the most salubrious and romantic situations (I could hardly talk!). She, however, didn’t give a damn. When the man realised that she was still a virgin, he became very upset and actually burst into tears (how sweet).
“I’m so sorry. Why didn’t you say something?” he’d sobbed. “Why didn’t you stop me?”
“Well, to be frank, you looked so happy, I didn’t like to interrupt.”
He actually began to talk about putting their relationship onto a more permanent basis. Unfortunately, she laughed right in his face. For some strange reason, he didn’t appear to take very kindly to this.
To make him feel better, she reassured him with, “Don’t worry about it. All I can say is – thank God it’s all over – now I can start living.” She couldn’t understand why this seemed to make matters worse. To mollify his hurt feelings she added, “You were the best I’ve ever had.” For a moment he looked pleased until the full meaning of her comment sank in.
Now that Sheba’s quest to lose her virginity was out of the way, my reluctance to have sex with her evaporated quickly. She and I began an open, fun affair. She made it clear that she didn’t particularly fancy me and I felt the same in return. We had occasional sex as friends. During work, she would give me a signal if she was feeling randy. She began to get sweaty palms each time she became frustrated and knew she could have sex with me without the emotional involvement. The rest of our work mates soon put two and two together and we delighted in neither confirming nor denying their curiosity.
One day I was ill and in bed with a stinking cold and Sheba came over and visited me. My mother was even dubious about letting her into the house let alone seeing me in my sick bed. Eventually, she allowed access but insisted that my bedroom door should be kept open. All the time Sheba was there, mother kept hovering outside the open door. Sheba, at a convenient moment, took something out of her bag and surreptitiously thrust it under my pillow. “Being as I can’t get in there with you to keep you warm, here’s something for you to cuddle which I’ve had since I was small. Don’t look at it until after I’ve gone.”
When I was alone, I pulled out from under my pillow a cute little teddy bear. It was such a sweet thought. Naturally, this delightful gift didn’t escape my mother’s ever vigilant eye and she demanded to know from where it came. I answered evasively. Even today, that enchanting little bear is still one of my prized possessions.
Throughout all my adolescence, I can only assume that my mother believed that I was leading the pure life of a fervent monk. Not long after the bear incident, she was rudely brought up to date. Sheba sent me, for a laugh, a passionate love letter. Very passionate! My mother, one day when I was out, ‘just happened to came across it’ and read the thing. She was shocked but thought it more fantasy than reality. In the letter, Sheba had been pretty blatant about our relationship. If my mother still managed to convince herself that I could put a lid on desire then it was short lived because this, too, was about to be well and truly knocked out of her.
On this particular occasion, I was caught in bed with Sheba by my mother who was supposed to be at work all day. Sheba, herself, was rostered to work on this particular Saturday morning – I was not and we arranged for her to come over afterwards.
“Stay in bed Carl and leave your back door unlocked. I’ll come up and join you.”
As per instructions, I stayed in my pit. At the appointed time, in she came, locking the back door behind her. When we were in the middle of it, I heard a key turn in the front door. Sheba squealed, picked up her clothes and rushed into the bathroom just as my mother scaled the stairs. She caught sight of a naked female backside disappearing through the bathroom door. By her instant reaction, one would have thought I’d committed every hanging offence there ever had been. Instantly, I had revealed myself as a cross between Casanova and Vlad the Impaler. All that really concerned her were the many love bites on my neck and what on earth the neighbours would think. Being that her little charge was sixteen and just about legal didn’t seem to bother her. I also wondered what would have happened had she come in and found me in the same compromising position with a boy. She called the pair of us some choice names. Sheba was accused of some especially sordid practices. I was furious – but what could I say? I was about to have a blazing row when she flew down the stairs and rushed out of the front door. This was so she didn’t immediately have to face anything so sordid but to get her mind geared up for a subsequent row. I was well brought up and, once I had calmed down, a few days later, we were able to come to some sort of point where a reasonably civil series of sentences could be exchanged. She, however, was determined not to listen to either my feelings or point of view.
If she suspected that I was gay, because of the two very different ‘friends’ she’d met, i.e. Sheba and Peter, she now must have come to some very confusing conclusions. I was resolved to let her stew.
Now that my mother was suspicious of Sheba coming around – she actually had the cheek to say that I couldn’t see her. She certainly never wanted to see her, ever again. I pointed out that it was difficult to obey her edict as Sheba worked in the same office as myself. This irony was totally lost on her and she merely went ape–shit at my ‘clever’ remark.
To solve the problem which my mother had created for Sheba and I, I asked Adam if we could meet up at his flat when he wasn’t using it.
“No problem.” He even went so far as to give me a key which, because I had become such a good companion of his, I didn’t have to return. Unfortunately, one evening, when Sheba and I were thrashing around on the floor with the last two movements of Sibelius’ ‘Second Symphony’ adding to our grunts and groans, Adam forgot that we had made an arrangement and, complete with a young man he had just picked up, came walking in on us.
“Oops. Sorry I forgot. We’ll come back later.” And out he went, shoving his trade, who appeared interested, back out into the hall.
Even today, every time I listen to that symphony, I always think of her. Our other favourite piece which accompanied our romping was Richard Strauss’ ‘Tod und Verklärung’. Being as the translation of the work is ‘Death and Transfiguration’, I’m not sure if it was very appropriate – but it sure did a lot for me – and for Sheba as well. I had to take the two discs (Sibelius and Strauss) over to Adam’s flat, every time Sheba and I met. My mother once asked me why I kept taking those two particular recordings out with me – if she only knew.
One day, my mother read another letter from Sheba. Unlike the first, this dispatch was full of sincere thoughts and feelings. To find it, she really must have had to go on a major mining expedition! From the letter’s contents, she quickly gathered that the affair was still going on. Her temper was totally disproportionate to my crime and, once again, she tried to ban me from seeing Sheba. I managed not to laugh out loud. This time I stood up for myself. She was shocked. There were tears all over the place – my mother’s biggest weapon.
Because I was getting more and more involved with Paul, I wanted Sheba to meet him. I thought that they wouldn’t get on very well, but it was important to me that they met. The event happened about a week later in a trendy coffee bar. As soon as they clapped eyes on one another they got on like a house on fire. Trivia, gossip, clothes and boys soon became the driving force in their relationship. Soon, Sheba began to advise him on what best attire suited him and what went with what. They were like a couple of long lost sisters.
Very soon Sheba, under Paul’s supervision, began to accompany him to various gay bars. I was happy to be excluded from these excursions as I was worried about bumping into some of my rent friends and that would have involved some searching and rather embarrassing questioning which I didn’t feel up to answering.
One morning, Sheba came into work in yet another high state of excitement. On the previous evening, she and Paul went on one of their gay trips and she met and became involved with a young lady called Lorna. Sheba became obsessed with her and, falling heavily under Lorna’s spell, talked about her constantly. I was dubious. Sheba’s choice of friends wasn’t exactly reliable. Take me for example. Sheba insisted that I meet her. She was a poet prostitute fag–hag lesbian junkie. ‘Just the sort of person,’ I thought, ‘to run a Sunday school or troupe of Girl Guides’. I deftly side–stepped the offer.
“You must meet her, Carl. You’d get on famously. You have so much in common.”
“You mean that I’m also a poet prostitute...”
“Shut up.”
Whenever anyone enthused about someone else and insisted that I would get on with them, I rebelled instantly. I knew I would dislike her (was this a shadow of my mother’s attitude?). But more of Lorna later.
Perhaps I’d become too confident with her open–mindedness. If she liked the brash Paul so much, she was bound to adore the retiring Mickey. I arranged that the three of us would meet up in a coffee bar not far from where we worked. As Mickey had to get there from where he worked, Sheba and I went on ahead, sipped the frothy gloop and waited. I had great expectations for the meeting because, when I suggested it to Mickey, he jumped at the chance.
“It’d be good meeting a friend of yours. It’ll be better than them fucks in Adam’s dump.”
The time of the meeting was such that Mickey was unable to change out of his work clothes. Apart from his graceful walk which belied his attire, he looked like a bit of rough trade.
As soon as she saw him, Sheba made it plain that she was totally unimpressed. She was used to people who were open and upfront. Mickey was a completely different kettle of fish. He was far too unforthcoming with information about himself, indeed with anything, for her taste. The subsequent evening was decidedly strained.
After Mickey had left, Sheba merely hinted at her feelings towards him.
“He looks a lot better out of his overalls.” I defended.
“I’ll bet he does.”
Later, when we met up with Paul in a club, Sheba mentioned to him that she had just met Mickey.
“Oh, him! He’s too creepy for words.”
“And dumb,” she added.
“For the amount of chat he gives, he might just as well be,” Paul scoffed.
“Now, hang on a minute,” I said, trying to put a halt to where the conversation was heading.
“And never call me Michael. It’s Mickey or nothing.” Sheba was mocking Mickey’s voice and accent. “Christ, how old is he?”
“Mickey fuckin’ Mouse, more like. It suits him.”
“Attractive, though,” Sheba conceded.
“He’s good looking, yes, but dead from the neck up. I keep wanting to poke him with a stick to see if he’ll move or speak or – well, anything, really.”
“I think you’d need a pneumatic drill.”
“And dim!”
This was too much for me and I struggled to defend him. As their accusations had some basis in fact, it was an uphill task – but I did my best.
“When you get to know him, he’s quite sweet and, yes, chatty.”
“Get to know him?” smirked Paul.
“Sweet? Chatty? Pff!” added Sheba.
“You should give him a chance.”
“Can’t be bothered.” With this swipe from Paul they dropped the subject – for a while. After a few drinks more they returned to their bitching. Soon, their acid tipped barbs grew ever more cruel as they fed off one another in an effort to outdo each other. On the fourth return to their malicious Mickey bashing, I made an obviously pathetic excuse and went over to join a couple of friends who were at the bar. As I looked back I saw that Sheba and Paul had moved closer together and were obviously tearing Mickey’s character into shreds.
Later in the evening, after Paul had left, Sheba pointed out that, in her opinion, there was something more in Mickey’s desire to be my friend. She, half jokingly, told me that she thought Mickey was besotted.
“Don’t be ridiculous. We’re just friends. Close friends, yes – but just friends. Anyway, I’m sure he’s seeing others.”
“You might think so but at the coffee bar I watched him lusting after you. I tell you, he’s got it bad.”
I assumed that she was trying to get back into my good books after witnessing her and Paul’s vicious attack on the hapless Mickey. Although she persisted in her observation, I laughed it off as, to be frank, I simply didn’t believe her.
True, Mickey and I had been together – once. It was not long after we first met at Adam’s. I had gone to the toilet and he followed. Because Adam’s unwritten rules stated that there was to be no sex at his evenings, it was all very rushed and I thought no more about it.
The next time I saw Mickey at Adam’s; it turned out to be another life defining moment for me. He actually had the temerity to scold me by informing me that he didn’t like my friends and what I was doing and the way that I was obviously going with so many people. He softened this blow a little by making this criticism under the guise of being concerned for my welfare. Naturally, I resented this interference and I told him so bluntly. To my surprise, he looked as if I’d attacked him with a sledge hammer. I was reminded, vividly, of my deaf friend, Joey and the trauma I had caused him. Was their some truth in Sheba’s glib comment?
Unthinkingly, I told him mind his own business and to get out and find someone.
“Enjoy yourself. We’re only young once so now is the time to store memories for our dotage.”
“Our what?”
“Dotage – old age.”
“Not interested. I ain’t goin’ to peddle my ass around all the time like a whore – and nor should you.”
“Mickey, forgive me but what I do is none of your business.” Was that another whack from my verbal sledge hammer I saw on his face? “Go out and get yourself laid. Slag it around a bit – it will do you good.”
After this somewhat embarrassing conversation, Mickey stopped attending Adam’s so, arrogantly, I assumed he’d followed my advice and was sowing his sexual oats with, literally, gay abandon. His absence caused very little comment from the rest but I overheard a few remarks which were extremely unflattering to Mickey’s character.
After a final and triumphant flourish of insults, Sheba and Paul ceased their sniping and to be frank, after our minor contretemps I was put off Mickey a little. I soon dismissed him from my thoughts and life and enjoyed the various distractions that the world still offered.             




Catch Up

From all this social activity which had impressed itself on my free time, it might be assumed that my recent past had been utterly neglected – that my home life, apart from a few glitches, had somewhat settled down. Nothing could be further from the truth. My habit of compartmentalising my life was proving stressful as, when out with some of my new group of friends I, from time to time, spotted some from the older set (from the racks) and had to use quite a lot of ingenuity to avoid the two camps from meeting. Sudden detours down alleyways and side roads became the norm.
Although my trips to the Centre became somewhat intermittent, I still managed to show my face, as well as other parts of my anatomy, to my friends and clients.
Zenda was particularly incensed by my occasional extended absence and threw tact down the lavatory when in my company. In ‘The Green Goddess’, I received from him an arched swipe: “Oh, she’s got too above herself for the likes of simple little us. We’ve all seen her beetling off when spotted.” He then addressed me directly, “And who are all these weird wankers you’ve got yourself hooked up with?”
I was thrown, “Er, just some of my workmates. We go out...”
“And there we have it – complete bull!” Zenda stabbed. “I’ve” ’ad most of ’em... and I’ve seen ‘um in the Clipper – and a right bunch of screamers they are, too!”
At this point Andy came through the door and wandered up to our table. “Zenda, darling, aren’t you going to introduce me to your new friend?” He extended a hand for me to shake.
“That wasn’t funny the first thirty times you cracked it.” I slapped his hand playfully and, after yelling for a coffee from Renata, Andy sat down.
Enter Jacko. “Hi, stranger!”
“Oh, don’t you start.”
Actually, my trips to the racks still amounted to about once a fortnight but the gang, once they had hooked onto this running joke, revelled in their newly found victim. The attention I received from being the butt of this particular joshing actually pleased me a great deal and to continue this joy I happily played along with it.
It was about this time I began dating another singer (I’ll call him William) who was turned on by having his pubic area shaved. As he was quite a randy songstress who frequently indulged in this turn on, it was often difficult to find enough stubble to satisfy his desires. William was quite a pinup and, when he was in town for a concert, we had to leap through all sorts of hoops so that we could meet up without any hint to his adoring public, not to mention his current girlfriend, where his true desires lay. The meetings were always held in rather dubious hotels and frequently rushed as he appeared to be permanently hurrying off to some rehearsal or other. One day his schedule must have been somewhat loose as he arranged that we could spend a whole day together. Before we met, I phoned work and claimed sickness then wondered what we would do. Would we spend all our time in that grim hotel room? With the best will in the world, I couldn’t fathom what we could get up to after our initial intimate shaving and sweating encounter. To my complete and utter surprise, William suggested that we go out for a meal. Now, I know almost nothing about cars. To me, they are a major mystery that I have no intention of solving but as we approached his car I could see that it was hardly an old banger.
“Where are we going?” I asked the heavily disguised William, as I squeaked into the passenger seat. As you may have guessed, because of my life in the city, I had experienced many types of private vehicle, from cars to lorries and even, on one particularly outlandish occasion, a horse and cart but this mode of transport in which I now snuggled was from another dimension.
“A little place I was told about – out of town. It’s a bit of a drive but I’m sure you’ll like it. Anyway, we’ve plenty of time.”
After a couple of hours of purring through some sublime countryside, we pulled into the car park of an old coaching inn style building. It had been overhauled and resurrected as an expensive restaurant which, to use modern parlance, would enhance our dining experience. A particularly smug gentleman who obviously recognised my companion smiled radiantly at him then gave a somewhat pitying look at me. Feeling that an explanation was required urgently, William pointed out that I was one of his advisors and we needed somewhere quiet to discuss future plans. The fact that I looked younger than my sixteen years of age means that he couldn’t have been fooling anyone. We were shown to a discreet alcove where we couldn’t be seen by the few other diners. Our menus arrived. One of us received his with grovelling courtesy whilst the other had his shoved at him as if it were an afterthought. I will leave you to guess which was which – not difficult. I didn’t get a chance to order as William took it upon himself to make my choice for me.
“And will that order be for both Sir and Sir–ette?”
“For my guest and myself – yes.” William answered pointedly.
Right away we both spotted that the precious waiter hobnobbed on our side of the fence. William and I talked inconsequentially for a while – then our first course arrived. William’s delicacy was lovingly slid into place before him whilst mine was dumped down without ceremony. I watched William’s face darken but it soon brightened and we continued talking. When the plates were cleared, the waiter’s body language positively screamed at us with the different ways in which we were being treated. When he made to leave with the empty plates William clicked his fingers at him.
“Oi! Hang on a second, will you? Come back here! Now!” The waiter turned – all smiles.
“Sir?”
“Get the manager here. Immediately!”
“Sir?” repeated the young man with eyebrows arched innocently – thus showing mocked and shocked curiosity.
“All right, buster, less of the looks and attitude, just do as I say.”
“Sir?” Was he playing for time?
“Listen, Beulah, I want you to take that camp flabby fat arse of yours up to your office and bring it back with the manager – or whoever is in charge of this circus.”
There was a marked alteration in the waiter’s manner.
“Yes, Sir.” He was about to leave when he turned back to us. “Somethin’ wrong with the food?”
I think it was dawning on him that he had gone too far and trouble was about to brew.
“Just go!” His exit was far less confident.
William took a sip of wine, gave me a wink and waited patiently.
After a few moments Mr. Big arrived. Our recalcitrant waiter was hovering by the kitchen door making himself aimlessly busy whilst, all the time, listening intently to what followed. ‘Mr. Big’ introduced himself and called my dining companion “William.”
“Are you always this insultingly familiar with all your guests?”
Quickly reverting to William’s surname, ‘Mr. Big asked if there was anything wrong and what he could do to correct it. After a perfectly timed pause during which the smile on the manager’s face started to freeze, William answered.
“My colleague and I have chosen your establishment for a quiet business meeting over, what we were led to believe, would be a well presented meal and what did we get?” William stopped speaking as if expecting an answer from the now fast deflating object of his ire.
“Well, if there’s any...”
“I’ll tell you what we got,” stabbed William. “Total disrespect!” He cast a look at our waiter who glanced away under William’s fixed glaze.
“Well...”
“I have dined in Berlin, Tokyo, Sydney – all the major capitals – even in New York – which is infamous for its boorish service, but never have I received such downright rude insolence as here. That man...” He pointed to our waiter who suddenly felt the need to inspect something in the kitchen. “That man, and I call him that only out of politeness, is the pitz!”
“Well...”
“I haven’t finished...” William shot him a look that would have downed a charging rhino. “He has made my companion feel extremely foolish.”
I started to add that I didn’t mind but William was now in full sail. “Do you hear how Carl is being both magnanimous and forgiving? That is the mark of a gentleman.” I had never before been called a gentleman and it made me feel rather smug. “Now, we want to continue the rest of our meal with the type of service one expects from an establishment such as this and we would like another waiter to serve us who knows his job – and not that little jumped up Mae West we had previously. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Sir. Certainly, Sir. I will get right on it, Sir.” And off he went to make everything right.
I looked at William in awe, “Wow!”
“Now that that’s all sorted, we can relax and enjoy ourselves.”
We never saw our smarmy waiter again and the newly appointed attendant was everything one could wish for. The rest of the meal passed off well with William and I enjoying a delicious repast, complementary brandies and a massive reduction in the bill along with platitudes from the Manager who was obviously terrified that his restaurant would receive a bad press from such a distinguished guest and lose out on the chance of becoming the ‘place to be and be seen’ for visiting celebrities. Incidentally, William refused to accept the offered bill’s discount and paid the full amount – along with a generous tip to our substitute waiter.
‡‡‡
In the mean time, Marti’s wound had healed well and her tummy continued to grow. We were still meeting up on a regular basis but, as I had fulfilled my duty as a sperm donor, there was little to hold us together. This revised situation suited us both and we began to drift apart. Sex was no longer on the menu and, to be frank, this was fine by me as, for me, ‘straight’ sex was more of a duty than a life affirming desire. Never–the–less, we still maintained a closeness which was perfectly acceptable to us both.
As for my Art classes – well, they continued and through the guidance I was receiving, my talent, such as it was, began to blossom. All the other students were pleasant and supportive but, on a personal level, I managed to keep a distance. My life was getting far too complicated to allow any more socialising to intrude upon it.
My place of work was becoming ever more a place of frustration. Not only did I hate the job I did but I was beginning to resent that it interfered too much with my social life. I had begun to distance myself from my fellow workers and I had the feeling that they now considered that I was a Youth of Mystery and we continued our working relationship on a pleasant but somewhat formal basis. They knew that Sheba and I were now good friends both inside and outside of office hours but, apart from a few snide comments which Sheba and I ignored, nothing was mentioned. Our boss dropped a few unsubtle hints that the firm didn’t approve of fellow workers meeting socially on a serious basis, but we conveniently made out that we didn’t understand.             




Paul and Eric

About this time a minor event unfolded at Adam’s bed–sit which, in the beginning, was somewhat comic yet proved to be a major breakthrough in Paul’s life.
It all started when a small group of us were with Adam and lounging about in the kitchen which was adjacent to his room. We were lolling around on some stools and a few dining chairs, drinking coffee and quietly enjoying one another’s reminiscences. There was a sudden and frantic knocking at the kitchen door. Hardly waiting for it to be fully opened Paul, with a horrified cry, elbowed his way in. His eyes stared wildly about and his face was twisted up in utter horror. He slammed the door shut and leaned heavily against it, breathing hard. With Paul, such entrances were rather too frequent to command much attention. He waited for someone – anyone to show either remote interest or mild concern and ask, ‘My God, Paul, what’s wrong. What’s the matter? You look awful.’ No one did.
“Whose turn is it next to make coffee?” someone asked.
“Jim’s, I think,” replied someone else.
“Excuse me,” wailed Paul, “Excuse me but I’m having a major crisis here!”
“Again?” came a voice from the cooker.
In quick succession, Paul snorted and growled. Miffed that his dramatic entrance hadn’t achieved the desired effect, he attempted to enlist the ensemble’s sympathy. “My darlings, you simply won’t believe what has just happened to me!” As there was still no response, he tried again. “I am totally and utterly devastated! It’s all too much!”
“You’re telling me,” Jim added.
Paul ignored both Jim’s remark and the laughter it induced. “My whole world has been destroyed and now lies in complete ruin!”
Even this couldn’t draw us out. For a while nobody turned a hair but carried on exactly as they were. Paul always managed to see the melodramatic side to everything. He was one of those people that, after slipping on a used match stick in the street would enter a room, exuding terror and eager to exploit the assumed seriousness of the event by informing us how he had very nearly broken every bone in his body because he had fallen over a Giant Sequoia.
After pounding the metal sink to get attention, he plunged on. “Listen, you unfeeling slobs! This one is a real mind blower. I have just this moment found out – Eric’s a queen!” Virtually all in the room burst out laughing.
I was in total ignorance. “Who’s Eric? I enquired.
Paul drew a deep breath and cried out in his best stagey anguish. “Only my fucking brother, that’s all!!” He let out a howl, burst into his finest crocodile tears and rushed off to lock himself in the lavatory.
I blinked. “So, that’s his name. Paul’s never said before.”
After a while, during which time Pauls laments were getting significantly louder thus ensuring that we could all hear him, someone said, “I’d better try and get him out.”
“You bet,” said Adam, “I want to use it.”
One of our numbers went out to try and coax the demented Paul to return to the gathering. Whilst he was banging on the bathroom door and shouting out in an attempt to be heard above Paul’s moans, Adam filled in the rest of the story for the uninitiated.
Since they were kids, Paul and Eric had never been the best of friends, let alone best of brothers. There were big problems over which of them was the more trustworthy when placed in charge of the other when alone. Paul was eighteen months older than Eric but Eric was far more mature. At home, Paul was a dutiful, butch son but amongst his friends, he became a right queen. In both places, he was very loud. Eric, on the other hand, was full of grace, quiet and tended to prefer his own company instead of communing with his older brother.
When Paul finally re–entered the room and managed to calm his frenzy, he told us the story of how he made his discovery. He was out trolling and went into a cottage. There was a gap under the adjoining walls of the lock–ups. He saw that one of the cubicles was occupied and entered the one next door. After a few moments, he was playing footsy under the gap with his neighbour. Paul knelt down to look under the partition to catch a glimpse what he might be getting. He then saw his own brother, also on his knees, looking back. Inevitably, Eric’s face changed from delighted expectation to devastating horror and gave out a very audible gasp, got to his feet and ran out of the toilet.
Up until that moment neither knew that the other brother was gay. Little did either suspect. It seems that each of them thought that, if the other found out, there would be a huge family crisis. Both were sure that, because of their turbulent history, each would betray and snitch to their parents on the other.
Eventually, after an allocated time which he felt was required and he needed, Eric summed up the courage to face Paul. They accidentally bumped into one another in a club and Eric couldn’t get away. Eric never said where he went and/or stayed during the week of his disappearance. They finally cleared the air by having a long and frank talk. After this meeting they became the best of friends and began to catch up and repair the damage from all those lost years of their childhood and youth. From then on they were often seen out together and occasionally were taken for an affair which was nice and ironic. Eric rarely went onto the scene and his sex life seemed a mysterious affair over which he refused to expand.
One evening Paul and I were out on a bit of a pub crawl and we ended up in a gay pub.
As we entered the smoky hole, Paul paused and said, “How would you like to meet my little brother?”
“I’d be delighted. I’ve heard so much about him – most of it good, by the way.”
“Well, there he is.” He pointed to a young man who looked as though he would be more comfortable anywhere else other than where he actually was. As soon as Eric clapped eyes on us his face visibly lit up and beckoned frantically for us to join him. Finally, I was being treated to a meeting with the illusive Eric.
Right away, I was struck by his good looks and the glaring differences between him and his older brother. Paul was of average height, well built and a little on the camp side, whereas, with Eric, there wasn’t the slightest trace of effeminacy. He was tall, slim and masculine through and through. The moment he clocked that Eric and I were going to get along, Paul went over to some people he knew to exchange news of their respective lives.
Candidly, Eric soon admitted that, in bed, he liked to be dominated. At least that was something the siblings had in common.
“Has Paul mentioned about Adam’s place and the parties?” I asked him.
“Yes. Ugh! Not my scene at all. I can’t cope with crowds of drama Jessies, cackling and bleating at one another for all the World to hear. I feel ashamed for them. Nope, I prefer the quieter life.” This last bit of self revelation had to be shouted so as to be heard above the noise in the pub.
Soon after the emotional bridges had been repaired and rebuilt, on each Sunday evening, when their parents were away, Eric and Paul instigated a regime of parties which meant entertaining a small group of friends in their home. With their parents’ apparent blessing, the two brothers took full advantage of their absence and instituted a timetable of fun.
I was included in this small group and became a regular visitor.
“Woodland” was a detached bungalow in a miniscule village where the local bus service was on a twice–a–day basis – if you were lucky. The brothers’ parents, who I never saw, and, as there were no family photographs on view, I didn’t even know what they looked like, seemed relaxed over what their two offspring might be getting up to. I never learned what Mum and Dad actually did to enable them to afford such an opulently furnished bungalow. All Paul and Eric would say dismissively on the matter of their frequent absences was, “They’re off on yet another business trip.” There seemed a reluctance to expand on this so I let it go and respected their no–no on the subject by not asking anything further.
At Paul’s insistence, we started each evening by arriving at the public house where he worked on the weekends as both bar and cellar man. This larger village was well served by public transport so the journey from the city wasn’t a problem. In the bar we would down pints and indulge in ploughman’s lunches which consisted of great hunks of fresh bread – even on a Sunday – generously ladled blobs of butter and a hearty wedge of locally made cheese. It was delicious and always eagerly anticipated.
As the pub was a couple of miles from where he lived, when the landlord called ‘time’ and Paul was able to leave, the lack of a bus service meant a long walk back to their place for these parties. One boozy night, the journey was delightfully surreal. We sang and danced all the way there and interspersed this with games of ‘chase’ and hide–and–seek. This particular night Sheba was with us and obstinately refused to join in all the high jinks.
“I wish you lot would grow up,” she muttered.
“The day I do that, I will be on my deathbed,” Paul threw back. Sheba was not pleased with this remark. This was the only time I ever caught a moment of irritation between them.
On this particular evening we had been joined by a chap called Alan who must have been in his early thirties and was totally straight. How he knew the brothers and why he came to be joining us was never explained. After we had arrived and settled down with more drink, Alan went over to the baby–grand piano which graced the massive living room. He began to quietly play some Debussy from memory in a manner which displayed great skill and, to my ears, sensitivity. I scooted over and sat on the floor beside him to listen. It turned out that he was a classically trained pianist who now specialised in jazz. He soon delighted in displaying his skill for more upbeat music when Paul yelled, “Oh, come on, Alan, you can do better than that. Give us something with a bit more life.”
Alan smiled at me and, within a matter of two bars, made the transition from Debussy to Gershwin with perfect ease and began giving us a selection of songs which he deemed would be familiar to his audience. The fact that the team of would be listeners were in small chattering groups didn’t seem to faze Alan. As he played, I hummed self–consciously along to some of the songs that I knew reasonably well. Whilst still tickling his ivories, Alan leaned towards me as if to listen. I ceased making my inarticulate noises.
“Don’t stop. Why not sing out?”
“What?” Was he being sarcastic?
“You seem to have a nice voice. Let’s hear it properly.”
I peered around at the preoccupied other guests, “No, I couldn’t. I’d feel daft.”
“Don’t worry about that lot, they’re happy enough. Come on, start quietly to get your confidence up then enjoy yourself. Try to relax more into the songs.”
“Well...” I was still unsure.
Alan cut over me, “You must know this one.”
I know that ‘Summertime’ is not written for a male voice but the melody is so beautiful that it is totally irresistible. Tentatively I began to hum along, adding the odd snatches of lyrics when I thought I knew them. When the song was over, Alan gave me an instant Master Class on how to approach the song. First, he explained the different approaches to it as in an operatic ‘aria’ style, which is the original form of the ‘song’, and then there was the musical/easy listening version which was more laid back. Second, we went over some of the vocal lines and he guided my ever growing confidence with firm but gentle encouragement. I suddenly remembered that we were not alone and glanced around the room. We were the only ones left in the lounge as all the rest appeared to have adjourned to the kitchen/diner. So, I had discovered that my voice was so good, so melodious that it is guaranteed to empty any room in an instant. Alan then insisted that we try another standard – this time from Cole Porter. Now playing ‘out’, Alan filled the empty room with a sumptuous wash of sound; and it must be remembered that he was playing all this from memory. I promptly had a bad attack in a lack of confidence which Alan immediately picked up.
This impromptu singing lesson was brought to a halt when the rest of the party began drifting back into the main room, we broke for a refill of our glasses. In the kitchen, we didn’t exactly hurry to rejoin the rest. As we talked, he honed in on the fact that I was a great music lover so he made me a kind offer.
“I know it may not exactly be your style but this Wednesday a group I often jam with are having a get together for a session. It will be at my place. Care to come along and listen in?” Gleefully, I accepted. He gave me his address and I promised that I would be there. I had every intention of doing so.
The rest of the evening continued in a pleasant vein and Alan and I became more sociable with the rest of the party. Paul always arranged that there were lifts for us non–drivers and, I’m ashamed to say, the owners of the cars were pretty well plastered as they dropped us off at the nearest bus stop which boasted a frequent service.
As a small by–way, I did go to Alan’s home where his talented jazz quartet entertained me in a converted basement studio where his wife served coffee and snacks. After a while Alan told the others that I was a singer and that they should do a couple of standards with me joining them. Talk about being put on the spot and being oversold on any talent I may have had. To try and get out of it was difficult as Alan was exceptionally persuasive. He even produced some papers with the lyrics inscribed on them of the songs he had selected for me to sing. So, the little sod had planned this whole ambush. Amongst the ten or so items was the ubiquitous ‘Summertime’. I tried to remember all that Alan had taught me a few days before and delivered, what I am sure was a very mundane performance. Bless their hearts; each of my pathetic attempts at singing was greeted by the musicians with warm encouragement. At the end of the evening, Alan’s wife came in with a reel to reel tape.
“Here you are,” she said, presenting me with the tape.
Alan smiled. “Listen, we know it’s your birthday...”
It was. “How did you...”
“Never you mind! This whole session has been taped and – there you are; a copy for your personal use. Happy Birthday.” He indicated the tape I was now holding.
Alan and I met up on occasions in his basement studio and he continued to give me practical instruction in the art of Jazz Singing but nothing ever came of it. He didn’t say anything but I knew that I was nowhere near up to the mark – especially to his standard. I later found out that he was quite a big name in local Jazz circles so I was honoured that he should have bothered to have found the time to coach a music loving brat.
After many years and countless changes of address, somewhere along this procession of domiciles, this taped treasure from my youth has been lost – perhaps it’s just as well. I think the music world can survive perfectly well without my wretched crooning adding to its misery.
Anyway, briefly back to Paul and Eric... A couple of weeks after my encounter with Alan, who by the way, only ever attended that one evening, we had returned from Paul’s boozer and, as we had consumed a few more beers than usual, all of us were in a mellow mood. Sheba was about the only one among us who was comparatively sober. At one point in the evening everyone was in the kitchen except for Eric and I who were sprawled out on the floor. I had my eyes closed when I felt a breath on my face. I opened my eyes and saw Eric’s face about two inches from my nose. That gap soon narrowed and we kissed. I don’t know what Eric expected to happen as we were hardly in a secluded place but his breathing became stronger and more insistent and, I must confess, I began to respond. Things had proceeded a little further when Paul and Sheba returned.
I am still not quite sure why Sheba was so upset by what she saw. Both Eric and I were fully clothed and there were no private parts on display or being fondled but she let slip a quietly anguished, “Oh!” and rushed back out into the kitchen, closely followed by Paul to provide some comfort. Eric and I sat up and stared sheepishly at one another.
“Sorry about that, Carl. Too many beers, I think’.”
“Probably, but I enjoyed it.”
“Are you feeling a bit ashamed?”
We exchanged smiles. “A bit – but not too much.” Following this brief exchange, we made sure that there was a few feet between us so there would be no ambiguity if Sheba or Paul returned.
I can only assume that the reason for Sheba’s unexpected response was that, up until that moment, she had never seen me actually intimate with another male. So far everything she knew about my life had been academic – suddenly she was observing the practical reality. Also, I think she began to realise that she needed the gay world more than it needed her. She was an outsider who would never be fully accepted into her newly adopted life–style. The other thing which struck me was that Paul wasn’t particularly bothered yet Sheba was. It was a topsy–turvy moment in my experience and fitted well with the whole surreal set–up of these parties.
Actually, this was the last time Sheba came to Paul and Eric’s Sunday evenings and, strange to say, the gatherings became more relaxed. I think the event frightened and embarrassed Eric so much that he never tried anything on with me ever again.
In work, the next day, Sheba made it clear that she felt she had been silly and forgave me – not that I could see what I had done so wrong that it needed any forgiveness from her.
“Anyway, Carl, to change the subject completely, when are you free to come and meet Lorna. I keep pestering you. How about tomorrow? She rarely goes out. I’m sure she’ll be free.” Fucking Lorna again! “She keeps on and on at me to introduce you. She really is a wonderful person.”
“I can’t. I’m meeting someone.” This was perfectly true as William was back in town to do another concert and I had a complimentary ticket. In any case, the more Sheba enthused over the enigmatic Lorna the more I wished to avoid her.             




Part Five – Aged 17 years





Party Time

The complicated threads in my life were now about to become even more of a tangle as another ‘scene’ added a new coil of social fibre.
Somehow Adam had met up with a stinking rich and over–confident guy called Henry who was well into his sixties and lived in a village called ‘Churcham’. Being a medium sized and exceedingly affluent rural village, it was populated mainly by retired businessmen, colonels and the like. There were very few locals of long standing around as the newcomers had succeeded in pushing the property prices up so high it was impossible for them to buy anything. The place was the epitome of an English rural idyll as celebrated by a certain type of poet. The village boasted an over–manicured green with a duck pond attached; a small church with a Memorial Hall also attached and an ancient, tumbledown, gabled pub which must have housed one hell of a history. I often wondered whether the owners might have claimed that it was actually haunted. Branching off from the main road which traversed the village where a series of private, unkempt roads each lined with uniquely designed detached houses. Henry lived in a 17th Century monstrosity that squatted in a vast garden and orchard. This house was supposed to have been a converted farm manager’s cottage which had been renovated and modernised (at no expense spared) to meet with Henry’s exacting requirements. All I can say is that the farm must have been extensive and successfully wealthy for the manager to have lived in such an impressive pile. Henry lived there alone and rattled around in his large house. To help him maintain his monumental shack, he had an aging gardener, a cleaning lady, a youthful odd job man and another young guy whose duties appeared so fluid that I never could quite fathom what he actually did.
Up until the time when Henry became involved with Adam, it appears that he was reasonably contented to follow his own ‘low–key’ existence. Adam, being Adam, soon changed all that. The magnet of wealth attracted Adam so he became intimately involved with Henry. Don’t get me wrong, Adam was not a con–man. I think he just enjoyed being where there was money and the influence it gave and contacts he could make. Adam immediately took over Henry’s life.
One way in which this change was manifested was by instituting weekly parties (more friggin’ parties!) which Adam organised and peopled, much to Henry’s delight. This delight was not shared by his neighbours who suddenly found that their peace and quiet was being rent asunder. As the population of these parties grew – so did the violent reaction from the village. Frequent verbal exchanges and threats spoilt the normal peace and calm of the village with monotonous regularity. As usual, no one could match adrenalin hyped queens.
I witnessed one such confrontation when a severe looking woman arrived at the house and decided to use the knocker as a battering ram. Adam answered the door – all smiles and charm. Thinking it was another party goer, more of us collected behind him to inspect any potential new meat. She waded in with, “Will you stop all this infernal noise? I can’t even hear myself think.”
“Why not use that thing you have between your ears,” said Adam.
“The only thing she’s ever had between her ears is someone else’s prick,” chimed in a voice from behind me. The laughter this produced made the woman retreat vowing vengeance.
When all this became too much for the neighbours, the local police were summoned who appeared reluctant to get involved. It was almost as if the police were delighted that the snobbish infiltrators’ set were getting some sort of comeuppance. Far from putting a dampener on the proceedings, this attitude from the police only fuelled it and made matters worse.
The reason I was able to observe the nasty exchange was because, one evening, Adam insisted that Paul and I visit him at Churcham. I think he wanted to show off and boast about his new and wealthy contact. He also gave an example of their method of picking up boys and young men to populate the orgies which took over the house. Their pick–up technique was simple and effective. During the week, they’d drive around the quiet local country lanes, late at night, on the lookout for any lads who appeared to be walking home. They offered lifts to these young men and, once their victims were in the car, they propositioned them with offers of alcohol, food and a bed for the night. They were perfectly fair and, if the potential victim persisted in refusing the somewhat dubious offer, then they graciously gave him a lift to his home with no hard feelings, in any sense of the words. I never thought it would work but, most of the time, it did – on that first visit, they picked us up in a plush car and, on the way back to Henry’s place, they spotted, chatted up and acquired a sweet looking youth of about eighteen. The amount of good looking young men they managed to get made me jealous. There was one time, however, when they got it very wrong. They picked up a small, quiet, puny lad and he appeared to be compliant. When they got him back to Henry’s home and made their move on him, he turned into a wild animal. He threatened blackmail, beat and tied them up then robbed them. Even so, it didn’t put them off. They claimed all their losses on Henry’s insurance, put the whole event down to experience and carried on as before.
After this flying visit, Paul and I received a standing invitation for every Saturday to attend the now famous parties. We went whenever we were free which amounted to about once a month. Generally, they were on the rowdy side and, during the summers, the whole thing spilled out into the garden and orchard where Adam liked to organise a nude Fairy–Ring. I don’t think I need go any further. All the many bedrooms, except Henry’s own, were open for any guest to use. During the evening either couples or groups of guys sloped off into the house and returned some time later looking satisfied.
It was at one of these parties that an event happened which greatly disturbed me. It was nothing nasty but something rather traumatic which made me really stop and think.
When Paul and I arrived for this particular day’s party, I had a weird feeling that something unique was going to happen. There must have been about fifty youths and young men there but my eye kept being drawn to a lad who must have been in his late teens. As soon as I set eyes on this strange, wild figure character, I felt an affinity. I have read about those who were labelled as ‘Romantic Figures’ and I always thought that it was a particularly drippy flight of fancy by the overly sentimental novelists. This was the only time I have ever actually seen one and it slightly changed my opinion of fiction. The lad’s black, tousled hair framed a face of infinite pain and sadness. Most people seemed to be avoiding him. Behind his dark eyes there seemed to lurk an element of danger – a rebellious and free spirit filled with some sort of inner knowledge. Was I reading too much into what I saw? Had I missed my vocation and should I, instead, have become a Romantic Novelist? Though good looking, he was hardly a stunner but there was certainly something hypnotic about him – at least, there was to me. I sought out Adam and asked about this somewhat mystical stranger.
“He’s new on the scene – his first time here, in fact – and I don’t think we’ll be inviting him back.”
“What’s his name?” I asked.
“He calls himself Waffle or Wimple or something like that. I never could quite catch it or get it. Anyway, it’s something zany. Why, do you like him?
“There’s something about him...”
“You want him? Please, take him off our hands – he gives us the creeps.”
The young man must have sensed that we were talking about him as he suddenly turned in our direction. At first, his glare was fierce but it soon softened and he smiled.
“See what I mean? Creepy,” whispered Adam.
Adam moved away to play the host and was replaced by Paul who came to drag me off to meet some dreary person he had just met. The conversation was all show tunes and fashion. I feigned listening but as Waffle–or–Wimple was in my eye line, he rather took priority of my attention. I watched someone go up and sit beside him. Fascinated, I wondered what would happen. After a brief exchange, the two went into the orchard. Waffle–or–Wimple had an expression of resignation on his face whilst his companion looked salacious. They were away for about fifteen minutes. On their return Waffle–or–Wimple appeared unchanged but his escort looked smugly satisfied. Waffle–or–Wimple returned to his seat where he was summarily ignored.
It was on the next visit to Churcham’s that I managed to talk to him. Paul couldn’t make this party and I arrived early. Paul’s timekeeping was atrocious and he made sure that anyone he was with would suffer from the same disease. Waffle–or–Wimple, I was told by Adam would be coming and, after the last party, he had been asking about me. I was dumbfounded. I had assumed he had hardly registered my presence. Apart from that one softened glare, we never made eye contact the whole evening.
“So, you couldn’t get rid of him!” I teased Adam.
“No. It turns out that he’s quite a hit and people have been asking about him. But I’m working on it. Are you sure you won’t take him away?”
Ignoring this, I asked, “Have you managed to find out his name yet?”
“It hardly seems worth it.” More guests arrived and Adam went off to meet and greet.
I deliberately chose to sit where I had seen Waffle–or–Wimple park himself.
After about half an hour the object of my inexplicable obsession was suddenly there. It was as if he had appeared out of thin air – as if he had magically materialised. Looking around as he walked, he came towards me – or rather, his usual seat. He was about ten feet from me when he looked to where he was heading and realised that his station was occupied. He stopped and stared directly and unashamedly into my eyes. His expression was blank but it managed to say so much. He approached and, without uttering a word, sat beside me. For a while we sat in silence until I decided to make the first move.
“Look, there’s something I’ve got to ask you.”
“What is it?” His voice was smooth and resonant and there was a trace of some exotic accent.
“Please tell me your name. No one seems...”
“Wiflin.”
“Wif...?”
“Wiflin.”
“What a beautiful name. Where does it come from?”
In answer, he then began talking to me in a foreign language which I couldn’t place. As a lover of opera and avid follower of libretti one gets a reasonable smattering of foreign words from various countries but the string of sentences he uttered was totally unknown to me.
“I’m sorry; I don’t speak whatever language you are speaking. I don’t understand a word.”
“Really? I thought you were one of us.”
“One of us?”
“Yes.”
“And what might ‘one of us’ be?”
“In the vulgar parlance: Romany. You should learn our language – all of us should; it’s both beautiful and important that we keep it living.”
A cold shiver went through me. There was a legend going around our family that we came from gypsy stock. Some aged aunt had attempted to trace back our family tree and she was convinced that we had our roots in the Romany culture. Naturally, most of the family mocked this idea so my aunt rarely mentioned it again. In her absence, the rest of the family held the whole idea up to ridicule. Did Wiflin recognise something in me which, though long buried in my history, was still able to be detected?
As we talked (in English!), I fell instantly under the beguiling spell of his lilting accent. His voice was quiet and had a sing–song way of expressing himself. One would easily imagine that he could begin, at the merest drop of a hat, intoning some archaic and melancholic folksong.
During our extended conversation, I discovered that he was even more of an outsider than the rest of us. Being gay, if his family had found out, then goodness knows what would have happened to him. He told me that the Romany people were pretty intolerant over anything which deviated from their norm. They had their own moral code and their own way of dealing with any renegade who didn’t measure up to it.
When our exchanges had reached an obvious conclusion, he faced me and said casually, “I want us to make love.” His eyes searched mine for my reaction.
Hesitantly, I said, “Okay.”
We stood; he took my hand and gently led me towards the house. I hadn’t realised how short he was. He barely reached my shoulder. As we made our way to one of the back doors, I caught Adam’s eye. Laughingly, he was giving me the knowing thumbs–up.
After a few disconcerting mistakes where we accidently viewed some rather interesting and lewd tableaux, we found a vacant bedroom and, after we entered, Wiflin locked the door.
“I see you’ve been up here before,” I let slip. Although he didn’t respond, I couldn’t help noticing the momentary shadow of pain that flashed across his face. “Sorry, Wiflin, that was rude of me.”
“You know, you’re one of the first people who have instantly remembered my name.”
“To me, it’s very memorable.”
Without any sexual tension, we lay on the bed, cuddled, caressed and talked. He told me a little of how, because of his feelings, he left his family and travelled his own new path. For my part, I bored him with some of the more mundane aspects of my life. He listened in silence and, in what appeared to be, rapt attention; although there was a flicker of fire in his eyes when I said that I was taking art lessons.
How things progressed from this state of affairs to the actual act was slow, smooth and natural. Because he fascinated me and I was drawn so strongly to him, I assumed that our love making would be a total disaster. Well, I have met some tender and loving people in my time but never to the degree as he. He made love as if it were a Holy Rite. Each move and touch was full of sensuality and delicious nerve sensitivity. The whole process was slow and he knew exactly what he was doing as he managed to reveal places of ecstasy that even I didn’t know existed – let alone anyone else being able to find. Whilst all this was happening a piece of music kept going through my head – Vaughan Williams’ ‘Fantasia on a Theme of Thomas Tallis’. We didn’t rush to return to the party but lay naked and vulnerable to one another.
After Wiflin had made his excuses and left the party, I shrugged off Adam’s uncouth insinuations. All I wanted to do was to sit quietly and try to gather some sort of comprehension over what had just happened.
We met three more times and the Rite was continued. The third time was wretched. Before we went down to join the others he confessed that he was leaving the area as he had decided to return to his family. He felt the pull of his life on the road and, although he desired to resist it, the pull was too strong. I was dumbfounded. Tears filled my eyes and, as he looked at me, I could see he was also crying.
“What will you do about being gay?” I sniffled.
“I am good at keeping secrets. I’ll manage and if not, well...” He simply shrugged.
Our farewell was highly charged and painful. I tried to take it all philosophically but there was more than a touch of regret. Had he asked me, I would have chucked everything in and followed him to where ever he felt the need to go but the place to which he now travelled would be too alien and onerous for me.
“I can’t stay here any longer. I must go,” he sobbed and we stood.
“If you are ever around here again – or if you decide to part with your family again, please, please, please let me know.”
“I promise.”
He gave me a brief kiss and was gone. Left alone, I cried into the eiderdown. After about ten minutes I went downstairs and discreetly left without saying any goodbyes to my hosts. The long walk to the bus stop helped me to control my emotions – well, almost. All the way home tears threatened and occasionally broke through. Still, I thought, you never know, he might come back into my life again and then we will make plans – great plans – epic plans – plans that will change the world.
I never saw him again.
There was one memorable event which almost gave me a metaphorical heart attack. It began after one all night session at Churcham. The gang, all of whom I had both got to know and been with intimately decided that they wouldn’t drop me off at a convenient bus stop but, instead, give me a lift all the way home. There was a small convoy of three cars which set off and continued with much driving madness including blaring horns and shouted happy obscenities between the cars and unsuspecting pedestrians. Paul was particularly vocal and funny in these exchanges. When we arrived at my mother’s place, I got out and thanked them when, to my utter horror and consternation, they decided, without consulting me, to invite themselves in for coffee.
“Well, we are very thirsty.” They weren’t. They began to pile out of the car and gather in a noisy cluster on the pavement near my mother’s gate.
The occupants of the other two cars wondered what was going on and they too, got out.
“We’ve been invited and we’re all going in for a coffee.”
“No, you haven’t,” I hissed.
“This is the house, is it?” They opened the gate and began to filter into the front garden. I stared at the neighbours’ windows to see if any surreptitious spectators were surveying our antics.
Terrified, I dashed to the front of the little procession and tried to stop them. I should have known that it would be to no avail. I recognised that look in their eyes. They were intent on mischief.
Each of them now knew of my mother’s reputation from some of the anecdotes that both Paul and I had given. Paul had never actually met her but had repeated some of my stories to them with great relish. In such close proximity, they began to show a morbid curiosity in meeting the battleaxe in person. Although I desperately advised against it and continued to thwart them, they ignored me, brushed me aside and stomped up the path towards the front door.
“Please don’t say anything to let me down.”
“Don’t worry, Carl.” I did. I was horrified. I’d forgotten about my change of name.
I whispered, “At home, I’m called Steven.”
“Understood.” The message was then passed on in their form of Chinese Whispers. The whole thing was beginning to fall to pieces and we had yet to go into the house. From every direction came snatches of hurried updating.
“He’s called ‘Steven’”
“What?”
“’Steven’. Here, we have to call him ‘Steven’”
“Who?”
“Him.”
“Why?”
“Don’t ask, just do it.”
“I thought his name was Carl”
“It is, but now it’s Steven.”
“Who is?”
“Steven.”
“Who?”
“Him!”
“Oh, you mean, Carl”
“Yes, it’s Steven.”
“But I thought you were Paul.”
“Not me, you clod – him. Him, over there. Steven! Open your eyes. Just while we’re here, call him Steven.”
“Well, why didn’t you say that in the first place?”
“Say what?” said another.
“Oh, fuck!” said yet another.
“Oh, God!” said I.
The stench of disaster saturated the air. What if the message was mangled in the telling and retelling? The memory of a previous clanger made years before smashed into my mind.
I had spotted my mother moving her landing curtains to see who the invasion force were and what they were selling. All I could envisage on my domestic horizon was total humiliation. I felt a terror at the prospect of what could happen. They were a fairly outrageous bunch and capable of any form and number of scurrilous stunts.
With one last look at all the young bucks who were straining at the leash, I opened the front door and the gang piled in. Descending the stairs, my mother shot livid looks at the hoard of strangers who had dared to invade and were quickly taking over the ground floor of her precious home. Faced with such a vast onslaught, she couldn’t rule the roost but instead, had to be blown along with the situation. Besides, I had the feeling that she was hoping that she could gather more information about my very private life to restock her arsenal of weapons to use against me.
“Er, is it alright if my friends have a drink before they run along?”
She looked around at her beloved lounge which now displayed all the signs of turning into a full scale party. Most of our family parties tended to be busy but fairly subdued. This was something else. There was a chaos which she’d never experienced before. By now, it was something to which I’d become used to. It was part of my evenings, but to her it was totally new and unwanted.
After dragging me into the kitchen she put the water on for some instant coffee and instructed me that they couldn’t stay long. “One drink and that’s enough!” Then my mother went into the lounge to ask about coffee, black, milk, sugar and tea distributions. I followed her and then I saw what had caused her to draw up short and gape, I thought, ‘Well, this is it. Armageddon.’ Everything was utter chaos. They had begun by rearranging the sofa and the chairs so they could talk more easily. There were young men decorating the arms of her precious chairs and sprawling all over her floor.
“You don’t mind, do you? It was easier to talk with your furniture this way,” shouted someone in such a joyful and pleasant voice that it could have melted rock let alone my mother’s icy heart.
I winced, waiting for the explosion.
“No dears, you do what you like.” I stared at her. She sounded genuine. Was this my real mother?
“Don’t worry; we’ll put it all back when we leave.”
She gave a tinkling laugh and, in a state of hysterical ecstasy, began rushing in and out with the requested cups of tea, coffee and plates of biscuits.
Paul and Adam deserted the fold and went out into the kitchen, giving her a helping hand. The group were beginning to split apart so it would make greater difficulty for me to keep track of what everyone was doing and saying. With their good natured double act, Paul and Adam were making her hoot with laughter. She managed to appear genuinely happy.
She got on with everyone and showed a childlike glee when they enthused over her clothes and choices of curtains, wallpaper and excellent coffees and teas. When everyone was finally settled and fawning over her, I looked around the room and, apart from my mother, I’d had sex with every single one of them. A sobering thought!
They scored even more brownie points by a few insisting on doing the washing up and drying plus wiping over the work surfaces before they left. With one small group thus busying themselves, the rest set about restoring the room to the natural order of things.
They left in a flurry of laughter, thanks and charm. When we returned to the lounge, there wasn’t a hint that anyone had even been there. It was like some sort of bizarre dream.
My mother sighed contentedly and settled down to finish knitting a jumper she was making for herself.
Throughout the whole visit, every one of them managed to remember to call me ‘Steven’. Not a single howler was made nor clanger dropped.
When, a couple of days later I asked my mother tentatively what she made of the gang – for a moment I thought she was going to be honest and say she had enjoyed their company. She smiled in happy recollection of the scene. When she saw me looking, she remembered her habitual attitude towards me and became dismissive.
She pointedly shrugged, “They were alright, I suppose.” As this could be construed by me as a mild form of acceptance, she had to add, “They all seemed a bit – well – you know.”
“No, I don’t. Tell me.” I knew she was squirming for a put down.
“Well, you know!” I was about to repeat my request but she beat me to it “Oh, I don’t know. You know what I mean – and don’t say you don’t. Why do you always feel the need to have an inquest on everything! – And I don’t think it’s very healthy you hanging around with such childish people.”
End of subject!




Leaving Home

The evenings at Adam’s flat had become highly intermittent. After all, he was far busier elsewhere. Mickey had decided that it was time to show his face again, to sit in his corner and immerse himself in glaring at me. Many other lads soon noticed this and began to criticize him – loudly. Paul was particularly guilty of this offence and scattered malignant swipes around like confetti. Mickey made out that he didn’t hear any of this – but he could hardly have missed it. Adam was still trying to get inside Mickey’s pants and successfully getting nowhere. A couple of times he went and sat beside Mickey to try and draw him out but Mickey would have none of it.
I let things slide for about three meetings then I decided to clear the air. When I crossed the room and sat beside him the noise from the rest of the crowd diminished noticeably. Sensing a building of tension most took the easy option and moved out into the kitchen area.
“It’s nice to see you back,” I began. No answer – just the usual blank stare. “Can’t we be friends again?” A shrug. “I’d like that.” Another shrug. “Let’s meet up tomorrow at, say, 7 at El Dorado’s by your place and we can start again.”
“Right.”
“I’ll see you then.”
I made to leave him when he held me back for a moment. “Sibelius forever!” he mumbled.
I gave him a wink and nod of agreement and went out into the kitchen to try and avoid the curious minions who were eager to know the outcome of the chat. ‘So, we’re off to a good start,’ I thought.
“We were looking forward to a decent bust–up,” said a little camp queen.
“Nope. It was all very civilised.”
“Everything okay now?” asked a concerned Adam.
“Yes – I think so. I’m meeting him tomorrow and, hopefully, we’ll get it all sorted then.”
“Where?”
I remembered Mickey’s dislike of Adam. “Oh, we’re not sure yet.”
“Let me know how it goes.”
“Will do.” I had no intention of doing so.
My meeting with Mickey went well and we managed to patch things up so completely that we ended up back at his place where he told his family that we were going up to his room to listen to music. We sealed the re–establishment of relations with lots of hugs and kisses but no more for after all, his parents and brothers were watching television only one flight of stairs away and his room didn’t have a lock on the door.
We resumed seeing one another on a regular basis and all my feelings for him quickly returned. We attended concerts and listened to music in his room where, when his whole family went out to Bingo, we indulged – or rather over indulged in the more intimate sides of any relationship.
‡‡‡
Within six months of attaching himself to Henry, Adam decided he was going to move out from his flat and in with him. Because of the amount of time he had been spending at Churcham, Adam’s announcement was hardly a big surprise.
He gave his news one hot day whilst a crowd of us were gathered in his bed–sit. Henry thought that, because he and Adam worked so well as a team in getting lads, he would ask Adam to move in, rent free, to continue their fun. The combination of having a free roof over his head and the chance of meeting all those young men was too much of a pull for Adam to resist.
“What’s going to happen to your room?” someone asked.
“I’ll tell the landlord and from then on it’s his problem. Personally I don’t care.”
I could see Mickey open his mouth to say something but before either he, or indeed anyone else had a chance to speak, Paul staked his claim, “I want first refusal!” Mickey looked disappointed. “That’s alright with everyone else, isn’t it?” God help anyone who said that it wasn’t. His tone was so aggressive, no one dared challenge him.
The next day Paul, over lunch, told me he had the okay from his family to move out. He would take over the bed–sit as soon as Adam went. The landlord was thrilled with the arrangement as it meant he didn’t have the bother and gamble of finding new tenants and, besides, Adam had assured him that Paul was a decent sort of chap and could be trusted. I told him how thrilled I was for him. I begged him to follow Adam’s regime by continuing to invite people over for regular evenings. I was worried I’d lose my haven of pressure free fun. To my utter shock, he looked at me and then floored me with, “I want you to move in with me.”
Without giving it another thought, I jumped at the chance with a hearty “Yes!” Then came the bucket of icy water – how could I acquaint my mother of these hurried plans? I began fantasising about throwing off the chains of my home servitude and let my life soar free and unfettered. How would I cope? Did I care? I could and would be clear of that suffocating world and that is what was most important. I wondered how Adam would react to the news. It was the only thing which marred my elation. I suggested to Paul that, for the time being, we keep this arrangement to ourselves. He understood my concerns instantly and so it was agreed.
It was lucky that I wasn’t premature in declaring my intentions to my dearest mother as the moment of truth and my potential departure were slightly delayed because, somewhere along the line, Adam had forgotten that he had to give notice at his school. As a transition, Paul moved in with him. For a while, it looked as though they were getting along so well that I feared Adam would change his mind and stay. I began to see my possible escape route being blocked irrevocably.
One day soon after, when we were alone, I voiced my fears to Paul. He then confided in me how matters really stood. The delay in Adam’s plans caused his veneer of kindness to drop and he started to become a bit nasty. Very soon, I was privileged to experience Adam’s openly displayed noxious side with my own eyes. I had never witnessed this part of him before and, to be frank, I didn’t like it. He became snippy, irritable, bloody–minded and quick to temper.
Foolishly, I began to spend a lot more time at the bed–sit and Adam soon chronicled this.
“Come in. Paul’s not here yet.”
“Thank you. Will he be long?”
“I’ve no idea.” He swung around and looked at me, “Oh, don’t tell me that she’s asked you to move in with him!” Adam accused with eyes that were cold.
“Well, er, yes.”
“Jumping the gun a bit, aren’t we?” he went on. “I’m still here, you know. I’ve not moved out yet – or hadn’t you noticed.”
My immediate thought was to let Paul know that our secret was out.
Again, foolishly, I arrived early for his next ‘Evening’.
Adam totally cut me cold and busied himself in the kitchen preparing things for his guests. I wondered if I should leave and either come back later or give the whole thing a miss.
It all became rather academic for, at that moment, Paul came in from work. He was greeted by, “Your little whore’s in there.” Although I was sitting in his room, this was said loud enough for me to overhear.
Paul snapped and there ensued a terrible row between them. I walked out of the house saying that I would be back later.
I waited at the top of the road thinking that it would be better if I hung on until a few more people had arrived before I dared return. I saw a couple of lads come up the hill and were let into the house. I turned away and found myself face to face with Mickey. ‘Shit,’ I thought. ‘Perhaps I’d better let him know what was happening. He had a right to know.’ I was about to tell him everything when three more lads came up to us.
“I’ve got something to tell you later,” I mumbled.
The evening was tense with almost everyone asking what was wrong.
After about an hour, Adam moved to the centre of the room. “Right, everyone...” He clapped his hands to ensure maximum attention. “Now that we’re all here...” he gave a meaningful look towards Mickey. I had a feeling that I would not like what was about to happen – but, forlornly, I hoped for the best. “This will be our last gathering for, as you know, I am moving out. Paul has already got his arse on my toilet and, shortly, this other little arse hole will be joining him.” He indicated me. He looked at Mickey significantly. “Did you get that?”
Mickey’s face twisted in fury and he instantly got up and slammed out of the building. I rushed after him in hot pursuit but it was no good. Mickey’s physical work made him strong and he was off, running as if all the Hounds of Hell were after him. I shouted but either he didn’t hear or, more likely, he didn’t want to hear.
Leaving my coat in the bed–sit, I decided not to return but to go straight home.
The next day Paul phoned me at work (more black looks from the boss) and we arranged to meet up for lunch.
When we met, Paul was all smiles but I knew him well enough to know that this was nothing more than a well manicured front. He handed me my coat.
“So, what happened after I left?”
“Not much. Adam’s little speech didn’t go down too well, in fact, Jimmy and Gary shot some pretty poisonous verbal arrows at him.”
“How long after Mickey and I left did all this occur?”
“My dear, immediately. Adam felt he was being got at and flew into a rage. Well, I’m sure you can imagine it all. We had a positive stampede as everyone scrambled to get out. Fleeing queens never look their best. I’m sure the gossip is ricocheting off cottage walls even as we speak.”
“Is that it?”
“Not quite. Guess who was left behind to become the Superman of whipping boys?”
“Graham?”
“No, you idiot. Me!” The smiles were slowly dissolving as he became more serious. “We had a terrible row. Lipsticks and nail files at the ready with feather boas flying here, there, and everywhere. My dear, ‘Coronation Street’ had nothing on us. He even went so far as to threaten violence.”
“Were you all right?”
“Listen, sweetness, I might be a screaming queen but this honey can pack a punch when she needs to and t’other un knows it.” And I truly believed that he could.
“You didn’t...”
“Good God, no. I just struck a butch pose and shrieked my head off at him. He fled in a flurry of talcum powder. I only pray she didn’t leave behind a glass slipper.”
“So, what’s the state of play now?”
“She’s moved out. Says that she’s had enough and will work out her notice from Churcham. Doubtless Henrietta will swan her around in her Golden Coach so she should be in her element – the sewage farm!”
“That means it’s safe. I can move in.”
“Oh, hang on to yer tiara, Doris. She’s not cleared out all her stuff yet. Knowing her, she’ll probably take a couple of months – just to be a pain.”
“Oh.” He spotted my crestfallen hopes.
“No, seriously, Carl. He should be out in a couple of weeks then – let the fun, frolics and fucking begin!”
“You’ll let me know when I can start packing.”
“Naturally. But I think it might be an idea to stay away from the flat till he’s gone. We don’t want to poke the Fairy Godmother do we? She might turn into the Wicked Witch of the West and turn us all into Gingerbread Gals.”
“You know, I still don’t know what I’ve done to upset Adam so much.”
“Darling, it has nothing to do with you. He wants to move into the Royal Palace as soon as possible and it pisses her off that we have our lives all nicely going forward and hers might still go down and crash in gloriously technicoloured flames.”
For the rest of the lunch we indulged in a happy fantasy world as we made plans about how we would live.
Whilst I was waiting for my life’s time bomb to explode, I tried to contact Mickey. I wrote him a long letter in which I tried to explain my actions and that, although I was going to live with Paul I still valued our friendship and hoped that it could continue. It wasn’t until many months later that I realised what an insensitive idiot I was.
The letter was returned unopened with ‘GET LOST!’ almost carved into the envelope.
Luckily, my mother didn’t see the returned letter or there would have been questions, questions, questions.
After about two agonising weeks, I found Paul outside my workhouse, waiting for the clock to signal to me another evening of comparative freedom.
Casting pleasantries to one side, he came straight to the point. “He’s gone and, thank God, he’s taken that stinking fish tank with him. I hope they all die.”
My life was suddenly filled with sunshine. “Really? Has he really moved out?”
“Really. So, when can you move in? I need help with the rent.”
“You certainly know how to charm a guy, don’t you?”
“Honey, if we weren’t where we are, I’d hug and kiss yer – and more!”
“I’d be happy with the Champagne and roses.”
I chose to leave it until the very last minute before informing mother. The reason for this was twofold. First, I was nervous about her reaction. Second, the whole thing might yet still fall through thereby leaving me looking like a fool and giving her another excuse to belittle me. After all, the way Adam had been behaving, I half expected him to change his mind yet again and either give the bed–sit to someone else, or simply reclaim his territory and not move out at all.
Paul had met up with the landlord of the room once or twice and got on with him so well, it was unlikely that there would be any problem in that department. The landlord now had a devil he knew.
All roads had been cleared and they all pointed to my being ensconced in my future refuge and sanctuary.
The moment I feared had arrived. I had to confront my mother.
“Mum, I want to talk to you.” She gave a noncommittal humph and, as usual, set about being busy with doing absolutely nothing in particular. As she had calculated, I had to wait for her to finish some invented chore before I could speak.
“Why not sit down? This is really important.”
“Steven, I don’t need to sit down. I’ve got to get on with this. You carry on and just say what you’ve got to say.” She began to re–fold some neatly folded washing.
I sighed. “Very well.” I paused. I took a deep breath and plunged in. “I’ve found a flat and I’m moving out.” There was no point in a gentle build–up so I went in wielding surgical knives in both hands.
There was a long silence during which she still refused to stop being ‘busy’ and face me. From past experience, I knew this would happen so I waited, wondering which way she would go – how she would play it. True to form, she made me sweat it out. Finally, after considering her response, she said, “I’m not surprised, my son. I wondered how long it would be before you’d up and go as well.” Getting into her stride, she huffed. “Just like your father in every way. First chance you get and off you go. Never mind about me. Selfish to the core, that’s you! Well, my son, and I’ll tell you this for free, don’t think you are expecting to keep your key. You aren’t coming and going in this place whenever you feel like it.” That would be the last thing I would want.
I was letting her side down. I think she thought I was going to stay with her for the rest of my life. She needed someone to dominate and, more and more, I was refusing to go along with it.
The following Saturday Paul came to get my stuff in a car which he had borrowed. The way she treated him, one would have thought he had contracted the bubonic plague. Just because she thought it would be awkward for me and upset me the most, my mother insisted I leave my record player behind.
“But it was a gift for me,” which it was.
“No. When you were given it, it was something for the whole house to use.” This was news to me. By the ‘whole house’, she meant herself. She never played it.
“What will I have to play my records on?”
“You should have thought of that before, shouldn’t you?” This didn’t help.
“Don’t worry, Steven, I’ve got one at home, you can use that.”
Thus stung, my mother went with, “Well that’s all right then. It looks like your little friend here has it all sorted out and I must say, I’m not surprised.
As we loaded the car, my mother kept a hawkish eye on what I was taking just to make sure I wasn’t exceeding my allocation. After the car was loaded it was time for the final test. She was now doing the washing up which she must have saved for this exact moment. “Right, well, that’s it,” I said, “Everything is loaded. If I’ve forgotten anything, will it be alright to collect it later?”
“You do as you please,” she dismissed.
“Okay, well, see you.” I watched her sloshing cups around in the sink. She made no effort to stop. I put my hand in my pocket.
Out of the blue, she turned to me. “Key!” she thrust out her open wet palm.
“I was just about to give it to you.”
“Hmm!” Did she doubt me?
After snatching her precious key she went back to her washing up.
“I’ll come and visit soon.”
“I won’t hold my breath.”
“Come on, Steven,” Paul rescued.
As I got into the car, I didn’t look back. Paul squeezed my thigh, “Are you all right?”
“I will be. Let’s get out of here.” I wasn’t upset – just very angry.
That first afternoon and evening away from my mother’s was strange. I had to keep on repeating to myself that this was where I now lived and that I didn’t have to keep on rushing back to her place.
With most of my worldly possessions around me, I perched on the edge of the bed and seriously wondered if I’d made a huge mistake. Was this a step too far? Would I be able to cope with being a free soul?
Paul came in and stood there for a while, contemplating the miserable wretch who was depressed and on the verge of going deeper. After a moment he came over and stood right in front of me and lifted my head. “You need a bit of entertainment.” To do this he began to hum a nameless tune and to perform a highly erotic striptease. When he was fully stripped, he sat beside me and held me in a long, warm embrace. “Feeling a little better?” I nodded. He knew what I needed for comfort and this he did – for an hour.
As soon as we had cleaned up and dressed, Paul said, “Well, you must certainly feel better after that.”
“Much.” I smiled at him in gratitude. “Thanks.”
“And, precious one, that’s just for starters!” He then cheerfully exclaimed, “Starters? Now, that’s a thought. I’m starving. Let’s eat.”
In a flash, a horrible thought occurred to me. I had no aptitude whatsoever in the kitchen. The only skill I possessed was how to make a coffee (instant!) and throw together some breakfast cereal. Let’s face it, most people can drop Corn Flakes into a bowl, add milk and sugar, then eat. At my mother’s place, as I was already beginning to think of it, the kitchen was her domain and no one was permitted to know how she managed to conjure up roast dinners, egg and chips, pork chops or, indeed, anything else that graced our dinner table. With some trepidation I mentioned this gap in my education to Paul.
“Don’t worry, dear. I’m a dab hand at omelettes. That will be our day’s fare.” He went out into the kitchen and, in no time at all, came back and presented me with my cheese omelette. It wasn’t very good but, psychologically, it was one of the most welcome meals that I’ve ever eaten.
As a house warming gift, Paul had secretly arranged that some of our friends would drop by for an evening of fun and frolic. So, later, a mob of about ten happy teenagers barged into our room and, complete with loads of wine and beer, managed to take my mind off all my concerns and sadness – yes, sadness. One of them brought me a length of chain.
“Here you are, my sweet, your shackles are broken and you can keep this as a souvenir.” Had he read my mind? Only a few days ago this same image had been part of my inspiration to leave my mother’s.
Another uttered a shriek and clapped his hands, “Girls, we have to celebrate the unholy union of these two darling dick munchers.”
There then followed a mock wedding. Paul went into the bathroom and returned without his jeans and wearing a dress which was a towel wrapped around his waist. For that extra bit of refinement, he’d draped a tea towel over his head for a substitute long haired wig. I burst out laughing. “Christ, if that’s what you look like in drag...”
“It isn’t – and one day I might show you the real thing.”
“Let’s get the groom ready.” The lads set upon me and, with much happy shouting from me and even more squealed laughter from them; I was divested of all my clothes except my pants. A right wedding couple we made. Our ‘Wedding Guests’ then dressed, or more correctly, undressed; ready for our solemn occasion. If anyone had looked in on this, they must have wondered what the hell was going on: a gang of youths, all in their underpants, and an odd one out who was dressed in bad drag.
The ‘ceremony’ and ‘sermon’ were so crude that I think it best to let it pass.
Eventually, at about 2a.m, the party broke up and Paul and I were left alone for our first night together. It then really hit home to me that I didn’t have to dash off to catch a last bus or worry about the following morning and my mother’s reaction to my staying out all night. For a brief moment I wondered how she had spent her first night alone.
Having consummated our relationship earlier and, what with the excitement of the party, we both fell into bed and, after a very brief show of affection and a quick, “Happy?” from Paul
And an “Extremely,” from me, we were soon fast asleep.
The following morning, I awoke knowing exactly where I was and the larger portion of my doubts and fears had vanished.             




Flat Life

Within a matter of days, I started to go gently mad. Like the child left alone in a sweet shop and being told to help himself to anything he wants, I embraced my freedom by blazing the candle, not only at both ends, but in the middle as well. Right from the start, the hours Paul and I kept were exhausting. Each night, if I managed to grab three hours sleep, then I was lucky. Were we, subconsciously, trying to out–do Adam’s previous routine? We were both determined to turn our bed–sit into the sort of place where things, happenings and events were always going on. Aside from the boys with whom I was already acquainted, Paul knew a lot of lads and they were duly added to our regulars. Naturally, through Natural Selection, we lost a few of our visitors who were totally loyal to Adam, and steadfastly refused to have anything to do with us, but, to be, honest, their absence was hardly noticed and, after a few weeks, were almost forgotten.
We were to create something very different from the previous regime and, to a certain extent, I think we succeeded. To a select group of juveniles, we became the ‘In’ place to be.
One major setback which we still had to endure was our almost complete lack of knowledge and experience in the area of cooking. Our first evening at the flat should have given us some idea of the problem – it didn’t – but it soon did. To be blunt, as I have said, I couldn’t cook to save my life. As Paul was almost in the same boat, apart from his frequently served mediocre omelettes, we were virtually living on toasted cheese and coffee. This toasted cheese was the only speciality from my menu choice of nil. Finally, and in absolute desperation, I bought the most basic cook book I could find and started experimenting and to try out some new things. My instant success as a chef forced Paul and I to dine for a while on ‘take–away’. We soon discovered that this was far too expensive to be a practical long term solution, so we both took this cooking lark more seriously and began to learn the baffling art of culinary sophistication. It was either that or we would soon starve. Paul quickly gave up on the project but I managed to stick with it. Most of my attempts were pretty disastrous but somehow we managed to survive.
One day Paul asked why I didn’t invite any of my gay friends along, “I don’t have any,” I hastily replied. From his look I knew that he didn’t believe me.
I was still managing to both juggle my various lives and, with increasing difficulty, to lock them in their separate boxes. Paul knew nothing of this darker side to my life and I had no inclination to tell him. Besides, as I have said before, my visits to the racks were certainly becoming less frequent – there simply wasn’t enough time. With each return I found that there were more and more newcomers who, naturally, were in great demand. Many of these lads were about the same age as myself when I made those first, tentative steps into that chaotic life. Mentally, I wished them well and lots of luck.
A few of the old crowd had either given up the scene or had simply moved on to another city where they would be the new faces and, potentially, be more in demand. All my old gang were still there except Sandy who had finally been talked into giving up the sexually vagabond life and to settle down with Will. Andy and all my other closest friends seem to have accepted the fact that my life and times on the racks was getting decidedly intermittent. They asked what I was up to but I don’t think they were particularly bothered or interested in my replies.
After Paul’s question, I wondered what would happen if I did invite them along. I don’t think it would have worked because the sort of friends we had and what Paul and I were trying to create wouldn’t have been to their collective tastes. They would soon have become bored and drifted away.
One thing that threw me off my guard was that, now and then, Mickey attended our evenings. Goodness knows how he found out when we were having a get together. Perhaps Adam, trying to make mischief, contacted him to let spill the beans. Each time he came I tried, in vain, to engage him in conversation. Now and then he did manage to gurgle up a few remarks each of which seemed to have a slight edge to them.
“S’pose you’re happy now,” was one such remark.
“Yes. Look, Mickey, I’m sorry that things have gone a bit sour between us. I still like you – a lot and...”
“No need.”
“No need to what?”
“You – explaining. I’m with it.”
In his corner Mickey seemed to watch every move that both Paul and I made. Why did he bother to come? Was he looking for some sign of cracks in our relationship? Was he there simply to cause discomfort and trouble? He refused all offers of drink and food with a terse, “No, thanks you.” Paul didn’t help matters by calling him either ‘Mike’ or ‘Michael’. I asked him to stop it and he replied loudly with, “He lost. I won. I like to preen. He can take it – although, you’d know more about that than me.” I couldn’t believe that this was how Paul viewed our relationship.
I couldn’t help but admire the resilience of Mickey.
“Winner doesn’t take all, you know. I’m not a fucking trophy.” I hissed at Paul.
“You are to me, sweetie.”
I went over to Mickey, “I’m so sorry.”
“’s all right.”
Mickey never stayed very long. It really was almost as if he were checking in to see how things were going. Each time he left, Paul called out in a whiney, camp voice, “Bye’ee, Michael!”
Adam, even though he had now officially moved out, saw all this new trade and had become a little jealous – not that he should have been what with all the debauchery that was being acted out at Churcham. Didn’t he have enough? Perhaps he was begrudging what was going on at his old place. He also took every opportunity to be disrespectful. He came in and, instantly, took over. It was almost as if he had never left. I didn’t mind too much but it riled the shit out of Paul.
The major problem we had, and the one which really got up Paul’s nose also concerned Adam who had managed to keep hold of his key to our flat. Each time he arrived at the bed–sit for a social evening and to boast of his new life, he never knocked but merely let himself in so as to make a grand entrance. Paul asked continuously for the return of the precious key. No such luck. Adam always looked surprised and became dismissive as he honestly believed he still had a right to retain it. He always found an excuse to keep it and then we wouldn’t see him for a week or so. When we finally put on an uncompromisingly united front and he found himself cornered, he grudgingly gave in and handed it over. There then followed another appalling row. I stayed out of it as Paul was not only perfectly able to fight his corner but, as he was so loud and on such a hot roll, I couldn’t have wedged a word in anyway. Even Adam was finally beaten down. Instantly, he took umbrage and deliberately became so involved with Henry’s Churcham that he didn’t bother with us too much anymore.
We soon discovered that Adam bequeathed us yet another headache. It seems that he must have been involved in some sort of pretty sharp and shady dealings because both Paul and I became disturbed by the number of times police kept calling at the flat and asking for him or his whereabouts. Loyalty demanded that we had to make numerous excuses and play dumb all over the place.
When we had the chance to question him about it, Adam cast aside the whole thing as if it were nothing special yet the noticeable panic in his eyes told a different story. Was it something to do with the school? We never managed to unravel this particular riddle and I don’t think we wanted to. Let sleeping dogs lie, and all that. Perhaps this was another reason why he was so eager to move to Churcham. Was he still up to something and giving our address as his place of residence? Whatever the truth behind it all, something must have changed as, after about two months of this, and much to our relief, the constabulary visits slowed down and finally stopped.
Our communal kitchen was quite useful, not only for our entertaining but for the other tenants as well. The rest of the few house–mates we had were all broad minded and a right mixed lot they were, too. They never commented on the constant goings on with our friends and, if ever they had the need to use the kitchen whilst one of our gatherings was in full swing, they were in and out as quickly as possible. We always primed our guests to respect these ‘strangers’ and to calm the camp if they were ever around. Apart from a few slips, our proclamation was obeyed.
At the top of the house, in her lofty garret, lived a delightful girl, Sally, who labelled herself as a follower of “The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints”, as she insisted on calling it. To her face we always used the more familiar ‘Mormon’ epithet and behind her back it became, ‘The Morons’. As she rarely went out, we wondered when she was managing to spread the Word of the Lord. She didn’t appear to have a job so that became another subject of many happy hours visualising how she earned her rent money. Jokes aside, she not only followed her own religion but had a healthy interest in comparative ones. She had a large circle of friends from other faiths and, in the kitchen; they would have long and fascinating conversations and discussions on both the merits and flaws of their own particular calling. As far as I can recall, I never heard or saw anything which could remotely be described as irritation, let alone anger. Everyone had their faith but respected one another’s particular path.
I first discovered this side of the house one Saturday evening when Paul was performing his duties at the pub. I went into the kitchen to make myself a coffee and there they all were.
“This is Carl,” introduced Sally.
“Hi!” I smiled and flapped a wave in the general direction of everyone. Whilst I was waiting for the kettle to boil, I listened casually to the topic which was under the microscope. A self professed White Wizard was banging on about the Great Powers which Nature is able to make available for our use. I was about to hoot with laughter when I had to pinch myself to remain serious as none of the others thought it at all strange or funny.
Sally must have seen I was curious and asked, “Would you like to join us?”
“Don’t worry, no one is going to try and convert you and, if you get fed up, just leave.” This was said by a charming girl who looked as if she could do with a good feed. I wondered if she was a vegan.
So I stayed. For an hour I sat in the corner, Mickey style, and listened. It was all new to me and the people were so gracious that I was hooked. Eventually, and it had to happen, I was asked which faith I followed.
“Uuuuuum,” I intoned.
“Atheists are just as welcome as anyone else.”
The warmth and understanding which emanated from this circle of friends gave me the confidence to add my little contribution to the debate. “Well, if I had to give myself a label then, I think, at the moment, I would consider myself a fluctuating Agnostic.” This caused much laughter yet it wasn’t aimed at me personally but at my choice of words.
A youth, in a full Buddhist saffron coloured robe, still smiling, said, “Fluctuating Agnostic? Wonderful. I must remember that.”
As I was a novice to their group, they only questioned me intermittently. After the hour had passed, the session broke up. Unanimously they all hoped that they would see me again. “Sally,” said old Merlin, “you must tell him when we have our next meeting – if you’re free, that is.” I nodded.
When Sally came back into the kitchen, I thanked her for a wonderful and informative time.
“When we next meet, I’ll give your door a tap and, if you’re in, come join us in the kitchen.”
“I will” and I did.
There were many happy hours which we all spent talking about an enormous range of beliefs. I mostly listened. These meetings fuelled me with a grounding for another fascination I’ve had throughout my life – other people’s faiths. The only problem I had was when Sally brought down her Bible for Paul and me to peruse. I have no idea if this was the standard issue Mormon edition or her own personal bible but I couldn’t take it seriously. Don’t misunderstand me, I’m not knocking any of the text, it was the illustrations that got me. By now, through many of my clients and Art School, I had some idea of art and what it was about and what it was trying to say. The pictures I saw in that book were, to me, an hilarious joke. Cheap sentiment was reinforced by bright, unrealistic colours and the faces and poses... Disney had nothing on it.
Directly above us lived a man who could have been anything from twenty five to forty five years old. Peter was great company and a real eccentric. He was a freelance writer of features that were published in various magazines throughout the United Kingdom. His dry wit and satirical observations were hilarious. We could never work out his sexuality as, in his little room into which no one was ever invited, he lived like a hermit. He never had any visitors, never gave any indication of having a love life – or, indeed, anything that might give a clue as to his orientation. We concluded that he was probably asexual.
In the Kitchen there were individual cupboards for each of the rooms in which our respective food stocks could be stored. Apart from a single side plate, Peter’s was permanently empty as he always went out to eat. There was one exception to this. He had a passion for cheese and not just any old cheese but the smelliest variety he could find. His habit was to buy the foul stuff, bring it home, unwrap it, place the lump on his single plate then slide it, respectfully, into his cupboard. Luckily, the cupboards were fairly well sealed so there was only the faintest whiff. There it stayed for days. Every so often he would reveal his treasure and the kitchen would promptly clear. One evening I summoned up some foolish courage and waited to watch him make his inspection. The cupboard was opened and when the stink finally insinuated itself across the kitchen, I gagged. Peter took out the plate and gave a deep sniff of the evil mess. “Yes, another couple of days I think!” He then returned the plate to its shelf and left with his face wreathed in smiles of anticipation.
I went back into our room and Paul yelped, “Has that bastard been at it with the cheese again? Close the door. Quick!”
Eventually we persuaded Peter to give us a warning before he foraged in his store so we could evacuate the area and then he was able to excavate to his heart’s content. Thankfully, he always ate the disgusting slop in his room so we were spared that particular ordeal.
One weekend he had the idea of inviting his two Welsh cousins to spend the weekend with him. I don’t remember either of the girls’ names.
“We didn’t know you were Welsh.”
“I’m not,” he replied
“Where are they going to sleep?”
“They’ll stay here. I shall grace an hotel for the night. They’re really nice.”
“When did you last see them?”
“Never. It’s their first time away from their village and I’ve never visited it.”
Foolishly he tried to pair us off with them. Why he did this, I’ll never know because, although it was never actually clarified, Peter must have twigged that we were gay. Did he think his young guests would cure us? As Paul had a weekend off from the pub and we had nothing planned for those few days, for a laugh, we decided to go along with it and agreed to the date.
When we were alone, Paul surmised that Peter must be a pimp.
“Don’t be daft.”
We didn’t see them arrive on the Friday evening for, after their long journey, Peter took them out for something to eat and then they had an early night. The next day Peter took them sightseeing – all day, so it wasn’t until about eight o’clock on the Saturday evening that we finally met.
The two were definitely not on the attractive side. Both were about sixteen, exceedingly plain, short, over weight and frighteningly naïve. I have no idea where they shopped for their clothes but their selection made both appear rather frumpy and old fashioned. To add to this rather unpleasant image, they must have applied their gaudy makeup with a trowel and possessed voices which were both irritatingly loud and abrasive.
Paul and I left them in our room for a moment and went out into the kitchen, ostensibly to make coffee.
“Glamorous, aren’t they?” Paul mocked.
I gave him a friendly nudge. “We said we’d date them so, let’s give them a holiday romance they can boast of when they get home.”
“Have I the stomach for it?” he pondered.
“Just let them think that we are expecting sex – and let their imaginations do the rest.”
“Which one do you want?”
I thought for a moment. “I don’t think it matters. We’ll see which of us they go for.”
It was a deceptively long evening. Whilst they were in our flat, and were receiving a passionless kissing session from us, they kept calling across to one other to make sure they were still intact and weren’t being seduced. They should be so lucky! After they left, Paul and I couldn’t stop laughing.
“Weren’t we being a bit unkind?” I mused.
“Not at all. As you said; we’ve shown them a slice of life and they’ll dine out on this for months – years.”
Sunday, the girls were out and about again with Peter and, in the evening, Paul and I had arranged to meet up with friends so we were not there to have a lovers’ parting.
On the Monday, when Peter asked us how it went, we tried to be tactful but instantly he saw through it. “They really liked you two and they’re sorry they couldn’t say good bye.”
“So are we,” came our somewhat ironic reply.
They were certainly keener on us then we could possibly have been on them. Eventually, we convinced him that we didn’t have a disease – they simply weren’t our type – girls.
One day Peter came back with the news that he’d been for a job interview. The application form demanded that it be returned with a personal photograph attached.
He filled in the form and added a note at the bottom; ‘Sorry, I don’t have a photograph of myself but if it helps, I look a bit like Doris Day.’ When he entered the room to be grilled by the interview panel he actually heard them whispering, “It’s Doris Day.”
“Did they offer you the job?” Paul asked.
“They said they’d write.”
“Did they say anything about your note?”
“Not a word. If they found it funny, fine. If not, I wouldn’t want to work for them anyway.”
After a short interval, he was offered the job but by then Peter had changed his mind and turned it down.
The fourth and last room in the house was taken up by a man. That’s about all I can say of him. He was always referred to as ‘The Mystery Man’. Living in the room next to Peter, even he had never managed to clap eyes on him. From what Peter said, we don’t think he stayed there very often but when in residence, the man was heard constantly moving furniture around. The room he occupied must have been fairly small so one wonders why his few bits and pieces needed to be constantly altered. No one ever saw him either arrive or leave.
The only tenant to catch a glimpse of him was our Mormon. From Sally’s one viewing of ‘The Mystery Man’, she described him as middle aged and rather plain. She had greeted him with a ‘good day’ and received a similar response which was fired at her curtly. He then hastily beetled off into his room.
As you may have gathered, the kitchen was featuring more and more in our socialising. Our friends now began to use us as a drop in centre. There were many evenings when Paul and I thought we’d stay in and enjoy a quiet time alone when the phone would ring and friends told us that they would be popping around for a quick visit (Quick? Huh!) – often, they’d arrive with others they’d met up with on the way. Not wishing to cause us extra expense, they customarily came, armed with plastic bags brimming with their own beer, wine, coffee, milk, sugar, cakes etcetera to help the impromptu party along. The atmosphere, though often hilarious, didn’t help our unpredictable and erratic sleep patterns. Even my boss at work began making remarks that I always looked exhausted – and I was.
On one of his few visits, Adam arrived in a state of heightened excitement. He was embracing an armful of egg cartons. He told us that he’d noticed that, a little way down the road from our domicile, the local shop had installed an egg dispenser outside on the pavement. It was a massive machine that, for the handsome sum of half a crown, dished out boxes of half a dozen chicken fruit. Sadly, it had one major fault and it didn’t take long for Adam to discover it. As soon as he saw the monster, he had decided to bring us a gift of half a dozen eggs. Okay, we would have preferred booze, but the thought was there. He put his money into the slot, the machine whirled and regurgitated the eggs into a drawer ready for removal and he gratefully fished out his purchase. Unfortunately, he was a little slow in fully closing the drawer and, before it was completely shut, another box of eggs plopped into position for the next customer. Tentatively, he opened the drawer and found he was now the proud possessor of yet another half dozen eggs. He removed it and tried the same routine again. It worked. He tried again – and again. Each time the same thing happened. The only reason he stopped playing this bountiful game was that he couldn’t juggle any more cartons. The plunder in his arms bore witness to the truth of this claim. With all these eggs, Adam took down an enormous frying pan which, as far as I know, had never been used, and set about creating a massive twenty egg omelette in a giant frying pan for everyone to dip into and demolish.
I am ashamed to say that, very occasionally so as not to arouse too much suspicion, Paul and I managed to utilise the machine’s fault to augment our rations. After a few months of this periodic draining, not surprisingly, the machine was removed never to reappear.
There was one particular event which nearly caused my cover to be blown at work. One evening, after getting out of the shower with a guy who I had picked up at the nearby laundrette, we were lounging around on the bed and about to begin some serious sexual exploration when the phone rang. It was the gorgeous Paula from work. She’d had a row with her boyfriend and wanted to talk. In work, it was general knowledge that I was now away from my mother’s place and living in a flat. I think she was hoping that I would invite her over. I tried to hold a calm, serious conversation with her but I didn’t reckon on my pick–up. He decided he couldn’t wait any longer for the fun to begin so, after some half hearted resistance from me he teased out my cock and started on a blow–job. He was almost as good as Ian, the suck–off king himself. All my efforts to bat away the owner of the invading mouth proved impossible. He was determined to make mischief and torment me. As I was having great difficulties in talking on the phone, Paula suspected there was something going on.
“Is there someone with you?” asked Paula.
“Er, yes.” My pick up was now well into his stride. “Stop it!” dropped involuntarily from my mouth.
“Sorry?” came the metallic response.
“No, Paula, not you.”
“I won’t ask what she’s doing.”
The conversation didn’t last much longer and it was lucky that she had automatically assumed that I was romping around with a girl. Thank God in those days, there were no video phones. Now off the mechanical blower, I gave my personal one a playful slap on his backside which seemed to please him and I, not too seriously, told him off – which appeared to have much the same effect.
The next day at work my name was mud. Before I arrived, Paula had done the rounds of the office and most of my colleagues now knew about my evening’s adventures. When I entered the office, the love–bites on my neck bore witness to my supposed licentiousness. I think the reason she dropped me in it was she knew I liked her. Although she had a boyfriend she resented the fact that I was seeing someone else and not spending all my time chasing her. Although she began to suspect that I was having sex with other people and not just going out with them. The regular profusion of ‘love–bites’ on my neck didn’t help. I became the big bad boy of the office and yet my reputation and popularity seemed to grow. Why is a cad so attractive? I really don’t understand. And the fact that the sex I was having was with males, didn’t seem to occur to them so I did everything to encourage my renown.
From her informed position, Sheba viewed the office politics and gossip with a detached air and thought the whole thing hysterical “Be sure the truth will out, one of these days.”
“I bloody hope not.”
“I’ll tell you what, Lorna would have loved this. You really must meet her.”
I was getting really tired of both hearing about Lorna and Sheba’s now constant picking at my scab of determination not to meet her.
Even with all the fun and games that were being enjoyed at the flat, sad to say it didn’t take too long for us to realise that Paul and I were not going to have the ideal relationship. To be perfectly frank, most of the time, it was a total disaster. We couldn’t get on as well as we thought. The major stumbling block was that we were both a couple of slags and not yet ready for any long term commitment. Also with so much mad entertaining, we never had the chance to establish and develop our personal relationship.
Perhaps, if I hadn’t been so eager to escape out into the world on my own it might have gone better. If we had simply remained casual friends and not lived together, maybe it could have worked. Even so, I could easily envisage that we would have ended up sharing and these same problems we now faced would have still been there.
For a while we carried on, trying to make a go of it and if it hadn’t been for the relentless socialising we enjoyed, realistically, I would have given it three weeks.
From out of the blue came a phone call from Matthew. I had neither seen nor heard from him since the months surrounding our ridiculous knife fight. How did he get my number? Marti had it, though she never called as she respected the fact that I had my own life to lead. Maybe she gave it to him. “I suppose someone had to tell you.”
My mind imploded, “Matthew, my dear boy, what a pleasant surprise and how delightful it is to hear from you.”
“Alright, you can cut the sarcasm,” he snapped. “Marti’s gone into labour. I thought you had the right to know.” Before he would elaborate, his receiver went down.
My mind instantly went into a panicked overdrive. I tried to think – some hope. I was alone in the house so there was no prospect of either advice or anyone to simply calm me down. What to do? How near was she? Was anyone with her? Where was she? Hospital, that’s it.
Grabbing the first coat within easy reach, I rushed, on foot, to the local hospital as quickly as I could. On the way I had another horrified yet wholly laughable thought. I didn’t have any cigars to pass around. What the hell was the matter with me? I was definitely going out of my mind. I hated cigars and, anyway, who was there to give them to? I even managed to find a smile from within my tempest torn brain at such a dopey idea.
Another battering ram hit my already wrecked emotions when I found out that she wasn’t at the hospital nor was even booked in. Whoever it was who manned the enquiry desk that day deserves some sort of an award. Seeing the quivering and wild eyed creature that now trembled before her, she took it upon herself to call some of the other hospitals on my behalf. There was no sign of her.
“She might be having a home birth. Have you tried there?” Finally, I had something concrete to go on.
“Thank you so much, you have been...”
“Just get a move on,” she smiled.
“Yes, um...” and off I dashed.
Outside was a taxi rank for the convenience of both patients and visitors alike. I thought, ‘Sod the expense, I’ll get a taxi.’ I could afford one but, at the time, I considered taking a taxi was one of the heights of decadence.
I told the driver to get a move on and when I explained the reason why, he burst out laughing. “Is this your first, then?” He then took a closer look at me. “I suppose it must be. Wait until it’s your third or fourth, then you’ll get better used to it. My word, you’ve started young though, haven’t you?”
“Never mind about all that, please, just keep your eyes on the road – and hurry!” We drove to Marti’s flat at high speed. I’m sure he broke many speeding laws but he appeared to be enjoying the emergency. Even though he told me the cost of the journey, I didn’t take it in and I merely thrust a handful of cash into his hands saying, “I hope that’s enough.” I didn’t hear if he answered because I was off, careering and stumbling up the stairs to Marti’s flat as fast as I could.
Breathless, I arrived and was let in by a girl I’d never seen before. She told me that Marti wanted to deliver the baby in her own bed.
“That sounds like Marti.”
I tried to go in and see her but a midwife bluntly pushed the door shut almost before I could open it. This particular midwife was obviously overpoweringly efficient at and well versed in dealing with deliriously flustered fathers.
I really can’t remember too much about the wait during Marti’s labour. I know my unknown companion, in measured tones, tried to keep me calm. Goodness knows what she said but I managed to sit down now and then. After what seemed an insultingly short period of time, I heard a sound which I never, ever, in a million years thought would grace my ears. It was the sound of a baby crying – our baby – my baby.
There was a further brief period where I only just managed to stop myself from going through the door. Eventually, the midwife allowed me into the birthing room. Without having to do battle with a frustrated father, she came over as a lot warmer.
Marti was sitting up in bed and, unbelievably, looking majestically calm but tired.
The midwife said, “She’s given birth to a bouncing baby boy.”
“Is everything okay?” I asked.
“Wonderful. It was an easy birth,” the midwife informed me.
“Just like having a fucking good shit!” Even in my heightened emotional state, I was shocked. I’d never heard Marti use that sort of language before. “D’you want to hold him?”
“Do I?” I eagerly answered.
As I took the delicate creature I asked, “Have you thought what you are going to call him?”
“I thought: David.”
I took him in my arms and the midwife helped me to cradle him correctly. “David,” I intoned, “our little David.” He was so small – a fragile piece of glass. Looking down at my little sapling’s wizened old face who was struggling to open his eyes, I was totally dumbfounded. How was it possible that this little creature was alive? I had felt it kick when he was growing inside Marti’s stomach but he was now alive, breathing... independent. This tiny, helpless person would grow and grow and have no memory of how he was now. What would the world make of him? Would he take after me or Marti – or both? I sent up a silent prayer that he would live a long, happy trouble free and successful existence. I wanted to savour every minute of this momentous moment of my life. Even in her exhausted state, Marti started to laugh. Both the baby and I were crying.             




A Painful Dilemma

Occasionally, in my adult life, I have been involved in playing those dreadful truth games which seemed, at one time, to be all the rage. One such time, only a few years ago, late on at a very straight party, the hostess challenged each of her guests to spill the beans on the most embarrassing moment of their lives. It was far on into the evening and everyone was mellow with sleep but not quite yet ready for a full collapse. We were put on our honour to relate the truth. Needless to say, most of the reminiscences involved sex. If the stories were taken as a straw poll as to which gender had the most exotic private life – the girls would have won hands down.
Eventually, it was my turn. For a moment I was stumped. Throughout my life, as you may, by now, have gathered. I’ve had plenty of such adventures which would rate twelve on the ‘Richter Embarrassment Scale’. I had to think of the very worst. There were many contenders but I finally plumped for an event that involved Sheba and I one quiet evening at the bed–sit. In keeping with the general ambiance of the party, it, too, was about sex.
Sheba and I had, over the years, become ever freer in our intimacy. One of her lovers had taken the trouble to introduce her to the joys of oral stimulation. He seemed rather too encouraging about it – not that she minded. We were sitting on the floor when she confessed this to me. Now, as we had been involved in an intimate way for some time, I was pleasantly surprised to be asked if I would give her marks out of ten on her newly acquired technique. I was more than happy to oblige. She was very good – but needed a lot more training! However, I refrained from offering to tutor her further. After a while, the whole session settled down to a good, old fashioned sixty nine. Gradually, we progressed to ordinary penetrative love–making. Then she came out with another surprise.
Very correctly, she was worried about becoming pregnant and, although she was on the pill, thought a secondary defensive front would be wise. I was happy with this decision as I certainly didn’t want another child. About that time, there were a large number of contraceptive devices flooding the market. One of these was in the form of a foam which women were expected to squirt with much indignity and ingenuity inside themselves. Sheba gleefully produced a canister of the stuff from out of her copious bag and waved it about triumphantly. The thought of the foam being used as a lubricant was quite a turn on for both of us and I watched, hypnotized, as she squidged the stuff into where it was supposed to go. The next hour was wonderful. We writhed, grunted and squelched in as many positions as we could manage without my actually having to withdraw. After it was over, we lay, as she used to enjoy, with me still inside her. I don’t know how long we remained in this position. The foam was causing all sorts of strange sensations. It seemed to heighten sensitivity and I assumed Sheba was experiencing much the same thing. Neither of us wanted to separate.
However, the time came for us to part intimate company. It was getting late and I had to go and service some clients. I attempted to withdraw and simultaneously, like a pair of demented banshee’s – we chorused out a scream of agony. Yes, the foam must have overflowed, congealed and set.
The result of this unfortunate flood; our pubic hairs were welded together with what seemed like strong glue. They were caked solidly. Removal of my penis was impossible. We tried to relax as best we could to relieve the agony. There were tears of pain in both our eyes. Yes – it was that bad. Problem – how the fuck were we going to get out of this mess? I had visions of living the rest of my life as one half of a Siamese twin – with Sheba being the other. I even thought we could probably market ourselves on the racks for this strange posture. Something else soon made itself known. I needed to go to the toilet – and soon. After mentioning this small inconvenience, she assured me that it was alright as she was in the same frame of mind.
Time went by. My demanding kidneys eased a little. Our attempts to remain motionless were not a complete success. Because we knew it was unwise to move, all sorts of nagging pains and cramps started in our muscles. I think it was the same principle as when the dentist says ’don’t swallow,’ and gallons of saliva gleefully begin secreting into your mouth.
Sheba suddenly had a thought. “Scissors!” she said.
My imagination leapt. “Pardon?!”
“We’re going to have to cut ourselves apart.
“Now look here…,” I said, trying to shut out the bloody scene which shot into my mind.
“Our pubes, stupid.” She added hastily. My sudden shout of terror must have informed her as to where my mind was racing.
“Thank God for that – for a moment, I thought you meant…”
“I know what you thought, don’t worry, I wouldn’t expect you to sacrifice that for our predicament.” She smiled. I was reassured. “Now then, as I was saying, scissors. Do you have any?”
I thought through the inventory of the flat. It boasted a single, solitary pair. They were in a chest of drawers – on the other side of the room from where we squirmed. “Shit!!” she spat after I had imparted this particular nugget of information. “Why don’t you keep them in your bed–side cabinet?”
“Well pardon me, oh sweetness, but I didn’t anticipate that, one day I might have to face this sort of complication.” We were getting rather stressed. My kidneys had woken up again. I tried to calculate the distance we would have to travel to get to our saviour. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to make it.”
“I think that’s rather academic. We must ‘make it’.” We lay still for a while. After what seemed like an eternity, she extended her arm to reach for the telephone which stood on the bed–side cabinet. “Shall I call 999 and see if they…”
“NO!!” I shrieked.
“Only joking – but it settles one thing – we will have to gird up our loins and somehow get over to those fucking scissors!” She laughed. Her suddenly lifted spirits were quickly silenced as our nether regions told us that they didn’t have a sense of humour.
I groaned and nodded in acceptance. I wasn’t sure what would happen if I had my loins girded – so I quickly put the lurid thought out of my mind. “We’re going to have to make the effort, aren’t we?” I didn’t need an answer.
“’fraid so, ducks.”
Painfully, we slid across the bed as fast as our tug–o’–war pubic hairs would allow. The effort was exhausting. When we rested, horizontally on the edge of the bed, we agreed it would not be a good idea to crash to the floor and crawl to the scissor drawer. Neither of us had any desire to be flayed alive – which is what we suspected would result from such a foolish course of action. Somehow, we must stand up and try to sidle across the room. We prepared our thoughts for the attempt at finding our feet.
Locked together, as we were, to gain the vertical seemed an impossibility – but we both knew we must. Anything to save the unrestrained mirth our predicament would cause to the Emergency Services – if it ever came to that.
By lying side by side, with much difficulty and a few false starts, we somehow managed a minor miracle and stood up. Another problem instantly and urgently made its painful self known. Sheba stood about five and a half feet in her stocking feet and I was about six in my socked ones. Think about it! Our orifices therefore had difficulty in achieving the same mean sea level. More yelps. We finally attained equilibrium by her standing on tip–toe and me, with some hefty bits of contortioning, bending my knees.
We then carefully shuffled, crab–like, across the floor to the elusive scissors and freedom. Needless to say, the bleedin’ things were not in the top drawer. Nor the second! As we sank ever lower trying to locate the bloody things, we seemed to be performing some sort of strange dance or ritual. Correct – they were in the bottom drawer.
“What if Paul comes in and catches us like this?” Sheba asked as we stared at the key of freedom to our unusual manacles.
“He’ll probably think we’ve taken up some obscure oriental cult. Come on, let’s get it over with.” I didn’t like the twinkle in her eye as she gleefully snipped the air with the scissors.
By leaning away from one another, she could begin the delicate art of practising her scissor work. I watched every close of the blade with much vested interest and a lot of fear.
“Don’t panic. I’m going very carefully,” she tried to reassure me.
“Gee, thanks Sheba,” I think I was beginning to sweat, “remember, I have a lot more to lose than you.”
“Only on the outside, darling.”
“And, at the moment, that’s the bit that really worries me.”
“You want to do it?” She offered me the scissors.
“No. I’ll try and be brave.”
“There’s a good little boy,” she cooed. I believe the evil little cow was actually enjoying this.
After some delicate pruning, worst of which was separating the hairs on my testicles, we were free.
I can honestly say I have never before, or since, felt such a blissful sense of relief. My nether regions were paining me like mad but now the ordeal was over it was quite bearable.
A few moments later, after we’d relieved our insistent kidneys, we relaxed, enjoying our freedom. Sheba picked up the malevolent canister and muttered “That’s the last time I buy that rubbish.” She aimed it at the waste paper basket but suddenly froze in mid action. “Ah! Umm! Oh dear.”
I didn’t like the sound of this at all. “What?” I growled, staring at her hard.
“Well,” she seemed reluctant to continue, “It says here, you’re supposed to apply the contents an hour before intercourse. I suppose that would explain why…”
“Does it also warn you that if you don’t, there’s every chance the guy could get instantly castrated?!”
The pain was beginning to ebb and, as usual with Sheba, we ended up on the floor in helpless laughter.
Enter Paul.
“What the fuck’s been going on here? What have you two ladies been up to?” He looked in a bad mood and seemed rather peeved that we were enjoying ourselves. Ignoring our nakedness, he busied himself with finding a clean shirt.
“Don’t be so stuck up – it could be very painful – as we’ve just found out!” This remark from Sheba started us laughing again.
“You’re both mad!” he mumbled and left us to our private joke.
I insisted Sheba would solemnly promise never to mention this to anyone. She kept her promise.
When I’d finished telling my story to my fellow party goers, I expected ‘A Chorus of Disapproval’. Fortunately they found it funny. I think, because it involved a girl, it was acceptable. I wonder what reaction I would have had if I’d regaled them with a story from the darker side of my past. Perhaps I chickened out.             




Back to Prison

After about another three months of low voltage warring, something happened which had been a long time coming; Paul and I came to a decision over which I had very mixed feelings. We finally and mutually agreed that our relationship wasn’t working and there was nothing either of us could think of that would save it. There was no great operatic style break–up – it was simply a case that we had fallen out of lust with one another. Our relationship had been founded purely on this lust which was all very well, but I knew I now needed more than just the physical side of things. Love never entered our equation. I knew that I needed a friend as well as a lover. With Paul, other than the sex, there was very little else we had in common. Apart from the Gay Scene, he had neither interests nor hobbies. Our conversations were eternally on a superficial level. He ignored any attempts I might make to talk about subjects like music, art, drama or literature and merely sat there and listened with a blank look on his face. His concentration was not only wandering but going on a high–speed vacation. As far as I was concerned, in the beginning everything had appeared to be almost perfect – however, even then there were some nagging doubts which would not go away. Paul expressed a desire to know more about all my interests. He was quite a novice in the arts world and bemoaned that he never had a chance to learn. He declared that he was eager to do so. As he had a good eye for drawing, I brought him along to one of my art classes – for free. He found the whole thing far too academic. There was too much talk and advice and not enough creating. He became restless and, subsequently never expressed a desire to attend a second class. I quickly discovered that his enthusiasm for my interests had been a frivolous ruse to get me to move in with him. So, Mickey had been right, I was a trophy – a gold medal of conquest. Once I was there, he dropped that charade and lost all pretence and soon continued with his own social life. Not long after this, I did the same and, in the last month of the relationship, returned to make more regular visits to the racks.
Coincidentally, in that month before our break, Paul had a massive row with his boss and was thrown out of his job. I really couldn’t be bothered to find out why and he didn’t seem too eager to tell me. After enjoying a fun week at home, he decided not to bother to find any more work. Goodness knows how he hoped to pay his side of the bills. Very quickly he found himself in a lot of debt and, although I was still able to pay my way, I simply couldn’t afford to support both of us along with the cost of my art classes. Even the money I had earned from my clients quickly disappeared. He wouldn’t ask his parents for help and I didn’t feel close enough to him to class our separate incomes as ‘our’ money. They were either his or mine.
Just before the month’s rent was due, we had a summit meeting. I told him I couldn’t afford to pay the landlord for both of us. This wasn’t quite true but I used it as an excuse for things to be brought to a head. Without resentment, he told me that he wanted a new friend of his to move in anyway. This was fine by me. We could have been discussing whether to have a drink of coffee or tea. In this session, there were no tempers, denunciations or feelings of being betrayed in fact, it was dreadfully matter–of–fact. Yes, it was all exceptionally civilised.
Paul had to go out to see someone so I was left alone. It was then that a great feeling of terror stole upon me. I felt a creeping fear through every fibre of my body. Mother would have to be told that I was returning to her palace. I shivered. I had made the effort of visiting her a few times whilst I was away and I received such a silent and hostile reception each time, I couldn’t wait to get out. She never expressed a desire to visit me at my flat, indeed, she didn’t appear to want to know anything about it. Was she too afraid that I might be living a better life than her?
I cursed the fact that none of my friends lived away from their homes. At the time, living in a flat was considered somewhat Continental and, as such, not the British way of doing things. Teens tended to remain with the family until they walked down the aisle. Even members of the gay community used their home as a base until they met their Prince. Like myself, all my friends were still haunting their mid teens so the chance of moving from one flat to another with one of them was totally out of the question. Even the rents wouldn’t have been able to help. In an emergency, they might have been good for a couple of night’s stay but it would not have been a long term solution.
I thought it best if I get the delicate negotiations with my mother out of the way as quickly as possible so, that same evening, I went to see her. Knocking on her back door, I awaited her approach.
Initially she looked at me as if I were an unwanted carol singer. “Oh, it’s you. What d’you want? You’ve had all your stuff. You’re not getting anything else.”
“Can I come in? I need to talk to you.” She harrumphed and stood aside to let me in. As I passed, she eyed me up and down as if I were something from another planet. “All new clothes, I see. A bit flashy, aren’t they?” I had changed my wardrobe considerably in the months I’d been away.
No liquid refreshment was offered. As soon as I could, I blurted out my problem. “Can I move back in please?”
Sitting in her chair a broad smirk of triumph grew then played around her eyes and mouth. “And what brought this on, my son?”
“Oh – er,” inspiration was slow in coming, “it just didn’t work out.”
“I see.” What a gift I was presenting her with – and, in flash, she fully grasped it. The balance of power was now in her favour and I could see that she was relishing my discomfiture. For the moment, she didn’t want to know the reason for my return because she never asked. Not that I expected her to. I knew, eventually, we’d have to talk more. What was I going to tell her? I tried to think of a convincing excuse for my return. I didn’t think that telling her that I’d just broken up with my male lover would go down too well.
Predictably, for a moment she didn’t say anything. What did she have to consider? Deep down, I knew she was being her usual sadistic self. She was attempting to make me squirm and beg. I said nothing but waited for her to declare her verdict.
Getting a little bored with all this foolishness, I asked, “Well?”
“Well, what?” God, was she enjoying this!
For Christ’s sake! “Can I come back?”
Standing up, she announced, “I suppose so. You know, I knew this would happen.” It would seem that my mother managed to know everything about everything. She then moved towards the kitchen. “When do you want to move back in?” And she went out, leaving me alone.
This left me with a difficult choice; should I yell my ‘thanks’ from where I sat or follow her out to the kitchen which is what she was really after? Either way, this was a conscious way of establishing our relationship from the new beginning. What on earth made her feel the need to play these silly games? Why couldn’t she be like other mothers and simply sit down and talk it through in a sensible and civilised way? I thought it best to play the lap dog so I followed her out where we briefly made arrangements.
Before I left to return to the bed–sit, she’d laid down some unconditional extra rules which were even worse than those I had to endure before I left.
Although my housemates said that they were sorry to see me go, I don’t think they were that bothered. There’d be other tenants. Life goes on. I was simply a minor footnote in their busy lives.
As agreed with all concerned, on the following Saturday, whilst Paul was at work, I packed my things and moved out. He was now working back in another supermarket as a shelf stacker but, he assured me, he had good prospects.
Paul and my relationship was obviously so fragile that, although I spoke to him twice more on the phone, I never saw him again. I didn’t miss him in the slightest and, I suspect, the feeling was mutual.
As soon as I knew my departure was imminent, I turned to my fellow rents for transport. The amount of offers for assistance I received was moving. These were valuable friends indeed.
Zenda, who could drive, volunteered to help me shift my gear and borrowed a client’s car for that very purpose. I offered to pay for any petrol.
“Won’t hear of it. You can pay me in kind – and you know what kind I like.”
“You’re on.”
“Now?” He quickly threw at me. So, he wasn’t joking.
I liked Zenda a lot so it was no great shakes to pay that particular debt.
After we had loaded everything into the car and I had posted the keys through the letterbox I found that I was leaving with a heavy heart. I wasn’t especially attached to the flat but it was the symbol of my freedom and I was deserting it. Was I betraying it or myself?
I think Zenda was rather curious about the bed–sit to which, along with the other rents, he’d never been invited. He was profoundly unimpressed.
On the way to the family house he mentioned that he was impatient to meet my mother whose reputation he’d heard so much about. Because I frequently lamented my fate at home, he knew some of my stories and, unbeknownst to me, had been fascinated by what he heard. He knew she could be difficult and wanted to experience this at first hand. He then licked a finger and used it to smooth his eyebrows. “There, that should do nicely. Am I gorgeous or what?”
“Zenda, please don’t take this the wrong way...”
“But that’s the way I like to take it.” He wiggled in his seat and blew me a kiss.
“...be kind and try to ease up on the camp.”
“Dearest, when I want to be, I can be as butch as the next man,” he gave me a glance, “and you’re the next man, Lord help me!”
I also remembered to tell him of ‘Steven’. He didn’t even flicker as he totally understood well, let’s face it, ‘Zenda’? Such was the double life we lived. All the time we were at the house, he went along with this unfamiliar tag.
When we arrived, Zenda’s eagerness to experience my problematic mother was completely satisfied.
Although I’d only been away for a short time, I had managed to collect together quite a lot of extra possessions and more of those damn records! As all my goods came through the door, mother stood and surveyed the procession of items with detached curiosity and utter disapproval. She dug into the bag containing my clothes, fished out the odd, unfamiliar item, held them up between two fingers and sniffed them disparagingly. I’m sure she would have considered these garments as mere contaminated frippery, that is, had she known the word. Though my mother didn’t know Zenda, she felt it her duty to treat him like a skivvy. Although we were all in the same room, she never spoke to him directly but conveyed her orders through me.
“What’s your little friend’s name?”
I decided to tell her. “Zenda.”
“Well, that’s a queer name if ever there was one.” How true.
“Will you tell your little friend here, not to leave that there, it will only get in the way? Tell him to put it over here!” This he did in double time. Behind her back he gave her a mock army salute. I managed to keep a straight face.
“Can you get your little friend to spare a few extra minutes to shift around all the furniture in your bedroom? It hasn’t been used since you left, you see.” The room was perfectly all right as it was but she insisted. Though I cringed at the way he was being treated, Zenda’s eyes were sparkling with mirth.
“Now, what do you want with all this rubbish? You’ll have to pack most of it away you know, I’m not having all this lot cluttering up my home.”
When we’d finished (some four hours later)’ she didn’t even have the civil grace or courtesy to offer Zenda a cup of coffee.
As I saw Zenda off, I thanked him and couldn’t apologise enough for the reception he had received. Luckily, deep down I knew that his keen sense of humour would allow him to ride over the troublesome encounter.
“Think nothing of it. I’ve had a great time. I didn’t even know such bints were about.”
“And thanks for playing it straight.” I had never seen him look, act and talk so ‘normal’.
“Plenty of time to be me later.”
After Zenda had driven off, my mother and I settled down to face and weather our first uneasy hour together.
The moment we were alone and rooted to our chairs, she couldn’t resist it. “Is that it, my son? Are you back for good this time?”
“Yes.” I felt beaten. She was holding the whip and knew it. She was determined to exploit her position of power to the maximum.
“Good. Don’t forget the house rules. There are going to have to be more. Yes, things are going to be a hell of a lot different this time round. You’re not going to treat this place like a hotel anymore! Is that understood?”
“Yes.” I squirmed under the grinding heel.
Satisfied, she predictably went out to make herself busy in the kitchen. This was so she wouldn’t have to face any possible scene. I leaned back in my chair, closed my eyes, sighed and sent up a wish that I would not have to endure this nightmare for too long.
During the next hour, as soon as she thought of something which needed to be pressed home or another clause in the arrangement which needed to be amended, in she would stride, deliver another non–negotiable ultimatum and, before I could either comment or object, she would return once more to her kitchen. By the end of the evening that kitchen should have been a leading contender for inclusion in ‘Homes and Gardens’. I knew it would be emotional suicide to go outside and join her.
Her edicts soon bit – hard.
One which really shot me in the foot was that I was not allowed to stay out all night. ‘Well’, I thought, ‘there goes a large chunk of my social life – and I was just getting used to it, too.’
My key was not returned and I was only occasionally issued a temporary one and on an absolute need to use basis.
There was a further restriction in that I had to return the key before she retired for the night. As she tended to go to bed at about 10.00, it meant that even my parole was firmly restricted. If, however, I was going to be late, and she magnanimously permitted such an extension then the thing had to be returned as soon as was humanly possible. Every time she knew I was going out, it was amazing how she managed to disappear just at the moment when it was time for me to leave. A sudden visit to a neighbour was undertaken or a long session in the toilet that included a bath with a good long soak. I knew it was a deliberate ploy to keep me in my place and make me even more dependent. When, finally, she could delay things no longer, she was always reluctant to give the precious artefact with a look which said ‘I trust you aren’t going to make lots of copies of this and hand them out to everyone you know?’ It was only when the pantomime of the key became a nuisance to her personal arrangements did she re–think her ‘Chubb’ strategy. After about a fortnight of her pathetic power game, she returned me my key on a permanent basis with a loud sigh to show that she didn’t think I really deserved it. “And, if you abuse this, I’ll take it away from you again – for good. Is that understood?”
It took about three days for my resentment to take over in my home life. I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to stomach it. I had tasted freedom. I knew what it was to eat, get up, entertain, and not be beholden to anyone. It suited me down to the ground. For the moment, I knew I must play along with all she said. But, inwardly, I resolved to escape again as soon as possible.
My mother’s new set of rules were designed, once again, to clip my wings. She invented all sorts of reasons with which to hold me down. Her ingenuity knew no bounds. It was a wonder I could manage to get out at all. Even the precious family began to criticise her draconian administration. Naturally, she defended her actions with all the tenacity of the proverbial dog in the manger.
Although my bedroom was returned, I wasn’t given back my old downstairs room into which I used to retire to get away from everyone. Whilst I was away, it had been converted into a dining room which was then never used. Because I didn’t have my own room, I had to wait until she went out before I was allowed to play any of my cherished records. She certainly would not allow any of ‘that racket’ to be bashed out when she was anywhere near. Even so, I still had to ask permission, “While you’re out can I put some music on?”
“Yes, but don’t play it too loud!”
It also made reading and drawing difficult. Every time I settled down with either a book or a sketch pad, her normal tight lipped silence was broken as she decided to hold forth on a subject of utter trivia just in order to jam my concentration. She showed an enormous glee at my presence. I think she thought that I had failed – miserably. She was confidently triumphant. It came out as filial generosity but there, around my wrists and ankles was that ball and chain again. She even began to want to know everywhere I went, who I was with and how long I’d be. It was intolerable. My life was now being totally hog–tied.
Did she now think I would be staying at home for the rest of my life? Did she honestly believe that, by treating me this way, I would want to stay around? Couldn’t she get it into her head that by dealing with anyone in this manner, it was enough to send them rushing for shelter elsewhere?
A highly fraught month passed slowly.
As I was leaving for work one morning, I met our charmingly sour faced postman who handed me a few missives. I casually glanced through the small wad and found that there was a letter for me. I didn’t recognise the somewhat childish handwriting. I shoved the remainder of the post through the letter box and, on the bus on my way into work, opened it. It was a short note from Mickey. Even his letters were direct and minimalistic. Why on earth had he contacted me? I was both surprised and pleased.
He was asking me to go out with him on Saturday. We should meet up at El Dorado’s at seven. “Be there!” I was charged. He wanted to talk. Mickey? Talk? An oxymoron if ever there was one.
That morning I took a little time off from pushing my hated bits of paper around and wrote a short note back to him saying that I would be there.
When we met, we didn’t go inside the coffee bar, nor did we move on to somewhere else. Instead, we went back to his home.
‘Oh, so that’s why he wanted to meet me. Talk, indeed!’ I couldn’t have been more wrong.
It was no surprise to me that, walking back to his place, he said very little but there was a significant change in his manner. Although he was usually fairly sober in his demeanour, he was always ready with a smile or a laugh. At the moment, his eyes were bright but he had an almost comically serious face.
After being ushered into the family lounge through which one had to travel to get to the stairs, I made the usual short but polite greeting. Mickey’s parents and brothers, both of whom were just a little younger than he, always gave me an enigmatic look. I think they believed that I was ‘clever’ so I deserved some deference. They needn’t have bothered.
Up in his room, we started to talk – well, I say talk, actually, for him, he was quite verbose. What follows is a sort of translation of all he said.
It turned out that he had been constantly monitoring my relationship with Paul. He was a patient person and somehow knew that it wouldn’t last. As soon as he heard through his grapevine that Paul and I had broken up, he wanted to be sure that he would be on my scene. He told me that he’d missed out once before and was determined not to let it happen again. He continued to open up in a way that piled surprise on surprise. He told me that ‘Adam’s Evenings’ were about the only times he ventured out. When he wasn’t there, he stayed at home listening to his record collection. At Adam’s, he admitted that he liked talking to me because I often spoke about classical music. It turned out that every composition I’d ever mentioned which he hadn’t known, he went out and bought a record of it. As proof of this assertion he went over to a large cupboard and opened it. One shelf was filled with LPs and he flourished the odd disc I must have spoken about and he actually remembered when I had mentioned it and exactly what I’d said. I only had the faintest memory of these earlier conversations. The other thing he valued and loved was that brief interlude when we made the occasional visit to the local Concert Hall. Although it had slipped from my memory, he remembered one concert where we were joined by two queens. These two guys had hired me on a few occasions and they were merely being polite but Mickey immediately spotted them as being gay and thought they were homing in on his evening. “Concerts was our thing not their’s.”
“Mickey, I’m very flattered and...”
“’ang on. I wonder if your remember this...”
He then relived something which was obviously painful to him. He reminded me of the things I said to him months ago when I told him to find someone else. He had taken the rebuff badly. I knew I had wounded him but hadn’t considered how much because, as he told me, it wasn’t in his nature to reveal his deeper emotions to anyone. He had actually decided to take my advice and tried going out with others which proved fruitless as he couldn’t get anything out of it. When this attempt at dating failed, he gave it all up and, instead sought comfort by spending his free time in doing what he enjoyed – sitting in his bedroom, listening to music. The only break he took from this simple timetable was when he came to Paul and my evenings which, once again, upset him. In short, he moped – constantly. He told me how hurt he had been when I became involved with Paul. “He wasn’t for you.” Well, he was bang on with that one. I noticed that there were tears in his eyes. I had never seen him like this before. I placed a comforting arm round his shoulders and he snuggled in.
He was opening up so much; I began to think it was someone else talking. The taciturn lad was suffering from the verbal runs – or, for him, the nearest thing to it. It was so strange to hear him ramble on. Although Sheba had spotted it as soon as she met him, I had no idea that he was this keen on me. I certainly felt a great deal of affection for him, and had always felt that Mickey returned it but this was something for which I was totally unprepared.
When he finally came out with, “Can we go out – often? Serious. I want to know you.” Another change came over him. He was now sporting a shy but constant grin.
“I’d like that – very much.” Satisfied, he pulled me in a closer embrace which was full of affection. We didn’t consummate our new relationship and neither of us would have wanted it as the moment was too tender to be spoiled by anything which could smack of the sordid. I looked at his bedside clock and realised that I needed to go so that I could beat my curfew. Our goodbye was hasty and we made arrangements to meet up two days later. He stood on his doorstep and waved as I went up the long lane which connected his place with the main road. His waves were filled with boyish enthusiasm.
Not only did I meet up with him for, what I guess, was our first proper date ever but we began to see one another regularly. In his room, the bedroom’s lockless door appeared to turn him on and he seemed to like having sex when his family were downstairs. After a while I got used to it but it felt like we having sex in a busy public toilet. The slightest noise and we had to leap apart.
One day Mickey, for some reason, was not in a hurry to go up to his room and, for a while, we socialised downstairs. I had the feeling that the family were curious about me and that Mickey wanted to show off his ‘friend’. They were a down to earth lot with a great feeling of love. What jarred was that, unlike the reserved Mickey, his family were a right noisy crowd. His mother, a delightful, jolly and somewhat plump lady must have had her trio of boys in quick succession for there was only about a year between each of them and Mickey. The father was sitting by an open fire and looked on his brood with obvious pride. Mickey’s brothers were almost a double act. They joshed one another and their mother would happily yell at them which made them laugh even more. There was something vaguely Dickensian about the whole family. Mickey didn’t say a word. I have often wondered what they made of their eldest son and his reserved demeanour. His brothers seemed to respect him and one could easily think, apart from his youthful looks, that he was the true father of the household. They made me feel very welcome and insisted I sit in the ‘best’ chair whilst coffees were made. One rather sweet event happened which I think shows the sort of family they were. Mickey’s mother, thought that she had to show off her best manners and tried, unnecessarily, to put on airs and graces for me. Me? With my background!
The two brothers went out to make the drinks and I could hear them laughing loudly as they did so. Their mother called out, “Boys, don’t forget to put my coffee in my cup with the saucer.” She then gave me a gracious smile.
Bringing in a delicate china tea–cup, one of the brothers said, “What, d’you mean one of these things?”
“Oh, go and get me mug,” she groaned, happily ignoring both the rest of the family’s and my mirth. Mickey thought it especially funny and giggled away to his heart’s content.
When the coffees arrived, hers was in her mug. “Sorry about drinking it like this, dear.”
“That’s all right. I mostly drink mine the same way.”
“Do you dear?” Then she yelled, “Billy?” In he came, “Put Carl’s coffee into a mug, will you, dear?”
Despite my protestations, her will was their command and I enthusiastically joined the mug brigade. I thought Mickey was going to have some sort of attack, he was laughing so much.
After a pleasant twenty minutes or so Mickey’s mother said, “Now, dear, you don’t want to go wasting your time down here with the likes of us. Mickey, why don’t you both go up to your room and enjoy yourselves.”
And we did enjoy ourselves but not in the way she had meant.
Later that evening Mickey came out with one remark which I didn’t like too much. “You know, Paul was wrong. It’s me what’s finally won you and not he.” As some sort of trophy, was I now being passed onto the next conquering hero?
One afternoon, at work, and shortly after Mickey and I began our more serious relationship, I received a surprise phone call from Paul.
“How many more times do you have to be told: no private phone calls!” I was warned for the umpteenth time by my boss. “This has got to be the last.”
Paul was phoning to say that something important had happened and it wasn’t good news. He wouldn’t give any details but told me that it was imperative that I phone him back as soon as I could.
As soon as I left work, I went into a telephone box and called him. This was to be the very last time we ever had any form of contact with one another.
He hurriedly told me that Martin was in the hospital. Martin was the sort of lad one instinctively wanted to protect. Although I didn’t know him very well, he exuded a warmth that was infectious. He had walked into a well known toilet and gone into a lock–up. It had a glory hole and the young man in the next cubicle passed a note asking Martin to put his cock through it for a good licking. Martin did and he became aware of a strange warmth that, for a brief moment, felt pleasant but, within a matter of seconds, quickly turned painful. His next door neighbour opened his own cubicle door and ran out laughing. Martin stepped back from the hole, looked down and screamed. Blood poured from his pubic area. Martin’s prick had been sliced off by some sadist who must have performed the deed with a sharp knife. A sympathetic gay, who was at the stand–up heard Martin’s screams and, ignoring the obvious legal danger to himself, took him to the hospital. The Samaritan then quickly and understandably disappeared.
The news of this catastrophe soon hit the racks and a collective shudder rippled through all those in the know. Memories of ‘The Evil’ came flooding back. Had he returned? The more recent additions to the rents were given an instant history lesson on what had happened before and were warned to be extra careful. However, this attack appeared to be a one off and we didn’t hear of any more.
Everyone’s life is full of unsolved mysteries and, as you may have gathered, mine was splattered liberally with them. Around this time, a real puzzler occurred to me at a lunchtime party which was held in honour of Zenda’s birthday. It was primarily gay but contained quite a few straight people. One thing which surprised me more than anything was to discover that the party was thrown by Zenda’s partner, Pavel. I didn’t even know that Zenda was involved with anyone seriously. Pavel was a striking looking Czech in his mid thirties who had managed to get out of his homeland which, at the time was a member of the Soviet Bloc. He was a stern, serious person but adored Zenda and had worked hard at the party to make sure Zenda had a good time. I don’t know what Pavel did for a living but he had to go abroad a lot and he earned a great deal of money. Even so, their relationship was indecisive, to say the least. Many of the rents had turned up including most of our inner circle.
The party was swinging, noisy and fun. Pavel had provided a plentiful and vast array of drinks and the food was what is now labelled as ‘catered’. It was good to be with my friends on a purely social level as this didn’t happen very often. We laughed and caught up on all the latest gossip.
During the party, I believe someone must have been spiking my drinks because I became very drunk rather quickly. I thought no more about it until next day when I bumped into one of the gang who was at the party. “Carl, my dear chap. How are you feeling?” There was an edge in his voice I didn’t like. He was unusually smug. “Not too under the weather are we?”
“A bastard of a head, but apart from that – fine. Why?”
“Er – nothing.”  Again, that suspiciously smug look. “Nothing at all,” he sniggered.
“What? Did I do something?” Some sort of penny was beginning to drop.
“Can’t you remember?” He looked surprised.
“No.”
“Well, chum, you were so funny. The whole party was in stitches.” He laughed at the memory.
“Why? What did I do?”
He shook his head. “Oh, if you can’t remember then I couldn’t possibly tell you. But you were hilarious. That thing with the egg whisk, well...”
“What did I do?”
“I don’t think it’s my place to spill the beans. I think you’d better ask some of the others.”
I promptly went exploring to find someone who might be a little more forthcoming.
I found Ian in Alfio’s. Before I could say anything he burst out laughing. “Well, aren’t you the one.”
“So I hear. What did I do?”
“Don’t you remember?”
“No!” I almost shouted. Alfio’s customers stared.
“Poor you.” And he refused to elaborate.
During the day I managed to find a few others who must have witnessed whatever antics I performed. They all laughed and said I was so funny. No one realised that I could be like that. Like what? What had I done? I couldn’t remember.
“I didn’t know you were like that.” They kept repeating.
“Like what?” was my constant refrain. Not one of them would tell me what I had done – to this day I still do not know! I even began to suspect that I had done nothing but they had decided to play a well coordinated joke on me. I have comforted myself with that thought ever since – but there is always that doubt that something frightfully embarrassing did happen.




Oedipus Rides Again

Whilst I was back at ‘Home’, I remember a particular event which both fascinated and repelled me. It all began in the lock–up of an infamous cottage which specialised in rent. I was trying to get a man in the next cubicle to buy my wares. This particular loo was beside a disused playing field and was, in fact, part of the facilities once offered by the council to encourage people to be healthy in playing sport. This idea was short lived and the lavatory now facilitated a very different type of sport. Strange to say, the showers were still in full working order and proved handy because the hot water could be utilised to stop any accumulation of cum from clogging up the floor. It was the sort of place that no longer exists. There was a large hole in the connecting wall of the lock–up and my prospective client had shown a great deal of interest in what he saw. The problem was, he didn’t want to play ball and thought he should be served for free. Just as if I would be interested in casting my favours for nothing on a man four times my age. I wrote him a note telling him that I wasn’t interested and wished him ‘Good Luck’ nevertheless and shoved the note through the hole. As I came out of the lock–up, there was a tall guy, roughly six foot four or five, aged about thirty, standing just the other side of the door. He was the type of person who, about five years before, would have possessed a good physique but, five years on, the firm stomach was beginning to swell. He had a slightly hairy chest, arms and legs. I suppose you are wondering how I knew all this detail about his body – well, he was standing there, wearing only a short towel around his waist. He smiled and I returned it. ‘Ah,’ I thought, ‘this looks promising’.
He was blocking my escape from the lock–up and suddenly he spoke. “Oh, ’ello. ’ave you met my mum?” He indicated to a point just beyond my field of vision. I peered around the doorway of the lock–up and to my utter shock, there, in the middle of the Gents standing as bold as brass, stood a tall, slightly matronly old lady. Her grey hair, tied in a tight bun, supported a grey hat. She wore glasses and a fox tippet. Her clothes were also grey and very sensible. She looked as if she were about to attend a beetle drive at a local church fund–raising evening. She smiled. I blinked. The man in the other cubicle had obviously overheard the exchange and could be discerned crashing around getting dressed. My mind was racing as to what sort of scene I was witnessing.
I grunted and walked out. I could hear my neighbour open his cubicle door and utter an extremely un–Christian oath as he too, hobbled out. As I walked away from the lavatory I realised that his beloved mother was probably a lover in drag.
About a week later I was cruising the same cottage. I was sitting in the lock–up waiting for a potential customer to occupy next door, when I heard someone come in and go to the stalls. The acoustics were so clear that, to anyone who knew the toilet, you could tell exactly where anyone was and what they were doing. After a few moments I heard more movement as someone else came in. “Oh,’ello.’ave you met my mum?” came the familiar question. There was a second’s pause and I then heard the quickly receding footsteps of the solo visitor.
I waited for a couple of minutes and then I pulled the flush, opened the cubicle door and marched with great determination to the exit, ignoring the fast approaching pair of figures who were attempting to head me off. I got out unscathed.
This strange couple must have only recently come onto the scene because, when I asked my colleagues whether they had encountered them, none had. They all thought I was either mad or making it up. Either way, they couldn’t stop laughing and speculating on the couple’s private turn–on.
My little story must have captured their collective imaginations as the attendance at the cottage suddenly rocketed. Everyone wanted to see this double act for themselves. I think the sudden popularity of their hunting ground must have frightened our mysterious pair away, for there were no further sightings of the duo. The gang started to rib me about it. They accused me of lying. I even began to doubt it myself. Had I really seen what I thought I did?
About a month later, when the collective quest for my odd couple had completely disappeared, I was in the same bog. It was an exceptionally quiet day. I decided to cut my losses and leave to go to another pick–up point. I opened the lock–up door and received a nasty shock, as there, standing outside the door, was my towel bedecked friend. He must have known the cubicle was occupied and waited until whoever was inside was about to leave to waylay them. I waited for the catch phrase, and, sure enough – “Oh, ‘ello. ‘ave you met my mum?” I almost said it with him.
“No,” I replied. To try and put him off, I attempted to sound bored. He beckoned for his ‘mother’ to come over. When she did, they wedged themselves into the doorway so I had no possible way of leaving. I thought it best for me to go along with their little game, hoping it would offer me an opportunity to escape as soon as I could. Besides, later, it might make a good story to tell my friends. I put my hand down to his towel so I could feel his cock through it. He was quite a big lad and growing fast. I then noticed a curious gesture. He grinned at his ‘lady’ companion like a little boy and gave a thumbs up sign which, with the same boyish exuberance, was returned. ‘Weird. Ah well…’ I thought.
The young man stood there enjoying the attention I was giving him through the towel when ‘mum’ started to rub his chest with exquisitely grey–gloved hands, trying to avoid letting her handbag get in the way. He moaned in ecstasy.
“There’s a good boy,” cooed his friend. I froze. It wasn’t a drag act. This was a true, full blooded, honest to goodness woman. My enthusiasm noticeably diminished. What if the cops came in and caught us? How the hell could I explain this away?
I thought, ‘I’ve got to get out of here.’ Aloud, I blurted, “I must go.” I attempted to push past them but they wedged themselves even tighter into the lock–up door. “Let me out of here!” I yelled.
“What’s the matter? Don’t you like my son?” She caressed him as if he was sick and she was administering some t.l.c. “Look at the poor boy. Be nice to him.”
I stopped all physical contact with the young man. All I wanted to do was get out of there as soon as possible. “Let me go.” I snarled.
I suddenly realised that he hadn’t said a word since our very first exchange. He’d merely stood there whilst this secondary scene was being played out. His mother, if indeed it was his mother, was not doing anything sexual, but she was obviously deriving great pleasure in seeing her son being satisfied. She cooed at him and tried to persuade me to go down on him. She kept telling me that it was some sort of medicine that he needed to have. At this point my mind snapped and, with all my strength, I barged out of my prison, sending them both flying.
Just as I was about to walk out, I turned to look back. He was on the floor groaning in a state of ecstasy – or he could have been semi–conscious – I didn’t want to find out. The way she was holding him was reminiscent of Michelangelo’s sculpture of the ‘Pieta’! The last thing I saw was his mother mouthing, “Don’t you like my son?”
After this encounter a few of my friends reported that they’d come across them every so often but, from what they told me, they’d become a little more careful. At least I was finally believed.
Many years later I saw them again, casually walking arm in arm down the road towards me. Having just left a gay pub with a group of friends, I spotted them. As far as I could tell, she was still wearing the same outfit but, I’m pleased to report, he was more conventionally dressed. Would they recognise me? Would they approach me? Would I, once again, hear the dreaded phrase; “Oh, ‘ello. ‘ave you met my mum?” To avoid having to answer any of these questions, I made myself become suddenly preoccupied with some insignificant thing on the other side of the road and strode on by. One of my friends noticed this and asked me what was the matter. Another even recognised them. I beat them all to the nearest coffee bar to recover and re–tell my delightful story to the uninformed – much to their glee. A couple actually wanted to go out and find them to take another look. Thankfully, they were dissuaded from pursuing this foolish act.                           




Once in a Lifetime

After the break–up with Paul and my return to purgatory, I felt in urgent need of a substantial pick–me–up to clear away my ‘lonesome blues’. As a consequence of this, I decided that I deserved to give myself a massive late spring present. For many years I had been promising myself to have a good, long break. Ever since I had started art school, I had been inspired to take a European Holiday – a sort of extended pilgrimage where I could visit some of my favourite artists’ home towns and to see paintings and drawings which I had no chance of seeing elsewhere. As I have a morbid fear of flying, I knew that I would have to train and ferry for my foray. In a way, this pleased me as I wanted to get the maximum enjoyment out of the trip and to experience as much as possible foreign climes.
My dating of Mickey was still at an early stage and I wasn’t quite sure where it was all going or even if it would ever get there – where ever it was. As there was no one else who might have been emotionally important enough to hold me, I was free to do and go to wherever the mood might take me.
To all intents and purposes, the timing could not have been more perfect so I began to save. I grasped the hot iron in both hands and resolved to go on what promised to be my holiday of a life–time and not get my hands burned. Whenever I was able, I began working extra shifts on the racks and when I told them why I was putting in the extra hours, a few actually passed on some of their clients to me thereby doing themselves out of the cash.
Andy, as soon as he found out what I was up to, immediately revived our old ways of he and I being hired as a pair and actively sought out clients who might be interested.
Now pleased with my decision and having sorted out my means of funding it, I announced the plans to my mother that in four weeks I would be going on holiday – a foreign holiday – my first ever.
Her enthusiasm for the project was truly underwhelming. “What do you want to go there for?” was her sneered, belittling response. “Huh! A total waste of time and money, if you ask me.” No one had but she felt the compulsion to give her opinion anyway. I think she believed that if I could afford to put aside any spare money for a holiday it should rather, as usual, go to her.
Because of my renewed duties on the racks, it didn’t take too long for me to earn enough money to be able to go and book my trip. At that time the only travel agency capable of catering for such an off–beat holiday was Thomas Cook. I entered this unfamiliar world and went up to the counter which was manned by a serious young man who I had seen in some of the gay clubs. I had never spoken to him even though he was smart and good looking. As he glanced up at his prospective client there was a definite glint of recognition. The initial reaction from Russell, as proclaimed by the label on his lapel, was that he thought my request would be rather too complicated and could he really be bothered to spend so much time on one booking that would involve so much work? Once he registered that I wasn’t making a casual enquiry but was serious in my intentions, his interest changed a little. Although he must have thought me a right Culture Vulture, I had the feeling that I wasn’t being judged although he did make me feel like a right little swot. I don’t think he could understand why anyone would want to go to these weird places when there were Butlin’s, Pontin’s or many other popular holiday resorts in which to stay and get bored. Initially, his first reaction and advice was that, because of the time I could be away, it would be more practical to scale down my rather too ambitious plans. Europe was too big and it would be impossible to travel to each of the places I had hoped to visit and, even if it was possible, I would spend all my time on trains and coaches so there would be no time, whatsoever, to actually see anything except the passing landscapes as viewed through a window. I selected two towns which were fairly near to one another and where it meant I need only stay in one place and use it as my base accommodation. Russell told me that I was being a lot more realistic and that he could now go ahead to see what he could do. He asked for me to return in three days to okay his preliminary ideas and possible arrangements.
Unlike my mother, as soon as Sheba heard about my plans, she gave me her whole hearted support.
“Fantastic!” was her initial response with “I wish I was going with you,” closely following. The difference couldn’t have been more marked.
As I expected, Mickey simply looked at me with an enigmatic stare. Later he came out with, “I s’pose I can do without you for a while.” As with Sheba, I think he would have liked to have accompanied me.
Both my art teacher and fellow students were delighted and jealous of my plans.
“Everyone should experience other collections,” my teacher said to me but aimed it at the class.
Three days later I returned to the Travel Agency with some trepidation. What if they couldn’t manage the arrangements? What if I had to cancel all my cherished plans? As soon as I walked through the door, Russell gave me a wave and beckoned me over to his counter. He was all smiles.
“Well, Russell? Any luck?”
“I’ll tell you what we have so far.”
He then went on to tell me what he thought the best course of action would be and talk over a few things which needed a little more clarification before he could take the next step. This was going to be my first holiday alone and far away from our usual family seaside breaks. Added to this, as I have said, it was also my first time abroad and I was happy, indeed keen, to make the journey as picturesque as possible. Also, I thought I could save a little money by not flying but travelling this slightly cheaper way. First, he suggested I took an early coach to London. Did I want him to book an hotel?
“No, I don’t think so. I will look around and find my own place. There must be the odd cheap hotel I can find.”
“I hate to put a dampener on things, but you’ll be lucky unless you try somewhere off the beaten track – and I wouldn’t recommend those.” Actually, I had the idea of getting to the station from where I was due to cross to the Continent and stay up all night so that I wouldn’t miss my train on the following day. Anyway, it would be nice to view our capital at night. Was it true, as we believed that London never slept? He went on to give a verbal sketch of my week abroad including tickets to some exhibitions. Everything sounded wonderful and it fitted exactly into what I was after. I told him to go ahead with everything and I paid a large deposit. I was now committed to travel.
“Do you have a passport?” asked Russell.
“No, but I’ll get one.”
“That’s good because you’re not going anywhere without it.” Then he gave me the address of a photographer he could personally recommend.
So, it turned out that this particular local branch of Thomas Cook, and especially Russell, were more than happy to put together a package which was tailor made to my requirements. Russell, who had been dubious about taking on my challenge, had now become keenly animated about my wants and took on the task with alacrity. As it turned out, from his initial reticence he had enjoyed putting together the perfect itinerary. I couldn’t have asked for better.
Sheba was also beginning to get as enthusiastic for my trip as was I; in fact, she even insisted on coming along with me when I had my passport photograph taken. The photographer, a middle aged man who was on the effeminate side was instantly recognisable as being gay. Wasn’t there anyone straight around here? Although, because it was Russell who recommended him, I suppose his orientation shouldn’t have come as too much of a surprise. He included Sheba in the whole process. He asked her advice over the selection of my pose and angle of lighting. He was so nice that I think he was being sarcastic but we ignored it. The resulting photographs turned out rather well and Sheba asked for a copy and was duly presented with one by our effete photographer.
The evening following my trip to the photographers, alone, I popped into a quiet coffee bar to enjoy myself in reviewing my holiday arrangements. I couldn’t wait to visit the selected places around Europe noted for their art history. Following Russell’s advice, I was to deliberately avoid Amsterdam, Paris, Rome and the like, because I told him that I wanted a bit of peace and quiet as well as education. I was hoping that it was to be one of those magical events which happen only too rarely. I gave my disinterested mother the details of my proposed itinerary. Going abroad, as far as she was concerned was utter madness and, to make matters even worse, I was going alone. What was the matter, she complained, with a good, old fashioned English seaside holiday? For decades it had been good enough for the family and it should be good enough for me. Was she angling for a holiday for herself which I was to finance? My mother continued her attacks. She tried every argument and gave voice to her own fears to try and stop me travelling. Because she didn’t particularly want to go anywhere herself, she mocked and insulted any desire there might be in any one else who might want to do what she wouldn’t. The furthest she had ever been was a few excursions to London when she was younger. Since then, she had become a hermit in her own little community within the town. She rarely visited the city centre. She thought it was totally ridiculous that I wanted to go on this trip where I would only come across foreigners. I had to keep up the pressure over my trip as I needed her to sign my application for a passport.
“I don’t see how you are going to manage. You don’t know any languages.”
I had studiously followed many opera libretti so I thought I had a rebuttal, “I have a tiny smattering of German and….”
“No you don’t. What a ridiculous thing to say.”
I then gave up. She knew what she thought she knew and nothing would alter that.
To keep the peace I said, “You’re right.”
She was thrilled. “So you’re going to give up this silly idea?”
“No. I just happen to agree with you. It doesn’t mean I am going to cancel.”
Bursting into tears, another of the weapons in her battle bag, she ran from the room.
After many delays, she finally and magnanimously agreed to sign my form for a passport but then either kept on ‘forgetting’ to actually put pen to paper or was ‘too busy to deal with that now.’ Time was moving hastily on and I was getting seriously worried that I would have to cancel my trip through lack of this vital travel document.
All her similar efforts went for nothing. I was too determined. My biggest fear was that I would end up being a stick–in–the–mud just like her. I saw how bitter she was becoming but I refused to be infected by that same bitterness.
Once more I turned my mind to the forthcoming holiday. I was even looking forward to visiting London, which I hardly knew. The few times I had ever been there, was with someone else. This was going to be different.
Eventually, my mother found time in her empty schedule to scratch her name onto my neglected form and I obtained the Visitor’s Passport which was then available and allowed its holder free access for a limited time to a limited number of countries – my choice being amongst them. It was valid for six months.
Eventually the date of my departure was almost upon me and I went to pay the balance for my trip and to receive my wad of tickets and foreign currency which Russell also arranged and put them all into a cardboard wallet for safe keeping.
“Have a wonderful time – I’m sure you will. It’s been a pleasure helping you.”
“I must thank you for all your dedicated work.”
“You never know, we might meet up socially sometime.”
“I’d like that,” I grinned. Sadly for me, we never did.
A few days later the time came for me to leave. I packed my case and with a peremptory, “Don’t get into any mischief,” from my mother, I took the bus to the Coach Station. My mind went back to that time when I was with a client on the empty bus and watching the people arriving from or departing to exotic places in Britain and wished I was one of them – well; now I was.
I stood in the bus station, waiting for my coach when, totally unexpectedly, Sheba arrived. She had come to see me off.
“Have a fabulous time and I want to hear all about it when you get back. All about it!”
To anyone who might have been watching us, Sheba and I gave a farewell worthy of ‘Casablanca’. She was crying. It wasn’t because she was upset but that she knew how much this holiday meant to me and was overcome with joy on my behalf.
Still tearful, Sheba promised she’d meet me when I came back.
Sitting on the coach, I suddenly felt alone. It wasn’t the same as when I left home to live with Paul. This was something else – a sort of frenzied excitement.
As the coach left the city and sped towards London, I leaned against the headrest and closed my eyes. I made a secret vow that I would enjoy every minute of my holiday. I would turn it into the greatest crusade of all time. I was determined to take full advantage of any and every adventure which might come my way.
In London, coming out of the bus station, I spotted one of those famous red London buses. Dragging my case with me but not knowing the bus’ destination, I boarded it and eventually found myself in Trafalgar Square.
I sat for a while and stared. I looked at the National Gallery. ‘One day,’ I thought. ‘I’ll come up here for a visit and spend a whole week in there.’
I was feeling highly cosmopolitan.
I saw a sign post indicating Piccadilly Circus and I started to follow its direction. It was a hot day and lugging my case around made me stop for a moment and rest.
A short, balding man who must have been well into his fifties came up to me and asked how he could get to The Strand. I had no idea and told him so. As I was sitting on a wall with my case beside me, it must have been fairly easy to guess that he wasn’t speaking to a local. Was I being propositioned within my first hour of arrival?
“You a visitor as well?” Wasn’t it obvious? Although he spoke perfect English, he had a strange accent; mind you, to me, everybody appeared to have strange accents.
It turned out he was from South Africa and a fellow tourist. He was travelling Europe and travelling alone. At the moment, he was on his way to Richmond to attend the Jazz Festival.
“I find it hard to enjoy things like Jazz on my own. You want to come with me?” So, it was a pickup.
“I would but most of my money is in a foreign currency because tomorrow I’m off abroad.”
“Don’t worry about that, I’ll pay for you.”
I remembered the promise to myself about taking on any adventure that might come my way and readily accepted his rather surprising offer.
He had a car parked nearby. Yep, it really was a pickup. As we walked to his parking place he insisted on carrying my case. I didn’t complain.
This was promising to be a satisfying start to my break. On the drive to Richmond, which in my ignorance I thought was a hell of a long way, our conversation was fairly innocuous but he did seem rather interested in my private life. Caution demanded that I didn’t tell him too much. Whilst on our visit, he let me keep my case in the boot of his car. Purely out of habit, I memorised its registration number – just to be on the safe side.
The crowded site and mashed up muddy field hardly made it conducive for a good time – but I was supremely happy that all seemed to be going well on my first holiday adventure but this little excursion hadn’t quite finished with me.
“Let’s get something to eat.” Seeing me looking a little dubious, he added quickly, “I’m paying.”
From a stall, he bought two massive burgers and within half an hour I fell ill – a thing which didn’t happen very often. I don’t think there was anything actually wrong with the food – I can only assume it was the excitement of the trip which caused my stomach to erupt. Despite my protestations, my South African insisted on taking me to the local hospital which was situated just outside the main entrance to the Festival. I was worried that this might be the start of something more serious and I would have to cancel my trip.
“And what is your relationship with this young man?” This somewhat awkward question was asked by the doctor on duty. By his attitude he was obviously thinking that we were first in a vast procession of victims of the Festival.
“He’s my nephew,” was my companion’s instant but rather pathetic explanation.
After a brief examination the doctor said that he could find nothing seriously wrong and simply advised that a good night’s sleep would probably cure whatever ailed me.
As we headed to the car S.A. asked where I was staying and that he would run me there. We had only been to the Festival for about an hour so he had doled out our considerable entrance fee for almost no return.
I admitted to him that I had nowhere booked.
“You can’t spend the night at the station. That’ll be the worst thing you can do. There must be a hotel near here and the stay will be on me.” I was feeling too ill to appreciate the rather ambiguous remark.
After a short drive, he found a local and very expensive hotel. He parked me in the foyer and went up to reception. They were almost full and the only rooms they had left each boasted a double bed – at least that’s what he claimed! To cover the fact that there was an obvious age difference, he thought it better for me to say that I was his son so that no questions would be asked. I didn’t let on that, as far as I was concerned, this ruse was nothing new.
I told him the time of my train on the following morning and he left a wake–up call.
It was very sweet the way he tried to have sex but I wasn’t in the mood. I still felt ill, and besides, I was too excited at the prospect of my holiday. He accepted all this quite well. I let him play around with me for a while but when I called a halt, he didn’t make any trouble.
The following morning I was treated to a large breakfast and he gave me a lift in his car right to the station in the centre of London so that I could catch my train. He even stayed to see me off – and took a photograph – was this to prove to his gay friends in South Africa that he had slept with a teenage Brit?
As this rambling epistle is about my life experiences and not a catalogue of my appreciation of the Arts, I won’t dwell too long on the actual visiting of the many galleries and the joy of finally seeing the original paintings of those artists whose output I mainly knew from prints in books. Suffice it to say, I had one whale of a time.
The landlady of my digs dubbed me, ‘Laughing boy’ as, according to her, I had a naturally fixed smile on my face. I slept under a voluminous duvet on an enormous sofa bed. For a small charge, a Continental breakfast was supplied. This offer I took up.
Where I stayed, the town was boasting a short Arts Festival which I willingly attended. There were theatrical events, a small visiting exhibition of paintings as well as the permanent museums and galleries which dolled everything up to give a more festive feel to the exhibits on offer.
After a day or two I decided to explore my immediate environs. It was the first time I had actually taken in the locals and their architecture. To my utter shock it was unexpectedly, very gay. My longish hair and bright colours caused confusion for the strangers. I realised that everyone else was dressed conservatively and I must have looked very strange. I remembered my reaction to the rent boys when I first saw them get off the bus on my first venture to the city centre. Had I come so far? I no longer cared what people thought. I kept laughing like an idiot each time I caught someone staring. I had to stop and look in shop windows to hide my amusement.
When evening came and the daylight began to fade I went for a walk in a local park which I came upon accidentally. It was a pretty place with plenty of trees, benches and low wattage lighting from the occasional lamp post, all of which invited the public to linger for a while in this sylvan oasis. I sat down to enjoy the evening air when I noticed something. In the gathering gloom there were pinpoints of light which flashed rhythmically. I soon twigged that people were signalling to one other by drawing on cigarettes in short, sharp breaths. I got up and moved around. Every time I sat down on one of the benches and looked around it was as if fifty lighthouses had been switched on at the same time. So, I had now identified the local trolling area.
The first person to sit beside me was a youth about my age who began gabbling at me in German.
“Sorry, I only speak English.”
“Where are you from?” He was a fellow countryman. His name was Danny and we talked for ages. As we were both in digs, there was nowhere to go to get better acquainted so we passed the time chatting. He told me that he lived just outside of London and was almost mirroring my own trip.
When I wasn’t off on one of my expeditions, we started to meet for lunch or evening drinks.
To expand the local Arts Festival a ballet company was on a cultural visit to the town. The production I saw was interesting, not least because it featured a particularly raunchy scene which was performed with many of the dancers in the nude. In the UK such presentations were mainly confined to sleazy clubs – and without much artistic integrity at that!
After I attended this curious stage show, I decided to return to that conveyer belt park. After being propositioned by some men who were either too ugly or too old, I settled down to watch and revel in the carousel of eager gays as they circulated around the paved paths. After about fifteen minutes of this highly amusing pastime, a young man came up and sat beside me. He was both good looking and struck me as being interested. During our conversation, several people approached us looking hopeful but my new companion, who was called Manfred, rebuked them in such sharp tones, that the orgy seekers scurried off at high speed. Manfred, who spoke excellent English, told me that, this very evening, there was a party at his place for the dance company to which he belonged.
“I went to your show,” I exclaimed.
“When?” He asked in a surprised voice.
“This evening. I came straight from there to here.”
“From one performance to another,” he smiled. “Anyway, do you want to come along for partying?”
“I’d love to.” So, my vow at the beginning of my holiday was being sustained.
The party was held in a flat which Manfred and a friend, Thomas, had rented for the engagement. As it was a fairly substantial set of rooms, the place was easily able to be utilised for their partying.
As soon as we arrived, I was introduced to the rest of the company which consisted of about ten very fit looking dancers and the odd stage hand. I suppose the oldest person there must have been in his mid twenties – and not a dud looking lad amongst them! After Manfred had blurted out that I had been to that evening’s performance, they all began to badger me about what I thought of it.
I mentioned the nudity and that it had come as somewhat of a surprise to me. This they thought highly amusing and gently mocked me over, what to them, was our English Puritan attitude to life.
Manfred gave me a large tumbler of wine and whisked me off to his bedroom where I experienced one of the strangest fornicating sessions I have ever had. It all began simply enough and in a straightforward manner. Manfred was athletically submissive and was keen on changing positions every few minutes. I heard the door to his room open but it would have been inconvenient to make a pause in our activity.
Manfred called, “Hi, Thomas.” Thomas gave a bright response and came over to the bed and began to get involved.
Manfred asked if I minded. Minded? Two muscular young men offering themselves? Did I mind? After a while Thomas got up and left and we were then joined by two other members of the party.
“This is fun,” I muttered just to show that I was up for it.
For about two hours Manfred and I were joined and then deserted by a variety of people in varying numbers – some returning for a second or third go. Only one of the Stage hands was into playing the dominant and he was more interested in the dancers than me so I never felt threatened in any way.
“You’ve all had your fun,” Manfred informed the small orgy, “now go away so we get on with things alone.”
The small crowd left and Manfred and I managed to do the deed – twice. For once I was actually surprised at my stamina. When we finally ‘finished’, I was on my back and he was kneeling above me. My chest became the repository for the results of our love making. Manfred carefully placed a load of paper tissues over my chest as if he were laying gold leaf on a valuable table. He left them there and lay on top of me for some time. When he got off, the tissues were stuck to both of our chests. It was one of those stupid events which suddenly struck us as devastatingly funny. Although, thinking back, it wasn’t that humorous, it happened to delight both of us and, as we caught one another’s eye, we couldn’t stop laughing. Others from the party burst in – thinking that something was wrong. When they saw us, they were equally amused. Winks were exchanged and they decided to paw and tickle us. It became an opportunity to have another orgy. All those young, balletic, powerful bodies! It was wonderful but, measured against them, I felt decidedly puny. Later that night, when I fell into my bed, I felt both exhausted and thoroughly satisfied. The next morning, at breakfast, I must have been smiling even more than usual for the landlady gave me extra portions of croissants and jam because, as she said, I looked as if I needed it.
Now instantly addicted, the next night I returned to the park. Danny had also decided to tart it up and I spotted him repulsing an unwanted offer. After joining him, I gave him a rather expurgated version of what went on the previous night.
“Which one was it, Thomas or Manfred?”
“Manfred. You know them?”
“Thomas. We got it together on my first night here. A bit disappointing though, we were both after the same thing.”
“Well, Manfred wouldn’t be much use to you either.”
“So I guessed.”
At that moment, Manfred must have spotted us and came over to be sociable and immediately began telling Danny about the previous night – the unexpurgated version. We were also joined by a couple of the other dancers who had been at the party and added more details to that which I would have preferred to remain hidden.
“You didn’t tell me that bit,” was Danny’s constant complaint.
“You had a good time? Yes?” one of the lads asked me.
“Wonderful.”
He then continued, “It’s a shame we all leave tonight else we could have encore had – and with Danny, too.”
Danny added to my disappointment by reminding me that he was due to leave on the next day.
“Now, you said that you hadn’t booked anywhere to stay overnight when you come back to London.”
“Correct.”
“Then it’s settled, you will come and stay with me.” Out of politeness, I made to decline his kind offer. “I’ll meet your train and take you to my place. No arguments!”
“But I won’t arrive in London until about nine at night.”
“I will be there – outside the Booking Office” he insisted. I was secretly hoping that he would say under the clock as that would have been nice and romantic. “In case there’s a hitch, here’s the number of a friend of mine who lives in London. I’ll explain things to him so you will have someone else to contact in case there’s a problem.”
“Danny, this is really exceptionally kind of you.”
“Nonsense! You’d almost certainly do the same for me if I was in the same boat. Anyway, I have an ulterior motive – I can’t wait to get my arse wrapped around that cock of yours.” Well, that certainly cleared that up.
The next afternoon I happened to be free so I accompanied him to the station where we vowed to meet up again a few days later in London.
“And don’t exhaust yourself at the park – save some for me,” was his passing shot as he waved from the window of the departing train.
Two days later my holiday came to a sad but satisfying end and I took the train to shadow Danny’s journey. During my stay I had sent some postcards to various people who I thought might be interested. When I arrived at the station I was struggling with the extra weight which I now had to drag. The catalogues and books I had purchased were unanimously thick and heavy. I also had a wad of postcards of many of my favourite exhibits which I knew I couldn’t get in the U.K.
My journey back to London involved a three hour wait on a station as I changed from the local service to the main line. It was about 2 o’clock in the morning and I was feeling sad and rather tired. I gave a great yawn.
“Müde?” Now this was one of the words which my study of libretti allowed me to understand. I looked at who was speaking and I espied a good looking young man who must have been in his late teens.
“Yes, I am, rather.”
“Oh, you’re English,” came a liltingly accented reply. “I’m Dieter.” He extended a polite hand for me to shake which was done in a very proper way. “May I join you?”
Pleased with the opportunity to have someone to talk to and delighting at the prospect of admiring Dieter’s good looks, I slid along the bench for him to sit beside me.
“You go to London?”
“Yes. I’ve just finished a brilliant holiday and now its home time.”
“I go to London, too. Can I beg a favour?”
“You can ask.” Little warning flags started to be raised inside my head.
“Can I go along with you? This would be so much better for me.”
“Don’t you have any luggage?”
“This journey I travel light.” He must have seen my curiosity for he went on, “It is better for me to travel with company instead of alone.”
“Why?”
He then went on to explain.
He claimed that he was making his way to England because he was running away from an unspecified ‘thing’ in Germany and leaving it for good. He had deserted his family without either saying a word or leaving a note as to where he was heading – which I could easily understand. He went on to say that his home life had been pretty awful and his family was influential enough that, through their contacts, the police might be looking for him. If he travelled with me he would be less conspicuous. So, could he tag along? I gladly agreed. He was great fun and I suspected that he might be a bit of a loveable rogue. He made the long train journey pleasurable. As he spoke English very well it would certainly help him in his new country – if he ever managed to get there.
We had to stand as there were no pairs of seats to be found. After about an hour my weariness began to catch up with me so I said, “Fuck it, I’m not standing for the next eight hours,” and I sat down on the floor. Dieter looked at me, horrified.
“You are certainly not German.”
“What makes you say that?”
“No German would do what you do. We would be standing all the way – no matter what.” He was amazed that I would have the courage to just sit there. It must have triggered a bit of the rebellious spirit in him for he joined me on the floor. From the looks we received from passengers who were walking up and down the corridors, his claim certainly had some validity. The ticket inspector gave us particularly withering looks but said nothing. Although we only crossed one border, Dieter became agitated then relaxed when, once more, we were on our way.
In gratitude for coming to his aid, he insisted on buying me breakfast. At first I refused after all, I didn’t know how much money he had or how much he would need when his running away came to a halt. After all those Continental Breakfasts, it was good to start the day with something hot – not that either of us had slept. Another thing which worried Dieter was that we were heavily delayed. I later discovered that there had been a serious accident on our line and this was the cause of the problem. By the time we arrived at the ferry, it was very late and there was great consternation from the passengers about the further holdups whilst that lot was sorted. When our ferry finally docked at Dover, Dieter and I made arrangements to meet up on the other side of immigration as, at that time, we would have to pass through different channels. I assured him that he had made my journey pleasurable and we would have a quick coffee and, I secretly hoped, would become friends – even if at a distance. There was no point in saying ‘Good bye’ as we would be seeing one another again in about ten minutes. We didn’t and I never saw him again. I don’t know what happened to him. His story was fun but I’m not sure if I totally believed him.
Upon arriving at the London terminus, I headed straight for the Booking Office and snaked around in the crowd looking for Danny. It was about half eleven and I wondered if he would still be there? I was hopeful but expected the worse. Let’s face it, I wasn’t in a hurry and, although I was looking forward to having a bed for the night and meeting up with Danny, I was no poorer than that of my original plan of, once again, staying up all night and, most likely collapsing into a sleeping coma on the following evening’s coach trip home. The crowd thinned so I could get a better idea as to whether Danny was there – he wasn’t. I pulled out of my wallet for Danny’s friend’s phone number. It was now past midnight and mid–week. Did this Alexander work? Would he appreciate a complete stranger phoning him up so late? Had Danny forgotten to warn him that I might be calling on him in some sort of desperation? What the hell, I thought, I’ll phone him and if it’s inconvenient then I will survive.
Luckily, I had some change and called Alexander. He sounded delighted. I was given my new saviour’s address and asked to hail a cab. I told him that I had very little English money (which, by now, was true) and perhaps we should forget it. Alexander almost ordered me to catch the taxi and would pay for the journey.
After about half an hour, my taxi drew up outside a semi–detached Victorian looking building. This Alexander must have been watching from his flat’s window and, as I arrived, rushed down to pay the cabman. So, I went to stay with him – in his enormous flat. I guessed that Alexander was a youthful looking thirty year old with a somewhat damaged face through, what I supposed was severe teenage acne. It had left his complexion permanently scarred. He flounced around being hospitable and made me a coffee which was accompanied by an enormous brandy and asked me about my trip. By now I was becoming really weary and almost fell asleep on his couch.
“I think it’s time for you to get to bed. I only have one so we’ll have to share. Is that all right with you? It’s a double.”
I was too exhausted to care so I followed him into the bedroom, stripped to my underpants and got into bed. As we lay there he made a play in the hope that something might happen. He then whispered, “Are you butch or bitch?”
All I could think of to say to get out of the situation was, “Bitch,” and, apart from giving me a quick touch up to feel what I had, he lost interest and we went to sleep – well, he slept, I simply blacked out into a dreamless daze.
As far as I remember, he never touched me intimately again and, in the morning I was awakened gently with a coffee and fruit juice. He ran me a bath after which, when I joined him, he had prepared a cooked breakfast. I thanked him profusely for his kindness.
“Any friend of Danny’s becomes a great buddy of mine.”
“Let me know when you are to leave for work and I’ll get out of your hair.”
“I phoned in sick – there’s no rush.”
After about half an hour of light hearted banter, there was a knock at the door. Alexander excused himself and went to answer it.
I heard a gloomy voice bewail, “Well, he wasn’t there. Hi, Alex.”
“Oh, really? Shame,” was delivered kindly.
“I waited and waited but I had to get my last train home. I think that crash on the Continent must have delayed him.”
“Come through.”
As soon as Danny clapped eyes on me, he gave a shout of joy followed by a friendly punch for Alexander. As I was only wearing one of Alexander’s dressing gowns, goodness knows what Danny must have thought, but he ignored it.
We all spent a wonderful day together with Danny buying a light lunch. They accompanied me to the coach station and Danny and I made vague arrangements to meet up some time. Indeed, a few months later he made the journey to my home town and we managed to catch up on everything which we were unable to do on our holiday. After he left, our blossoming friendship promptly withered and died and I don’t think either of us had any regrets.
On the way back from London there was yet another major setback: the coach was seriously delayed by some emergency road works. Far from being irritated, I simply sat in my seat and ruminated blissfully on my holiday.
Because of these delays, we arrived very late. Casually, as we turned into the bus station, I looked out of the window and was staggered to see that Sheba had kept her promise and was waiting for me. She had checked the times of the coach arrivals and the ETA’s. She told me that she wouldn’t have missed my return for the world. We went out for a disgusting coffee and I filled her in on some of my adventures. Without thinking through the consequences, I, like a fool, told her about the incident of the tissues. She laughed a great deal and promised that she wouldn’t say anything about it to our friends – I should have known better.
It all turned out as I had hoped, the best holiday I have ever had. I have been on many breaks since and to places which I have loved, but none of them has ever equalled that fabulous European journey. My expectations had been so high that, in all honesty I wouldn’t have been too surprised if reality had failed to deliver, but it did, beyond my wildest dreams. Everything conspired to make it as near perfect as possible, right from the initial booking through Russell to the very end with Sheba’s greeting.
I arrived home and tried to let myself in but my mother had bolted the door. When she finally opened it, I was greeted with, “You’re back. Nice time? I’m going to bed. Tell me all about it later.” And off she went. That ‘later’ never arrived so she remained and still remains in almost total ignorance about my trip. For a while, some of our family members would ask me about my experiences and, as quickly as possible, my mother found another topic which had greater priority so no one else was able to find out either.
At the first opportunity I dropped in on the travel agent’s and thanked Russell personally. He smiled and shrugged, “My pleasure. I’m glad it all went so well.”
For the next month Sheba told everyone about the incident with the tissues. Only my work mates were left unenlightened. Soon paper napkins began arriving through the post with comments like, ‘Sorry, didn’t have any tissues – hope this will do’ scribbled on them. Or single inscribed tissues with, ‘here, thought you might need it – more available upon request,’ were given to me. There were all sorts of jokes played which I took in good heart. My mother, after a huge carton of individual boxes of tissues was delivered to my house, demanded to know what it was for. Naturally, I couldn’t tell her so I just left it floating in the air, just to tease. She realised there was a private joke going on and felt excluded. This was too much for her and she tried to find out what was going on – she never did.
This carton was a present from the gang who had gleefully clubbed together and paid for it to be delivered. To this day, I still don’t know how they found out about my tissue issue because, as far as I knew, they didn’t know anyone from the other side of my life. All they would say was, “We have ways and means.”             




Waiting

As soon as I could and for reasons which somewhat confused me, I went to visit Mickey. Why, I wondered, did I feel that decisive inclination to see him? I am sure that if I had told him when I was arriving on my coach he would have wanted to meet me. The thought of Mickey and Sheba together made me smile. Talk about a pair of prickly pears. He wanted to know everything. ‘No you don’t,’ I thought wryly. I told him of the places I’d been and what I’d seen and he listened silently and absorbed everything. I even went as far as to hint that I hadn’t been exactly celibate on the trip but thought it unwise to elaborate and, as he showed no interest in that side of my adventure, I deliberately became rather circumspect with the information.
About a month later, and I don’t think it had anything to do with my trip, I started having an unpleasant itching in my groin. At first, I didn’t think too much about it. I merely assumed that I’d been rather remiss and not washed properly after a session with a client. For me this was especially important as my uncut dick, if unattended, could hide a nasty accumulation of gunk.
Washing after paid sex was a habit I’d developed from my earliest days on the racks. After each session I always rinsed myself thoroughly. If there wasn’t anywhere to clean up, I waited until I found a quiet toilet and performed a simple ablution before returning to be re–hired. Sad to say, most of our pieces of trade didn’t bother with this basic form of cleanliness. Some thought it was perfectly acceptable and, indeed, inclusive in the price, to let their pick–ups clean their private parts with their tongues. I usually refused. Many times I actually walked out on some clients because, when they undressed, it was obvious by the rank stink they were too filthy to service comfortably. Some actually apologised and said they hadn’t given it much thought. Charming! If they went out and tended to their ‘affliction’, then it was usually somewhat acceptable, but I still remained a little turned off. On such occasions, I couldn’t wait to leave.
Pretty soon I began to realise my itching must be something else – something rather more serious.
It didn’t take long before I reached the stage where I was administering a scrubbing to my pubic area as if I were a starving anteater gouging energetically at a sun baked termite’s nest.
Immediately, as with every time I’d thought there was something wrong with my moving parts, I kept away from the racks. Others may have no qualms or show any remorse about giving unwanted problems to innocent participants, but my conscience simply wouldn’t allow it.
More days went by and the itching became even more insistent. I found that I was beginning to claw at myself when asleep. I was regularly waking in the middle of the night raw and bleeding from too much scratching. To protect the sheets from my mother’s vigilance, I took to wearing underpants whilst I slept and washing the blood out when awake.
By now, I had a pretty good idea what was wrong. Crabs! (For the first time!) Even in my distress, I could still find amusement in the fact that I had contracted VD before my little helpers chose to enjoy a vacation in my pubes. For most people, I subsequently learned, it was usually the other way around and that crabs took priority. I was quite amazed that it had taken so long to catch them. Trust me to be different! Although I knew what was wrong foolishly, I still didn’t try to do anything about it for a few more days. Did I honestly believe that they would finish their holiday, pack their bags and leave of their own accord? When my discomfort and clawing became utterly unbearable, I decided more drastic action would be required.
My first, pathetic attempt at affecting a cure was to lay in a hot bath for over two hours thinking, in my totally green mind, that this would drown the pernicious little sods. When it didn’t, I resorted to even more drastic methods. I had seen adverts where I was informed dramatically that ‘Dettol Kills 99% Of All Known Germs – DEAD!’ What degenerate brain cell convinced me that if it worked on 99% of all known germs, it should have no trouble working on my home grown pests? Raking through the bathroom cupboards I found a small bottle of my presumed salvation. I grabbed it eagerly, and poured a liberal quantity on a spare handkerchief and applied the undiluted stuff to my nether regions. Luckily, when it soaked on to my scrotum there was no one at home as my screams would have demanded an instant and detailed explanation from my ever suspicious mother. My tortured testicles appeared to shrivel at an alarming rate and degree. Immediately, I splashed and poured tap water all over my bollocks. After the excruciating, fiery sensation had receded a little, I lay down to recover.
The skin must have been burned for, after a few days my balls began to peel. Talk about embarrassing. I still held to my resolve and stayed off the racks, now not only because of the crabs but, with my peeling balls, customers would probably think I had contracted some obscure skin contagion and be thoroughly turned off – I know I would be!
After all this effort and pain – I made a scientific discovery which will benefit the whole of mankind: crabs are one of the 1% of germs which Dettol doesn’t kill – DEAD!! Please accept this painfully acquired piece of advice; if you ever get crabs never, ever, under any circumstances whatsoever, use neat Dettol on your testicles.
By now I was becoming desperate. When I went to visit Mickey, he made the usual advances and, although I wanted to respond, I couldn’t. He looked upset so I knew I would have to come clean. My discomfort made me lay aside my embarrassment and ask him if he knew what the hell I could do about it. Laughing and without batting so much as an eyelid, he went over to his clothes cupboard and produced a small bottle of a biliously yellow solution. He unscrewed the top. It smelt foul.
“Spread this on as soon as maybe and you start feeling much better in hours.”
“Really?”
“Really. Here, I show you.” He came towards me. “Drop your jeans.”
“Any old excuse,” I grinned.
He then delighted in slowly and lovingly applying the slop to my pubic hair. “I see you got it real bad,” he laughed. The little bastard was being provocative.
The solution certainly did the trick. As he predicted, within a few hours I was feeling a lot more comfortable. After a couple of days, I only had the scabs from my finger nail lacerating to deal with.
‡‡‡
During my period of communing with my malevolent invaders, I took the opportunity to visit Marti and the little David – who was now known as Dave. I arrived with two large bags of toys and Marti added them to the extensive collection she had already accumulated from friends, relations and herself. Dave was constantly dwarfed by these outsized teddy bears, rabbits and the like. My selection mainly consisted of sea creatures including whales, seals and totally unrealistic fish. He looked so cute when Marti placed him amongst them. Although I had managed to pay quite a few fleeting trips to see them, this day I was in no hurry and we went out for a walk – the three of us – well, Marti and I walked, Dave just lay there and seemed to cast a disdainfully critical eye over our choice of route. I strutted like the proud father that I was and I began to wish that I could be more involved in the baby’s life. Marti told me that she understood my feelings but our agreement still held true. My job was done though she still hoped that I wouldn’t be too hurt and decide to wash my hands of everything and stay away forever. Marti convinced me that my presence was still welcome and that she wanted little David to grow up knowing his father. Later, I held him and looked into his dark eyes and, as always seemed to happen, tears started to fall.
‡‡‡
Almost imperceptibly I realised that I was becoming more and more involved with Mickey. I still can’t work out how this happened but I was thinking about him most of the time and missing him when we weren’t together. My art class was putting on one of its exhibitions of our work and I mentioned it to Mickey.
“I’m coming to it.” He’d only ever seen a few incomplete drawings of mine and I was reticent about allowing him to see more of my work.
“Don’t care. I’ll find out where it is on and I’m coming.”
Mickey was one of those people who, once he made up his mind, nothing in the world would budge him.
“It’s near to where I live...”
“Fine. I’ll come and collect you and we go together.”
Up until then, I had managed to keep Mickey away from my mother. A strange thought came to me. My mind was telling me that I needed approval from my mother for my friendship. I have no idea from where this mad idea originated but, even though everything yelled at me that it was a notion doomed to disaster, I couldn’t get this brainstorm to depart. “Okay” I found my mouth saying. “My address is...”
“I know it. Letters? Remember?” In my panic, our exchange of letters had receded from my immediate memory.
The day came for the exhibition and, right on time, the door received a polite knock.
“Your friend’s here,” declared my mother who I had informed that an acquaintance of mine was coming around to meet me.
I opened the door to my date and was taken aback by what I saw. Mickey was dressed to kill. He always dressed immaculately and with matchless taste but this... He’d had his hair styled and it offset his handsome face to perfection. His white shirt, which discreetly showed off his magnificent physique, acted as an ideal backdrop for a bright red tie. Goodness knows where he found it but he also wore a red leather jacket of the exact same colour and tone.  His black trousers were a perfect fit as, I suspected, they must have been made to measure.
I managed to stammer, “Mickey, you look...” Words failed me and I merely shook my head in wonder. He grinned in boyish delight.
“Glad you like it. I did it for you.”
We entered the living room and I introduced him to my mother who was busy knitting – again! Mickey extended a friendly hand but had to wait until she had balled up the excess wool and placed it meticulously on her needles before she decided to shake Mickey’s hand. She eyed his apparel with an insultingly slow and lingering review of the ensemble and then sniffed. I searched her face to see if the young man met with her approval. All was enigmatic. It hurt me that she not only ignored him but acted as if he was invisible. I had so many high hopes for this encounter and I was deeply hurt by Mickey’s rude reception.
“A good luck present.” From behind his back Mickey produced a flat package which was plainly an LP. I could see my mother look out of the corner of her eye to catch a glimpse of the gift. I opened it and laughed.
“Thanks.” I took it to my room and returned as quickly as I could to cover the silence which my mother cast over the meeting.
“Let’s go,” I said, to try and repair some of the damage my mother had inflicted on Mickey’s welcome.
“Good luck for what?” blurted out my mother, thus halting our exit. I explained briefly where we were going. “You never said anything to me about it.” She made to continue her knitting.
I should have said, ‘Well, let’s face it dear; you’re hardly interested, are you?’ Instead I apologised and Mickey and I left quickly before my mother could delay us further.
Mickey was effusive over my paintings but made a few deeply penetrating observations which revealed in him a natural understanding of art and its form. I was both surprised and delighted.
The next day I tried to bring up the subject of Mickey. “It was nice of Mickey to bring that gift, wasn’t it?” She gave an offhanded shrug.
“What was it?”
“A record of rugby songs,” which it was.
“And what was it called?” From her question, I knew that she had gone into my room and looked at it.
“‘Why was he born so beautiful.’” She gave me one of her looks.
“Yes. It looks like he’s trying to tell you something. You know what? I think he’s after you. You’d better watch yourself.” Her perspicacity was unerring.
How should I answer this attack? “No. It’s just Mickey. A joke.”
“It all seems a bit queer, if you ask me.” She’d had the time to choose her words with premeditated care.
“What did you think of him?”
“The way he dresses, he looked like a poof.”
“Nonsense. He’s got loads of girlfriends.”
“Well, if you say so.” And she walked away as the subject was blatantly distasteful to her delicate feelings.
Later she added, “I never want him here in this house again – ever.” From that moment on, I thought it unwise to mention him and she never, ever could bring herself to utter his name.
‡‡‡
It was about this time that, through one of my regular, trusted clients, I was introduced to an ageing guy called Colin who, in turn, wanted to hire me for a couple of his friends. I knew of this man and his reputation because he had been mentioned by both Paul and Adam. Every time his name came up a kind of awe came into their voices. Further, many of Paul’s friends knew of him – and I was about to join the elite group. Any doubts about meeting him and my personal safety were dispelled quickly when the client assured me that Colin was totally trustworthy. I wondered, to begin with, if I was being hired as a present. This was something which happened frequently. When gay men are rich and have everything, what present can his friends buy him for his birthday? A rent boy. Colin was not a good looking man and was slightly portly. He took me back to his flat and I had to sit and wait whilst he made a phone call for the real clients. I marked time by looking around his lounge. My host watched me with some indifference. The room was dominated by an enormous collection of classical music recordings. I was impressed and asked him which was his favourite.
“Dunno. I never play them. I bought them ’cause I liked the covers and people who come here seem impressed.”
“And what about your paintings?”
“Same.” Within a few minutes I had worked out that he was all surface and as I got to know him better there was nothing which made me change my mind.
There was another thing which made Colin a total enigma; he had the ability to get boys – lots of them. I had learned this from everyone who knew him. For some strange reason, presumably because he had such an incredible personality, young men found him totally irresistible. I couldn’t understand why. I am still puzzled over what exactly there was about him that gave him the ability to cast a blanket spell over all his lads. To be fair, he always had one association at a time and once that had run its natural course, he soon found a replacement young man to satisfy his appetites. Colin told me that, at this particular time, he was involved with two youngsters and as they had only recently ‘come out’ he, generously, thought they should have sex with someone more their own age and was willing to pay for their education. So, I was the gift but with an interesting twist to the usual transaction.
His door bell rang and he returned with two cute youths who were in their mid teens and would have turned anyone’s head. They both had an impish look as if they could get up to some harmless mischief at any moment. I don’t know if they were on anything but they had boundless energy and appeared to almost bounce around the room. Colin was like a serene mother cat watching her kittens play energetically. I was introduced and they both shot over to where I was sitting on a couch and threw themselves down, sitting either side of me. Their warmth and vitality was infectious and made one feel instantly relaxed. There was something else that they had in common. They were both short and slightly built.
“This is Carl. I told you I’d be getting you a little something.”
“Ta, Colin,” said one.
“Do you like us, Carl?” said the other with a mock sulk on his face.
“I hope so, because we like you.”
I felt I had to say something so, “You should be jockeys,” came out.
“We are.”
“They are,” added Colin.
“Really? You’re not pulling my leg?”
“Or anything else – yet!” said one.
“We’re trainees,” said the other, “but very willing to learn.”
“Are you going to teach us?”
“They’re attached to the stable on the heath,” added Colin, trying to bring a note of seriousness to the profusion of innuendo.
They both dragged me to my feet. “Come on, Carl. Can we use your bedroom, Colin?” We were already heading to what I assumed was the room in question.
“That’s what it’s there for. Go ahead and take your time.”
For two young gays who were new to the scene, they had certainly absorbed a great deal. The energy they displayed in the lounge was transferred to the bedroom. They could hardly keep still but wanted to try out as much as possible in the minimum amount of time and with much laughter. At each stage I was instructed on what they wanted to do and attempt. They kept on changing their minds and held a running commentary on how they liked or disliked any particular position. After about an hour of this I was utterly drained – in every sense of the word.
Colin gave me my fee and, as I was leaving, the two boys, who were still in the bedroom, began pestering Colin to join them.
He raised his eyes to the heavens. “They’re insatiable.”
“So I noticed. Good luck.”
“Thanks. I might have to call on you again – and soon.” He never did. Although he paid me more than I originally asked, I would have gladly done it for free, the boys were so much fun but lord help the gay scene when they felt ready to blast onto it.
This was not to be the last time Colin and I would cross paths and I didn’t know how useful he would prove in the not too distant future. Little did I realise it but, almost outside of my control, fate was steadily gathering together pieces of the jigsaw puzzle that was my life and my meeting with Colin would become a vital part of that puzzle.
‡‡‡
One Saturday I was sitting in ‘Hell’ and I happened to look around at some of the rents. Although I had for some time realised that I was getting to be old hat, this was the day when the full realisation hit me brutally and impacted on all my thoughts. I was watching some of the new rents as they went about their business. I knew quite a few by name but, as I was frequently away from the scene, I had never bothered to develop much of a relationship with any of them. In any case, each time I went to the centre, there were newer and even younger faces. Because of this unrequested revelation, for the first time for ages, I actually took a long and hard audit of my friends. We were all getting to be and actually looked too old. I had come to a point where I couldn’t avoid it any more. At seventeen years of age, was it now the time to zip up my flies and retire? This apocalyptic idea was to haunt me each time I returned to our meeting places.
‡‡‡
One Monday in work Sheba came up to me and invited me to join her in a new coffee bar she had discovered which was lively and, she thought, probably leaned towards the gay side of things. Always on the lookout for fresh and fertile hunting grounds, I gladly accepted the invitation.
We alighted at an area I knew as I passed it every day on my way to work. “I don’t remember a coffee bar round here,” I complained.
She grabbed my hand and dragged me to an old three story semi–detached house where one had to climb steps to get to the front door. “Where are we going?” I was getting wary of what she might have planned.
At the top of the steps, beside the main door was a large sash window upon which Sheba rapped. “All right, what’s going on?” Before she could answer, the door was opened and a young woman was standing there.
“Carl, this is Lorna.” So, the little minx had kidnapped me.
“I’m pleased to meet you – at last.”
“Likewise,” I said, not meaning a word of it. “I can only stay for about an hour.” This, I thought would be my excuse to get out without appearing too rude. As we entered a room which led off a sparely furnished hall, I managed to hiss at Sheba, “I’ll get you for this.” She knew that I wasn’t being serious but I impressed upon her, in no uncertain terms, my disapproval of the abduction. I quickly spotted that the window upon which Sheba had tapped belonged to Lorna’s room. If this was the routine then it certainly wouldn’t disturb any other tenants who might live in the house.
Sheba and I tried to make ourselves comfortable on an uncomfortable sofa whilst Lorna sat herself in a battered arm chair by a dangerously spluttering gas fire. She was shivering – although it wasn’t cold. During our stay, she never moved away from that fire. I wondered if it might be the effects of drugs. I had encountered such problems before and I thought I recognised the symptoms.
I looked around her room and marvelled at the high ceiling with its once elaborately decorative plaster work that was now in a dilapidated state of non–preservation. The bed–sit was large but poorly furnished. The landlord was plainly trying to rake in the maximum of profits with the minimum of outlay. Sheba offered to make a coffee.
“I don’t have any,” Lorna said apologetically. Sheba now took it upon herself to go out to the local shop to stock up on Lorna’s coffee, milk and sugar. Whilst she was out, Lorna spoke to me in a gentle voice which was soothing yet commanding. I quickly comprehended that she was a serious, intelligent girl who, at the age of eighteen was already showing signs of being rather world weary.
“Myrna tells me that you are an artist.” It was strange to hear, outside of work, Sheba being called by her proper name.
“I try.”
“Who is your influence?”
“Bosch and Bruegel; among many others.” Answers like this usually elicited a blank stare but Lorna knew both artists and began speaking about their influence on the surrealists – especially Bosch. I was impressed. There was a tap on the window. Sheba had returned and, upon Lorna’s request, I went out to let her in. Sheba headed towards a cupboard which was in the corner of Lorna’s room. Inside this cubbyhole I could see there was a small area for cooking. It had a tiny sink and a minute fridge. At one time, this cupboard must have been a connecting passageway between Lorna’s room and the next one. There was a recently added partition within the passageway which allowed a similar kitchen to be built for the other flat. This partition didn’t reach the ceiling and stopped some three feet short. Anyone could easily climb over the top to gain access to the other flat. Indeed, the man who lived next to Lorna often stood on a chair and indulged in animated and drawn–out conversations with her over the barrier.
Lorna smoked but couldn’t afford cigarettes. She wouldn’t accept any whole ones that were offered but always begged the dog–ends so she could draw in a few drags.
As we talked and I began to get to know her, my previous determination to loathe her soon began to vanish. She was funny, serious, thoughtful and philosophical, often in quick succession.
Like Sheba before me, I was beginning to fall under her spell. She gave me an open invitation to visit her at any time and, by ‘any time’, she really meant it as she told me that she didn’t care to go out too much. I think she had a tendency towards agoraphobia – causing her to be reclusive.
Although I said that I could only stay for an hour, I was still there four hours later. Little did I realise, that evening, how much that almost casual meeting would change my life – AGAIN! Another piece of the puzzle had dropped into place yet I was still oblivious of the dawn that was starting to reveal itself.
“Did you like her?” asked Sheba as we left, knowing what my answer would be.
“Very much and, before you say anything, you were right – she is excellent company.”
It was soon after this meeting, I caught VD for the second time. Considering how many of my friends had to go and seek out the cure, I considered myself very lucky to have escaped so lightly.
I was pretty sure I knew the charitable person who had given it to me but I refused to harbour any ill feeling. It was one of the prices one had to pay for the life I was leading. By now, I knew the ropes and went through the clinic’s procedures like an old pro (if you will forgive the expression). It helped that I was of a more acceptable age to have fallen for the clap. I don’t think any of my previous doctors were there – certainly not the young man who had been such a comfort on my first visit. After being ‘fixed’, I went around to see Mickey. He was up for a session and was both puzzled and upset at the way I distanced myself from his affections. I told him that I was not feeling too good and left so that I didn’t insult him further by withholding the intimate cuddles that he so adored.             




A Motley Crew

Like waiting for a bus on a cold, damp night, there are long periods of inactivity and then a whole convoy arrives together. The same thing seems to happen to me on the game. I had weathered an extended period of routine antics on the racks where very little happened in the way of hiring that were out of the exceptionally ordinary and dreary. This changed when there occurred a series of mad episodes which both amused and in a couple of cases, repulsed me. True, there were some minor events which broke the monotony of ‘straight’ gay sex like the man who, in a spare room in his house, built a false wall of plywood and bored a glory hole in it. This was to make his desire for anonymous sex safe from the sudden exposure by ‘Lily Law’. The flaw in this idea was that he would have seen what his hole–plugger must have looked like when he made the pick–up so it was hardly totally incognito. Then there was another guy who wanted to photograph both me and another in explicit poses – I refused. He vowed on his mother’s grave that they would only be for his private perusal but I couldn’t be sure. Even before the days of the Internet and Social Sharing Sites, I didn’t want my wobbly bits being viewed for free by total strangers.
In quick succession I then experienced a variety of modest oddities that constitute man’s desire for the exotic erotic.
The first really strange meeting was with a gentleman who kept a room in his house which sported a single bed. However, the room wasn’t empty as it was full to overflowing with fluffy toys of various sizes. He had even more child knickknacks than my sweet little Dave. My job was to strip off and to lie on the bed whilst he was out of the room. I then had to bury myself under an enormous stack of these pastel coloured playthings. When ready I had to let out a wail and in he came, dressed as Andy Pandy (for those who can remember that obnoxious little puppet). He then began to play with his toys until he ‘discovered’ me. I then had to cuddle an enormous stuffed dog and simulate having sex with it. There was never any full sex involved in the meeting. He simply stroked both me and the toy whilst he finished himself off. I was never quite sure if it was me or the dozy looking dog that turned him on the most.
Another meaty bloke, who looked like a tattooed navvy, was also into baby themed fantasies and had an even more peculiar turn–on than the fluffy toy guy. He was another trick who had created a play room for himself. The first time I saw the nursery with its outsized cot, I nearly laughed. I guessed what was coming but not to the degree that he was expecting. He left the room and I had to strip and lay, baby–like in the cot making goo–goo noises. As soon as he heard this, my client came in and slowly dressed me in nappy, bonnet, bib and dummy. What really pissed me off was that they were all in matching pink. Why not blue? Even yellow would have been more tolerable. Each time I went for this appointment I had to be prepared because he wanted me to ‘dirty’ my nappy. This duty was not to be simulated but performed for real. He then, accompanied by gentle admonitions, lovingly cleaned, changed and powdered me before he could perform. Sadly, the talcum powder always made me sneeze which didn’t please him too much but he wasn’t too put off continuing. I must confess that, categorically, this did absolutely nothing for me in fact, I was a little sickened at having to perform my more intimate toilet processes in a nappied display for the benefit of the client. I shudder to think what he was sublimating. Each time I dated him, he paid treble for this particular little joy.
I never minded dressing up in fantasy gear for people. It was fun and, as I used to like dressing up when a child, it kept me in touch with my earlier years. I always drew the line at drag. I never did it and always turned down clients who wanted me to mince about in a skirt – or whatever. Even today, I still don’t fully understand how men can be turned on by this image of parody.
The next on this brief list didn’t involve dressing up but occurred on the back seat of a single–decker bus. I was travelling to a nearby town so the journey was going to be long and exceptionally tedious. There were plenty of travellers but most were sitting down at the front. As soon as I had paid my fare, I stomped to the back seat where I could be alone. At the very next stop a stylish, youngish man got on and, after surveying the passengers, headed towards me and sat at the other end of the long back seat. After a few sidelong glances had flickered across the gap, he slid over to sit beside me. Not far into our verbal exchanges he revealed that he was a Bishop who, at the moment, was dressed in ‘civvies’. He began to rub the top of my thigh.
“It’s too dangerous,” I burbled.
“Rubbish. The other passengers aren’t looking.” Somehow we managed to have some sort of sex – not that it was particularly satisfying for me but my ecclesiastical friend appeared quite happy. Even though I wasn’t looking for any sort of reward – he gave me a couple of pounds.
I must confess that, at the time I didn’t believe he really was a Bishop but, some days later, when I mentioned him to the gang and described him, they confirmed that indeed he was what he claimed. He was well known. Paolo even went to his church – which surprised me – I didn’t take Paolo as being a believer.
“Oh, but you must believe, my dear. Our souls may be already damned but there’s always hope. Best to be on the safe side, I say – besides, he’s a brilliant fuck!” I was gratified to know that we didn’t get anywhere near to that on the single decker.
The last strange and highly disturbing event concerned my being hired by a pair of identical twins who must have been in their late teens. We met during the day in a club where anything went – including rooms for hire. They sat beside one another, drinking. To anyone who was verging on having too much to drink, the sight of them would have probably caused great confusion as one could almost make the mistake of thinking that they were seeing double. The twins were reasonably good looking – in a boyish kind of way. Now and then we had caught one another’s eye and, eventually, they beckoned me over. They didn’t stand up but invited me to sit. I parked myself on a stool opposite my two new friends. They were willing to pay a fee because they had problems finding partners. Most people found them worrying as they insisted on sharing their pickups.
“It certainly doesn’t bother me,” I countered.
“Let’s go, then.” They stood up... and I received a bit of a shock.
I had gathered that they were on the short side but I hadn’t realised how diminutive they actually were. Both were about three and a half feet tall. I suppose that they could best be described as ‘dwarf’ or whatever the politically correct phrase is currently in vogue and both perfectly formed and in proportion.
We walked towards the exit and I noticed that others in the bar were smirking. They all must have known what I didn’t.
The short walk back to their flat was decidedly odd and I kept looking around to see if any members of the public found the situation as bizarre as I.
It was an extremely peculiar session. To be with two people who were so diminutive and yet had normal adult sex organs was weird. After it was all over, they curled up and took a short nap. They were snuggled in on either side of me with one on each of my arms. It felt like I was cuddling a couple of animated dolls. I was still bothered with the whole encounter as it made me feel uncomfortably like a paedophile.
Whilst we are on the subject; one winter a non payment encounter happened one freezing evening when I was on my way home from seeing a friend. I was walking along a road and I spotted this gorgeous young man. He was tall, blond and available. He didn’t have anywhere for us to go and I certainly didn’t want to miss the opportunity. He was far too good looking to let that pass. There was a park nearby and we made for it. There, in the frozen snow we, somehow, managed to perform. We ended up soaking wet. The next day I had to go through this same area and there, on the ground, was the indentation in the snow which our frolics had caused. If the other pedestrians who were walking through the snow only knew what that bare patch of ground indicated, well, I’m sure we would have been condemned to be cast into the fiery pit.
Talking of the fiery pit, it triggers a memory of an event that happened in an openly gay basement club called ‘Fire and Brimstone’ which, by its name, should have been exceedingly attractive to our kind. The reason I have not mentioned this facility before is that the place was infrequently frequented by the likes of us. The owner, George, was exceptionally generous to anyone who chose to descend into the cannabis perfumed depths of his emporium. Although we were always afforded an open armed welcome the atmosphere of the place smacked of desperation. We rents tended to feel rather sorry for the affable ageing George and, about once a month, we made a point of, as a body, patronising his joint just to keep him thinking that all his efforts were worthwhile. On one such evening we were lounging in the otherwise empty bar when Jacko came in full of excitement. He told us that one of his clients had recently introduced him to a new game called ‘Suggestive Biscuit’ and that we all must try it. The first rule was that we all stand up and gather around a low stool which he had dragged to the centre of the bar.
“Very nice. Now what?” asked Paolo.
“Wait a sec,” responded a puffed up Jacko and, from his pocket, he produced a large but indeterminate looking flat pastry like thing which he placed lovingly in the middle of the stool.
“What the fuck is that?” threw in an irritated Zenda.
“That’s the Biscuit bit of the game.”
“I think we’d managed to work that out. What’s next?” Andy looked at the door as if he were calculating how fast he could make his escape.
“You’ll see,” and Jacko stepped back to view his handy work.
Spotty Oliver, a new addition to our inner circle, grunted, “Well, this is certainly spellbinding for anyone who lacks a life.”
“All will be made clear when I explain the simple rules,” defended Jacko.
“Can’t wait,” returned Spotty Oliver.
Ignoring the jibe Jacko ploughed on, “Right, girls, form a circle around the stool.” We obeyed. “Now, get yer cocks out.”
“I beg your pardon?” threw in a lightly shocked Zenda.
“Drop yer jeans and get out yer cocks,” clarified Jacko.
George, now both fascinated and keenly interested, deserted his counter and came over for a better look.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Groaned Spotty Oliver.
Jacko was not to be thwarted. “It’ll be fun, I promise.” With varying degrees of enthusiasm, we did as Jacko ordered. “Pants as well.” George became even more interested.
“Now what?” asked Zenda.
“It’s a competition. Everyone jacks off and unloads onto the biscuit. The last one to finish has to eat it.”
“Can I join in?” asked a sparkling eyed George.
“No!” was the energetic response.
George persisted, “If no one wants to eat the biscuit, I will.” He received another yell of discouragement.
I was neither the first to finish nor the last; that honour went to Spotty Oliver. To this day I am still convinced that he could have achieved a better placing but deliberately delayed his final explosion so as to win the prize. The way he relished his garnished snack betrayed somewhat his ulterior motive.
‡‡‡
On the bus, one morning, whilst I was going to work, I had my nose buried in a book. I always tried to sit at the back on the bus’ upper deck. At the time all the local omnibuses had open platforms at the rear and stairs to the upper level arced up from the abode of the bus conductor. As my mother lived at the beginning of the bus route, I was nearly always able to get the seat of my choice. When we stopped at one of the many bus stops I cast a casual look out of the window and I was smitten by a vision from on high. There, about to get on the bus, was a young man who was dazzlingly good looking. His bright eyes, full mouth and boyish demeanour commanded attention. He came up the stairs and passed down to the front. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He had, what is now called a bubble butt which his trousers clung to provocatively. I continued to read my book but I kept looking up to see the back of his distant head. I alighted at the town centre and as I stood – so did he. I deliberately delayed moving from my seat so I could follow him down the stairs – if for nothing else, I could get another eyeful of that glorious firm and shapely bum. As he passed, our eyes met. Instead of my hoped for ‘eye–lock’, I received a filthy and hostile glare. ‘Shit! Oh well,’ I thought, ‘can’t win them all.’ Even so, I followed him just to watch him walk along as he was so graceful. And that beautiful backside! Neither before nor since have I ever seen such an alluring rear end. Over the next few months I caught the same bus at the same time so I could look at him. I surveyed him covertly so I didn’t receive any more killer glances.
One evening, when I was walking along with Lorna, I happened to look behind me and saw the young man walking towards us. I put out my arm to slow Lorna down so the young man could pass and I could watch him once again and eye up his fantastic bottom. Lorna looked puzzled. I was about to tell her of the object of my desire when he passed us and she spoke.
“Hello, Terry.”
I was amazed. He looked over his shoulder, “Hello, Lorna.” And, after giving the briefest of smiles, and the briefest flicker of recognition of me, he moved on.
I stopped in my tracks and held Lorna back. “You actually know him?”
“Terry? Yep. Who doesn’t?”
I was stunned. “Is he gay?” I’m not sure I wanted to hear her reply.
“Carl, my poor little sweetie, he’s one of the biggest Queens in town. He’s bounced on more beds than all the kangaroos in Australia.”
“How come I’ve never seen him before?”
“How the hell should I know?” She smirked. “Want to meet him?”
“Do I?” I thought I was dreaming. “Oh, fuck, do I?”
By now he had disappeared. “It can easily be arranged.” It wasn’t and it was a long time before Terry and I crossed paths again.             




Part Six – Aged 18-19 years





Shattering My Chains

My eighteenth birthday arrived and I was comforted to know that now, being of a legal age, I could indulge in some things that I’d been enjoying for many years. I was still illegally gay but I could now enter pubs and clubs without any trouble. At my mother’s place, my birthday came and went with hardly an acknowledgement that anything had actually happened. I was gifted with a sweater, a card and a perfunctory birthday greeting and that was it. With Mickey it was a different story. He insisted on taking me out for a drink followed by a meal in a posh restaurant. I didn’t mention that I had dined there on numerous occasions with clients. My secret was almost leaked out when one of the waiters went to greet me familiarly but I shook my head and he switched to a more formal mode. I don’t think Mickey noticed. When we were seated he gave me my gifts. A few were quite valuable and he also gave me a couple of joke ones. All these, I knew, I would have to hide from my ever prying and suspicious mother.
My home life was continuing to deteriorate so much so that it was getting to the stage where we could barely inhabit the same room. It was both oppressive and unbearable. Heated rows were coming fast, thick and furious. Well, she rowed; I merely took it and tried, in vain, to get my points across. At eighteen, it was beginning to sink into her mind that I was no longer the child she’d always sought to control. I no longer needed her. I think she also frantically resented the fact that I was out and about having a good time and living life whilst she stayed in her palace, doing nothing. It is likely that her ever vigilant intuition caused her to suspect there was another break on the horizon but she never mentioned it. If I was right then her suspicions were correct. I was determined to not only break my chains for a second and, hopefully, last time but I was resolute in shattering them as quickly as was humanly possible. I knew that, this time, it would have to be for good. Mother would never allow me to find my own feet by letting me experiment at living away from home for a few more times before permanently leaving the nest. I concluded that once I made this second move, it would have to be for good. Desperation caused my logical mind to kick in. First, I needed to find an actual place to which I could flee. Once found, I could then sort out the move in my own time – subject to the availability of my new home. I began secret preparations for this move. My first effort was to put out feelers at work, art school, on the racks and anywhere else I thought my salvation might lie. My workplace and art colleagues didn’t seem to take my requests seriously and merely shrugged off my enquiries but the rents took a different line and crowded to my aid. I first mentioned my predicament to Andy who took it upon himself to spread the word amongst the rest. Various offers were made and I was dragged along to view the prospective abodes. All were either in dubious neighbourhoods or were totally unsuitable as they were either too small or insecure. Jacko and Ian, who, by now, had now become the best of mates, worked overtime to help but all their efforts produced places which could have been suitable for members of the ‘Village of the Damned’ than any normal person. I refrained from telling them as they were so happy to think that they were helping. Zenda and Paolo were both a little more half hearted in their commitment to help but Zenda did come up with a couple of places which were definitely contenders. Sadly, every ‘would be home’ came with a problem. Either the place wouldn’t be available for a couple of months or there were strange restrictions which were totally unacceptable to my life style.
The one person I couldn’t face telling about my plans was Mickey. My difficulty was over what I had subsequently learned from my previous exodus, I was unsure of his reaction. Who might I end up sharing with that might cause Mickey to jump to the wrong conclusion. If he was as interested in me as he professed, would he think I was ditching him for someone else? The last thing I wanted was to lose his friendship and love. Yes, love – and, I think I was falling into that state as well. I decided to write to him to tentatively tell of my programme and give vent to my home life problems. Naturally, he knew about some of these problems but I had never offloaded a whole lot of my frustrations onto him. In an exceptionally long letter, I now let him have it with both barrels. Towards the end of the rambling dispatch, I dropped in casually yet ambiguously as I could, the vague idea that we might move in together. I wrote the suggestion as if it was a thought that had suddenly occurred to me and I managed to throw it into the mix of text almost as a joke. As he seemed comfortable to stay with his family at home I felt certain that my little aside would fall on stony ground but I still cast my line in the hope that he might bite.
My one real beacon of hope was lit by Sheba. All unbeknownst to me, she happened to mention my plight to Lorna. Even though we now saw one another on a regular basis and had become friends, I hadn’t even thought of Lorna as a possible saviour. It was fortunate that Sheba did for Lorna had recently been very ill and the modest trickle of money she normally earned from prostitution had almost completely dried up. She was worried about finding her next month’s rent.
The moment Sheba told me about Lorna’s problem and the chance that she might welcome the help with the rent I took her advice and went around to see her. I had the feeling that Sheba had already mooted the idea to Lorna of acquiring a room–mate but wouldn’t tell me in case Lorna might have second thoughts or my interview didn’t go as well as she hoped.
Our pow–wow was swift and to the point. Lorna was the type of person who found talking about money to be tedious and a distraction from the more fascinating things which life had to offer.
Without much hesitation, Lorna and I dealt with the sordid nuts and bolts of the arrangement and we reached, what was for me, a delightful conclusion. I really think that Lorna had already made up her mind that we should share and just wanted to sort everything out as quickly as possible. So, it suited us both to move in together. That bit of my jigsaw had fitted perfectly.
Naturally, there had to be a bloody great fly in the ointment. Lorna’s landlord, who lived with his wife in the basement, had, that very morning, to remove himself from the town and he wouldn’t be returning for a fortnight. Immediately, I was worried. Was this a case of déjà vu? It was my moving in with Paul all over again. Seeing my disappointment, Lorna hastened to assure me that there wouldn’t be a problem as she was certain that she could persuade him – I didn’t ask how this would be achieved. So I had two weeks to wait, during which time I was determined to tell my mother.
From Mickey I received a concisely written reply to my previously rambling epistle. He asked for us to meet up and, as ever, wanted to meet and talk. It was becoming ever clearer that he hated writing letters.
So, two evenings later I found myself sitting opposite Mickey in a quiet coffee bar and waiting for his answer to my rather obtusely written suggestion that we’d share rooms.
“Yeh, I’d like that.” I was so thrilled that I could have kissed him but I didn’t think the other patrons of the café would have appreciated such an open show of affection. “Where’re we gonna go?” My little scheme was working out rather well.
“I haven’t the faintest idea but we’ll find somewhere. Any ideas? We could start looking tomorrow.”
“’ang on a mo’.” I didn’t like the sound of this. “I’d love to move in straight away but I can’t.” Was he trying to let me down lightly? “I have things to sort. Things. Are you okay to wait a bit?”
“Why?” Was my jigsaw about to be dropped and the disparate pieces scattered by fate to the four cold winds?
“Don’t be worried,” he smiled. “I just have some things to get right then I’ll be free – and so will you.” This sweet comment almost drew tears.
“Our separate homes will be as united one.” Even as the words left my lips, I cringed at their cloying sentimentality. Mickey smiled. I was delighted that my future was still bright. When we parted company Mickey, once again, comforted me with an assurance that all would be well and we would be together very soon. I thought about how far Mickey and I had come since those early, tentative encounters in Adam’s flat.
There was still one immovable wall against upon which I had to bash out my brains – telling my not so doting mother. I couldn’t summon up the courage to tell her of my intention directly besides, I was determined to first sort out all the details of my move before presenting her with a fait accompli.
To prepare her for this, I thought I’d invite Lorna over to where I lived for a meal. I wasn’t sure what this would prove but thought it was a step in the right direction as it would give my mother a chance to meet my prospective flat mate before I eventually broke the news.
Lorna understood completely what I was trying to do and was happy to go along with the visit and to do what she could to save me.
Whilst I went over to collect Lorna from her flat my mother threw together a ‘tea’. Mother, naturally, assumed she was about to meet with my latest girlfriend. Our guest was to going to have to suffer an indifferent salad with unadorned tinned meats though she did put in a bit of effort and baked a sponge cake.
When I arrived at her place, a considerably nervous Lorna was ready and waiting patiently. Bless her heart, she had made an enormous effort. She knew how important this meeting was to me. With the little money she’d saved, she had bought a new dress for the occasion and, although I offered to reimburse her, she wouldn’t hear of it. Using all her skills as a woman of the night, she’d done herself up to the nines – actually, it was more to the ninety–nines. Despite all her care and attention to detail, the effort and preparation was somewhat wasted as, somehow, she still managed to look like a tart. However, because she looked so pleased with the result, I couldn’t complain. I had to respect the effort she’d made. I was not being sexist; I merely knew how my mother would receive her and, possibly, cause Lorna unnecessary embarrassment. As far as I was concerned, she could have worn sack cloth and ashes had she so decided. It was a joy to see her so radiantly happy. She looked years younger, almost like a little girl dressed up in grown–up’s clothes. All the assumed maturity had slipped away. I gave her a hug.
“Do I look all right?” She was genuinely asking for my approval.
“You look fabulous. Perfect!” and I meant it.
When we arrived and my mother clapped eyes on the courteous Lorna, for a moment she was caught totally off guard and her eyes widened in undisguised horror. Quickly, she adjusted her face into an icy, fixed smile. I nearly sniggered. Thank goodness I hadn’t tried to persuade Lorna to change her clothes. It was worth it to see that look on my mother’s face. She must have wondered what the hell I was going out with. Lorna either didn’t notice, or chose not to show it. Mother went out of her way to make her welcome and to disparage visually everything about her. Lorna tried every technique in her book to charm the Harpy but mother was determined to let Lorna’s first impression remain upper most in her opinion. Apart from mother’s sarcastic over–politeness, the meal went reasonably well although, when I returned from escorting Lorna home, my mother refused to acknowledge that we’d even had a visitor.
Lorna’s landlord finally returned from his Mancunian retreat and we went to see him in his basement. There were no problems. Sadly, and for us inconveniently, he would be unable to supply an extra bed but did offer to let us have a mattress for the floor. We were reasonably happy with this especially as this lack of amenity allowed the rent to be increased only by a small amount. Besides, I was so desperate to get out of my concentration camp; I accepted this with open arms.
Now that the major barrier for my escape was out of the way, I promptly panicked. I had to find a way to cross another of my Rubicons. I was to meet my Waterloo. To put it simply, how was I going to tell mother? The answer came on the following week–end.
Before this, however, I met up with Mickey to update him on developments. He looked a little grim but soon realised that it was all a means to an end and that if we were going to be together, he would have to like and lump it.
On the following Saturday night I was walking home. Genuinely, I had missed the last bus and I was a little apprehensive over the reception I would receive when I arrived as I had missed my curfew. I was about ten minutes away from my mother’s when a car pulled up at the kerb beside me and the occupant leaned over to open the passenger door.
‘God,’ I thought, ‘I can’t even walk home without potential clients assuming I’m touting for business.’ Because of my impending domestic problem, I was in a bad mood and I made myself ready to give my kerb crawler a piece of my mind. (Certainly not my body!)
“Hey, Carl, want a lift?” Wrong footed, I peered into the gloom of the car. It was Colin, the chap with the double jockey problem.
“Oh, hi!”
“Want a lift home?”
Although it wasn’t far, I was grateful for a comfortable end to my journey. After a few moments of heading in the direction of my place, I had an idea. I had just thought of a way of provoking my mother into a terminal dispute. If it worked, my idea would give me the perfect excuse to get out. I would shatter the rule whereby I couldn’t stay out all night.
I didn’t tell him of my plan – after all, it was nothing to do with him. “I don’t feel like going home at the moment.”
“As you wish, young man.” Smoothly, he made a u–turn and started driving back in the opposite direction to which we had been heading and aimed us back towards the town centre.
“And are you still seeing your pair jockeys?”
He’d ditched them as they were too much for him. “They would be probably too much for anyone but Superman and even he would have all his powers drained from him. Kryptonite had nothing on those two.” He’d managed to farm them off onto a kind friend who would look after them and, as he was about their age, the beneficiary might be more able to cope with their high octane enthusiasm.
I stayed the night with him. Nothing happened – I wouldn’t let it.
“Sorry, but I’m dog tired. All I want to do is sleep.”
“No problem” And off we drifted.
The next day I awoke to find myself alone. After a few moments, Colin arrived with a tray. “Ah, so the Sleeping Beauty has awaked.” I sat up and, whilst Colin had a bath I ate a hearty breakfast. Was this to be my last meal before my execution? Colin had turned on the radio and I wallowed in Mahler’s “Das Lied von der Erde” with Bruno Walter and the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. Ever since, that recording has always had a special place in my life. After eating, I lay back and luxuriated in Colin’s scarlet silk sheets.
As soon as I was ready to leave, Colin offered me a lift home. I accepted. The journey in the tumbrel was made easier as Colin’s easy humour allowed me briefly to take my mind off things.
Upon reaching home, at about eleven in the morning, I instantly discovered that my ruse had worked to perfection. As soon as I walked in and looked at my mother’s face I knew that there would be colossal trouble. The thunder clouds didn’t need to gather – they were already there. True to my prediction, she and I launched into such a verbally violent scene, it provoked copious floods of tears from her and complete impotence from me. The confrontation was so important that she didn’t even leave the room which meant that I didn’t have to chase around all over the house to get my point over. I told her that I had had enough and I was going to leave – this time, for good. She cried even more and mocked. Finally, I slumped into an armchair and let her rave some more. When she came towards me in a threatening manner, I made to rise. She pushed me back down.
“Steven, don’t you dare stand up! You stay right where you are!” This was a reference to the fact that, by now, I was a lot taller than her and she must have felt that she couldn’t dominate the scene if I was towering over her. With little to lose, I was content to stay where I was. After another over drawn–out verbal attack upon my person and character, she went out of the house and left me alone. At least my Waterloo had been met, my Rubicon had been crossed and it was all working out far better than I had hoped. After a while I wondered why I was still sitting there. I got up, put on my coat and went out. I took the bus to where Mickey lived and thought I’d drop in unannounced to let him know that all was still going to plan.
I knocked on his front door and was greeted by his mother.
“Go on up, dear. You know the way.”
At the top of the stairs I could hear Sibelius’ ‘Symphony No. 5’ being played. I tapped gently on the door.
“Come,” I heard him call.
As I entered, he looked up obviously expecting to see a member of his family. When he caught sight of me, he exhaled in delight, jumped up from his bed and rushed over, closed the door behind me and gave me a huge welcoming kiss.
“Sibelius forever!” he joked, nodding towards his record player.
“Sibelius forever,” I responded.
We sat on his bed and I told Mickey what I had done.
His initial reaction was irritation. His eyes narrowed and, for a while, refused to utter a word but sat there stewing. I tried to draw him out but he merely stared at me with a look that harked back to when we first met. After much badgering from me he opened up a little. What had angered him was not that I’d provoked the row with my mother by staying out all night. No, that was fine, but that I’d done it by sleeping with another guy.
“Why not me? We could’ve gone somewhere. You should’ve asked.” His voice was tight and accusing.
“Mickey, I’m sorry. Yes, you’re right but it was a spur of the moment kind of thing. The opportunity arose and I took it.”
I finally convinced him that nothing sexual had happened and it was a vital next step towards our ideal.
“I know Colin. He’s had anyone.”
Where did this come from? “Well, not from me. How do you know him?”
“Not like that. I just knows ’im.” He wouldn’t elaborate further.
Although Lorna’s room was large and poorly furnished, if I was to bring all my stuff, it would be somewhat cramped and, besides, I didn’t want to make myself too comfortable, after all, her place was a mere stepping stone to a life beyond. I asked Mickey if he would look after the overflow.
“Glad to – then you can’t run off and leave me.” This was said with a smile but his fixed stare told me that he was in earnest.
On my way back to my mother’s frost strewn home, I couldn’t get the idea out of my brain that fate had engineered that all the pieces of that mysterious jigsaw puzzle were coming together and falling into place but I was frustrated that the finished picture was being withheld.
The next stage in my change of life was to arrange transport for my joyful evacuation. I sought out Zenda to see if he would, once again, act as my ferryman.
“You do get about a bit, don’t you?”
“It will probably take a couple of trips.”
“As many as you like, chum. And this time we can use my car, now that I have one myself – a gift from Pavel. Arn’t I lucky?” he proudly announced. He had a sudden thought, “Hey, will your mum be there? I’d love to have a second bite.”
“I expect so – and I didn’t take you for a masochist.”
Everything was now in place for the coming Saturday. Everyone was informed including my mother who grimaced and shrugged in the best offhanded way she could manage.
Leading up to that momentous day I stayed away from my mother’s as much as I could only going there to sleep.
“You haven’t moved out yet, you know!” She threw this at me on one of the few times when we could hardly avoid meeting one another.
My Great Day finally arrived and Zenda, who remembered where I currently lived, drew up in another dilapidated banger – obviously, Pavel wasn’t that generous. ‘One old banger driving another,’ I thought.
As we loaded the first lot of my stuff into the car, Mother, brimming over with pent up fury, verbally attacked Zenda. She resented him helping me and almost accused him of being the catalyst for my departure. The open hostility which he received threw him and the amusement he found on their last meeting deserted him. He kept his head down and tried not to antagonise her. I attempted to defend him but was talked over and Zenda shook his head frantically as if to say, ‘It doesn’t matter. Don’t worry about it.’
This lot of goods was destined for Lorna’s and was dispatched without any trouble. I told her that I’d tidy up the mess later, when I moved in. When I moved in! It sounded awesome.
Returning to my mother’s for the second and last instalment, Zenda and I found her busily engaged in clearing out a food cupboard – a thing she rarely did. The silent Zenda and I loaded the remainder of my chattels into the car, still minus my bloody record player, and I returned to the house.
As I was on the final run, I was about to give up my key when she cornered me. “Don’t think you’re going off with that key. I want it. Now!” This was almost the identical exchange we’d had before; when I moved in with Paul. I felt like flinging the fucking thing at her just to show my contempt but I managed to control myself and refrained from doing so.
“I was just about to…”
“Oh, yes, I’m sure you were.”
“I was,” I wailed.
“Remember, Steven, I know you!” I didn’t bother to respond. “And I don’t ever want to see that little thing around here again either.” She was referring to Zenda who was outside, hiding in his car.
I tried to get back to the point. “Well, this is it, I suppose.” She wouldn’t answer. “Do you want my address?”
“Not particularly.” She was trying to close the door on me. I was determined to leave on good terms. She was having none of it. She continued to throw a series of particularly nasty remarks in an attempt to make my farewell as uneasy as possible. Normally, I would have reacted badly to all this but I gave up and said nothing. What was the point? I think she knew that, this time, I wouldn’t be coming back. She’d gambled everything and lost – and she knew it.
“Well, I’ll say good...,” The door was firmly shut in my face, “...bye.” I heard the key turn in the lock. I think I was supposed to. As I left with the last my possessions, I saw, out of the corner of my eye, the curtains move. I honestly believe that she was looking to see if her words had hit their mark and upset me, rather than having a final glimpse of her dear departing son.
When we dropped my excess stuff off at Mickey’s we were greeted with a glass of beer each. Mickey eyed Zenda with critical curiosity. Zenda mentally stripped Mickey with unabashed lust.
“This is just a friend who offered to help,” I told Mickey.
“’ello,” said Mickey.
“Hi, there,” cooed Zenda.
“Back off, he’s taken,” I added.
“Can’t blame a girl for trying.”
“Zenda!” I snapped. Luckily, Mickey’s mother had gone inside so no explanations were required.
We unloaded the contents of the car onto the pavement and, after thanking him, Zenda drove off giving a camp wave out of the window and a yell of, “Give him one from me.”
Mickey had made room in his bedroom and his brothers helped in taking all my stuff up the stairs.
“Are you sure there’s enough room in here?” Mickey’s mother peered around at the steadily filling space.
“Lots,” was Mickey’s answer.
“We could always put some of it...”
“’sfine here. In my room only. I’ll make space.”
“All right, dear. You know best.” And off she went.
“Thank you,” I called out to the retreating figure.
“A pleasure, dear. Coffee will be in ten minutes – or another beer.”
“Who was that? The driver?” quizzed Mickey.
“Oh, just an aquaintance.”
“Hm!” This was the last comment Mickey ever made about Zenda.
“Any news of when you can join me?”
“Soon.”
“It had better be.”
Later I went over to Lorna’s – correction – my place and we managed to tidy away most of my garbage.
I sat down and smiled. The first day of the rest of my better life – and, as it turned out, it was.             




Three’s Company – or Not

This arrival at Lorna’s flat was a doddle when compared with the first exit I had made from home. I had neither regrets nor second thoughts. I took Lorna out for a meal as a thank you. As we ate, we sorted out the sleeping arrangements. She insisted that I made use of the bed on a permanent basis because I was working. I counter insisted that I wouldn’t want sole occupancy and, besides, I might be out on an overnight stay now and then. We finally came to a mutual compromise and alternated on a nightly rota the use of the bed and the mattress. As it turned out, this agreement became somewhat academic.
Almost immediately Lorna and I found that we were compatible in so many ways. There was only one major thing which divided us; our next door neighbour. Larry was a tall, black guy who was so camp he made John Inman look like John Wayne. He was delightfully eccentric, a bundle of laughs and a constant irritation to Lorna. If Larry came in to visit us, he refused to do anything so prosaic as using the door but simply clambered over the fragile partition between the two kitchens. He did this so often that I wondered if he ever used doors at all. Perhaps he left his room by climbing out of the window. Lorna considered that Larry was taking too many liberties and it didn’t help that I didn’t mind. I thought it funny and, in a way, convenient.
“Use the fucking door!” she would yell at him. “How many more times to I have to fucking well say it?”
“Oh, that’s far too boring for a gal like me,” he’d answer. “Life is meant to be lived and walls are meant to be climbed.”
He and I loved having conversations over this wall. Whilst one of us was cooking, the other would pull up a chair and stand on it to have a pleasant time gossiping away. If we were both busy, it didn’t matter, we carried on as if we were in the same room. His love life was hilarious as he always seemed to be either getting into comical scrapes or dating the most peculiar men imaginable. He always asked about my life and what I was up to but I don’t think he ever heard what I said and never really listened. When I visited his room I did so in the conventional way which he considered very strange. He lived amidst what looked like an overcrowded theatrical dressing room for a drag queen – which, I suppose, is what it was. There were dresses and accessories everywhere – all on hangers but hung on every rail or wardrobe edge there was. His small dining table was packed with makeup, moisturisers of every type and other bottles and pots which I dared not ask what they contained for fear that he might tell me. Within this apparent mess, he knew where everything was and could lay his hands on any item immediately.
A large flat upstairs was inhabited by a married couple. Even though they must have been walking on wooden floors, they never made any noise. I only ever saw them arrive or depart. I became merely on nodding acquaintance with them. Lorna said that they were all right but not very sociable. They kept themselves to themselves and that was fine by her.
As ever, that best laid plans of mice and men soon unravelled. We had managed only a few nights of our efficient sleeping system when Roger, a distant acquaintance of both Lorna and mine, threw himself into having a flaming row with his lover and was beaten up for his trouble. In terror, he gave up his flat and hinted at moving in with the pair of us. His normally good looks were all swollen and bruised.
“Where are you sleeping at the moment?” I asked.
“On whatever floor will have me,” he lamented. “So, can I move in with you and use yours? Please?”
“We’d be rather crowded,” said Lorna but I could see that she was beginning to thaw to the idea.
“I wouldn’t be any trouble.”
“That, I’d very much doubt,” she said gently.
“I wouldn’t. I go out a lot so you’ll hardly know I’m here.”
“Um, excuse me,” I ventured, “Dare I say? What about the sleeping arrangements?”
“I daren’t ask the landlord for another mattress.”
“We can make do.” Roger was nearly in tears. “I’m only little,” which he was, “so I won’t take up too much room.” Neither Lorna nor I could quite see the logic of this.
“All right – just ‘till you find another place.”
“Oh, thank you.” His relief was sweet. “I’ll bring my stuff over tomorrow and move in.” He saw a flash of worry cross Lorna’s face. “It will only be a suitcase’s worth. Most of what I own is Dan’s.”
After he’d left Lorna and I talked for a while. First we needed to revise drastically our sleeping plans. Lorna thought it best if each person had two nights in the bed and the third on the floor. This would mean I would have to share with Lorna, then Roger and, on the third night, I would be on the floor with Roger and Lorna sharing the bed.
“I hope Roger will be all right with this.”
“He’ll have to be after all, we are doing him the favour. If he moans we’ll just chuck him out.” Knowing Lorna as I did, I know she wouldn’t be that cold and I suspected Roger would be happy with the plan as it meant he would be safe from another beating.
Roger was quite a timid person who tended to overplay his ‘little boy lost’ look. He was seventeen, short, slim and highly attractive to the right sort of person. His hair was cropped, wavy, brown and extremely coarse. He was also highly vulnerable and sensitive and could burst into tears over the slightest thing – both when happy and sad and everything in between. Lorna and I had known him for about a month. He had moved from a medium town to the city and was determined to extract a bit of the life which was denied in his place of birth. He was a sweet lad who inhabited the wrong side of dim. I found him reasonably nice–looking.
The next day Roger moved in and Lorna regretted immediately making her kind offer.
It all started badly when, within half an hour the cupboard door opened and in minced Larry. Roger screamed and, in answer, Larry joined him.
“For fuck’s sake! If there’s one thing I hate it’s a room full of shriekers.” yelled Lorna.
“Lorna, a black man has just come out of the closet.”
“So? He lives in there.”
“What?”
“I’m joking.”
“My God, it’s the invasion of the Munchkins!” was Larry’s unhelpful contribution to the mayhem and he dashed over to hide behind my back. “Oh, so this is what the back of someone’s head looks like. My God, I think I might be turning butch.” And he screamed again. It was so sudden that a startled Roger joined him.
“Shut up, the pair of you!” Lorna had her hands over her ears. I collapsed on the floor in helpless laughter.
Larry, standing over me, angsted, “I think Carl’s having a seizure.”
On another planet Roger asked “Seize my what?”
“Look, can we all cool it?” and we did.
Larry was introduced to Roger and all was explained.
“Carl, my darling,” camped Larry, “you are no longer number one in my affections as a new pansy has dropped into my flower bed – and soon, I hope.” He went over to cuddle Roger.
“Ger off me.”
Lorna fell into her chair in utter despair. “My life used to be so placid.”
“Come on, Larry,” I laughed, “I’m hardly your type.”
He ceased tormenting Roger and suddenly went very serious. “Oh yes you are my dear.” My forced giggle was meant to break the tension but Lorna decided to ratchet it up a notch.
“Carl, are you thick or what? He’s been trying to get inside your jeans ever since he first saw you.”
“I have not,” Larry protested.
“Yes you have,” affirmed Lorna.
“Yes I have. This is embarrassing,” and off he went through the cupboard and back to his own room.
“And what the fuck are we going to do with this monstrosity?”
Lorna and I had been out and when we returned Roger had moved in and had in tow a piece of salvage from his ex–flat. Goodness knows how he managed to get the thing to Lorna’s but there in the middle of the room was a massive fish tank. Yet another fish tank in my life! At the time, there seemed to be many people who felt that their life’s dream was to keep fish. What with Adam and now Roger, what was it about gay men and keeping fish? Was it some sort of love sublimation?
The tank was full of the ugliest and most disgusting looking bastards I’d ever seen. They were quite small and he told us that they were called ‘Black Mollies’ (how camp is that?). I wondered how anyone could find them as irresistible and adorable as a pet as Roger obviously did. Lorna loathed them instantly.
“Where would you like me to put it,” asked Roger. I thought Lorna was about to tell him exactly where but she merely pointed to an unused area against a wall. I helped him shift the thing and he, brimming with pride, claimed that it looked good and added that extra something to the place.
“Why are some of them floating on the top?” asked Lorna after she had moved closer for a better inspection. “Are they supposed do that?”
Roger’s proud face changed to horror and he joined Lorna in peering. “Oh my poor wee babies. They couldn’t have survived the move very well.” There were tears in his eyes.
“So, they’re dead, then,” stated Lorna with an evil glint in her eye. “Shame, I shall miss them.”
“I’ll have to buy some more.”
“No need – not on my account.” She sounded genuine.
He removed the corpses and asked if there was anywhere to bury them.
“Flush ‘em down the bog,” was Lorna’s unhelpful suggestion.
“I’ll do it,” I said and took the slimy things to flush them down to their final resting place. When I returned Roger was looking depressed.
“I’m off. I have a date,” I informed everyone. I think it will be an all nighter so that’s this evening taken care of.”
The client was indeed an all nighter. I don’t remember too much about the trick but his bedroom will remain in my memory forever. It was completely black. The bed was a vast circular affair which was suspended from the ceiling on great chains. Just before we slid between the sheets (black satin, naturally), my employer set the whole thing swinging gently. It was exactly what I imagined having sex at sea would be like.
The next day, not long after I arrived home from my dreary day at the office, Roger arrived with more fish which he carefully released into the tank and was filled with more anguish as he saw that two more had decided to go belly up. “I’ll have to buy yet more.”
“Are they expensive?” I asked.
“Well, they’re not cheap,” he muttered as I left the room to chuck the latest batch of martyrs down the lavatory.
That night was the first time that all three would have to be together. Lorna elected to take the mattress on the floor which left Roger and I sharing the single bed.
Whilst he spent three quarters of an hour washing and carefully applying potions and unguents to his face, I undressed and got into bed and Lorna slipped under the covers of her mattress.
“Roger, are we going to have this ritual every night?” complained Lorna.
“Got to keep the skin looking good for my public.”
“Why bother? You didn’t look any different this morning than you did last night.”
“That’s because I look after myself all the time.” I couldn’t hear Lorna’s reply as she had her head buried under her pillow.
Eventually he was satisfied with his ablutions, and with a, “There, I’m gorgeous again,” he turned out the light and got into bed beside me. “Mind if I cuddle in?” he whispered.
“Help yourself.” I turned my back on him and he put a tentative arm around me. After about five minutes the arm began sliding down my stomach and I could feel something sticking into my back. I turned to face him and he immediately turned his back on me and thrust his arse into my crotch. Apart from our pants, we were naked. It was rather exciting to have quiet sex. Even when Lorna started to snore gently, we maintained our silence. The next morning I discovered the one thing which was a real mark against him and that was that he loved eating sweet corn. I assume that you can catch my drift.
The following night I shared with Lorna and after another parade of opened bottles and tubes, Roger took his place on the mattress. As we lay there, Lorna’s hands started to become a little free with me. Being quite an attractive lass, I easily responded and enjoyed another bout of hushed sex.
The next evening I was to meet up with Mickey. After a brief bit of socialising with his family, we went up to his room. He had managed to tidy all my goods away so that the place looked extremely neat. The only exception to this was that all my records were out in full view.
“I’ve been playin’ them. Hope you don’t mind” he explained and I shrugged that it was fine by me. “You do have lots of good ones but some are real shit.”
“Thanks very much,” I grinned.
After a while Mickey started to come on to me. Our intimacy was full of warmth and tenderness. As I knew I wouldn’t be getting my end away later, I was happy to indulge.
After it was over I asked, “Well, Mickey, when are you coming over to pay me a visit?”
“No, don’t think so.”
“Why?” I was a little hurt. “Lorna and Roger are nice people.”
“Roger?” He looked searchingly into my eyes.
‘Shit,’ I thought, ‘I’d forgotten to mention him.’
“He’s just someone who is also staying.”
“s’another reason to stay away.”
I knew it would be pointless to try and make him change his mind.
When I arrived back at the flat, Lorna was already in bed. Roger was, as usual, plastering muck onto his face. As I walked in, it was clear that there was tension in the air. Roger wanted to talk.
“I’m sorry, chum, I’m tired and all I want to do is sleep.” I ignored his hurt look. I undressed and lay on the mattress.
“Look at your neck!” Roger bellowed. “That’s disgusting.” I had forgotten that Mickey had managed a pretty good impression of a vampire but without the blood.
“Will you stop it with the slap and get into this fucking bed,” scolded Lorna.
Before I finally settled into sleep I had an amusing quarter of an hour listening to Lorna and Roger moaning at one another. Lorna wasn’t attracted to Roger and even if she was, I am sure that Roger wouldn’t have been able to do anything about it. He could only function with males in a submissive way.
“You’re feet are cold,” complained Lorna. “Get them out of my way.”
“It’s a bit difficult...”
“Sod it. Just do it. And keep any erection to yourself if you don’t mind.”
“Will do.”
“Christ, you stink like a Babylonian whore.”
“That’ll be my new moisturiser.”
“Well it smells like you should use it to grease your arse.”
‘He doesn’t need it,’ I thought. ‘An easy entry, that one.”
“Will you keep still. How can someone so short have such a big backside?” He did, too. “And you’re taking all the blankets you selfish git.”
“I’ve only got a corner.” And so it went on as I drifted off.
I was awoken the next morning with a wail from Roger. Another three fish had decided to kick the bucket.
“You’re spawning a fucking massacre,” sighed Lorna as she spread herself out to take advantage of the whole bed. “Why do they keep dying on you?”
“Perhaps they’ve got some sort of disease.”
Loudly, Lorna said, “Thank God, or whoever is responsible for bringing that pernicious aquatic bug into the house. Are you sure you don’t simply have an unhealthy penchant for murder?”
I went to the toilet again and made sure that the latest victims followed all their mates.
It didn’t take long before my commitments of fitting in all this sex–in–the–home and my continuing escapades on the racks started to shatter me. At one point, Mickey asked if there was something wrong because I was starting to look worn out. I couldn’t tell him the truth so I made some lame excuse about an imminent cold.
One evening, about two weeks after he’d moved in, Roger went out on his own – a thing he rarely did. He returned in a state of euphoric delirium.
Lorna, who was convinced that Roger was the personification of misery, tried to put him down about his good mood. He laughed off all her efforts.
It turned out that Roger had seen and fallen in love with an attractive twenty six year old man who had recently come to terms with his sexuality, walked out on his marriage and was eagerly making up for lost time by haunting every gay club and bar he could find. Apparently, he was immensely popular and highly sought after.
“He’s beautiful, handsome, gorgeous sexy – oh, everything you can name.”
“Bitch?” named Lorna.
“God, I hope not. No, he’s too manly to be that way. Tonight he wore a tight tee–shirt and it looks like his body was made for worshiping. I’d gladly kneel before him.”
I said, “Facing away, I presume.”
“Carl, that’s not like you to be catty.”
“It happens sometimes. It's just that I understand that you’ve got an itch in your arse that only this guy’s stiff cock can scratch.”
“Stop it! It’s out of your character.”
“What’s his name? Do you know?” I asked.
“Richard,” he cooed.
“Oh, so he’s a bit of a Dick!” threw in Lorna.
“I would call him Ricky – or, better still, Rich. I wonder if he is.”
“What?”
“Rich. He looks as if he is.”
Over the next week, Roger drove us mad with his constant monologue about Richard. On the nights when we slept together, I suspect he was fantasising that it was Richard banging him and not me. Roger made frantic efforts to get himself noticed by, what he now claimed, was the great and final love of his life. He was certain that this was the one person whom destiny had singled out just for him. He always tried to find out where lover boy was going to be and then happen to find himself in the same place at the same time. He must have spent a fortune on new clothes and always took great care and attention with his appearance each time he went out. The only problem was that he didn’t have much in the way of taste and the items he bought and his idea of ‘looking good’ didn’t coincide with anyone else’s.
His fussing and primping began to become even more involved and the whole process was taking longer and longer. It really didn’t bother me at all but it was now gnawing at Lorna’s nerves. She became angry at the amount of time he took to get ready to either go out or get to bed.
On one of his forays, Roger asked me to come along to take a look at the object of his desire and give my opinion. Why he should require my seal of approval I shall never know.
It turned out that Richard was an exuberant man who always seemed to be at the centre of everyone’s world. This attention was never courted but he simply had the sort of magnetic personality which drew adoring crowds around him. I could see instantly why Roger was smitten. He was good looking – and knew it. The clothes he wore were obviously chosen to show off his powerful physique.
“Hello, Richard,” called Roger.
“Hi, um...”
“Roger.”
“Yes, Roger, I keep forgetting.” This should have rung alarm bells inside Roger’s emotional head but it didn’t.
Richard excused himself from his gang of admirers and came over. He was very kind and gentle with Roger but my companion didn’t have the faintest idea of how to treat people. There was a bitchy quality to his conversation which I don’t think pleased Richard. Even to my eyes it was plain to see that Richard didn’t fancy Roger. I had the feeling that Roger’s desires were never going to be requited and that the love of his life considered Roger a bit of an irritant.
With me in tow, Roger summoned up the courage to have a serious talk with Richard. He promised that, if Richard would go out with him on a full time basis, he would be faithful and keep house for him.
Richard’s shocked eyes widened at the prospect and he tried to tell Roger that all he wanted to do was have a good time and that he wasn’t interested in making a home with anyone. He’d just left one relationship and wasn’t looking to start another. Roger refused to hear what Richard was saying. He kept fooling himself that Richard was only saying this for the benefit of his friends, some of whom had joined us.
I could see that Richard was trying to let Roger down gently. It didn’t work.
On the way back to the flat, an animated Roger asked me what I thought. I couldn’t tell him.
Lorna continued to mock the moaning Roger and labelled him a curmudgeon.
“A what?”
“Look it up,” she smiled. I could see that there was a certain sympathy emanating from her assumed hard shell.
Actually, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for the lad. I knew a little of the pain of being totally ignored. Each time he came home from trying to see and talk to Richard, I made sure that I was there to help him pick up the pieces. The amount of wet shoulders I received over this period would have filled a medium size village pond.
Eventually, Roger became such a canker to him that Richard gave up trying to let Roger down smoothly and became actively hostile.
“Oh look, everyone. It’s Roger – again – and again – and again!”
This was the night when Richard’s unsubtle message finally penetrated Roger’s fractured emotions. He came home early from his battering and fell apart. His distress was so deep that I was totally unable to bring him out of it.
Larry clambered in. “What’s the matter with ‘er? Did the dildo go in too far and now she can’t get it out?”
“Larry, not tonight, there’s a good girl,” I said, trying to indicate that Roger was highly distressed.
“I can take a hint but she’s not going to wrestle my title of Ace Drama Queen off me. That award’s mine and mine alone” He went back over the wall and we could hear him scrubbing his kitchen – loudly.
That night we were to sleep together. It was the first time when Roger wasn’t interested in having sex with me. We cuddled and he finally drifted off. The next morning Lorna treated him kindly and made herself available all day so that he could get everything off his chest. By the evening he had cheered up a little and even managed the occasional smile.             




Going to Pot

Slowly, and with plenty of help and support from Larry, Lorna and myself, Roger managed to get over Richard and began to rebuild his life. Part of this rebuilding was helped by the resumption of his one in three nights low key sex life with yours truly. After a couple more weeks of this, I frequently made an all night date for the night I was to spend with Roger. I didn’t want to waste all my erections on someone who was never going to be important in my love life. These holidays from servicing Roger were calculated carefully so that he wouldn’t feel rejected yet giving him the strong message that I had another life away from his ever open arse. On those nights I was otherwise occupied, Roger had to sleep on the floor. Even sleeping with Lorna, the sex was less frequent. Many times we simply held one another in a brief embrace and then went to sleep.
One thing hung over from before my change of address was that, so far, I still hadn’t had my introduction to the luscious Terry. I hadn’t forgotten Lorna’s promise to introduce us and I made sure that she didn’t either. The amount of quizzing to which Lorna was subjected was formidable. Eventually, just to shut me up, she gave me her word that she would make amends.
It took her a day to come back with “I had heard that, soon, Terry would be having a small party after the pubs have shut and I’ve managed to angle us an invite.” I gave her a hug. “He’ll let me know when.” I gave her another hug. Actually, this never happened because, as it turned out, our paths were destined to meet sooner rather than later.
“You fancy ’im? Terry? Ugh!” Roger sounded both incredulous and disgusted.
“Yes, I do actually. He’s quite nice,” I understated.
“But he’s so full of himself.” This, from the teen who assiduously mollycoddled his body and believed that his life was the most interesting thing in other people’s.
Abruptly Larry called over our barricade, “Sweetie, can I borrow yer slap?”
“I don’t wear it,” I called.
“No you can’t,” called Lorna.
“No you can’t,” echoed Roger who was deeply offended by this request because, although he went out at nights wearing a little makeup, he truly believed that no one would suspect. He fooled himself into thinking that the enhancement was oh so subtly applied. It wasn’t. Even the beloved Richard had thrown that one at him. Realising his accidental faux pas, Roger yelled to Larry, “Besides, I don’t wear any.”
“Sweetie, you can put both Fenella Fielding and Dusty Springfield to shame,” sailed the voice from over the partition.
“Larry, go away,” bawled Lorna.
“Carl, I need to bend your ear’ole. Later maybe?”
“Fine,” I answered and we heard Larry close his cupboard door.
“That old queen will be the death of me,” Lorna moaned and not for the first time.
Because of my experiences with Winston and his family, Larry and I got on very well – rather too well for Roger and especially for Lorna. Neither were so open–minded about his character. Let me be quite clear, neither had a prejudice against blacks. I think it was Larry’s devil–may–care attitude which made them both balk so readily.
Lorna was furious that Larry and I had our partition conversations – furious at Larry, that is. Our exchanges were never serious but they were highly entertaining.
Because of their constant objections, after a while we reserved our prattling for when Lorna was out.
On one occasion Larry tried his luck again. “And don’t forget, hon’, I still hope to carry a flag for you – well, your pole anyway.”
“Larry, I’m very flattered and I love you lots but I’m not turned on by drag. Sorry”
“But, darling, I can manage butch.” He then squealed with laughter. “What am I saying? Me? Butch? It’d be easier if I tried to pass myself off as white.” He had a sudden thought. “Oh, did I tell you the one about the scout master and the pot of marmalade?”
“I don’t think I know that one.”
“Honey, it’s not a joke. It’s what happened to me last weekend. Anyway dearheart, this is how it all came to pass...”
Somehow or other the four of us managed to bumble along in our own sweet way until one day Lorna mentioned that some of her money had gone missing. Without a single shred of evidence she promptly set about accusing Larry. As soon as she was able, Larry was confronted with the crime. Even though it was a sobering event, it was made slightly ridiculous by them having to conduct the prosecution and defence with both of them standing on chairs and wrangling face to face over the kitchen partition. Larry was both hurt and upset by the incident. Even though he vociferously maintained his innocence, she wouldn’t hear of it. When the fiery trial was through, Lorna got off her chair and slammed shut the cupboard door to display to the enemy her intense anger.
I had managed to keep out of it but I felt something needed to be said. “You know, Lorna, I find it really hard to believe that Larry would come in and steal anything from you.”
She yelled at the cupboard door, “I’m going to get the landlord to fix a fucking lock on the door!” She then addressed me directly. “It must have been him. You wouldn’t and Roger’s too fucking dim to even think about it.” She raised her voice again, “I tell you, it was him!” And on she raged.
Whilst Lorna was still alternately seething and blowing her top, Roger walked in carrying more fish to replace another carnival of death. “What’s going on?”
“Lena Horne in there has stolen some money from me,” she yelled loud enough for Larry to hear.
“You don’t mean the money in that tin box on the mantelpiece?”
“Yes, damn it!”
“But I took it – borrowed it. Here,” and Roger produced the replacement cash from his pocket.
I won’t go into the tongue lashing Roger received from the now deflated Lorna but Roger backed away and sat on the bed in an almighty and tearful sulk. “I know I should have told you,” he kept repeating over and over as the tears fell profusely.
After a day or two Lorna managed to forgive Roger but, much to my surprise, she couldn’t say, ‘Sorry’ to Larry.
“I think Larry should know that he’s in the clear – that everything has been sorted out,” I ventured.
“You tell him. I want nothing more to do with the camp ponce.”
The next day Lorna went out to meet either a client or a lover, I can’t remember which so I had a chance to have a chat with Larry.
“I’d never have done anything like that to any of you. You’re my friends.”
“I know, Larry.”
“I earn enough with drag, I don’t need any more.”
“Yes, Larry. Look, I think Lorna is embarrassed.”
“I understand,” and he did.
A couple of days later Lorna made a rather pathetic gesture of reconciliation when she offered to make Larry a coffee. Graciously, he accepted and, to a certain degree, things went back to something resembling normality but it was never quite the same again.
One evening when Roger was out somewhere mysterious on the pull, Lorna and I were at a loose end so we decided to go to a club. I think there might have been a slight ulterior motive to the idea as Lorna was hoping to date a woman who frequented it. As we walked in she scanned the place but there was no sign of the object of her desire – but she did spot someone else. Gripping my arm, she dragged me over to an occupied table. There were two young men ensconced with a couple of pints and one of them was the elusive and highly desirable Terry.
“Terry? Joe? This is Carl.” Following Lorna’s lead, we hailed one another. Once more, there was the glint of recognition between Terry and I but neither of us mentioned the fact that we’d seen each other before. I think Terry was a little on edge as he kept giving his companion furtive sidelong glances. Once he realised that I wasn’t going to say anything he visibly relaxed.
So, finally Lorna had been able to keep her word – well, sort of – and introduced me to Terry. It was a decidedly mixed blessing. Joe, I soon discovered, was Terry’s live–in lover. Lorna, Terry and Joe talked whilst I merely sat there staring boggle–eyed at the oh so voluptuous Terry. Very soon Joe began to notice so I moderated my gaze a little.
From their far ranging conversation I managed to glean some more information about Terry and Joe’s living arrangements. They lived in the ground floor flat in a large Victorian terraced house in the centre of the city. They had been together for about two years and were extremely contented (bastards!).
From then on, for a short while, we all started hanging around together. I hadn’t particularly pushed myself forward but Lorna always made sure that I was included in many of their gatherings. On one of these excursions, we were all on a bus and Terry dropped a three penny bit. It clattered noisily onto the floor. Without pausing for breath, he complained, “Damn, there goes another earring!”
‡‡‡
Even amidst all the turmoil that was battering my life, I was still able to find time to pop round and see Marti and Dave. The child was now growing at a satisfying yet alarming rate. I decided against arriving armed with more stuffed toys but, instead a little gift for mummy and some ducks for Dave to play with in his bath. I saw immediately that our baby had numerous other aquatic animals and miscellaneous items for him to try and either eat or drown.
“I don’t seem to be able to get anything right, do I?”
“I always give your gifts priority.” To prove her point she directed my attention to his cot where one of my fluffy toys was ready for him to either cuddle or kick, depending on his mood.
On one visit I was afforded a special treat. Under Marti’s benevolent supervision I was allowed to bath my darling son. I was told off for treating him like a piece of fragile Lalique and soon got to work in cleaning the little angel. As both Marti and I had a fairly dark olive coloured skin, we had managed to cause Dave to inherit these traits. His eye pupils were almost black, this from Marti, and his hair was developing into a wonderful blond mop – also from Marti. At one point Dave started to cry and, predictably, so did I.
“What a pair of softies,” sympathised Marti. “What am I going to do with you both?”
As mother and son were so far removed from my day to day life, my visits, though infrequent, were turning into an oasis of simplicity and calm. I was still managing to keep this side of my life completely under wraps from everyone else.
Returning from my latest trip to Marti’s I bumped into Lorna who was heading off to a gay club. Roger had managed to worm his way into joining her. Her face revealed that he was an unwelcome companion.
“Why not join us?” She then pleaded, “Please?” As I was now at a loose end I was able to tag along.
“Been anywhere nice?” asked Lorna.
“You could say that,” I replied.
Roger couldn’t resist it, “Is he still able to sit down comfortably?” I ignored him.
In the club, which was quite a plush venue, Lorna spotted Terry and Joe with a couple of their friends. She ushered us over to their table where I received a cursory nod from Terry (and Joe) and Roger was given an, “Oh, it’s you,” from Terry.
“Yes, Tel, boy.”
“Drop the abbreviation, if you don’t mind. I was Tel as a schoolboy, now I’m Terry and a man – which is more than can be said of you.”
“I just know what to do with them,” Roger retorted.
“Oh, you do get the chance now and then, do you? Blind school, was it?”
“All right, girls, sheath your claws and let’s cool it, shall we?” interjected Joe. I was quite sorry for, to me, the verbal fencing match was great fun.
With Roger and Terry now being so overtly pleasant to one another, we spent a tense hour until Joe suddenly said, “This place is dead, let’s all repair to our place,” then, “what do you say?” he asked of Terry.
Terry raised one eyebrow and looked at Roger, “That depends on who’s invited.”
“Everyone!” Joe said pointedly. Terry shrugged nonchalantly and turned to talk to one of his friends who had been totally sidelined.
On the way to our new sphere of fun, Lorna slipped, fell over and hurt herself. We were walking along calmly and down she went. No one noticed that she was missing and we happily continued on our way. Limping up to us she complained, “I’ll bet if I’d been a man, you’d have been all concern.” Guilt made us show compassion but there was very little real interest as we were all rather merry from the beer and one another’s company.
T. and J’s place was on the ground floor and consisted of a long corridor with rooms off to one side. The lounge was half way down and must have been a parlour as the fourth wall was never built but Terry and Joe had erected a curtain across the open space which could be drawn together for privacy from anyone walking through to the back door.
As soon as I walked into their ‘parlour’, my heart sank. Against the right hand wall was an enormous fish tank. Another bleedin’ fish tank! Yep, they too kept fish! What was it with all these gay guys and their fucking aquaria?
Straight away Lorna asked to use the lavatory and, after she had gone Terry moaned, “Why is it that women always have to leave the seat down?”
When she returned, Lorna commented, “You know I heard what you said about the toilet seat and I think you’re being a male chauvinist pig.”
“That’s all right,” answered Terry, “because I know you’re a female bigoted sow!”
This exchange didn’t please Lorna and she was totally at a loss for an instant riposte.
Roger, though uninvited, had tagged along and immediately noticed that Terry’s fish tank was decidedly murky. He was dramatically horrified.
“Terry, what happened? Your water’s all cloudy.”
“I must change my brand of coffee.”
“No. The water in your fish tank.”
“Where?” Terry peered at the murky distillation of piceous porridge. “Oh yes, so it is.”
“What have you been doing?”
“Well, you see, this morning we ran out of fish food, so I fed them Weetabix.”
Roger choked, squeaked and screamed – in quick succession – it was very impressive. “What?!” Terry looked happily puzzled. “Sieve!”
“What?”
“Sieve! A sieve! I must strain the water. Try to get out some of the lumps. I need a sieve.”
Terry was totally nonplussed and expressionless. “Through there. Top drawer – on the right. He then carried on a conversation he was having as if a fly had needed brushing away.
As Roger poked, prodded and strained with his kitchen utensil, the small party got underway. Lorna, shaking her head in mock sympathy, muttered sarcastically, “How come Terry is able to keep his fish alive and healthy whilst you act like an aquatic mass exterminator.” She went over to stand beside Roger and joined him in peering into the dismal depths of the tank. “Perhaps you should take lessons from Terry and feed your fish Weetabix as well.”
“Shut up,” was all Roger could muster in response.
“His fish seem to survive much better by not bothering about them whereas yours keel over and float, belly up, without the slightest provocation.”
“Shut up,” repeated Roger, still searching in vain for an effective come back.
The evening soon turned into a party and, along with plenty of beer, Terry and Joe unearthed a load of pot from somewhere and began a production line of rolling joints for everyone. Forgive the rather dated terminology but it is in keeping with the period. The air became heavy with the smell and, though Roger refused to join the rest of us, he must have been affected by the smoke for he knelt tearfully beside the fish and seemed to contemplate the pitiful quality of both his life and that of his swimming friends. Conversation ranged from the serious to the barmy. Terry brought in a selection of ‘bits’ in case we needed to eat something – anything!
“Here we are,” he said, “pabulonic sustenance.”
“What?” managed Roger.
“Food, dear. Food. God, don’t you ever read?”
Later, I actually managed to have a conversation with Terry which confirmed that either I was not his type or he thought that I wasn’t worth the bother.
After a while, one of their ‘guests’, who was a guy who must have been in his late forties, stood up and declared that he wanted to unburden himself. We sat there smiling and listening as he boasted that he sported a gargantuan cock. He must have been very proud of his member because, without any prompting from us, he produced the monster for everyone to view. With the exception of Roger who wiggled in hope, we were both fascinated and horrified by what was being waved about.
Terry spoke for all of us, “Christ, that thing would bring tears to anyone’s eyes.”
The flasher told us that, in public, he had to wear tight underpants and tuck the thing between his legs so that it wasn’t too obvious. I happily ruminated that, with his dick where it was, he could accidentally screw himself and not realise it. Joe was so impressed with the bulky object he asked to touch it after which he challenged the guest to display his tool in all its rampant glory. After a few minutes manipulation, he was standing fully to attention. Joe’s wish was fulfilled and I noticed that Roger seemed to be having an attack of the vapours. We were all reduced to silent admiration and awe. Lorna, using a little prudence, was discreetly and industriously going through her handbag and merely gave the swollen member a cursory glance.
“Okay, it’s impressive,” no modesty with this chap, “but you try and have sex with the bloody thing. Men think they can take it but soon give up trying. And mouths are not made big enough for a decent blow job.”
“I’d love to have a bash,” cooed Joe and Terry hit him. So, Terry was the giver and not the receiver – well, that was another mystery solved. Even so, with Terry’s heavenly shaped posterior, I found it hard to believe that nothing had ever wormed its way up there at some time or other. “I must get a tape measure.”
“You do and I’ll wrap the thing around your head,” snapped Terry.
“And I think it would fit.”
“I meant the tape measure, idiot!”
Like a frightened Rabbit who was sensing danger, Terry was instantly alert. “Oh, fuck.” He jumped up and moved towards the open curtains which sealed off the rooms. “Fucketty, fuck, fuck,” he kept on.
Joe rose and rushed to his side, “What’s the matter?” There was the sound of a door closing. “Oh, fuck!” Then, as an explanation, he muttered, “Our landlady’s come home early.”
Terry began closing the curtains and told us to keep quiet whilst he got rid of her. With the drapes closed, the room became cosy and rather intimate. Terry and Joe were standing in the hallway and we could hear the landlady approach. Terry’s arm snaked through the gap in the cloth holding an aerosol can of what smelt like fly killer. We all watched and listened in fascination as Terry spoke lightly to the landlady with his hand sticking through the dividing curtain, furiously strafing the air with the stinking stuff. To hear his calm, pleasant voice, you wouldn’t believe what his hand was doing frantically. The spray was certainly effective in smothering the smell of the drugs – in fact it nearly smothered us as well.
When they had disposed of the intruder someone asked why they had used fly spray.
“It was the first thing which came to hand,” smiled Terry he then gave Roger a hefty squirt.
During the evening, it soon became clear that Terry found Roger somewhat egregious. In fact, I was quickly learning that very few people liked Roger. I couldn’t understand why as, although he had his quirks, he was reasonably good looking and, to my eyes, seemed pleasant enough.
At one point, Terry saw Roger using a mirror to adjust his hair for the umpteenth time in an hour. Terry mocked, “Oh, Roger, you look beautiful. Still fussing about our Brillo pad, are we? And your sartorial splendour! As always, you manage to look both extraordinary and unforgettable.”
“I like to dress well.”
“I don’t know why you bother. I mean, look at you!”
“I’ll have you know, I’m proud that I never spent more than a couple of pounds on any of my outfits.”
“Yeh, we noticed,” and Terry looked him up and down is if he was a badly dressed scarecrow.
The next evening I was to meet up with Mickey and we were due to go out for a meal. When I arrived at the restaurant, he was standing outside with a dark expression on his face.
“I saw you last night – with all your friends.”
“Did you? I didn’t see you.” I was worried as to where this might be heading.
“It didn’t look as if you’d’ve had the time.”
“Why didn’t you come over and say “hello”?”
“You looked like you were having too good a time to be bothered by the likes of me.”
“Shall we go in?” I moved to the restaurant door.
“No. We’ll walk for a bit and you can say who they were.”
It took some explaining but I managed. I told him that they were friends of Lorna’s and that we’d happened to bump into one another.
“That girl was Lorna?”
“Yes.”
It began to rain so we repaired to a quiet pub and talked for a while. I was concerned that he still exhibited his black looks. Somewhat fearfully, I asked “Are you having second thoughts about us moving in together?” Mentally, I quickly prepared myself for an unwelcome answer.
“Don’t think so. You?”
“Not at all,” but his question set me to thinking. With all my, yes, let’s use the term, whoring around, it occurred to me that I might not be quite ready for a permanent relationship. I shivered at the thought. If I wasn’t and we went ahead with my dreams then it wouldn’t be just me that would be hurt. Mickey was too nice a person for me to damage emotionally. His trust and affection for me was extremely flattering but was I fooling myself and playing on this for selfish reasons?
We decided to give the meal a miss and went back to his room. By the time I left to go home things had returned to normal but he did express the hope that I wouldn’t spend too much time with, “them people.”
That night I was to sleep with Roger and, for the first time when sex was offered and expected, I didn’t want to respond. My troubled mind needed time to sort itself out. Roger got up and spent the night curled up on the battered sofa.
The next evening I had another scare. Roger, Lorna and I were passing The Green Goddess when Roger took it into his head to go in for a coffee.
“I’ve heard about this place. It’s supposed to be good.” I panicked.
We entered and I flashed glances in every direction but there were none of my other crowd in evidence. I breathed a sigh of relief. Then just when I thought I was in the clear, Renata called over that she had a few messages for me. Lorna’s and Roger’s faces were a picture. In unison they turned their collective gazes in my direction.
“Care to explain?” asked Lorna with a knowing glint in her eye.
“They seem to know you,” Roger whispered so quietly that one could have heard him across a main road.
“I expect I’m being mistaken for someone else,” was my lame comment. “A double, maybe?”
“Bollocks,” Lorna spat. “If it was a mistake then why did that woman bring over those notes and you take them?”
“I was being polite?”
We were in there for about twenty minutes during which time there was no one I knew who entered but, as we left, I spotted Andy and Ian approaching. This was rapidly turning into a bad Whitehall Farce.
“Let’s go this way,” and I attempted to guide them in the opposite direction to my fast approaching friends.
“Why? That way’s longer.”
As we passed my rent friends, they didn’t even give us a glance. “Cor, that little one’s oh so cute,” lusted Roger. “I wonder if he’s gay? Knowing my rotten luck, probably not.” Inside, I was smiling.
Of one thing I was now certain; though I still adored contemplating Terry’s beauty, I had stopped wanting him sexually. His personality got in the way and put me right off. We never did get it together.
A few days later, when I happened to mention to Roger about my new attitude towards Terry, he wondered how I managed to control my feelings when he had failed so miserably with his Richard.
After a further month of all these high jinks, I was leaving the office with Sheba when she said, “You have a visitor.”
Mickey had been waiting for me outside the main door. He told me that he needed to speak to me urgently. I was instantly worried. After all, he’d seen me with Terry, Roger and Lorna et al and there was every possibility that he had jumped to the wrong conclusion and the incident might have festered. Was this a ‘Dear John’ moment? Sheba excused herself and left us to it. We went into a local coffee bar.
“Well?” I asked, waiting for the hammer blow.
“It’s time,” he said in a hushed tone.
“For what?”
“For me to leave home. Everything’s sorted. We’ll start looking for somewhere. Yes?”
Even to this day, I still don’t know what had held him back. Mickey always veered from talking about himself indeed, I never found out exactly what he did for a living. I knew it was something to do with being a sheet metal worker but that was it.
“Yes.” My troubled mind was being engulfed with emotional oil and all my fears were alleviated. Mickey and I were going to live together and I couldn’t have been happier.             




The Jigsaw is Completed

Because Mickey’s announcement that he was now available for a change of address was so sudden, we only had time to make a halting start in our quest to find a place to live.
Separately and together Mickey and I began looking for a room or flat. This time I couldn’t call on the rents as that would have given too much away. Besides, they weren’t much help before I moved in with Lorna.
There was one aspect of my life that cast a particularly long and sinister shadow over my happiness. Ever since I had deserted her onerous portal, I visited my mother on about a once per fortnight basis. These visits always followed the same pattern. I would arrive, she would let me in, we’d exchange a few courteous words of greeting, I would sit in a chair and then silence would reign. After an hour of this Trappist sobriety I arose and invited her to visit me to which the answer, predictably, was always a resounding ‘no’. We then said formal farewells and off I would go with the door being shut soundly behind me.
Sheba, after years of estrangement, re-established contact with her older sister. Up until then she must have kept her sibling in an emotional cupboard. She was so successful in doing this that I thought she was an only child. At the time, I didn’t give this event too much thought. I should have known better as this reconciliation was to have far reaching consequences.
The next time I visited Marti and our son, I told her that I was going to move in with someone for whom I felt a great affection. As I expected, she was thrilled and hoped that everything would turn out well. I promised that I would still come and see them whenever I could.
“You know where we are. Make a new life for yourself. I’m pleased for you – both. You sound happy and that’s good – you deserve it.” At various times I had kept her updated on the state of my love life – such as it was. Her loyalty to me was such that she was always anxious that I might not find anyone.
After a thoroughly disheartening week of fruitless searching for a home for Mickey and myself, my over–worked Guardian Angel, who looked after me, once again came to my rescue. Lorna heard a strange noise coming from outside the flat. She looked out of her window and saw that there were some boxes being piled up outside the front door. Being somewhat nosey, she pulled the curtains across, leaving a small gap through which she could snoop. A modest furniture van arrived in the street and drew up at the bottom of the steps. The illusive couple from upstairs loaded up their few possessions and without a word of farewell, indeed, no word at all; they sloped off in a blast of exhaust fumes. As she watched this departure, Lorna, almost thinking aloud, mused, “So, the upstairs flat is now empty. Hm!”
After what seemed liked suitable break, well, about five minutes, Lorna grabbed my arm and marched me purposefully down to have a word with the landlord. In the expectation of having found a place, a tingle of excitement went through every nerve I possessed.
The landlord, realising that he could get an instant replacement for his departed tenants enthusiastically took Lorna and I up to view the place. To me it was perfect. It was a duplicate of Larry and Lorna’s rooms except that these were combined with no partition so we would have a living room and a separate bedroom. Because the corridor between was intact, there was enough room for a small kitchen. As there was no hallway outside the flat door, the main room was huge.
Later I was due to meet up with Mickey.
“Wha’s happened?” I totally failed to hide my excitement but I didn’t want to deliver the good news immediately. My plan was to get him over to the house and take him upstairs to surprise him.
“You’re going to have to come over to where I live and meet Lorna – now.”
“Not on your Nelly!” was his trenchant response. Had I made a mistake of epic proportions in that he would turn down the flat because of his apparent dislike at the thought of Lorna?
“I don’t insist very often but it’s important to me that you come over this evening.” He gave me a quizzical look as if to say, ‘What are you up to?’ “Will you? Please? For me?” I was trying everything I could think of not to ruin the surprise.
“Okay, if I must.”
And this is how Mickey finally met Lorna and things didn’t bode well for the future.
“This is Lorna and Roger,” I said hopefully.
“Watch’er.” For my sake, Mickey was putting on a brave front but he was obviously unimpressed by the girl. Lorna had taken one look at Mickey and, straight away, removed herself to her chair where she sat staring at the fire.
He and Roger actually shook hands and exchanged looks that stopped just short of a glower. Roger wiped his hands together as if he’d just handled a fresh turd and Mickey, in response, turned his back on his adversary. Antipathy certainly ruled and not ‘okay’.
It didn’t take long for Mickey to calculate that there weren’t enough beds for three people. I received another of his looks. As he never brought up this mismatched sleeping arrangement, I decided that the best thing to do was to let the whole thing slide.
“I think the landlord’s in,” managed Lorna.
“Carl, my little honey pot, can you pop in and zip me up, there’s a dear?” came a voice from the cupboard.
“In a second,” I yelled. Mickey looked with askance at the closed cupboard door then towards me and then back again to the door. “Excuse me a minute, I just need to help Larry with his frock.”
Mickey was staring around as if he had entered Bedlam.
I left the trio of antagonism to it and popped in to Larry’s. He was swanning about in a creation of his own making which would have turned Zsa Zsa Gabor bright green.
“Did I hear a strange voice in there?” he asked casually as I struggled to encase and contain his surprisingly muscular body.
“It’s my other half.” Coming from my mouth the words were strange but seemed so right.
Larry spun around so fast I nearly jammed my fingers in the zip. “Wait a minute. Hold the lights. ‘Other half’? And who, may I humbly ask is this ‘other half’ of whom you speak? Is he gorgeous? A paragon? He’d better be ‘cause I don’t want to lose out to a Frankenstein Monster.”
“He’s a complete paragon of gorgeousness.”
“If you don’t mind, I will be the judge of that.”
I turned him around again and continued my wrestling match with the obstinate zip. “We’re here to look at the flat above.”
“Oh yes, I’d heard they’d slid away.” By now I had won completely my battle with his frock.
“I’d better go back in,”
“Darling, I’ll come through in a minute. I know you would need and expect my approval and, believe me, my dear, I will give it. Totally unvarnished! If I permit the relationship to go ahead then I might even shed a small tear for you both.”
When I returned to Lorna’s, the room was silent and it appeared that no one had budged an inch. “Madame Tussauds or bust,” was my automatic observation. I could hear Lorna give a slight snigger.
“Who?” asked Roger. I thought it pointless to answer. Mickey, who was still standing and shifting uncomfortably from one foot to another.
“By the way, Larry...” I could go no further because, without knocking, Larry fluttered into the room with a look of mock angry determination. In this particular outfit, the adjoining wall was out of the question so he was forced into using the door. It was the only time I ever saw him use it.
“Right, darlings, where’s this jerk who is here to steal my Carl from me. I want to meet him and scratch the goddam evil queen’s eyes out.” He spotted Mickey and went all sultry. “Why, hello.” Mickey stared in shock and gave me a look full of appeal. “Oh, aren’t you the cutey? Carl, he’s gorgeous and I hate you both.” His attention returned to Mickey. “Now you look after my man or you’ll have to answer to me.”
“Okay,” grinned the warming Mickey.
Larry then whispered theatrically in Mickey’s ear, “And if you don’t, you know where I live.” Larry looked at me and winked, “He deserves more than a small tear. I’ll shed a flood.” Mickey looked puzzled but I didn’t bother to explain.
Roger decided to come to life. “Why would he want a saggy old cow like you?”
Larry looked around in mock surprise. “Did I hear something or was it someone farting? Oh no, it was Roger trying to be funny. You know, Roger, you have one very bad habit.”
“And that is?”
“You breathe – and the sooner you cut that out the sooner we’ll all be pleased.”
“We have to go.” I mumbled, sensing a rather one–sided confrontation.
Larry put an arm around Mickey’s unflinching shoulders, “And we were just getting to know one another. Carl, you are a complete spoil–sport and I hate you – again!”
I wrestled Mickey away and substituted my arm for Larry’s. Steering our way towards the door I said “Come on, let’s go down and see the landlord.”
“Landlord? Why?”” asked Roger who hadn’t been informed of the latest developments.
“None of your fucking business,” Lorna threw in. I think she was worried that Roger might become her new neighbour.
“The flat upstairs has become vacant and...,” as we descended the stairs to where the landlord resided, I hurriedly filled Mickey in on the bit of good fortune.
“Fantastic,” he enthused. The cloud which had previously shrouded his face lifted and he quickly assumed his usual calm and warm countenance.
The landlord escorted us up to the flat and as we walked through the main door and even before the landlord could utter a word Mickey blurted out, “It’s ours. We’ll take it.” I am sure my eyes were shining – or they should have been if they were truly reflecting the delight I felt.
In spite of Mickey’s instant response, the landlord managed to convey to us the rental on the place and, like a record stuck in its groove, Mickey repeated, “It’s ours. We’ll take it.”
“Let me see,” plunged on the Landlord before Mickey could reiterate his latest catch phrase, “today’s Wednesday. You can move in on, say, Saturday. Is that acceptable?”
Mickey looked at me and I smiled and winked my agreement. “Done!” he said so emphatically that the landlord took a step back.
As we left the house to go and have something to eat, Mickey was elated. He had a spring in his step and kept asking if I was as happy as he. Indeed, I was.
For the few days that constituted the rest of the week I stayed away from Lorna’s as much as I could. I saw Mickey only once and we used our time to make plans and embark on a couple of trips to Lorna’s with some of my stuff he’d been warehousing. Lorna wasn’t in but Roger was.
We intended merely to dump my luggage and depart but Roger, who was plainly bored out of his hidebound brain and required entertainment, had other ideas. He managed to find inconsequential topics to keep us interested – which we weren’t. It reminded me a little of my mother’s frequent ploy. After many attempts at engaging our attention fruitlessly he started on Mickey.
“Don’t you ever speak?” Mickey simply looked at him as if he were bellyaching in some incomprehensible foreign language. “Doesn’t he ever speak?” I was asked.
“Yes, when he’s got something to say to people who are worth saying it to.” Roger looked a bit like one of his pet fish.
“Eh?” Right over his head, that one. Mickey’s habit of speaking like a telegram confused Roger but there again, most things confused Roger.
Mickey addressed Roger, “I’m no ventriloquist’s dummy and you’ve got some fish floating in your tank.”
“Shit!” Roger busied himself with removing the offending corpses.
“And this time you can flush the bloody things away yourself,” I insisted.
“I’m perfectly able, thank you.” Roger said stiffly as he made his way to the door. Mickey stepped back to let him pass and gave the fish a look that could have turned milk sour.
When we were alone Mickey sighed and said, “Let’s go before it gets back.” And we did.
As we entered a local café for our bite to eat, Mickey moaned, “That bloke’s a loony isn’t he? Will he still be there when we are?”
“I don’t know. Possibly. It depends on Lorna and how long she can put up with him once her reinforcement has moved upstairs.”
On the Saturday and with the help of his two brothers who had borrowed a van from their workplace, Mickey moved in, complete with the remainder of my possessions. I was not there to collect the keys from our landlord as I was secretly seeing a client so Mickey took it upon himself to get everything sorted. He even managed the onerous task of facing Roger who actually helped transport all my gear from Lorna’s up the flight of stairs. According to Mickey, Lorna sat hugging her fire and looking sad. By the time I arrived ‘home’, Mickey had tidied up and put everything away. I was greeted with an undrinkable coffee and we toasted our new abode.
“I’ve spread everything around the place. If you don’t like it then we’ll change. Fine?”
“Absolutely fine.” I looked around and I couldn’t think of a single change which could have been made. He had placed his record player in a prominent place and, at the moment, the LPs were filed in a large bookcase.
We spent the afternoon listening to music, making lists of urgent purchases and sorting through some bits and pieces which Mickey had been unsure as to where they should be housed. At about eight o’clock we heard a commotion below. Mickey, who, along with Lorna, also had a nosey streak, turned off both the Carl Nielsen ‘Symphony No 3’ and the lights and peered out of the window to imbibe what was happening.
“And make sure you get over here tomorrow without fail and remove that fucking fish tank,” broadcasted Lorna to Roger and the whole road. We couldn’t catch Roger’s whining reply but the sound of the front door slamming was audible enough. We could see Roger scrabbling around retrieving his scattered clothing which were decorating the steps and shrubs.
“We’d better go down and make sure Lorna’s all right.”
“You go. I’ll stay here.” There was a feeling of distaste in Mickey’s voice.
I found Lorna seething. I sat and listened as she poured out her frustrations into my ear.
So, as I semi–predicted, as soon as Mickey and I moved in, Lorna threw Roger out. As I suspected, she couldn’t get on with him any longer. I still don’t know where he went or what happened to him. Lorna certainly looked more contented but after all the recent comings and goings in her room, she appeared a little lost and lonely. I felt guilty leaving her in this state but I had my own life to lead and there was a loving young man waiting for me.
“Is she fine?” asked Mickey.
“She’ll survive.”
“Good,” he sympathised and then dropped the subject for the rest of the evening.
As we sat together on that first night I looked across at Mickey who had just put a Sibelius Symphony on his/our record player. The image of my life’s jigsaw puzzle came into my thoughts. Not only had the last piece been slotted finally into place but I could now see the full picture and understood what it all meant – well, almost. Another massive upheaval was shortly to peek over the horizon and fix its great beady eye on me.
I don’t remember too much about our first night together. Mickey’s mother had donated some sheets and blankets for her son which we happily utilised. I don’t know whether his family knew of Mickey’s orientation and he never said but the donated bedding was for a double – which we had. I know we didn’t get much actual sleep. It suddenly dawned on me that, although we had been intimate on many occasions, this would be the first time we actually slept together. “I hope you’re still a virgin,” I demanded with a smile.
“You should know.”
Soon we had to begin getting to grips with that mystical thing called cooking. Now that we were able to create and eat at home we experimented with new dishes from my well thumbed basic cook book. I say we, but it was yours truly who, again, actually put the ingredients together for our sought after delectation. Mickey was even worse than myself when I first left home. All he could make was instant coffee and even that, as I had already discovered, he managed to make it taste like mud and I won’t make the pun about it not being ground coffee! Unlike Paul, Mickey was interested and enthusiastic over this cooking lark and eagerly chopped sliced and mangled ingredients that I required for my disparate brews. Between us we managed to produce food that was both reasonably palatable and vaguely edible. All these attempts were met with either serious contemplation or uncontrollable giggles. Over the next week or so our rubbish–bin slowly received less and less of our disasters as we gradually developed our somewhat limited skills.
Despite umpteen invitations offered to my apathetic Mother, she still obstinately maintained her position and refused to visit the flat. She even disdained from being in possession of my new address. I thought it unwise to tell her that I was sharing with the young man over whom she had been so acerbic.
The same invitation was proffered to the few members of my art class with whom I had a connection. They did make the effort and at various times the odd individual arrived, complimented, drank some steadily improving coffee and left. Although Mickey had met them briefly at the art exhibition, he didn’t really know them. They all got on superbly. Mickey, as usual, said very little but listened with care and asked some questions which cut through the crap and went straight to the crux of each topic. Even I didn’t realise how much in tune with the art world he was. In his reserved way he charmed all the guests. At the next class I attended they made a point of saying how much they had enjoyed themselves and thought that Mickey was both captivating and more than a little intriguing.
I now had to be very much more circumspect about my life on the racks. Although he was innocent of it, I knew of Mickey’s view on my secret engagements. He had touched on the subject of paying for sex and he made it clear that he certainly didn’t approve. Did he suspect I was, on a part time basis, living the life he abhorred? Although I had no proof, I wondered why he was against it so much. Had he once been almost drawn into selling sex and had a bad experience? I asked him but he refused to answer. He did, though, tell me of his first gay sexual experience. He was sixteen and suspected that he was gay but he had slept with a few girls – just to be sure. He hung around with a group of homophobic friends and played along with their bigotry. One day they decided to ‘raid’ a public toilet. Mickey was sent in as a decoy and they vowed that they would join him a few minutes later to humiliate their victim. My mind shot back to the attack we rents made on our sexually doubtful copper. In Mickey’s case there was a slightly different outcome. There was a young man in the toilet and Mickey made fumbling attempts at making a pick up. Outside, his mates had thought it would be fun to leave him and not support their comrade so they melted away thinking it hilarious. Mickey was, by now being invited into the lockup. Thinking he would be rescued at any moment, he played along with his seducer. By the time he realised there would be no help forthcoming, he’d been initiated into having a homosexual encounter – and he loved it. His suspicions about himself were confirmed and he knew which path he would now follow. The next day his friends asked what happened. Mickey shrugged nonchalantly and said, “Nothing.”
“Still a virgin?” one inquired. For Mickey, my little joke when we first slept together must have appeared stale bread.
“Yep.” In one respect he was but not in another. Now he had found his sexual track, he happily walked along it and slowly gained experience. He also stopped hanging around with his narrow–minded mates.
My unexplained absences were never questioned and, whilst I was out and about, Mickey stayed in and continued to explore my L.P. collection.
There was a frightening gay guy who I knew very slightly, whom Lorna invited around to her place and Mickey and I were asked down to meet him. It was a creepy man of mixed race called Herbie. I remembered him, though he looked at me as though I were a total stranger. Every time I had come across him, an inexplicable shiver went down my spine. Sitting in the same room as he, my spine didn’t so much shiver as freeze solid. Like a defenceless animal looking into the fixed eyes of a snake, one was both repelled and fascinated by him. There were three legendary incidents which personified his character. The first was when he was at a party and sat idly strumming a guitar. A girl who was rather mouthy and over full of herself loudly criticised his playing with, “If there is one thing I cannot stand, it’s someone who thinks he can play an instrument, but can’t!” She couldn’t have known that Herbie could play the guitar with such skill that he could have easily been a professional.
He gave a slow cooked smile and stood up in a measured way and walked over to where she sat eyeing him and the guitar with a smug expression full of contempt. His face instantly switched to a cold sneer and he snarled, “Bitch!” and smashed the instrument over her head. She was knocked unconscious and bleeding. He threw down the instrument and calmly walked out leaving everyone to clear up the mess. No one dared to challenge him such was the spell his ominous aura cast over the gathering.
The second was when someone stole his rucksack. He found out who it was and went out looking for the thief. He refused to rest until he found the culprit. He finally cornered and confronted the chap in a quiet street and, in revenge, picking up the hapless youth, bodily, Herbie carried him and dropped him onto some spiked railings then, once again, calmly walked away leaving his victim impaled and screeching for rescue which eventually came through the help of a passer–by and various neighbours who were summoned by the screams. Luckily, the dull points missed the young man’s spine but damaged a lot of his internal organs. Eventually, he was able to walk again but with great pain and difficulty.
The third was when he was talking to a friend of his and the friend’s girlfriend took a joking offence at something Herbie said. She slapped his face. Herbie asked why she’d done that.
“I just love slapping men around the face – and they can’t fight back. It sends a lovely tingle through my fingers.”
“I must try it.” He then fetched her such a backhander across the face that she collapsed into a snivelling heap. “You know, you’re right,” he said to the prone figure, “it does tingle.” After that attack, I doubt if she ever slapped anyone across the face ever again.
Herbie idly rubbed his chin which was adorned with a neat goatee beard. He frowned at its lack of style and wanted to borrow a razor to restore it to the manicured state which he demanded of himself. I asked Mickey, who was sitting with us but obviously wanting to leave, if he could borrow his electric razor. “No!” was his uncompromising response and walked out. I offered him my safety razor but Herbie smiled and refused. Mickey had instantly disliked him and he made his position abundantly clear. I was worried in case there would be a flare up but Herbie was fine about the incident. He smiled at Mickey’s cheek. He seemed to know that his demeanour disturbed people and he liked to play on it. I can only assume he admired Mickey’s courage in standing up to him.             




Resurrected Demons

Over the next few weeks Lorna slipped ever further from our social circle. She began to go out more often. Perhaps having had her two guests encouraged her to seek company in the outside world. Larry also became an infrequent visitor. His reasons were somewhat different as he had found a wealthy boyfriend who took him shopping a great deal. Even though he was now ‘taken’ he still dropped tentative hints to both Mickey and I that he was available for us if we wished.
One evening, when I was out working the racks, I inadvertently bumped into Adam. This meeting almost caused my secret life to be exposed as he caught me with Paolo and Ian. I whispered to them that there was someone I knew and they peeled off from me. Luckily, Adam was so pleased to re–establish contact that he didn’t notice my two companions who were standing a little way off and wondering who the stranger was. After so long, I was pleased to see Adam. All the troubles at the flat didn’t seem that important any more. They belonged to Paul’s world. My new world was now with Mickey.
“I’m back in town and eager to get started on a new series of conquests,” he announced.
“And Henry?”
“The bastard threw me out. Some lad he was after – he told me he was in love with the kid – was not interested in him in return but went for me in a big way. Even his money couldn’t bribe the boy away. To cut a long story short, Henry got all up his own arse and sulked. We then picked up another lad and the same thing happened the result of which was that he couldn’t deal with the competition any more so she slung me out.”
“Sorry.” I didn’t know what else to say.
“Of course, it didn’t help that some cops began turning up at his place. Remember that business with them, you and Paul? Well, they must have somehow tracked me down and Henry threw a fit. To me it was no big deal but Henry didn’t see it that way. He thought that the questions were getting ever more dangerous and, being the jellyfish that he is, panicked.” I had never known him to be so candid about his life. “Anyway, I work better on my own.”
“You know that Mickey and I are now living together?”
He positively beamed. “No, I didn’t. Well, I must say that I’m delighted for you both. I knew, right from the earliest days, that you two were made for one another.”
He went on to suggest that we might all meet up sometime and could I give him our telephone number and, sometime in the future, he might phone and make arrangements.
As I readily gave him the number, I asked “Have you seen much of Paul?”
“No. Nothing. I have no idea where he is or what he’s doing.” He then had an afterthought, “I must try to get in touch.”
“If you do, give him my best, won’t you?”
“From what I hear, you already have but I’ll certainly remember you to him – if we bump into one another.”
After I left him with more vague promises of meeting up, I rushed home to tell Mickey the good news.
As I walked in and before I could say anything, a furious Mickey told me Adam had phoned.
“What? But that’s impossible. But he said that he probably wouldn’t be able to get in contact for weeks.”
“He wants to go out with me.”
“What did you say?” I was worried.
“Says I owes it to him ‘cause he introduces us and I owe him.”
“Blackmail?”
“Don’t fret, I told him where he could go. He also said things about you that were not nice.”
“Like what?”
“It don’t matter but it’s what pissed me all together. He won’t be saying those things again in a hurry.”
By now I realised that I had made a huge mistake in encouraging Adam to get in contact. Not for the first time I pondered over what had happened between those two? Mickey certainly wasn’t telling. Whatever he said to Adam must have been pretty emphatic because he never called again and he certainly was never invited around. That one casual meeting turned out to be the last time I either saw or heard from him.
Sad to say, I wasn’t exactly faithful to Mickey. One day, whilst he was visiting his family, I picked up a short, camp, sweet youth and took him back to the flat. After we’d had a fairly unmemorable encounter he told me that he was an ice skater. When he saw the collection of records, he asked if there was a piece of music he could use for his routine.
“It has to be violent because my set is full of anger and passion – just like me!”
I didn’t agree but said nothing. I suggested he tried Stravinsky’s ‘Le Sacre du Printemps’. I played him a portion of it and his eyes shone with delight. As he left, I gave him the record as a present. As I never saw him again, I don’t know if he ever used it.
About a month later, just as I thought my life was all signed, sealed and decidedly settled, Sheba managed to leave me pole axed.
“I have good news and bad news – good news for me but bad for you,” she began.
We were alone and Sheba sat on our flat’s oversized sofa and I parked myself beside her and sat there listening dumbly as she enthusiastically dispatched her news.
She had decided that her massive personality had outgrown our parochial citadel and it was now time for her to move on to feeding grounds new. Secretly, she’d maintained and developed the contact she had recently made with her sister. Sally lived in an enormous flat in London and Sheba decided she was going to move down there and to wave her hometown a two fingered ‘Goodbye’.
“You will come and visit me, won’t you?” This was delivered more as a challenged ultimatum than a request.
“Love to,” was all I could come up with.
“Well, my dear, I must go. I have lots to arrange.”
“When are you thinking of leaving?”
“Not thinking but doing – a week from today. It’ll be farewell to the drab and dingy and hello to the brilliant and beautiful. I’ve already chucked in my notice.”
“You’re really going so soon?” I don’t think I managed to hide both my surprise and disappointment.
“The sooner the better as far as I’m concerned.” She opened the flat door. “’Bye, Carl. I’ll come and see you before I leave.”
“But we’ll see one another in work.”
“No. I mean, properly.” There was a great significance in her tone.
After she had left, I merely lay back and stayed there in a petrified state with my mind utterly befuddled. I couldn’t believe it. Sheba had been such an important part of my life during my mid to late teenage years. She had been the shoulder upon which I had rested for comfort and cried on in my moments of melancholy. Her down–to–earth view of life often made me take a more sober look at my own. I tried to imagine what my existence would be like without her. A vital emotional limb of mine was being ruthlessly amputated and there was nothing I could do to prevent it. Selfishly, I felt that I was being betrayed by one of my closest and dearest friends. I remained stretched out on the sofa for about half an hour in my mesmeric state when Mickey came home. He took one look and came over to hold me.
“Something happened?”
I told him. Putting his own feelings to one side, Mickey gave me some extra hugs and said, “You’ll still see her. Loads. I’ll be sure to make it happen.”
Every workday’s lunchtime we made sure that we were free to eat together. She asked if I would be at home on the Friday evening as she wanted to come around and say our goodbyes properly.
Every Friday Mickey worked late and didn’t get home before nine at the earliest. For old time’s sake, Sheba and I had a farewell sex session where, because my mind was otherwise engaged, I could hardly perform and the whole thing was a bit of a disaster. Mickey arrived home and quickly sussed that intimacy had taken place in his absence but, as it was Sheba, he didn’t mind.
Eventually, the evening came to an end and there were sad hugs and goodbyes from me and a firm, restrained and unspoken good riddance from Mickey.
After she left, Mickey came over and sat on my lap. He twiddled with my hair and stroked my face. He knew what a massive wrench was being applied to my life. I smiled reassuringly to show that all was well and that we were still secure in our relationship. That night I slept poorly.
By the next morning I had managed to get my head into some sort of order and, with very little effort on my part and a lot of understanding on Mickey’s I put aside my gloom and began to buck up.
Even though we had vowed to keep in touch and exchange visits, when she left, I realised that I’d probably never see either her or her smiling face ever again. It seemed that the end of one more part of my life was coming to a close. This was true, but eventually it was to open another door to even better things.
Almost as soon as Sheba had left, Lorna began to have serious problems. She started a brief but intense and tempestuous love affair with a married woman called Claire which, right from the very start, was doomed to utter failure. The woman was indeed a lesbian but felt it was her Catholic duty to stay with her husband and children. Lorna couldn’t accept this as she wanted Claire all to herself.
I only met Claire once. It was at a party. Lorna knew Claire would be there and wanted go as it would give her an opportunity to meet up with the love of her life. She asked me to accompany her to give some emotional and moral support. Mickey was also invited but literally turned up his nose at the prospect of attending a party of any description let alone one with Lorna in attendance.
All would have been reasonably well if it wasn’t for the fact that Claire was there with another woman and it was fairly obvious that they were more than simply friends. Lorna wanted to go up to Claire and talk things over but felt intimidated by Claire’s companion who looked like a woman who was not to be trifled with. It was almost the repeat of Roger’s dilemma with his belovéd Richard.
We spent an uncomfortable hour with Lorna trying to look unconcerned and Claire being loudly happy. Eventually Lorna couldn’t take any more and we left. She tried to catch Claire’s eye to wave goodbye but the object of her infatuation totally ignored her and deliberately turned her back on the suffering Lorna.
Back in her room, I stayed with Lorna for about an hour until she insisted that I return to Mickey. I am ashamed to say that, once I was in our flat, her problems completely slipped away from my thoughts and concerns.
Unlike Roger, who, with some help, finally managed to come to terms with his loss, Lorna couldn’t cope with hers at all and totally fell to pieces. She expected all her friends to show help and understanding but few did.
As gently as I could, I reminded Lorna of the cold attitude she had shown to Roger during his love crisis. Surely, I continued, she now must have some idea of how he had felt. She thought for a moment then claimed that “This is different.” To me, it wasn’t. Over the next three days she sank even deeper into depression. Even Mickey expressed concern over her mental state.
At work, on the fourth day, I felt ill so I asked and was granted permission to leave early. Before I went up to our flat I knocked on Lorna’s door to tell her I was home and to check up on her. There was no answer. I knocked again. This time I heard a faint but distinctive moan. Fortunately, Lorna never locked her door so I was able to gain easy access. She was lying on the floor with an empty tub of pills was beside her. I tried to read the label on the container but the information was altogether incomprehensible to me. I gently shook her and attempted to find out what she had taken. I could get no sense. I phoned for an ambulance and returned to her side to try, with great difficulty, to keep her conscious. Although they were probably very quick, to me, the ambulance took an eternity to arrive. As soon as the emergency attendants began to manhandle her into a portable chair, Lorna revived a little. “Sorry,” managed to escape from her lips. Because I wasn’t a relative, I was not allowed to accompany her. The ambulance workers told me where they would take her and that I was not to worry.
I don’t think this attempt to take her own life was a cry for help, I think she actually did intend to end it all. She knew that the house would be empty and my arrival was simply fortuitous. I came to the conclusion that it was unhealthy for Lorna to live alone. Her solitude allowed her too much time to brood and to let any problem fester.
As I was feeling too rough to go immediately to the hospital to make sure she was comfortable, it wasn’t until the following day that I went to visit her.
I approached her bed and saw that, although looking extremely tired, she was sitting up. A visitor was already in attendance. I drew nearer to the bed and Lorna smiled and gave a half hearted wave. The other visitor rose and turned towards me. To my utter amazement, I found myself face to face with Zenda.
I never found out how they knew one another. Lorna was depressed. She tried to explain why she’d done it. I didn’t understand. Suddenly, in the middle of our attempts at cheering her up she turned her head to Zenda and said, “You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”
“Yes.”
She gently touched the wrist on Zenda’s left arm. “Are they fully healed?” Zenda nodded. “Come on, show me.” He threw me an uncertain glance and drew back both his cuffs and revealed nasty scarring on both wrists. I stared at the scars in utter disbelief. Why had I never noticed them before?
I found it hard to believe that Zenda, of all people would try to end his own life. From what I knew of him, he was far too level headed for such an action.
When the visiting hour was over, at Zenda’s request, we stopped off for a coffee in a local café. We found a quiet corner and, with little prompting, I became his confessor.
He told me that a couple of years ago he had fallen for a married copper who wouldn’t leave his wife. This policeman had a sadistic streak – both mentally as well as physically. He enjoyed the anguish which he deliberately caused the lad. When Zenda was told that he was going to be deserted by his unpredictable lover, he pleaded and begged for them to stay together. This seemed to rile the copper and he hit Zenda repeatedly, then left the panic–stricken youth to his own devices. Zenda, with hardly a second thought, used the copper’s cut–throat razor, which he kept for when he stayed with Zenda to have humiliating sex, to hack away at his wrists.
“Don’t tell me the man is Pavel.” I asked.
“No, no! Pavel was my saviour.”
Luckily he was found by Andy who, true to form, sorted everything out and not only saved Zenda’s life but gave him the strength to end his destructive relationship. It was Andy who introduced Zenda to Pavel and the matching couldn’t have been better. The policeman tried to re-establish his relationship with Zenda but, somehow, nothing came of it. Pavel, rather disturbingly, assured Zenda that he would never have to be bothered by his molester ever again – and he wasn’t. Zenda ended his story by emitting a shuddering sigh.
“Right,” he said, “that’s the end of my misery. Let’s talk of happier things.” And we did.
After this revelation, I viewed Zenda with even greater respect than before.
As soon as I could, I asked Andy about Zenda’s suicide attempt. He asked how I knew about it. “Zenda told me himself.”
“It’s all in the past. Let it rest.”
“But you...”
“Carl, let it rest. Zenda is going forward with his life so let’s leave the sleeping dogs alone, eh?”             




Riding the Whirlwind

Mickey and I were settling ever more comfortably into our new flat and quickly developed a pleasing and contented routine both at home and in our respective work places. My feelings for this gentle soul were getting ever deeper. I often caught him staring at me. When I questioned him about this he smiled and mumbled something about his life being perfect and he must keep looking at me to check that it wasn’t all a dream.
Our efforts at cooking were steadily improving but there were still some happy disasters in the kitchen like the time when we went out forgetting that there were some potatoes boiling away on the gas ring. They boiled dry, burned and adding the final insult to the mess, the saucepan decided to allow its base to melt and weld itself onto the ring. Even the metal working Mickey couldn’t repair this particular damage.
Also, the kitchen had a nasty habit of seriously flooding. It sometimes spread through into the bedroom. I think it was a leaking pipe but our dear landlord would do nothing about it. Mickey told me that he knew how to fix it but he was damned if he was going to sort it out. It wasn’t his job. We managed to get hold of some short planks of wood and constructed a makeshift duckboard. It was strange to walk around the flat in the nude, except for a pair of wellies. In my other life, we could have made an interesting joint booking.
Something bothered me a little. All our visitors were either friends of mine or ones we had developed together. I asked Mickey about people he knew from his past and why they never socialised with us. I assured him that they would be most welcome to pop around at any time.
“Don’t have any. Not int’rested,” he dismissed. “Yours is better.”
There was another change I began to notice, this time, about myself. Because of Mickey’s taciturn demeanour, I was forced into starting and continuing conversations. I was beginning to find my own voice and speak out for myself more and more. Because of my mother’s influence, I tended to be the listener and only commented when I felt the need or desire.
With Mickey’s active encouragement, I continued going to Art School. He was so enthusiastic about my work that it became embarrassing. He would love to sit watching me as I scratched away with a pencil or smeared and daubed with a paint brush. He went through all my previous work with a hunger that was highly complementary.
My visits to the racks had almost come to a complete standstill. Now, every time I went down there, my jocular friends took great delight in taking me for a trick.
“Watch this one. He’s kinky and the fucker always tries to get away without paying.” Some of the newer rents, who didn’t know me, thought that my friends were serious and avoided me.
Ian and Jacko were particularly keen on exploiting the situation whereas Andy merely commented, “Hi, stranger,” and we carried on as if I had never been away. Paolo became ever more distant as he took my absenteeism personally and believed that I was somehow betraying my calling.
I also managed to keep the other strands of my life wound together with priority given to Marti and especially Dave. My mother’s allocation of my time continued as before with ever more resentment building on her part. Over the months, Lorna had cut herself off from us. I suspect that she knew that Mickey was not exactly enamoured of her so she stayed out of our way. Larry’s relationship with his rich boyfriend continued to grow and they were hardly apart. I wondered why Larry still maintained his room as he was hardly ever there.
All this continued for another couple of months, then there began yet another chain of events which would utterly tear apart the simple aspirations I had begun to expect for my life.
Sheba, quite out of the blue, came clunking and thumping back into my life. She phoned me up. Apparently, she was up from London on an infrequent flying visit to see her parents. She insisted that it was imperative – a matter of life and death – she sees both Mickey and I. As I had anticipated, since Sheba had removed herself to the big smoke and had become involved in her new life, we had indeed lost all contact. On her brief return, she soon found out, with a mutual friend’s assistance that Mickey and I still lived at our old address. From her telephone voice, she sounded in bouncingly good health.
“So, you’re still living above Lorna, are you?” There was a slight judder in her enthusiasm.
“Yes.”
“Is she in at the moment?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “D’you want me to go and see?”
“No!” Her response was so violent; I had to hold the receiver away from my ear. “I’ll risk it and come over to see you. I won’t have time to see her.”
“Would you rather meet elsewhere?”
“Not really. Is Mickey in?”
“He’s sat beside me. Why?”
“I need to talk to you both.”
“About what?”
She hesitated slightly, “I can’t tell you over the phone. It must be face to face.”
“Can’t you give even the smallest hint?” I persisted.
“No. Sorry, love. See you in about half an hour,” and before I could get her to give anything away, down went her receiver. To put it mildly, Mickey was a little unhappy about her visit but, for my sake, went along with it. He was torn between joy for me and muted apprehension for himself. For some reason, there was something about Sheba he still didn’t like. Was it the fact that we were once involved? There was no point in asking him as I knew he would simply clam up and give me one of his enigmatic gazes.
Naturally, I was overjoyed at the prospect of seeing her after, what seemed to me, so long a break.
When she arrived, Sheba didn’t just ring the front door bell but decided to drain the national grid. If she wanted to avoid seeing Lorna, she wasn’t going about it the right way. Sheba was in a whirlwind of enthusiasm.
Even before we’d exchange hugs and sat down, she was raving about London. To her, it was the most wonderful place on Earth – not that she’d ever travelled anywhere else. Indeed, her life changing move to the Big Smoke had been her first excursion away from our city.
Looking at her, I recognised the signs only too well. I knew precisely what was coming. The ‘matter of life and death’ wasn’t quite going to match the apparent urgency of her phone call.
“Carl, you’d be in your element up there. There’s everything you could ever want – and in spades!” she raved.
‘…and in spades’? What sort of remark was that? We soon found out. The Cod–Americanisms came thick and fast – and stemmed from the fact that she worked in an American style fast food pizza café in West London run by a couple “who hailed one fall from way down Texas way! You’d just love them to bits.” I half expected her to add – “Yee–ha, ye’awll” and fire off a baccy flavoured globule into a brass spittoon. As with everything she embraced, she threw herself into the American idiom with alacrity. She was being more American than most Americans I have ever met either before or since. She was developing the accent and the attitudes. Her description of London sounded too attractive to be true. She painted a picture of heaven. Knowing my love of the arts, she wasted no time in extolling the virtues of the galleries, concert halls and opera houses which, according to her, littered every street and square in the capital. Why was she telling me all this? As if I didn’t know. Very soon my suspicions proved correct. “Both of you must move to London,” she flourished. “The whole place could have been built for the pair of you.” And there we had it. I should have known that she’d egg me on into throwing away my slowly settling life and embark on the gamble of an uncertain future.
“It all sounds a bit too good to be true,” I almost whispered. “Do I want to give up what I have and move to a strange city?”
“But you know it. You’ve been there.”
“Only on a stop–over on my trip.”
“That’s enough, surely.” She always managed to make the illogical completely logical. I felt badgered and confused. Sheba was pressing all the right buttons but my natural reticence made a nasty smudge on the rosy picture she painted.
“It certainly sounds tempting,” I mused. “The only thing is...”
She must have heard the doubt in my voice for she coiled and struck again. Sheba told me that she was sharing, with her long lost sister, a vast flat in West London. It was, she boasted, within easy access to an Underground Station that would whisk me speedily and smoothly away into Central London any time I felt the need to have cultural satisfaction. To add further spice into the inviting mixture, she told us that she had already spoken to Sally to see if Mickey and I could stay with them for a while until we found our feet and a place of our own. There was no problem, of course.
“Are you sure?”
“You bet hon.”
‘Hun?’ I thought. Mickey started to chortle. He’d not said a word since Sheba had launched into her public relations bombardment. The fact that this lecture was aimed wholly in my direction didn’t exactly help him to make any contribution to the debate.
I was getting half – well, three quarters – all right, ninety nine per cent tempted.
Like a bloodhound on full alert she sank in her teeth by adding that we should throw everything in and accompany her back to London.
Knowing that Sheba had a tendency to act without bothering with all those little irritating things called ‘details’, I was worried. Was she, in truth, simply offering us a place to stay and then, only after we agreed, actually sort it out with her sister later?
If she saw any doubt in my face, she chose to ignore it. “So, when are you coming up?” She stared, questioningly, at me – waiting for my immediate answer.
I looked over to Mickey. His eyes were luminous. “Mickey and I will have to talk it over.” His eyes shone even more and he nodded.
“You must let me know as soon as you can.”
To get her obsessed mind onto something else, I asked if she’d had second thoughts about going down to visit Lorna.
“I’d really rather not.” Although there was a finality in her delivery, I was determined not to let the subject drop and I got her to got her to tell all. Mickey, realising the conversation had taken a new route which totally disinterested him, excused himself and went off into the bedroom to leave Sheba and I the space to talk things over.
After a long, internal dialogue with herself, Sheba finally admitted that, just after she had met Lorna, they had indulged in a brief affair. Sheba was certain that she didn’t have any lesbian feelings but, because she was fascinated by the male gay world in which she was now getting involved, she wanted to make certain. Sheba had found the whole experience interesting but hardly fulfilling and it managed to leave her feeling curiously guilty. To confuse matters even further Lorna assumed that Sheba had discovered her true feelings and foresaw a rosy future for both of them. Faced with such emotional pressure, Sheba backed away and found excuses not to visit Lorna. It was at this point when it hit me that, during my stay in Lorna’s room, Sheba had never visited. Life in Lorna’s had been so full and chaotic, I hadn’t registered this absence. When Sheba left for London, she couldn’t even bring herself to say ‘Good bye’ to her once closest of friends.
As the evening wore on, Sheba appeared reluctant to leave. To my utter consternation, Mickey proposed that she stay the night.
“Is that all right with you two? I don’t want to intrude.”
Sheba was certainly getting very broad minded because, that night all three of us ‘slept’ together in the same double bed. Thinking back on the event, I am surprised that none of us considered it strange that the sleeping arrangements could be so easily accepted and acted upon.
Much to my amusement, to get on the better side of Mickey, Sheba tried to use all her wiles to seduce the poor chap. As she started to get to work on him, Mickey and I exchanged a look. I have never seen anyone present such an expression as Mickey wore. It was a combination of panic, shock and glinting amusement. He appeared both repulsed and beguiled by what was happening to him.
As what was being attempted by Sheba didn’t bother me, I mouthed, ‘Good luck’ to Mickey and turned away to leave them to it and tried to get some sleep. Although he could have easily performed, his slight distaste for Sheba, though somewhat mollified, could not be diluted so, eventually, Sheba was forced to give up on him and to start on me. As this new development got underway, Mickey was determined not to be left out so, much to my glee; I had the two of them servicing all my needs and desires. It felt great as they were almost going into competition with one another as to who was the most skilled at satisfying me.
The following morning I, once again, tried to repair the tear in the relationship between Sheba and Lorna. I offered to go down and let Lorna know Sheba was there so that they could, at least, acknowledge that the other existed. Still Sheba wouldn’t hear of it. I had to admit defeat and let the whole subject drop.
After a late breakfast, we lounged about talking inconsequentially about nothing in particular. Mickey noticeably warmed towards Sheba and even managed the occasional contribution to the gossiping. By lunchtime she had to leave and ‘return to the smog’ so I crept downstairs to try and ascertain whether Lorna was around so Sheba could slip out unnoticed. There was no sign of her so Sheba could make her exit in a vaguely dignified way. There were lots of hugs and kisses – even between Mickey and her – and vows that Mickey and I would talk over the previous evening’s offer and let her know.
“We’ll be in touch.” I said as she gave us her sister’s address – again.
“If not, I certainly will.”
After she’d departed, in another whirlwind of significance, Mickey and I flopped down onto the sofa to recover a little from the maelstrom Sheba had discharged.
After about ten minutes I thought that something must be said. “Well, Mickey, my lad, what shall we do?”
“Simple. We go.” He then moved over to put on a record. As far as he was concerned, the subject was completely done and dusted.
“Is it really as simple as all that?”
“When she first said, I was septical.”
“Sceptical,” I corrected.
“That’s it – septical,” he persisted, “but then I thought it was a good idea. What’s there to stop us?” He went on and on and it became clear that he was ragingly enthusiastic over the prospect of moving to the British centre of the Arts. “I’d be happy to pack up and go now – like what Sheba said.”
“I’m not so sure. You don’t know Sheba like I do. The whole idea might have been a spur of the moment kind of thing and there may be no substance to her offer.”
“It sounded real to me,” he said earnestly.
“Yes. That’s the sort of vocal trick she’s very good at performing. Believe me, it could all well be a lot of smoke without a trace of fire.”
As the opening of Janáček’s ‘Taras Bulba’ sounded, I ruminated over my future. What Sheba was proposing, with the assistance of an ardently forceful Mickey, was going to be a huge jump into the unknown – the biggest blindfolded leap that I had ever made in the whole of my eighteen years. Leaving home for my various flat lives would be as nothing up to this almighty plunge. Did I have the courage? With Mickey beside me I decided that it would, indeed, be possible.
“I’m still worried that London is too big. I’d feel lost.”
Mickey became serious. “You won’t. I’ve been there. Lots. It’s easy to get to know.”
“When did you ever go down there?”
“All the time. I got a working knowhow of the place. Even the Underground is easy. Don’t you worry, I’ll look after you.” He went on to explain that he used to go down there to attend concerts and exhibitions – also, I suspect, it was to have some anonymous and uncomplicated sex. When he’d finished with these revelations he seemed to dismiss the whole subject from his mind and returned his attention to the music.
This was neither the first nor last time in our relationship that Mickey managed to astonish me, thus causing me, each time, to look at him in a totally different light.
In my usual sceptical way, once the stylus had lifted from the L.P., I proceeded to put a dampener on the whole thing by hinting that once Sheba was back in London, she’d soon forget all about it and we would be left in limbo.
“She won’t, will she?”
“As I said, you don’t know her like I do. She is adorable but she sometimes has a butterfly for a brain.”
Mickey didn’t so much look disappointed as utterly destroyed by my comments.




Bright Lights – Big City

Pretty soon I was proved totally wrong when, on the Saturday following her departure, a letter arrived from Sheba telling us that everything was firmed up with Sally and, “You can both shift your arses and get up here A. S. A. P.” It was all right for her but how the hell were we going to do that? To me, my cautious nature bellowed at me that it was a nigh on impossible task. Not so for Mickey who still couldn’t understand why we didn’t simply pack up and leave there and then.
“But there would be so much to arrange and plan and in far too short a time.” If only we had a time machine which could be programmed to whisk both us and our goods off to London in one easy flash. This fictional machine would also come in handy if we then changed our minds and could be utilised into transporting us back to our home town.
It was difficult trying to talk things over with Mickey as he put down all my fears and objections with an indulgent smile and shrug.
“I wish you’d talk to me.”
“I don’t know why yer worried. It’d all work out fine.”
All that week we touched constantly on the subject. Mickey’s unshakable confidence was beginning to feed into my little brain and I began to be seduced into the prospect of making the great leap.
“But what if...” I started for the umpteenth time.
“We’ll manage,” was his constant reassurance.
“But...”
“Carl, I tell you – there’s no problem. It’s all in your head. Let just get our acts together and just fucking well do it!” At this, I burst out laughing. Mickey rarely swore.
On the Saturday of the weekend following the momentous arrival of Sheba’s fateful written summons I faced another of my pesky Rubicons when, finally beaten down by Mickey’s simple but powerfully effective logic, I began to accept the fact that there was a distinct possibility that we could be deserting the environs that had nurtured me and we would be emigrating to the capital.
That night I slept poorly and our discussions, strobe–like, went on throughout the whole time we were in bed. He didn’t object that I kept waking him as yet another jitter burst upon my mind that I wanted quelling. I think that both Mickey and I knew that the iron was now so hot that it was up to us to make that decision as to whether we would strike it or let the thing go cold.
The Sunday began with the subject of the move being avoided like the proverbial plague. We played music, ate and lounged. Throughout the day, like a giant vulture, the subject of the move hovered threateningly over our thoughts. That evening, it was Mickey who decided that we needed to talk and face our problem head on and sort it out, finally and decisively as to what the fuck we were going to do. Our expressed thoughts went back and forth for hours and we still had not managed to arrive at a mutually satisfactory conclusion. Mickey was still optimistic whereas I still managed to find faults in everything.
Just after Midnight, the hammer blow of fate intervened and fell, struck and instantly demolished all certainty that nothing would change. After a pause, I turned to Mickey, “Okay, let’s do it!”
“What? Go to London?” He was staring at me with an intensity which I could almost touch.
“No, idiot, scratch each other’s arses and whistle ‘Dixie’.” The shout of joy he emitted was so loud I half expected Lorna and Larry to bash on their ceilings with a couple of brooms. With great determination, Mickey instantly deserted me and swept out of the lounge and into the bedroom.
“Where are you going?” I yelled.
“To pack!” he bawled out for all the World to hear.
Dragging him back into the lounge, I managed to get Mickey’s mind on the practicalities of the next step in our impending exodus.
The iron was no longer hot but plainly melting in the heat of our mutual furnace. Within the next nine hours we could both be handing in our respective notices and be prepared to suffer the consequences of our action. I was about to disconnect myself from the job I had endured since leaving school. I knew, backwards, all the procedures and routines of the department in which I worked ever since I had been forced into the career I didn’t seek. ‘Hang on a sec’, I thought to myself. ‘What am I thinking? ‘Endured’ was the right label for it! I hadn’t wanted the fucking job in the first place so what the hell was I complaining about?’ It was my mother’s gloomy shadow that still shaded my life. This was a sobering thought. Did I have any loyalty to my employers? Did they deserve it?
Strangely, for the few hours of sleep which were left to us before we awoke to begin our five days of toil, I embraced Morpheus who responded with balmy visions of a golden future full of music, art and contentment.
On that fateful Monday morning, Mickey said he was going to hand in his notice and put me on my sacred honour to do likewise “– or else!” He winked. I think that he still had nagging doubts that I might not go through with our deal. Talk about blackmail.
I made the short bus journey deep in thought. Shall I? Shan’t I? With a slight variation, I felt like the little train in Disney’s ‘Dumbo’ who puffed, “I think I can, I thought I could...” etcetera, etcetera, etcetera (to quote ‘The King and I’). Musicals? Naturally, being Gay, I loved the Classics!
During the short walk from the bus stop to my place of purgatory, I glanced up at the sky. Heavy grey clouds shrouded both the city and my life. What to do? A light rain began to fall. Was this some sort of malevolent omen? Did it signify that I would be crying in utter despair before the chain of events had been completed?
Sitting at my desk, it was impossible to start my daily tasks immediately. Without focussing on anything, I stared vacantly for about an hour making a great show of flapping bits of paper around in an effort to look furiously busy.
One thought persisted in dominating my speculations – was Mickey altogether serious? Was he going to wait and see if I went through with our agreement before handing in his own resignation for real?
About eleven, my boss’s phone rang – it was for me. I ignored yet another fixed glare from him.
It was Mickey. “I’ve all done and finished with work. It’s all final. I hope you ‘ave as well!”
“Yes,” I lied. “Why, did you think I wouldn’t?”
“Yes!” came the short reply. “That’s why I’m phoning.”
As soon as I put down the receiver, I sat at my desk for a moment, with the ‘Shall I. Shan’t I’ voice returning and making an even more insistent brouhaha in my reeling brain. I pulverized my still hot iron with my hammer of fate and turned my lie to Mickey into my own truth. I stood, went over to my boss and verbally gave a week’s notice, “…because I’m going to leave here and I’ll be moving to London.” Although I was shaking inside I even managed to raise a grin. So, the deed was done. There was very little chance of return. Rubicon, you have been well and truly crossed and I won’t need to look back any more onto the other bank.
After his initial shock, my boss was sympathetic. “Well, we certainly can’t compete with that, can we?”
I couldn’t resist it – “And I won’t be needing to use the phone anymore, either” I actually received from him a warm smile in an acknowledgement of my little joke.
From that moment on, I began to work off my week’s notice. News of my resignation went around the office in a flash and I had to answer many questions as to my reasons. As soon as I mentioned Sheba’s name and it was with her that I would be staying, I received many knowing smirks.
That evening, with Mickey’s enthusiastic blessing, I dashed off a quick note to Sheba to update her on our progress by saying everything was in place and we should be arriving in ten days – subject to arranging help in transporting both us and our possessions to London. We then spent a glorious evening making speculative plans and thinking of all the things we could see and do. I think Mickey wanted to stay on the subject for as long as possible so that I would finally convince myself that we really were doing the right thing and I had no cause to be worried.
The following evening I went on the delicate mission to say farewell to my mother. Knocking to summon her to the door of my first home, I wondered how long it would be before I would stand there again. As soon as I walked through the door, she knew that there was something important going on and that I needed to talk about it. She accepted my news with resignation. For one of the first times, in my experience, she barely had an opinion on something. Even though it was offered, she still didn’t want to know my future address or anything about my plans. Indeed, she didn’t even seem to care about when I was actually planning to leave. In her own way, I think she was upset I was going but it was beneath her dignity to show it. She didn’t want to make herself vulnerable by revealing that she was human. “You go and do whatever you want. You always have,” was all she said on the matter. She wouldn’t even allow herself to either hug or kiss me – let alone wish me well. Did I honestly expect more? Not really. Once she found out I was going to be with Sheba and Mickey, she emitted a disparaging and highly audible grunt. As far as she was concerned, I was choosing to go with two of the worst people in the whole world and we were all being catapulted headlong on a bumpy ride into a moral inferno.
The next evening Mickey had arranged to go around to his parents’ place to deliver the news of our expedition so I took the opportunity to sneak away and seek out my rent friends and tell them my news and bid them farewell. Although they didn’t know Mickey, they knew that I was seeing someone on a more than casual basis. Instead of jumping for joy and being thrilled on our behalf that we were changing the course of our lives, they merely sniffed in a sort of indifferent and bored unison. They were singularly unimpressed with our plans.
“Yeh, yeh, yeh, we know. We’ve heard it all before.”
“Lots of us go down there. It never works out for no one.”
“Far too much competition, my dear.”
“It ain’t paved with fucking gold, you know?”
“You’ll soon get fed up and come wiggling back.”
After some searching I finally managed to track down Andy. The moment he heard what I was up to, he frowned.  “Carl, I honestly think you are about to make a huge mistake.” Great – so much for his vote of confidence and a happy (or sad – either would have been nice) send off.
Zenda was even more difficult to find. It wasn’t until I went to ‘The Steps’ that I found him lurking at the bottom and I was able to corner him. He greeted me with a huge smile, hug and a, “So, you’re moving to London.”
“How the fuck did you know that?”
“You always did underestimate the grapevine.”
“I suppose you’re also going to tell me that I’m chasing a pipe dream.”
“Not at all. I wish I had the courage to do what you’re doing. I’d leave these bitches like a shot but Pavel wants this place as a base and there’s no arguing with me ‘usband, is there?”
“All the rest say...”
“Carl, do yerself a favour. Forget all those unfeeling sluts! You get off and do your own thing and leave the rest to stew and screw themselves stupid.”
“Thank you,” I was so delighted with the reception I was receiving, I gave him a huge and lingering hug.
“’ere, watch it. People will think we’re an affair.”
The whole gang at art school were far more effervescent. They clapped me on the back and wished me, “Good luck.” My teacher took me to one side and warned, “If you give up your work, I’ll seek you out and make your life a living hell!” He then gave me such a robust embrace that it would have made a grizzly bear envious. As a going away gift he selected from his well stocked and stacked bookshelf a worthy book on the History of Art and presented it to me with great pomp and ceremony. The class applauded – I felt a fool and beetled off as quickly as I could before I could become too choked up and begin shedding tears for these dear friends.
Saying goodbye to all my work colleagues was less difficult. They had organised a little farewell treat of a mini drink up at the local pub. They collected together and bought me the complete recording of Wagner’s ‘Tristan und Isolde’ under Wilhelm Furtwängler. I still have it – although, it has recently been replaced with a copy on CD. I still think of them every time I put it on. I still wonder how they knew what to buy me. It was the consummate parting gift. When they asked to see the records, they blinked and hastily changed the subject. “I’m sure it’s very good and that you must like it but I can’t even understand the title, let alone what it’s all about.”
“It’s fantastic. Perfect.” This seemed to satisfy them and they left me to gawp at the box set of records.
As my mother’s total lack of interest as to the imminent fate of her son had been so complete I gave her very little thought. That she hadn’t even asked me to make her house my last place of call made me slightly resentful – but only very slightly. It was plain that she considered that she’d said her goodbyes and that nothing more would be required.
The day before Mickey and I were due to leave, I made a last, solitary journey around my old haunts. Even though I was eager to leave my Dirty, Old Town, I moved sadly from place to place with both a heavy heart and tread. I tried to view each place as if I had never seen it before and was wandering through a dream – or, in some cases, a nightmare. Strange feelings assailed me as I attempted to call to mind my first time of seeing each of these places and all that had happened there since those early days.
In The Green Goddess, I mentioned my move to Renata but I don’t think she fully understood that I wouldn’t be back. She kept insisting that, “I’ll see you witha your ritorno.”
She shouted something to her cup wielding husband which, I presume was to tell him of the news. He looked at me and gave a merest hint of a nod, “Grazie,” was his only comment but that one word, spoken gently, communicated volumes.
‘Hell’ had not exactly frozen over but it was beginning to be built upon. Renovations had begun on the houses which flanked the open space and there were diggers and goodness knows what parked around the place. I couldn’t help but notice that the cottage, Jacko’s favourite place, had been closed prior to what looked like a demolition job.
On the way back to the main road, I entered that ruined church where Andy had first instructed me on being a Rent Boy. It was still there and in all its ruinous state. The grounds were even more overgrown but I managed to locate the chunk of fallen masonry which had been my early school room. The memory of Andy with his bright red jeans came back and, for a moment, tears came to my eyes. I then pulled myself together and made a dignified exit.
When I told the brothers in ‘Alfio’s’, they gave one another a look and simultaneously deserted their places from behind their counter and gave me a united hug and a complimentary cup of coffee.
“Want to go into ‘Calcutta’ – just for old time’s sake?” said Alfio.
Carlo shook the room’s cash box, “We’ll even pay you extra.”
I smiled. “I think I’ll give it a miss, thanks.”
As I was about to leave they blasted out loudly an operatic farewell from a work I didn’t recognise but it did include a lot of addios.
I felt the sudden urge to go and visit ‘Bongos’ and see Simmi for the last time. It was just my sodding luck that he was enjoying a day off. Although I thought that I’d said good bye to the rents, I happened to bump into Andy who was there, sitting on a bar stool and scoping the area for trade. He must have considered his previous reaction to my news for, this time, he was more sympathetic. In front of the whole club he threw caution to the wind and gave me a sincere and warm clinch that included the tenderest of kisses. After wishing me well, he left. I hung on for a while slurping a beer then began to make my way back to the flat. I realised that there was a strange symmetry with this meeting as, all those years ago, Andy was the first rent I got to know and he would be the last I would see.
The last call I made was to see Marti and our Little One. It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it was going to be. On hearing my news she started to laugh.
I smiled back in wonder. “What?”
“Oh, Carl, this is so funny.”
“What?” I repeated.
“My father’s ill and my family want me to go back home to live. I won’t of course but, in a couple of week’s time, I’m moving to London myself so I can catch easy flights back to Italy. I had been wondering how I was going to break the news to you.” In relief, I held on to her for ages. We were both crying with joy. We exchanged addresses. After picking up Dave, I gave the little one a kiss and left.
‡‡‡
As neither of us were drivers, we arranged for two of our avuncular friends to hire a van on our behalf and drive us to London and they would then return with the van and post the deposit on to us. We offered them some money for their efforts but they refused. Perhaps they were glad to see the back of us. (Only joking!)
The morning of our embarkation arrived. On the previous evening Lorna had climbed the stairs and made her only visit to our flat. She was there to wish us well.
“I won’t come out tomorrow to see you off. I hate things like that so this is my good bye.” Even Mickey received and managed to accept a brief kiss from her. My embrace was a little longer but she was obviously too upset to stay and left almost immediately.
I was amazed how much junk we’d gathered in the way of possessions. With great ingenuity, we only just managed to cram everything into the van. After loading and returning the keys to the landlord, we all piled in the van and it moved away. I glanced up at Lorna’s window. The curtains were shut but I’m sure I saw them move slightly.
As we drove through the city centre, I half hoped that there was going to be a surprise farewell from the rents. I’m not sure in what form it could have taken – perhaps a drive pass through a fluttering arch of pink chiffon. But, as it turned out, as we sped down the road towards the suburbs, there was a great fat Zero.
As we drove out, Mickey and I looked back at the receding city. I think we hoped that our friends were going to form an avenue of waving arms. I still clung on to the hope that the boys had found out my route and there would be something – anything to mark this momentous occasion. Still, nothing! It was as if we were creeping away with our tails between our legs.
Thus, Mickey and I left the city, not with a butch bang, but with more of a camp sigh.
The drive to London was light hearted but there was a tinge of melancholy in everything that was spoken.
When we arrived at Sheba’s we were greeted with food, drink and a boisterous reunion. The finality of our decision really hit home. Our two drivers, as soon as we had unloaded everything, left immediately as they had a long drive back.
When we received the deposit for the van hire – there was a short note inside wishing us well. That simple envelope was the last communication we ever received from any of our friends. It was as if that whole part of my life had closed down and received a gigantic full stop. I felt that I was no longer that naïve Street Kid who had ventured out into an unknown world with wide eyes and lack of innocence but that I was now a reasonably seasoned young Man of the World who had some idea of where he was going and what he wanted from life. As ever, I was fooling myself as fate was to deliver many more highs, lows and challenges. But, as someone once commented to me, ‘Carl, whatever happens to you, you always seem to come out smelling of roses.’ How true!             




Prologue

19 years and beyond
 
So, I had well and truly turned my back on all those formative years and I began my new life in London with Mickey.
Sheba’s apparent wild claims about the capital’s gems proved totally founded. Mickey and I had come to a place which made the artistic delights of our home town appear a cultural desert. We went everywhere together and drank deep from the well of culture that was on offer. There were more famous works of art, conductors, actors, singers and historical objets d’art than we could throw a guide book at, all waiting for us to surfeit on. Almost immediately, after finding some gainful employment, Mickey and I began our organised regime of exploration of this new world. We indulged ourselves in a delightful period of playing the ‘rubber necking tourists’. We absorbed like sponges all the city’s museums, theatres, concert halls, galleries, opera houses, places of historical interest. Everywhere most Londoners would not be seen dead looking at, or setting foot in, were imbibed by our hungry souls.
After our initial stay of a couple of months in Sheba and Sally’s flat to get acclimatised, Mickey and I moved into a place of our own. It was a cramped double bed–sit (designed for one), about a quarter of a mile away. With all our books, records and my art department, there was very little space to actually live but somehow we managed very nicely. All those doom and gloom predictions of my home town comrades were proved wrong. Mickey and I soon settled down in the Metropolis and made loads of new friends. Almost without exception, they shared our love of the arts. We never did return to live in that Dirty, Old Town.
Naturally, the habits and routines of my previous life were difficult to break. In the very beginning, there were times, even down in London, when I accepted money for favours. Such offers were few and far between because I no longer went out to actively search for any clients. For a start, at nineteen, it wasn’t hard to work out that I was getting a bit too old for the game. In my home town, there was a reasonable but not insurmountable amount of competition – in London, however, with the many youngsters who arrived on a daily basis combined with the anonymity of the place it made a young man’s chances more difficult, if not impossible. Also, to be quite honest, I simply wanted to get away from it all. The whole life style was getting rather too sordid. Drugs were becoming involved more and more in any transaction and, although I’d had an unfortunate, extended encounter with illegal substances in my home town, on the London racks it was starting to become a way of life.
Now that Mickey and I had a place of our own and being, as we were, enjoying our own activities and preoccupations, I neglected Sheba. Generally, Mickey’s antipathy towards her remained reasonably unaltered but, because of all she had done for us, he allowed his frosty attitude to melt a little. With Sheba and I, there was no great bust up. We just simply stopped seeing one other until; finally, there didn’t seem much point. I think Mickey breathed a sigh of relief.
For the next few years, Mickey proved a patient, loving friend and managed to give me most of the emotional needs I still craved. He made it possible for me to have a chance to start a new beginning. I could start afresh. With him, I embraced this new stability with open arms.
When I left for my new life, I was sincere in my desire to keep in touch with my friends from the racks. There were promises made on both sides to write on a regular basis. It didn’t happen. Our promises and best intentions went for nothing. Not a single letter or phone call was ever exchanged with any of them. Even today, I still think about my friends and clients with all the affection which the passing of time allows. I often wonder how many of them have survived. What has happened to each and every one? Paolo, Jacko, Zenda, Skip and Fallon, Sandy, Ian, Paul, Eric, Adam and all the rest – and, of course, Andy. Where are they now and what are they up to? How many are still alive? Now that the sexual freedom which we enjoyed so openly has been denied by AIDS to everyone, rendering our previous life style impossible, how many ignored the dangers and carried on as before?
As for my Art Teacher... His threat to make my life hell never had to be carried out as I continued with my creative side. The heights of success were never mine to be enjoyed and always eluded me but, with a little subsidy from the odd job, I did manage to earn a meagre but steady income from my artistic output.
Nor did I ever lose my sluttish ways. I may not have looked for payment any more but casual sex with strangers was too much of a habit to break. I still found plenty of lovers, even though I was living with someone. Emotionally, it was a dangerous existence and it was extremely foolish of me to follow this rock strewn trail.
Another step I took was to finally bury the corpse of that child, ‘Steve(n)’. Having effectively killed him off so many years ago, I could see no reason for a resurrection. I retained the name of ‘Carl’ – making it official and legal by the process of deed–poll. I have never had any regrets in doing so.
And mother? Well, I saw her on an uneven basis – about once a year. The distance I had put between us did nothing to help our relationship; in fact, it deteriorated even further, if that was at all possible. To get me to visit more often, she continued to use emotional blackmail – but, after a lifetime of having this technique used against me, it no longer had the effect she desired. We always ended up rowing and, as usual, I was always the one in the wrong. She wanted to know nothing of my new life and refused every invitation to come up to visit me in London – even though I offered to pay her fare. It was expected that I should make the effort of travelling. Any success I had in the world of art, my mother still greeted with either derision or utter lack of interest. In the end, I gave up completely and stopped trying to engage her attention.
As for my father – I didn’t see him again until my twenty first birthday. Even then, it wasn’t through any choice of mine. For my ‘coming of age’, he sent me, through the post, such an enormous cheque (from where did he get the money?), I felt duty bound to go and see him and to thank him personally. One rainy evening, on the next visit to my mother, I went to face him. I knew that it was going to be almost grotesque to become reacquainted with the man who, unknowingly, had influenced so much of my teenage years. After the six year gap, how would he react? How would I? I knocked on his door. I heard approaching footsteps and my heart began to thump alarmingly. He opened the door and stared at the dripping young man with a blank expression. As far as he was concerned, I was going to try and flog him a carpet from a van parked in the street.
“Yes, can I help you?”
“Dad?” I ventured. I watched his eyes focus from formal indifference through curiosity to something resembling recognition and panic. It was as if he was searching for something, anything, recognisable about my face which would prove my claim. “It’s me, your son, Steve.”
“Steve!!” He stepped back in shock. “My God. Come in. My God! How – what – come in. I – er – yes. Come in. Drink? Sit down.” I think the penny had finally dropped. He started to flap about nervously.
After a few preliminary, embarrassed pleasantries and my stammered thank you, he began filling me up with cheap sherry and started hinting at ‘having a bit of fun’! I couldn’t believe it – he was trying it on again. After all this time, did he really think I’d want to calmly pick up and carry on at the same point where we’d left off all those years ago? Verbally, I managed to side step all his suggestive suggestions and came away slightly tipsy from his sherry but unscathed and unmolested.
Strange to say, as I walked away, I wasn’t angry. I merely felt painfully sorry for him. I don’t think pity is the sort of reaction he would have expected or wanted – but that’s all I felt. He was now stooped and looked so much older. He had transmuted into a pathetic, but dangerous old man. I felt strangely satisfied. Seeing what he had turned into, my desire for revenge had finally left me. I felt purged and clean.
A few years later, during a brief visit to the city of my birth, I decided to go down to the town’s centre for a walk around the place. My intention was, once again, to look over all the places of my youth. With all the building work being hastily completed, I wanted to see if there was anything left. After a couple of hours of futile searching, I was running out of cigarettes. I casually wandered into the nearest newsagent that was new, small and busy. As soon as I walked through the door, I stopped and stared. Serving behind the counter was none other than Sheba. She must have left her London playground and returned to her hated citadel. Instinctively, my heart wanted to leap forward and greet her with open arms, but my head made me hold back. Instead of marching up to the counter, I concealed myself behind an enormous pile of crisp boxes in order to watch. She had aged, put on weight and looked weary, careworn and deeply unhappy. Should I bite the bullet and go up to reacquaint myself? There came a sudden shrieking sound. A demanding, childish yell emanated from behind the counter which caused her to bend down and pick up a sweet little toddler. She looked flustered. Sheba’s customers were becoming impatient. The busy shop covered my quiet, sad departure. I decided to go elsewhere to purchase my cancer sticks. I have never seen her since that painfully tragic sighting.
Eventually, after a four year relationship, Mickey and I split up. The reason for the breakup was both trivial and entirely my fault. It could have easily been resolved and avoided but, at the time, it appeared an insurmountable rift. I told Mickey that I would be moving out and we set about dividing up the ever growing record collection. All this was done with good grace. Mickey thought it amusing. I believe that he thought it was a dramatic gesture on my part and I would stay with him – little did he suspect how wrong he was.
Within two days of splitting the LPs and with the help of a sympathetic friend, Richard, who was unknown to Mickey, I made some secret plans and waited for the time to put them into operation.
The morning of my departure, Mickey, still ignorant of my designs, went innocently off to work. Just down the road, watching and waiting, Richard was sitting in his car waiting for me to give the signal that all was now clear for him to approach. He helped me pack and load his car and, after three trips, I moved into the temporary home which another friend had offered. When Mickey came home, I had gone. He tried, a few times, to call me at work. I refused to speak to him. I quickly made some new gay friends and when Mickey finally insisted that I visit him as there were some records which I had ordered that had arrived and they needed to be collected, I went to see him with two of the better looking lads in tow. I know this was insensitive but I needed the emotional support to meet up with an ex for whom I still had feelings. When we left the forlorn looking Mickey, I looked back to see him wave from the doorstep. This was the last time I was ever to see him. Again, he phoned me at work to try and arrange another meeting but, this time he wanted it to be just the two of us. I refused. After a couple more attempts, he gave up and I never heard from him again. Sadly, Sibelius wasn’t forever. At the time it didn’t occur to me that this was the final piece of emotional baggage I’d brought with me from my home town. I, with a plethora of regrets, cast it aside. Now, all ties to my old life, all reminders, were finally axed.
Having said that, there was one situation which – well, that isn’t strictly true – there were two threads that remained to remind me of my past – Marti and Dave.
Over the years the lad grew into a handsome young man who inherited Marti’s blonde hair and our olive coloured skin. He thought of work as something to fund his social life so earned his keep as a jobbing labourer. This gave him a physique to die for. Marti’s job at bringing up an open minded and confident child had worked wonders. He was popular and, in case you are wondering – totally straight. Girls, and I suspect many gay men, found him irresistible. From what both he and Marti told me, many girls took one look at him, fell on their backs and spread their legs. He once asked “Carl, how would you feel about being a Grandfather?” I was just over thirty for God’s sake. Grandfather? I shuddered.
“Why, am I?” I was on my guard.
He grinned. “You never know.”
One evening we were in a pub having a drink when, across the bar, Dave spotted a pretty girl who drew his attention. She was with her good looking boyfriend.
“She is something else,” he mumbled. “Come on Carl, let’s go over and introduce ourselves.” Damn his confidence! “I can have her and you can have the boyfriend. What d’you say?”
“No!” was my firm reply.
“Suit yourself but it looks like he’d be up for it and she certainly would be.” We remained seated and didn’t embark on that particular adventure.
In our own way, the relationship between the three of us was ideal so it was a devastating shock when Dave was involved in a car crash. He was hospitalised with head and brain damage. As I looked at the unconscious figure, I could hardly recognise the bouncy, good looking and humorous young man I knew. We were told that, if he recovered, the lad would probably have to survive in a vegetative state (my words). Both Marti and I knew that this would be the last thing Dave would have wanted so it was with some relief when he slipped away from his life without ever gaining consciousness.
After this heart wrenching event, Marti and I drifted apart. There were too many reminders and memories we stirred up in one another. A short time later she moved back to Turin and that’s the last I ever saw or heard anything about her.
Of the many thousands of people I knew during my teenage years, there are only two I would most dearly love to meet again. Dear old Randy, Handy, Andy to thank him properly for all he did for me and my beloved Mickey so that I could tell him face to face how sorry I was at the way I treated him. He didn’t deserve my cold and calculating desertion and, even years later, I still feel the need to tell him to his face and ask for his forgiveness. But, unless they ever read this, recognise themselves in this somewhat rambling and aimless account and decide to contact me, I don’t suppose it will ever happen.
After many years of innumerable but delightfully satisfying false starts and side turnings, I finally met the dear person with whom I’ve been passionately in love for decades. Rabbit was able to give me everything my life had lacked – a selfless love and complete stability. The devotion and contentment which he, unselfishly, gave almost made the memory of my previous life slip into obscurity. If I thought about my early life at all, it was as if my experiences belonged to someone else – ‘through a glass darkly’. All my other encounters; loves, desires and satisfactions pale into insignificance against that which Rabbit gave and still gives.
Even so, some nights, when I am feeling particularly nostalgic or mellow through too much red wine, I regale him with recollections of my ‘bad old days’. He always listens with, what appears to be, rapt attention.
“I think you should write a book about all this. It’s in’trestin’” he’d said in his delightfully self mocking way.
“Nah!” was my continual and oft repeated response, “It’s too much of an effort.”
The most recent event which would, once again, change my life occurred, as usual, when I least expected it.
A young gay man called Luke, whom I had known since he was a teenager, suddenly re–established contact after a break of many years. He phoned out of the blue and, after our mutual delight, we arranged for him to come over for a meal.
That evening, after a lot of food, wine and catching up, he stopped and lit a cigarette.
“There’s something I should tell you.”
It sounded serious, “What?” Had he been careless and joined the ever growing ranks of those living with AIDS?
“I’m now a rent boy.” This was said in such a matter–of–fact voice that I had to smile.
“Really?” I said, trying to hold back my humour. Rabbit who, because of my intermittent reminiscences, was now used to such confessions and didn’t even twitch at Luke’s confession.
“Yes, and I knew I could tell you without fear and that you wouldn’t be shocked because – well – didn’t you once tell me that you were on the game as well?”
“That’s right.” I tried to think back to when I could have made this revelation.
“I thought so. You know, Carl, you should write it all down – all you went through.”
Rabbit couldn’t resist and chimed in with, “And that’s exactly what I’ve been telling him.”
“Write all what down?” I knew that I was politely but firmly being got at.
“All your experiences.” I sneered gently at Luke’s suggestion and curled my lip to indicate my disapproval. “It’s important.”
“What on earth for?” I dismissed as lightly as I could.
“I think it would give a warning to anyone who is thinking of getting into it.” The normally happy–go–lucky Luke was straight faced and staring at me intently.
“I don’t think so,” I replied slowly and somewhat hesitantly.
“Why not?” There was a hint of mockery, anger and frustration in his voice.
“For a start, when I was on the game, there was very little need for safe sex. It was a free–for–all society. Most of my memories and experiences would be hopelessly out of date.”
“Bullshit!!” was his studied reply.
“But things have changed,” I pressed on. “Now, you have different problems from those I had to put up with.” Before he could interrupt, I ploughed on. “Besides, it would be far too disgusting – I doubt if anyone would risk printing it – let alone anyone wanting to read it!”
“Fucking hell, Carl. Don’t you believe it! I’ve loads of friends who’d be really interested. They’d love to read it.”
“Hmm,” I pursed. “Let me think about it.” I had no intention of doing so.
“Don’t just think about it, for fuck’s sake. Fucking do something about it.”
The final catalyst was my dear Rabbit.
It was on that fateful visit to my home town, where I was showing him the long lost landmarks of my childhood and youth.
I was so absorbed in my memories, I didn’t notice, at first, that he had gone very quiet. He was staring at the glass building where ‘The Green Goddess’ had once stood.
“What’s the matter? I asked.
“Oh, I was just thinking.” He sounded as if he were on another planet.
“About what?”
With a swift movement, he turned and faced me.
“You know, Carl, you really should take Luke’s advice. You must write it all down!” he smiled kindly, “I think it is important.”
When we returned to London I deliberately blocked the whole idea from my mind. A few days later Luke came over again and I received another full on verbal assault. Rabbit’s urging, coupled with Luke’s gentle pressure made me think that it might be a good idea to put pen to paper. Luke left very late and Rabbit and I went to bed. Almost immediately, he slipped off into a deep sleep but my mind was too full of our recent conversations. So as not to disturb my sleeping partner, I got up and went into the lounge. I sat down at our computer. After creating a ‘word document’, I stared at the blank page. A few moments passed and then my fingers began tapping the keys...
“I suppose the adult I have become and the path I have taken is the ripe fruit which was seeded in my childhood. And it was a member of my family who gleefully planted this seed with evil relish...”
Finally…
The Beginning
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